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Alyson swore under her breath. She couldn't believe the day she was having. After finally meeting a decent man off the internet, and finding a sitter for her kids she was lost trying to find the damn restaurant. Her date had already texted her twice asking where she was, she knew he was getting impatient. Not that it was her fault, she typed the address into the GPS perfectly, however she seemed to be on the outskirts of town seemingly in the middle of nowhere. As the panic and dread started to creep in, she got another text from her date saying he was going to leave and they could just reschedule.
"Fuck" she yelled to no one in particular. She couldn't believe this was happening. At 36, guys weren't exactly lining up out the door for her. Sure it was easy enough to catch their attention. Her blonde hair, and perfect smile helped with that. Plus the fact that she did yoga 3 times a week ensured she kept her body tight, but usually it would fizzle out after the first date or two once the subject of kids came up. She was starting to think she was going to be single the rest of her life and before she knew it she was crying causing her mascara to run down her face a bit. She cussed herself again, doing her best to stop the tears without ruining her makeup further.
As the sun started to disappear behind the horizon, Alyson's troubles continued as she saw the flashing lights of a police car behind her. "You can't be serious" she said clearly flustered as she pulled over and continued to wipe her eyes.
As she sat in her car waiting for the officer to approach she smoothed out her tight pink skirt and reapplied her lipstick in the mirror before adjusting her chest a bit. "Nothing wrong with a little harmless flirting to get out of a ticket" she told herself as the officer approached the car.
"License and registration please" he said as he leaned into the window.
"I'm sure it's here somewhere, officer" she said in his sexiest voice as she bent over to check the glove compartment. Her short skirt sliding up her legs revealed a portion of her ass to the officer. He couldn't help but smile to himself as he sized up the cute blonde. He'd met girls like this before while on the force. They would flash their goods and play the victim all in hopes of getting off with a warning, but Officer Jones had other ideas as she produced her registration and insurance card with a warm smile. Her low cut top hanging partially open so he could get a quick peek at her chest as he took her documents.
"Where you aware you were speeding and swerving back there, ma'am" he said matter of factly as he looked over her documents. She gave the usual response. A shocked look, a tearful apology, and the usual, please just let me off with a warning; I'll do anything routine. He'd seen it and heard it all before, he knew how this game was played. Except, Alyson wasn't playing a game. She was being sincere. Sure she wanted to make sure she looked a little extra sexy, but she wholeheartedly didn't know what she had done and being a single mom she couldn't afford a ticket. That wasn't to say, she was trying to get out of it, she was just hoping to find a little compassion.
"Are you trying to bribe me, ma'am?" the officer said with serious concern in his voice. Alyson was speechless, did something she said come off as a bribe? What in the world would make him assume such a thing. As she was trying to process what just happened the officer abruptly opened her door and grabbed her arm, "step out of the vehicle for me ma'am" he said, pulling her from the car not leaving her much of a choice.
"No, wait, I, I think there's been a misunderstanding" she stammered as she stumbled out of the car grabbing onto the officer's shoulders to brace her fall.
"Looks like we can add assaulting a police officer to the list of chargers" he grumbled as he spun her around and violently pinned her against the car.
"No, please, I swear I just tripped. You were so forceful and..." her words were suddenly cut off as a large hand slammed down against her ass and she yelped in pain. Her head was spinning and she couldn't think straight. Just a couple minutes ago she was on her way to a date now she was being pulled over, arrested for assaulting an officer and, was he spanking her? Was her mind playing tricks on her, she didn't know what to think.
"So you're saying this is somehow my fault? That I made you speed, made you swerve all over the road and then assault a cop? That's your story?" he said as he spread her legs and arms over the hood of her car. "Do you have any weapons on you?" he growled as she felt him start to aggressively run his hands through her body.
"N, No sir. I think, I, there must be a giant misunderstanding" she stammered as he ran his hands up her arms, she couldn't help but get a little flustered. It had been so long since a man had touched her, and she could feel his breath on the back of her neck causing her entire body to cover itself in goosebumps. She was still several steps behind the entire situation, and couldn't seem to formulate words. It wasn't until she felt him aggressively grab her chest with both hands and squeeze that she started to realize the gravity of the situation. "You, you can't do that" she said weakly as he pinched her nipples through her thin top before continuing to run his hands down her stomach and hips.
"Unless you want to face even more serious charges, I would advise you not to tell me what you think I can and can't do," he said as he felt him cup her ass with both hands, his fingers digging into her flesh and coming dangerously close to her now wet pussy.
"I'm sorry, sir, I just, can you give me a minute? I don't understand what's happening" she said as a mix of emotions raced through her head. Here she was in the middle of nowhere, getting manhandled by a cop, and accused of crimes she wasn't even sure she committed. Worse of all, her body was on fire with the way he was touching her. She couldn't understand what was going on. Why was she turned on, did she actually commit those crimes on accident, and worse of all was the cop being inappropriate or was that too in her head and he was just doing his job. The last thing she wanted to do was accuse him of something and get in even more trouble.
"The way I see it, you have two options" he said with his breath back on her neck. "I can take you in now and book you for attempted bribery of a police officer, and assault of a police officer and you'll probably spend the next 5 years in jail..." As soon as the word jail left his mouth Alyson started to cry. She couldn't go to jail. What about her kids, she had to get back to them this was all just a big misunderstanding.
"Or, the second option..." he said as he started to hike up her short skirt. She didn't even realize it at first she was still reeling from the possibility of going to jail. It wasn't until she felt his hands on her now bare ass that she started to understand what he was saying.
"No please, I'm not like that. You have the wron..." before she could finish her sentence she felt another hard slap against her ass. This one caused her to cry out in pain as it was quickly followed by another and then another. She bawled her hands into fists clenching so tight her knuckles turned white as the pain tore through her ass.
"I don't think you understand the gravity of this situation" she heard him say his mouth now against her ear as he had stopped slapping her ass and had instead gone to massaging it. For a second she couldn't help but allow the invasion. The coolness of his hand against her now hot flesh and the gentleness of his touch made her drip with desire as she caught herself pushing back slightly against his hand.
"Please, I'm sorry. I won't tell anyone. I'll pay the fffffffffuck" she lost her train of thought again as he pushed 2 fingers into her wet pussy. She couldn't understand why she was so turned on, but the ease of which his fingers slid told them both all they really needed to know. She reached back grabbing his wrist, as she tried to stop the assault despite her body clearly welcoming it.
"Oh i see, you're not happy with just not fingers you want the real thing, don't you" he taunted as he removed his fingers from her wet pussy the lewd sound of juices echoing in the wind around them.
"No, I..." before she could say another word those same fingers were forced into her mouth as she tasted herself nearly gagging as he pressed his large fingers deep into her mouth. She tried to call out to tell him to stop but all that came out was a muffled cry as she heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper.
As Officer Jones pulled out his now hard 9 inch cock he grabbed a handful of Alyson's hair yanking her head back off his fingers as his cock pressed against her skin. "Perhaps if you make this real good, we can forget about all those charges" he whispered as he bit down on his neck, his cock brushing against her soaked lips.
Alyson was trying her best to ward off the assault, but the truth was her body was on fire. The way he had dominated her caused something to set off inside her she never knew was there. Her pussy was aching and as much as she wanted to believe she wasn't this person, right now she wanted nothing more than to feel this man inside her. Lucky for her, she didn't have to wait much longer. As she felt him mark her with his teeth she also felt that familiar feeling of a cock slipping past her walls as fill her like she'd never been filled before. She wanted him to take it slow, so she could feel every inch of his cock, but it was clear he had other plans as he bottomed out inside of her in just a couple of hard thrusts. She cried out in both pain and pleasure as she felt his hand wrap around her neck.
"Oh God, oh fuck. I'm not this person" she moaned as she felt the hand around her neck tighten. She didn't know if she was trying to convince him or her but the sloshing noises coming from her pussy every time he pulled out and slammed back into her told them both the real story.
All pretense of her not enjoying it, faded as she started to get that familiar feeling between her legs. She bit down on her bottom lip as she started to meet his trusts slamming her ass back in hopes to get him deeper. "That's a good girl, I knew you were a dirty slut" he taunted biting her ear as he brought her hand from her throat back to her ass giving it another hard slap. This caused her to moan out her approval as her juices ran down her leg. She just needed to orgasm, then she'd be able to think straight, she told herself as she reached down between her legs and began to stroke her clit. Her participation in the act was exactly as Officer Jones had hoped for as he felt her orgasm nearing. The truth was, this was the best piece of ass he'd had in awhile and while he didn't want it to end, he knew he wasn't going to last forever. He felt her walls tighten against his cock as she began to rub her clit and smiling to himself he gave her ass another slap before pushing his thumb against her tight ass. Alyson was too lost in the moment to care about the digit against your tight ass and as she worked her ass harder against the cock in her pussy she allowed it to slowly slide inside her making her feel more full than she'd ever been before.
"Oh God, Oh Fuck, I'm almost there" she moaned working herself into a frenzy as her toes started to tingle and the first wave of her orgasm ripped through her body her ass completely sucking up the thumb that just moments ago was pressed against it. As the orgasm continued to wash over her, Officer Jones felt her walls contract around his cock as he knew he wouldn't be far behind her. He began to grunt and his breath was ragged.
As Alyson came down from her orgasm, the gravity of the situation was finally hitting her. She wasn't on birth control, he wasn't wearing a condom, she couldn't afford another kid. As she started to panic and tried to pull away from officer Jones he grabbed her hips pinning her against the car as he let out a low animalist growl and she felt the unmistakable feeling of his seed splattering her insides. She opened her mouth to protest but as another spurt struck against her cervix all that came out was a soft moan and surrounder as she had another mini orgasm and lay against the hood of her car completely spent and satisfied as shot of shot of his potent sperm shot inside her before she eventually felt his cock soften and slip out, a large glob of cum seeping out of her pussy and down her thigh and she laid on the hood spent.
"That was better than expected," Officer Jones said with a grin as he stuffed his cock back into his pants. "I guess I can let you off this time with a warning, but I'll be holding onto your ID in case I hear any other complaints about reckless driving and need to make a house call." All Alyson could do was nod in submission as she tried to catch her breath and figure out what just happened as she watched him drive off into the distance.
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Tabatha and Andy were highschool sweethearts and married for 6 years. Tabatha loved Andy very much, but it felt like lately they were drifting apart. He was coming home later every night, usually smelling of alcohol and would often get very defensive when she asked where he'd been. To top it off, they hadn't had sex for months. At first she thought he was cheating on her, but as she began to investigate she realized he was at the casino almost every night. He would go there with a group of friends, bet on games and get shit faced before coming home in a sour mood because he lost his money. This all came to a head one night when Andy invited his friend Jacob over to watch a football game. Jacob is a huge Dallas Cowboys fan, while Andy preferred his home team the Jaguars.
"Good to see you, please come in!" Andy said as he greeted Jacob at the door.
"You ready to lose?" Jacob joked with him. He wore his Cowboys jersey and knew it would get a reaction out of his friend.
"Nice jersey!" Andy said.
About six couples showed up. Their mutual friends, Mark and his wife Tina, along with a few others Jacob was meeting for the first time. All of them were Jaguar fans.
"Jacob, you are outnumbered today!" Tina joked.
"It's okay. I'm good with it."
Everyone was drinking. The game was exciting. The couples were all in their twenties or early thirties.
"Sorry bud, but the Cowboys are losing today!" Andy said at the end of the first quarter. The Jags were up seven to three.
"There's a long way to go in this one. I'm not worried, the Cowboys will win!".
"No way." Andy shot back at me. The others were all encouraging him to stand up for their team. After all, they were up early in the game and playing well.
"Watch and see!" Jacob said.
"I'll keep watching, but what I'll see is the Cowboys losing." Andy started playing up for the crowd.
"I don't think so, but keep on talking if it makes you feel better.".
"Jacob, you want to put some money on it?" Mark asked as Andy's face lit up.
"I don't want to take your money Mark.".
"How about five hundred dollars?" Mark asked.
"Whatever, do you even have five hundred?
"Well, not on me, but of course I have it." Mark said. Jacob knew Mark made a good amount of money so he wasn't really worried about it.
"So do we have a bet?" Mark asked.
"Sure, we are on. Five hundred it is. Winner takes the money." Jacob told him.
"I want in on this too." Andy said all too quickly, already showing the signs of a slight buzz.
"You want five hundred too?" Dannu asked looking around for Tabatha as he knew Andy had a bit of a problem and he could get a lot more out of it.
"Unless losing one thousand is too much for you?" Andy joked.
"Ha, that's nothing. I'm game for much more if either of you want to go more."
"Mark is fine at five hundred!" Tina quickly answered.
Careful Tina, we don't want to cut into your shopping money!" Jacob joked, hoping to keep the mood light.
"I'm not scared to go more." Andy said. "I believe in my Jags and I'm not scared to back it up!"
"Okay, name an amount."
"Let's move that five hundred to five thousand!" Andy said.
"Oh shit! That's a big jump!" Jacob said shocked it had escalated so quickly.
"Andy, that's stupid. It's too much." Mark told him suddenly, shying away. Andy didn't care. He had faith in his team, plus they had the lead. If we won this it would more than cover his recent losses and restore some order back in his life.
"The Jags are winning. I feel it." Andy told Mark. "If you all are smart you would get in on this free money."
The other couples laughed it off and all declined on getting in on any bets.
"Okay then, we have a bet!" Jacob told Andy just as Tabatha was walking back into the room from the kitchen.
"What is going on in here?" Tabatha asked as she entered the room.
Jacob watched Tabatha's facial expression turn to shock and then anger as the group told her of Andy's bet. You could clearly see that she was not happy with what had happened and her emotions were quickly getting the best of her.
"Andy, can I speak with you privately please." Tabatha said her face red with anger.
"Not now, the second quarter is about to start." Andy said, somewhat brushing her off. She had enough of this behavior. He has brushed her off one too many times, and she practically dragged him into the other room by his arm.
"Now please." Tabatha said again.
They left the room for a few moments, but in reality they could have just stayed there. They were talking loud enough that everyone could all hear them arguing anyway.
"Andy, we don't have to bet." Jacob told him as they returned to the room, both red with anger as neither wanted to back down from the other.
"No, a bet is a bet. We are on." Andy said much to Tabatha's dismay.
"Okay, but just remember, when the game is over, I gave you a chance to back out." Jacob told him.
The Cowboys had a great second quarter and led the game at halftime by the score of twenty to seven. Andy and Tabatha had another talk at halftime. She was clearly upset with him and looking for a way out of this.
The Jags made a run in the second half. Andy started the trash talking back up as the game got closer. It was a twenty three to sixteen lead for the Cowboys and the Jags had the ball.
"Lawrence is going to win this for us! I bet you are the one regretting that bet now!" Andy said as confident as ever.
"Well, I was actually feeling bad and was going to let you out of the bet, but since you are so confident, I'm holding you to it." Jacob replied as he watched Tabatha out of the corner of his eye.
"When the Jags win, I'm holding you to it!"
Tabatha sat on the coach too worried to even enjoy the game. The only reason Jacob even considered letting him out of the bet was because he felt bad for her. She was a very attractive woman, and someone he had a crush on for a long time. She was wearing a Jags shirt a black leggings. He wished the shirt didn't cover up so much of her gorgeous chest, but at least the leggings showed off her ass.
"Sorry Tabatha. I was trying to let you two out of the bet." he told her as she shifted uncomfortably.
"I know. I can tell. Andy will have to deal with a very upset wife if he loses this stupid bet." Tabatha said.
"Fuck!" Andy yelled as Lawrence threw an interception.
The room went silent for a few moments. Jacob looked over at Tabatha, who was white as a ghost. He knew they didn't have the money to pay, and unfortunately so did she. The game was over and the Cowboys won.
"Jacob, I'll pay you tomorrow." Mark said as the party started to wind down and everyone left.
Jacob wasn't sure how he was going to handle asking for the money. It was awkward when they were all leaving. Andy and Tabatha had a nice home, but it was obvious they didn't just have five thousand laying around to just throw away. He left and decided not to mention the money just yet.
He woke up the next morning to a text from Tabatha "Can we talk?" He didn't need to ask why, he knew exactly what it was about.
They agreed to meet at her house that evening. When he arrived, Tabatha was dressed differently. She had on a little skirt and heels. He had never seen her dressed up and it took him a minute to register Andy was even in the room. Her chest was on full display in her short low cut crop top and the skirt made her legs look even better than he remembered. He swallowed hard trying to think of anything else at that moment as he felt his cock swell in his jeans.
"I'll get right to the point, we don't have five thousand dollars." Tabatha said. All Jacob could do was nod in reply. He knew that was the case, but at the moment all he could do was stare at her chest and legs.
"Andy is very sorry about the bet. He was drinking and the emotions got the best of him." Tabatha said. I could tell that she was very much in charge at this point, as Andy was sitting in the corner looking at his feet.
"I understand, but I have just one question. If Andy would have won, would you have expected me to pay you?
"Of course I would have." Andy answered before Tabatha had time to reply. She shot a look at him that would have killed most men on the spot, and in that moment Jacob was happy he wasn't on her bad side.
"Andy, stop talking." Tabatha said clearly frustrated.
"Okay, so had I lost you would have expected me to pay up. You lost and you don't have the money. You are now asking how to settle this. Does that sound accurate?" Jacob asked.
"Yes. We are asking if there is anything else or another way we can work this out. We just don't have that kind of money at this time." Tabatha said, touching his arm softly doing her best to put on the charm.
"What are you thinking?" Jacob said the blood once again flowing to his dick.
"I don't know. Is there anything you need? Andy is an excellent handyman. He can do repair work on your home or something like that."
"Hey, I don't want to do that man's bitch wo..."
"Andy I said shut the fuck up! You're the reason we are in this mess in the first place. If your limp dicked ass could just keep your mouth shut maybe we wouldn't be in the situation we are in" Tabatha shot back daring Andy to speak again.
"I don't need any work done. I mean, I really can't think of anything." Jacob said calmly, trying not to get her anger cast his way.
"There has to be something. Anything, you name it. Andy will agree to it and will work every weekend that he needs to make it up."
"How much of the five thousand could you give me now?"
"Maybe two thousand. But that includes the money we have in savings. It would leave us with nothing" Tabatha answered with a hint of remorse in her voice.
"Well, all your savings. I'm not that cruel."
"We know we are in a bad spot. Is there anything you need or could use instead of the money? It is Christmas time, maybe you can find it in your heart to work something different out." Tabatha asked.
Jacob could tell Tabatha was getting emotional. She dressed up to impress him in hopes he might find her attractiveness a reason to go easy on them. She seemed so mad at Andy, he had never seen someone's wife talk to them like that. He couldn't stop looking at Tabatha's legs either. If he thought she was sexy before, she looked like a supermodel now.
"Well, now that you mention it, there is something." he said as Tabatha's face brightened.
"Anything, you name it!"
"Like you said, it's Christmas time. I have an office Christmas party on Saturday I must attend. I don't have a date."
"Okay, so what are you asking?" Tabatha replied.
"Well, I need a date."
"With my wife?" Andy blurted out looking not happy about the request.
"Andy, shut up, no talking. I'm handling this." Tabatha told him coldly.
"Taking you on a date is not something you are doing." Andy said.
"Andy, you got us into this, I'll do whatever the hell I please. Now let me handle this." Tabatha said.
"Hey, you asked, I'm just making a suggestion." Jacob said, holding up his hands and backing away.
"Okay, so you want me to be your date for your office Christmas party?"
"Yes. I work all the time. I'm single and I need a date."
"What else?" Tabatha asked.
"What the fuck, you are considering this?" Andy blurted out.
"Andy, I swear to God, if you say one more thing!" Tabatha quickly told him.
"How about Andy also power washes my deck and siding this weekend?" Jacob said with a grin, enjoying seeing his friend squirm a little.
"I meant what else as on the date, but yes, Andy will be happy to power wash your deck and siding." Tabatha said.
"Well, I don't want people at my work thinking I invited my sister or something out as my date. So you would have to play the part."
"Play the part?"
"You know, dress up, do everything you would do on a normal date." I said.
"Play the part, let me think." Tabatha said, looking over at Andy.
Andy and Tabatha stepped a few feet away and were discussing. Jacob couldn't hear every word but he did pick up on Tabatha mentioning how Andy likes to show her off. Andy tried to explain how this was different. He wouldn't be there to monitor and dressing up wasn't the same as going on an actual date with someone. Tabatha told him it was time to put up or shut up. It was obvious Andy did not like this plan, but Tabatha had already made up her mind.
"Okay, we have a deal." Tabatha said. "What time do I need to be there on Saturday?"
"I'll pick you up at seven. And by the way, it's a nicer event, not tux or anything like that, but still semi-formal."
"I will make it work."
Jacob picked Tabatha up at seven that Saturday. She greeted him at the door wearing a long black tight dress with a very high slit going up her thigh, and a deep V around the neck. The moment Jacob saw her he knew he was going to have a very hard time keeping his hands off her all night. As they were preparing to leave Andy came downstairs, dressed like he was going to the gym. Before Jacob even had a chance to ask, Tabatha chimed in.
"Andy is going to spend the day washing your deck. I also told him he needs to make sure there are no weeds in the garden and the garage is cleaned out." Jacob wanted to say none of that was necessary, but given the look she shot Andy he knew the decision was already made.
"Thanks for doing this." he told Tabatha as he gave Andy one last look then hooked his arm with hers.
"No, thank you for working with us and allowing us to do this instead of the money."
"I will admit, I didn't think you would get all this dressed up for this evening. You look absolutely stunning" he told her as they walked to the car.
"Well thank you. It was the least I could do. Andy is not going to be happy when he finds out how much I spent on this dress and these heels. I wanted to look good for tonight, so I splurged. It's still so much less when compared to what I would have spent if we would have paid up though."
"Well, you look amazing! I almost feel bad knowing I'm going to be accompanied by the prettiest woman there considering you're another man's wife."
"I told myself I would enjoy the evening. Andy needs to learn his lesson. When I get home tonight hopefully we will be remorseful!" Tabatha said. "I really need him to learn his lesson."
"Well in that case, I'm glad I could help." Jacob teased.
When they got to the party, Jacob was right. All eyes were on Tabatha as they walked to their table. As the drinks started to flow and the band started up Tabatha noticed Jacob was holding back a little. It was clear to her that he was holding back, presumably because he was with his friend's wife.
"Please, treat me like you would any other date. A deal is a deal. I don't want you leaving tonight and thinking we still owe you" Tabatha said with a certain fire in her eye.
"Okay, let's go dance!".
Jacob took Tabatha out on the dance floor and tried to liven things up. With the drinks flowing, and the music pounding in their ears they slowly worked their bodies closer to one another. Tabatha bumped her hip into Jacob as she let her fingers run through her hair. It was obvious she was out to have a good time and wasn't going to let the night sour. Before long, Jacob had his hands around her hips as they swayed to the beat together. He was close enough now, he could smell her hair, and her scent was intoxicating. He let his hands wander along her hips and across her thighs, before the song changed and Tabatha spun around to face him. His hands suddenly on the curve of her ass.
"I love this song!" Tabatha yelled in his ear, getting even closer as her thigh brushed against his cock. They stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, until Tabatha again spun around and pressed her ass against his now very hard cock. He let his hands wander across her hips to her stomach, inching closer to her chest, something he had only been able to fantasize about. Tabatha reached down and squeezed the side of his thighs letting him know she wanted to be that close, as his face was on her neck. As they continued their dance, the intoxication of her scent was too much for him to handle and soon he was kissing her neck as his fingers traced the outline of her chest.
Tabatha quickly turned around. He was afraid he had crossed a line and soon he was going to see her wrath. Instead, as they were face to face she grabbed behind his neck and pulled him in for a kiss on the lips. Soon they were making out like a couple of horny teenagers, grinding to the beat of the song as their tongues explored each other's mouth.
"I can't believe I'm doing this." Tabatha said after finally coming up for air and leading him off the dance floor.
"I'm sorry, it's my fault. You are married. We just went too far. It was a mistake." he told her, afraid the night was about to come to an end.
"Well, I am your date after all. That was the deal, right? To treat me like you would any other date?" Tabatha asked, holding his hand as he saw the wheels spinning behind her eyes.
He was shocked at what he was hearing, but he was so turned on he could barely think straight.
"Are you sure about this? I can pretend this never happened. I can drive you home." As he searched for a way to let her out of the situation they found themselves in, she stopped him in his tracks by once again pressing her lips to hers. She moaned softly into his mouth as his tongue flicked out and he ran his hand through her hair. His own inhibitions quickly melted away.
"You know, they gave us all a room for the night." He said as they broke their kiss. His eyes searching hers for what to do next.
"Really? Show me." She said, biting her lip.
He took her hand and quickly raced toward the elevator. He wasn't sure if he was rushing because he was afraid she would change her mind or because he thought he would change his. Regardless of the reason, as the elevator doors opened he practically dragged her inside as his lips once again found her neck. Tabatha moaned softly as her purse began to buzz. We both ignored it, as the elevator slowly made its way to the 11th floor.
As we burst into the room, her purse began to buzz again and this time she broke the kiss. "It's Andy. He won't stop calling. I need to answer it." Tabatha said as Jacob layed on the bed staring at the ceiling.
"What do you want?" Tabatha hissed as she answered the phone and slipped her shoes off.
Jacob couldn't hear what Andy was saying, but Tabatha was in charge of the conversation. He seemed very concerned about how the date was going.
"Fine, FaceTime me and you can see for yourself!" Tabatha said and hung up before once again giving me that look.
"Hello honey!" Tabatha answered sarcastically. She had Andy on FaceTime so they could see each other. Tabatha walked to the other side of the hotel room to take in the view while talking.
"I have on this new black dress." Tabatha said as she lowered her phone to show Andy her dress giving him a little spin for good measure. "Jacob has taken great care of me tonight." She added, giving him a wink.
"And how much did you spend on that?" Andy asked.
"Not five thousand!" Tabatha shot back. Apparently Andy was completely in the dark about her outfit and the price tag it came with when Jacob picked her up today.
"I guess that's fair. Look, I really am sorry about all this. Please just come home and we can start over." Andy said.
"Oh, and here are the new heels. Now, they are expensive!" Tabatha said, lowering the phone down. She pushed her leg out of the slit in her dress showing off her legs in her heels.
"Wait, Where are you?" Andy asked as he realized her background didn't seem like that of a party.
"Oh, I had to use the restroom so we went to Jacob's room for a quick break. It also has more privacy than the rest room down stairs." Tabatha answered a bit of mockery in her tone.



"What the fuck, Jacob got a room?" He said. "Is he there with you now?"
"Of course." Tabatha answered with a fake giggle turning the phone so he could see Jacob on the other bed.
"Jacob, what year fuck man? You got a room and are trying to put the moves on my wife. Fuck you man!" Andy said.
"Whoa, hold on. I got the room but it is for me. She just needed to use the restroom. Honestly man, your wife has been a real champ this entire time" I answered.
"That's bullshit! You're seriously trying to fuck my wife? All because you got lucky in one little bet. I'll bet you double or nothing right now you guys lose again next week" Andy yelled.
"Man, you are the one who got yourself into this mess with your bet. Maybe next time ask for permission before trying to play with the big boys" Jacob shot his own anger starting to build.
"Another bet? Have you seriously learned nothing!" Tabatha said seething. "I thought this would be enough for you. Seeing another guy charm your wife and have some fun while you sit around cleaning all day. But you haven't learned anything have you!" The more Tabatha spoke the louder she got. Jacob had never seen her this mad before. It was clear everything was about to bubble over.
"This is bullshit. You know, I should have won that bet." Andy yelled.
"Andy, stop fucking talking. I don't know what's gotten into you." Tabatha said. "You need to learn there are consequences for your actions." As she spoke Jacob heard the faint sound of a zipper and his face shot over to her.
"Honey, the guy got lucky. Now he has you in a hotel room. He is the one who needs to be taught a lesson." Andy said.
"Honey", she said sarcastically, "you are not getting the point at all. You got us into this with your stupid betting and you're still doing it. I think you need to learn some accountability," and with that she let her dress fall to the floor. Jacob's eyes nearly bulged out of his head. She was absolutely stunning.
"You need to come home now!" Andy shot back just as she spun the phone back around to focus on her. "Wait a minute, where the fuck are your clothes?" He asked, confused.
"See, before you called Jacob over here was telling me exactly what he does with his dates when he gets them back to his room. Weren't you Jacob?" He tried to speak, but nothing came out. His mouth was suddenly dry as he stared at the goddess in front of him.
"What the fuck, Tabatha! He's still in the room? Get your damn clothes back on!"
"You're not in any type of position to make demands, Andy. See, I tried to give you a chance. Tonight was just going to be some harmless dancing, a little flirting and then you would stop all this bullshit and we would get back to normal. But no, you just can't help yourself can you?" As she spoke she slowly and seductively made her way toward Jacob, her hips swaying with each step.
"Tabatha, baby I'm sorry" Andy pleaded. The anger in his voice suddenly disappeared. "Please, just let me..."
"Enough talking!" Tabatha snapped back. "You know, the worst thing about the dress I was wearing. All the fucking lines from my bra and panties. I just couldn't find anything that would work. So, do you know what I did instead?" For a moment the room was perfectly silent. Jacob thought maybe Andy hung up. "I said, do you know what i fucking did!" Tabatha yelled, startling both Andy and Jacob.
"Baby, please..." Andy's voice broke. It was in that instance the gravity of the situation hit Jacob.
"I just didn't wear any, of course," Alsyon said with a laugh as she made her way to the front of Jacob's bed. With tears in his eyes, Andy took in the scene in front of him. He could now clearly see his wife, completely naked in a hotel room and their friend lying on the bed (still completely clothed) in front of her.
"Jacob has been such a good date tonight, baby. He paid attention to me, and told me how pretty I looked. We danced, and drank, and didn't think about you a single time. Don't you think he deserves a little reward?" As she spoke Andy saw his wife's diamond ring slowly sliding up Jacob's leg. He felt like he was going to be sick.
"Jacob dude, please, you have to stop this. I'm begging you" Andy pleaded.
"Maybe he's right, Tabatha. This doesn't feel right." Jacob said, trying to reason with the scorned woman.
"Doesn't feel right? I think it feels perfect. Darling, his cock is so hard right now." she said with a giggle as she openly massaged another man's cock in front of her husband.
"This is so fucked! I'm hanging up." Andy cried as his wife slowly unzipped Jacob's pants.
"I swear to fucking God, Andy. If you hang up we are over. This is your fault. You neglected me for months. You would rather be out drinking and gambling instead of at home fucking me, you are the one that made a bet you couldn't fulfill, and you are the one who after all this is still trying to place bets! You're going to watch every fucking minute of this. You are going to watch your wife get stretched by someone with a much bigger dick than you, and you're going to watch as he makes me cum. Then maybe, just maybe you will learn your lesson and we can get back to our lives. Do I make myself clear!"
As the events in front of him were unfolding before his eyes, Jacob was frozen both in fear and lust. He had never seen anyone as mad as Tabatha was right now, and perhaps worse, he had never been as turned on as he was right now.
Andy never really answered, but the sniffling Jacob heard on the other end of the phone made him sure he was still there. Meanwhile, Tabatha had fished his cock completely out of his shorts now and was stroking him slowly. "His dick is so much bigger than I imagined it would be. Fuck Andy, why isn't your dick this big." she taunted as she held the phone with one hand and worked Jacob's cock with the other. "I wonder how much I could get in my mouth." Tabatha pondered out loud much to the dismay of her husband. As the beautiful blond's head slowly got closer to his cock, Jacob's heart began to race. This was his biggest fantasy and perhaps biggest nightmare all rolled into one. His thoughts were cut short however as he felt the familiar feeling of warm lips wrapping around his manhood. His own moans were drowned out by the sounds of Andy softly sobbing as he tried to take in the events that were happening.
Jacob couldn't hold back any longer. He felt bad for his friend, but at this point his cock was the one in charge. He quickly began unbuttoning his shirt as Tabatha gagged on his cock. "Fuck, I can't get it all" she announced somewhat defeated when she came up for air.
"Please baby, I learned my lesson. I'm sorry, please come back home." Andy pleaded as Jacob discarded the last of his clothes and ran his hands in Tabatha's hair. To his surprise however, she slapped his hand away.
"Sorry big boy, you don't get to touch the merchandise. You're just a prop in this game. Now be a doll and hold my phone for me" Tabatha said as she climbed up on the bed. Jacob wanted to protest. He wanted this to be so much more than just her using him, but it was hard to argue with what was happening to him now.
As Jacob took the phone and turned the camera Tabatha slowly grinded her hips into him. Her pussy was soaked, and added with the spit all over his cock Jacob was in heaven.
"This is it, baby. He's going to fuck me. I'm about to take only the second dick I've ever had and you get to witness it." Tabatha taunted as she continued to grind into Jacob. He had no idea, Andy was the only person to fuck her. The very thought of it was enough to make him explode. He tried again to reach out and grab her hip or chest, but each time Tabatha swatted him away and told him to be a good boy.
Ever so slowly, Tabatha lifted her hips and guided Jacob's eager cock toward her lips. As the head started to sink in, both of them gave a small moan as Andy continued to look on helplessly. He was past pleading, and past crying. He was a broken man, and as he watched another man's cock slowly slide into his wife it felt more like an out of body experience than anything else.
"Oh my God baby, this is amazing. I didn't know it could feel like this" Tabatha said through gritted teeth as her lips sucked more and more of Jacob's cock into them. Until she was resting on his hips. Jacob tried his best to steady the phone as Tabatha pushed down on his chest and slowly began to ride him. Her grip was unimaginable and with each thrust Jacob was sure he was going to cum. Soon the room filled with sounds of slapping flesh and the moans of two lovers who were finding their stride with one another.
Jacob, for his part, lasted a lot longer than he thought he would and while Tabatha continued to bounce and grind on his cock he was able to lean up and take her nipple into his mouth. Tabatha had her own eyes closed lost in the moment of all the lust and the sudden feel of lips on your nipple took her completely by surprise. This time however, instead of swatting him away she welcomed the sensation and ran her hand under his head pulling his mouth into her chest as his teeth bit down on her hard nipple. This was enough to send her over the edge and she felt her orgasm building inside her.
"Oh fuck, oh yes, just like that. Fuck don't stop. I want to fill you cum inside me baby. Give me your seed." she moaned as her orgasm washed through her and she brought her hips down on last time before her orgasm washed over her.
Jacob was right there with her, and as he felt her walls clamp around his cock all he could do was let out a loud moan of his own before he sent shot after shot into the blonde on top of him. The power of his own orgasm caused him to drop the phone as Tabatha collapsed on his chest. Both of them were sweating and panting after the events that transpired.
After several minutes, Tabatha felt the cock inside her slowly soften as his cum spilled from inside her. Slowly she lifted herself off her new lover and on wobbly legs bent over and retrieved her phone. Her husband was still on the call, his eyes red and puffy as he silently sobbed to himself. Tabatha saw him for the first time for what he truly was, weak and pathetic. For a long minute they stared at each other, neither of them saying anything, until finally she broke the silence.
"Jacob will bring me home now. You will never EVER gamble again, do you understand me?" All Andy could do was nod as it was clear the power dynamic in their household had changed. "Good, and when I get home, I expect you to clean me up like the pathetic piece of trash that you are." This time Tabatha didn't even wait for a response, she just hung up and looked over at her new lover who was still lying on the bed.
"I suspect this makes us even?" She said with a raised eyebrow.
"Of course." Jacob said softly as he slowly stood.
"Good, now take me home."
"Don't you want to shower first?" Jacob asked, confused.
"No, I'm not done punishing him yet," she said with a mischievous grin as she slipped back on her dress.
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Chris let out a long sigh as he sat at the kitchen table sipping coffee next to his wife, Ashley. They were going over their monthly budget, and much like the last few months the numbers just weren't adding up. Chris worked as a salesman in a small firm and his salary was largely commission based. Unfortunately, that meant when the company went through some growing pains, such as now, he would feel it as well.
"We will figure it out, I can always pick up an extra shift at the hospital to help out until business picks back up." Ashley said softly as she ran her manicured nails through her husband's thick brown hair. This was something she'd done ever since they got married a few years ago. Chris lowered his head and closed his eyes, allowing the touch of his wife to instantly calm him down as he took another deep breath.
"You shouldn't need to though. I'm supposed to be the breadwinner. Plus, we need to get used to only having one salary. You'll never be able to quit your job so we can start a family if we have to keep relying on extra nursing shifts." Chris reached back and squeezed her hand. At 25, they had been talking about starting a family for a few years now, but like most couples the timing just never felt right. They had flirted with the idea of Ashley coming off her birth control soon so they could start trying, but now it looked like they may not be able to make their mortgage payment and getting pregnant felt impossible.
"Lots of women work and can still take care of their family, you caveman," she said with a grin as she slowly stood up and kissed Chris's neck, her large chest pressing into his back.
Chris let go of her hand as he pushed his neck into her lips, wrapping his hands around the small chair until he felt the curve of her ass. "Not my wife, she deserves a break from the rat race. Besides, I can only imagine all the wanting looks you get when people see this cute little ass in scrubs." He squeezed the cheeks of her ass to emphasize his words causing Ashley to give a soft moan.
"Well that's true," she said teasingly, "I am known for my bedside manner." As she spoke she let her fingers slide down Chris's chest and across his abs as he squirmed under her touch. "Would you like to hear all about how Nurse Ashley gives her favorite patients extra attention?" She bit his ear softly as her fingers traced the outline of his now rock hard cock.
"Fuuuuck baby, you're so bad." However, before Chris got the chance to capitalize on his wife's playful demeanor his phone began to ring and they were both brought back to reality with a long sigh.
"Go ahead and answer that. I need to get to work anyway. I have patients dying to see me after all." She gave a playful wink before pulling her shirt over her head and tossing it to her wide eyed husband as she swayed seductively to the shower.
When Ashley emerged from the shower Chris was already in work mode. His files were spread across the kitchen table and he was on what sounded like a conference call for work. They exchanged pleasant smiles while Chris barked away sales figures and action plans to the people on the other end of the phone. She stood in the doorway for several seconds watching him in action. Something about seeing him like this always got her excited. She wished she had longer before her shift at the hospital so she could drop her towel and go to him as soon as he hung up, but she was already running late. Luckily, it was Friday which meant they would have a date night after work followed by a long night of love making. As Ashley got dressed for work she could still hear her husband in the other room, he was yelling at one of the junior sales guys about low numbers and how his best simply didn't seem to be good enough. She bit her lip and let her fingers slide down her body to her wet folds. She couldn't believe how turned on she was and wanted badly to find release. Her willpower eventually won over however, as she opened her eyes and put on her scrubs, before mouthing the words "I love you" to her husband on her way out the door.
Ashley spent the next 8 hours at work thinking about what her husband had said to her. She knew he was just being funny, but the thought of her colleagues at work, or her patients for that matter, sexualing her as she walked past left her more excited than she cared to admit. As she walked down the long corridor to her next patient's room she smiled briefly at the maintenance man who held her gaze for longer than she felt was appropriate. She turned her head as she walked by and for a second thought she caught him checking out her ass, but as he continued to mop the floor she convinced herself it was all in her head. She quickly pulled out her phone and texted Chris. "Can't wait for date night tonight. Something about today has me very turned on." As she went to put her phone back in her pocket she was shocked to see it almost immediately go off. He must not have much going on. She thought to herself as she opened her phone and let out a gasp. It seemed this morning's events had also left him hot and bothered as he responded to her text with a picture of his very hard cock.
"Are you alright dear, you look like you've seen a ghost?" The voice of her elderly female patient brought Ashley back to reality as she stammered an apology and nearly dropped her phone as she walked into the room.
"Yeah, sorry Mrs. Johnson, just my husband, you know how they are."
"Oh yes dear, I was married for 43 years. That man sure knew how to spice things up in the bedroom."
Ashley gasped and playfully slapped her patient's arm. "Oh my God!" she exclaimed, turning red.
"Oh don't be such a prude dear, the key to a great marriage is a healthy sex life. Why my Robert, did everything from pulling my hair to taking me to a swingers club. Anything to get the juices going." Ashley couldn't help but laugh as she pictured her 87 year old patient with two bad knees and a replacement hip walking into a swingers club.
"You're too much! I love Chris and would do anything he asked, but I think we draw the line at cheating. Besides, he's more than enough for me." She said with a playful wink.
"Don't be silly. It's not cheating, if the both of you are ok with it. Trust me dear, I thought Robert had all I ever needed as well. Until of course, I realized he didn't." The old lady laughed again as Ashley took her blood pressure. She would have to remember to tell Chris about this because she was sure he would get a kick out of it.
"Your vitals look good Mrs Johnson. Dr. Stevens will be in shortly to discuss your surgery and try to get something booked in the next month or two. You try to stay out of trouble in the meantime." She said with a grin as she prepared to leave her favorite patient's room.
"Whatever you say dear. Do me a favor, and let Dr Stevens know I'm not wearing anything under this gown." Ashley could do nothing but laugh as she exited the room and continued her rounds.
The rest of the workday was fairly uneventful for Ashley, aside from the constant state of arousal. As she said her farewells to her colleagues and friends she sent Chris another text. "Heading home to shower. What's the plan for tonight?" Once again, her husband's response was almost immediate.
"Sorry babe, it's been a day, and money is tight. How about we just rain check?" Ashley chewed on her lip and thought about her response. She knew Chris was stressed about money, but she was really looking forward to going out. Plus she hoped it would cheer him up and get him in a better mood for later.
"How about we just skip dinner and head down to that bar you like, McDuffs? 1 beer then we will leave. I promise I'll make it worth your while." She waited a few minutes for his reply. After several minutes she resigned herself into thinking he just wasn't up for it. After about 10 minutes though a response finally came through.
"Sorry, I was in the shower. You know exactly how to make me smile. A drink at McDuffs sounds great. See you soon." Ashley smiled to herself, she hated feeling like she was manipulating her husband, but she knew a night out would help, at least to some degree, with the stress of the money issues.
McDuffs was your regular run of the mill dive bar. It was built in the mid 90s by a man going through a divorce and it sort of became his sanctuary. Other than the bar, there were a half a dozen tables near the back, 2 pool tables, and a small dance floor some of the locals would dance on when there was a live band or some new pop song came on the jukebox. Chris and his friends used to come here when they were younger, the owner never carded them and it became a hangout of sorts. As Ashley and Chris stepped into McDuff's, the dimly lit bar greeted them with the smell of stale beer and the sounds of laughter and chatter. They found a small table in the back, and Ashley settled into her seat with a smile, nudging Chris playfully.
Chris managed a small smile, but the worry lines on his forehead remained.
"I don't know, Ash. I'm just not in the mood for a night out. Work has been really stressful lately, and with the financial issues..."
Ashley reached across the table and took his hand. "I understand, babe. But we can't let all that stress consume us. We deserve a break, even just for tonight."
Chris sighed, relenting. "Okay, you win. Let's make it a quick one, though."
As they sat down, Ashley could see Chris was still distracted. She decided to lighten the mood, teasing him gently. "So, do I have to remind you what's waiting for you at home if you're a good sport and come out with me tonight?" As she spoke, she grabbed his thigh and gently kissed his neck as the bartender came over and asked what they were drinking.
Chris chuckled, the tension easing a bit. "Oh I remember, but I never tire of your reminders."
They ordered their drinks, and as they waited, Ashley continued to banter with Chris, doing her best to lift his spirits. Finally, their drinks arrived, and Ashley raised her glass. "To us, to tonight, and to leaving all our worries at the door."
Chris smiled and clinked his glass with hers. "To us."
As they enjoyed their drinks, Ashley noticed a change in Chris's demeanor. The tension seemed to melt away, replaced by a more relaxed and playful attitude. She knew she had made the right decision in bringing him out tonight. Suddenly, a voice called out from the bar. "Chris! Is that you?"
Chris looked up to see a face he hadn't seen in years. Clayton, his friend's older brother, approaches their table. Clayton was a few years older than Chris, and he had always been the life of the party. He was grinning from ear to ear, clearly excited to see Chris.
"Clayton, hey!" Chris stood up to greet him, extending his arms to hug one of his oldest friends. "Long time no see. This is my wife, Ashley."
Ashley stood up and shook Clayton's hand, smiling warmly. "Nice to meet you, Clayton."
Clayton's eyes widened as he took in Ashley's beauty. "Wow, Chris, you really outdid yourself. She's stunning."
Chris chuckled, a hint of pride in his voice. "I know, I'm a lucky guy."
They all sat down, and Clayton turned his attention to Chris. "So, what brings you two lovebirds to McDuff's tonight?"
Chris hesitated, unsure how much to share. "Just needed a night out, you know? Work's been tough, and... well, things are a bit tight financially."
Clayton nodded sympathetically. "I hear you, man. Times are tough for a lot of people right now. I'm actually back in town because I just created a new app that I think will revolutionize the small business market. Unfortunately, I had to fire most of my sales team for incompetence so now I'm stuck doing sales calls and demos myself and don't have time to improve the product. But hey, let's not dwell on the negatives. Tonight is about having a good time and catching up with old, and new friends." He said with a grin as he looked over Ashley's body.
As the night went on, the three of them laughed and talked, reminiscing about old times and sharing stories. Ashley watched as Chris's mood lifted, grateful to see him enjoying himself. She knew that their troubles wouldn't disappear overnight, but she also knew that moments like these were precious. She was happy to see Chris out of the house and enjoying himself. She didn't know much about Clayton, but so far he seemed great.
As they talked, Clayton brought up their old bets, a tradition from their youth. "Remember those bets we used to make, Chris? The ones where if you won, you got whatever you wanted, but if you lost, I could ask for anything in the future?"
Chris laughed, remembering. "Yeah, I remember. What about it?"
Clayton grinned mischievously. "I propose we play a round. If you win, I'll give you something you want. But if you lose, I get to ask for something in the future."
"Wait a second. Let me get this straight, you guys used to make bets without fully understanding the stakes? Weren't you ever worried it would go too far or the person would just back out?" Ashley asked with a smile on her face. She thought she knew all of her husband's childhood stories, but this was the first she was hearing of any bet. Maybe it was the alcohol, but she was eager to hear more about this. What kind of things did Chris do, did he have a bad boy side she'd never seen?
Chris laughed as he took another drink of his beer. "Well, when you put it like that it sounds bad. We were dumb boys trying to prove how badass we were. No one ever took it too far..."
"Well that's not completely true, there was that one time I made a pass at your mom."
Chris nearly did a spit take as he recalled the events. "Yeah, and if I recall she smacked you in the face and practically made you cry."
Clayton rolled his eyes. "Whatever, she was into it. She just did that for sure because you guys were around." Clayton said with a wink as he and Ashley made eye contact. "We never had to worry about anyone backing out of a bet. It was just one of those unwritten rules where once you were in it you knew you had to follow through."
Chris raised an eyebrow, bringing the conversation back to the present. "Okay, so what's the bet?"
Clayton smiled and gestured towards a cute redhead at the bar. "All you have to do is go over there and get her number for me. Just a little primer to see if you still have the goods." Clayton looked at Ashley again, "he used to be a heck of a wingman back in the day."
"Oh I believe it, he's quite the charmer." Ashley gave her husband's thigh a playful squeeze as she listened to the two friends banter back and forth. Chris looked at Ashley, who was already laughing. "I don't mind, Chris. Go ahead." Chris nodded, a determined look in his eye as he finished the last of his beer.
"Ok deal, but when I win. You make me the new head of sales for your new app." He said with a smirk as Clayton nodded in agreement. He made his way over to the redhead, striking up a conversation. Ashley watched from the table, amused by his newfound confidence.
Once Chris was at the bar, Clayton slid around to the other side of the table next to Ashley. "So tell me more about you. How'd you two love birds meet?" He asked as he tried his best not to stare at her ample cleavage.
"Oh the usual story," Ashley said with a grin as she watched her husband buy the attractive redhead a drink and point back to the table where Chris was sitting. "I was in nursing school and working a shift in the ER. Chris was brought in for a concussion some hits he took playing college football. I started asking him questions about his injury and he spent the entire time trying to charm me. Eventually, I guess he won me over and I told him if he would stop flirting and take my questions seriously then I would go to dinner with him. The rest, as they say, is history."
"Wow, so beautiful, and intelligent. Chris really did hit the jackpot with you didn't he."
"Oh stop it, you're too much." Ashley said playfully, slapping at Clayton's knee before her face suddenly went red. She wasn't sure if it was the alcohol or what, but she could have sworn she felt his cock. She crossed her legs to ease the tingling sensation she felt as she glanced down and noticed the unmistakable outline in his pants and nearly choked on her beer. Clayton couldn't help but smirk, he knew what was happening. It was always a bit of a secret weapon for him. Once a girl knew what he was equipped with it was only a matter of time before their walls came down and they had to experience it on their own.
After a few minutes of awkward silence, Chris returned to the table, a triumphant smile on his face as Clayton got up and returned to his original spot. "Got it."
Clayton was impressed, but only mildly. After all, the girl was someone he'd hooked up with countless times before. He was just using her as a pawn in his latest game. "Well done, my friend. Well done indeed. Here's my card. Call me on Monday, and we'll talk about that job."
As Clayton hugged them goodbye, Ashley once again felt the unmistakable outline of his cock pressed against her. Tonight had been more than just a night out; it had been a much-needed break from their worries, a chance to laugh and have fun. As they walked out of McDuff's, arm in arm, Ashley pulled her husband close and whispered in his ear, "hurry up and get me home. I'm dying to feel you inside me." She nearly laughed out loud as Chris practically ran the three blocks home.
Once inside, she quickly stripped her shirt off and pushed her husband against the wall. "God I need you so bad," she moaned as she fumbled with his belt.
"You're on fire tonight. What's gotten into you?"
"Can't a girl just want to fuck his husband?" She whispered seductively as she gripped his boxer-clad cock.
"It's more than that, I can feel it" he said with a grin as he brought his hands to her chest and tweaked her already hard nipple. Ashley purred in his ear in response, increasing the tempo of her stroking.
"What if I told you I was a bad girl at the bar?" Ashley felt her husband's cock flex and his pulse begin to race.
"Bad how?" He asked as he brought his lips to her nipple eliciting a low moan from her.
Ashley thought about Mrs Johnson from earlier and what she had said. She'd never really tried roleplaying with her husband and wasn't sure how he would react. Worst of all, she wasn't sure she wanted to tell him about how she accidentally touched Clayton, what if he hated her for it? All of that worry seemed to wash itself away however as Chris' fingers found her swollen clit. "Mmm you're soaked, tell me what happened" he whispered again as he pushed two fingers into his waiting sex.
"Oh fuck" Ashley moaned as she ground her hips into his fingers. She wasn't sure why she was so turned on but his fingers felt like an electric pulse shooting through her entire body. "I... I may have touched Clayton's dick" she whispered in his ear. His thumb went to her clit as she felt his cock flex once more in her hand as she stroked him matching his tempo.
"You what?" he moaned, increasing his pressure on her clit. "How?"
She wasn't sure if he was angry or not but judging by his movement and the way his cock was reacting he didn't seem to be too upset. "Honestly, it was an accident. He said something flirty, and I went to slap his knee. I guess I was too drunk and aimed higher than I thought or something cause I felt more than just his knee. I'm sorry baby, do you hate me?"
Chis moaned as his teeth came down on her nipple. He then spun around pinning his wife against the wall as he worked his cock free of his boxers. She felt it press against her warm lips and tried to guide it into her pussy but he seemed to be teasing her. Only allowing it to slide over her clit. "Honestly, I bet you didn't miss it. Clayton has always had a reputation for being...big. One look at you and I'm sure the poor bastard was rock hard the entire time we were talking. You're such a tease." Chris said playfully as he continued to slide his cock over her clit. Ashley tried desperately to align her hips so he would slide in, but he just wouldn't let her get the right angle. "God, I bet he was picturing you naked all night. Sneaking a peek at your perfect tits every chance he got. He's probably back home now with that red head imagining she's you."



Ashley had never seen her husband like this. They had engaged in a little bit of dirty talk in the past, but nothing so graphic. She wasn't sure if it was all the stress from work, or the alcohol that was fueling it but she couldn't deny it was having an affect on her too. "Oh I'm sure he was. "She teased nibbling on her husband's ear. I caught him trying to look down my shirt more than once. Not that I minded, it gave me a chance to steal another glance at his hard dick. God, it was so big baby, I bet I wouldn't even be able to get my hand around it." She felt his cock flex again this time sliding deep into her pussy causing her walls to immediately contract around it. She let out a loud moan feeling her orgasm quickly approaching.
He did his best to push her buttons while hoping he wasn't crossing some unspoken line, "I knew you'd like his cock. Tell me how much you loved it." he whispered as he thrust harder into Ashley who's toed curled in response.
"Oh, I loved it so much. baby, don't stop fucking me." Ashley moaned, surprised by her husband's question, but at this point she was willing to go along with anything he did or said.
Hearing Ashley admit this sent his body into unexpected overdrive. He started rapidly thrusting into her, his cock quickly sliding in and out of her soaked pussy. He wasn't sure if she was telling the truth or playing the role. What was even worse though was he wasn't sure which one he actually preferred.
"Tell me again. Tell me how big he felt," Chris panted. Knowing he was already going to cum soon.
"So big, baby. I've never felt anything like it. God, I bet it's gorgeous." Ashley groaned. She looked up into the eyes of the man she loved seductively. "I bet he would ruin me if he ever got the chance to fuck me."
Chris looped both hands under her ass and spun her off the wall, practically throwing her onto the bed. He was like a man possessed, and was instantly back on top of her. The look on Ashley's face had always driven him past the point of no return, but this time he imagined she was looking up at someone else, for some unexplained reason he let his mind convince him that she was looking up at Clayton. He drove his cock harder into his wife, thrusting as deep as he could as he replayed the last thing she said in his head "he would ruin me if he ever got the chance to fuck me."
Ashley closed her eyes and Chris' face was immediately replaced with that of Clayton and as she imagined the largest cock she'd ever imagined driving into her. She had certainly planned on teasing her husband, but she hadn't intended to actually imagine having sex with Clayton. She now couldn't stop picturing his face from the bar looking back down at her as she felt his cock rapidly fucking her. She flashed back to when she accidentally touched his cock at the bar. How thick and powerful it felt. She remembered the outline in his pants and how it looked like it hung down close to his knee.
She bit her lip and felt another orgasm beginning to swell inside of her. "Don't stop, don't fucking stop."
"I don't have a condom on, Ashley," he whispered as she felt his orgasm reaching its breaking point. He wasn't sure what had come over him, but before he could chicken out he said, "you're imagining him right now aren't you. Imagining him fucking you." Chris held his breath unsure of how his wife would respond.
Ashley didn't even open her eyes. Here orgasm was too close, and her inhibitions too low. "Don't stop fucking me, Clayton, don't stop." She moaned.
Fuck, that was hot. Chris thought to himself as he and his wife continued to explore the fetish neither of them knew he had.
Chris kissed Ashley hungrily on the lips, his tongue pushing into her mouth. Ashley grabbed the back of his head and pulled him in closer. Her tongue danced with his as they both fantasized that it was Chris' old friend, Clayton, who was actually between her legs in bed with her right now.
This was it. "Fuck, I'm going to cum Ashley," Chris grunted as he pulled back from the kiss while hammering into her as hard as he could.
"Fill me." Ashley moaned, her fingernails digging into his shoulder. "Fill me, Clayton."
"Fuck, I'm going to knock you up." He bellowed as he felt his cum beginning to boil up in his balls.
"Oh, do it," Ashley said breathlessly as she felt the sheen of sweat cover her body. "Do it, Clayton."
Chris roared as he exploded into Ashley. Hearing her say Clayton's name and telling him to cum inside of her made him explode harder than he ever had before. Dizzying thoughts of Clayton being in this position on his marital bed, with Ashley screaming out Clayton's name from underneath him, filled his head as pure pleasure rocketed through his body.
The second Ashley felt his cum hit the back of her pussy, her own, now third orgasm rocked her. This one was harder and more intense than any of the others. For a moment she thought she may actually black out as her entire body was consumed with pure bliss and her hungry pussy milked every drop of cum from her lover. This was like nothing she had ever experienced before and as much as she wanted to chalk it up to the alcohol and stress of the last few weeks, deep down she knew the real reason.
Ashley's nails dug farther into Chris' shoulders as her legs wrapped tighter around him in a vice grip. The feeling of cum inside of her had set off the ticking time bomb of her orgasm as she came. Waves and waves of pleasure radiated out from her sex. She arched her back, her chest pushed up into Chris' body.
"Holy fuck..." she wailed through gritted teeth as her orgasm washed over her. She collapsed, breathless, as Chris let out one final grunt as he fully emptied himself inside of her.
After a few moments of labored breathing, Chris rolled off of Ashley onto his side of the bed. "That was...intense."
Ashley didn't even open her eyes; her total and complete exhaustion wouldn't let her. "Mmmm, fuck..."
Chris' tired brain tried to tell him he should be bothered that the role-play with Clayton went on as long as it did, and finished the way it did, but he had just climaxed harder than ever before, fantasizing the entire time that it was his friend who was pounding away at his wife in place of him.
His eyes were also closed as he summoned one last, grin to face. "I can't wait to do that again"
"Mmmm..."
Without saying another word, both Chris and Ashley, still coming down from post-orgasmic bliss, drifted off to sleep.
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Chris woke up the next morning to his wife lying between his legs, her warm tongue bathing the underside of his flaccid shaft. "Good morning, lover," she purred as she felt her husband start to stir. "I thought the new head of sales deserved a special wakeup. I hope you don't mind." As she spoke, she wrapped her manicured hand around his shaft, bringing it to life as Chris wiped the sleep from his eyes.
"How did I get so lucky to marry such an amazing girl?" he sighed as he ran his fingers through her hair. Ashley purred lovingly from between the sheets, her tongue circling his head, willing it to life. "God, I love when you do that," he said, letting out a long sigh as he pushed his head back down on the pillow. Once his dick was completely hard, she smiled to herself and engulfed it with her mouth, running her tongue along its underside as her hand continued to pump his shaft. She loved the way she could get him hard. Being able to watch and feel her man's arousal grow filled her with some primal urge she couldn't explain. Chris bucked his hips up as soon as her mouth made contact. He held his hands to her head and groaned in pleasure. Ashley was by far the best he ever had. He couldn't believe this was how she was waking him up this morning, but he wasn't about to complain. Ashley took her mouth off his dick but never stopped pumping his shaft with her hand. Her mouth found one of his balls as she gently sucked it. Her tongue began swirling around it, tasting and caressing. Chris let out another low groan, and she moved and began working on the other side, gently caressing and teasing his shaft. Chris was in ecstasy. This woman knew what she was doing. He would do anything she asked as long as she never stopped sucking his dick the way she was.
Holding his dick in her hands, Ashley began licking and kissing her way from his balls up his shaft. Her beautiful face puckered and kissed every inch of his dick until she made her way to the head, where she twirled her tongue around it again, sending little shocks through his body. She kissed the head of his cock in the same intimate way she had kissed him earlier. She slowly removed her mouth from the tip of his cock and began planting soft kisses on his shaft as she stroked him. She only stopped stroking him to lick his dick from the base all the way to the head, where she swirled her tongue around again. Chris groaned in frustration and reached forward, grabbing the back of her head and pulling her down onto him. She obliged, removing her hand and letting his dick disappear into her mouth. He held the back of her head gently as she sucked the entire length of his dick into her mouth. Chris knew he couldn't last much longer, and so did Ashley. She reached up, running her nails along his chest as she hollowed out her cheeks and desperately worked his husband's dick. "Oh fuck, I'm so close," he raised his hips off the bed as Ashley continued to work her magic, determined to suck him dry. With one final thrust, Chris grabbed the back of Ashley's head, pushing his dick as far into her mouth as he could as he let out a long moan and rope after rope of cum hit the back of her throat. Ashley purred seductively on her husband's dick, doing her best to swallow every last drop and not allow any of it to spill from her mouth. She felt so powerful sitting there. The ability to literally suck the energy from a man was beyond hot for her. As she heard the last grunt from her husband and felt his cock start to deflate in her mouth, she did her best to put on a show, allowing his cock to drop from her mouth with a 'pop' as she made slurping noises and swallowed the rest of his seed before falling onto the bed next to him, completely satisfied.
"What did I do to deserve that?" he asked with a smile as he turned on his side to face his wife.
"You took great care of me last night; I figured I owed you one," she said with a grin, turning to face her husband, staring deep into his almond-colored eyes.
"Yeah, last night was crazy. I mean, it was some of the best sex of my life. Did... did you mean any of it?" His eyes shifted; she could see a hint of sadness in them but also something else... excitement?
"You mean, do I want to fuck Clayton and feel his massive thick cock inside me?" she asked teasingly. As soon as she said it, she could see the arousal in Chris' eyes. He couldn't even speak; all he could do was nod. Ashley smiled sweetly and put a reassuring hand to his cheek. "No, lover. It was all pretend. He's way too arrogant and full of himself. He seems like the type of guy who would only worry about his own orgasm and not care if his partner finished or not. I just played along with your little game. After all, you seem to enjoy the fantasy a lot," she said with a wink, as only then did Chris realize she once again had her hand on his dick, and despite cumming just minutes ago, he was already starting to swell.
"I can't explain it. Maybe it's the thought of you with someone else, or maybe it's just the idea of something new and exciting," he said, trying to understand his own desires.
"It's okay, baby. We all have fantasies. The important thing is that we're open and honest with each other about them. I can't wait to learn what other fantasies you have." she said, her hand slowly stroking his growing erection as she planted one last kiss on his chest and climbed out of bed to go to work.
As Ashley prepared for her shift at the hospital, she couldn't help but think about her conversation with Chris. She had always prided herself on being open-minded and adventurous, but the idea of exploring his fantasies with him excited her in ways she hadn't expected.
****
Clayton strolled into his compact, yet purposeful office, tucked away in a corner of town. The small team, primarily composed of sales personnel, didn't require much space, but he preferred this centralized location to keep a close eye on everyone. Even on a Saturday, the sight of his team diligently at work pleased him. Despite the excellence of his app, it required active promotion. That was precisely why he had brought Chris on board. And, of course, it didn't hurt that Chris' wife was stunningly beautiful, and completely out of his league. Clayton smirked, reminiscing about the previous night and the way Chris' innocent wife had accidentally brushed against him. He anticipated the pleasure of manipulating her to his will. However, business matters beckoned, diverting his thoughts.
As Clayton passed by Katie's desk, he noticed her hurriedly closing a window on her screen upon spotting him. This action reminded him of Katie's student debt, a burden she had taken on before joining the company. With a warm smile, he approached her desk. "Katie, could you step into my office for a moment?"
Katie gave a concerned look then cautiously followed him to his windowless office where he shut the door behind her. "Have a seat." He said, gesturing to the chair in front of his desk. He took his time walking to his chair allowing her to squirm and fear the worst. "Katie, it seems you've become distracted lately at work. It feels like you've lost focus and commitment. You need to understand loyalty is very important to me."
Katie's eyes grew wide and tears started to form. She was barely scraping by as it was, there was no way she could afford to lose this job. "Sir, please, I'm very committed to you and this job. Just this morning I signed 3 small businesses to a trial of our product and I expect them to convert to paying customers by the end of the month.
Clayton sat calmly at the other end of the table, he knew he had her right where he wanted her, she just needed a little more pushing. "Unfortunately, trials don't generate revenue and I need results." Clayton softened his facial features and smiled gently at the wrong woman who was on the verge of tears. "I like to think of myself as a reasonable man. I know you still have a lot of outstanding student debt, so maybe it doesn't have to end like this. I'm willing to give you one more chance if you can prove to me you're loyal. Can you do that, Katie? Can you be loyal to me?"
Katie dried her eyes and returned her boss's smile. "Yes sir, anything you want. I promise you won't regret it. I'll be the most loyal person in the company." Katie quickly lept from her seat and wrapped her arms around Clayton's neck pulling him into a hug. He smiled to himself as he returned the embrace. The poor girl has no idea what she's just agreed to, he thought to himself as he dismissed her from his office.
Clayton spent the rest of the afternoon in his office going over emails and looking at sales numbers for his team. The popularity of his product was growing, but if they were going to start making serious money and catch the eye of investors, they needed larger companies with more lucrative deals. He sincerely hoped hiring Chris would help in that department. But even if it didn't he knew there were other 'incentives' to think about. While he was considering what those possibilities might be, he came across a potential sale that caught his eye. The Morgan Group was a local company of about 3000 employees who were currently demoing the product. He decided to give their CTO, Jack, a call and see how the trial was going.
As the secretary got Jack on the phone, Clayton put on his best smile and exhaled.
"Hey, Jack! It's Clayton calling, your friendly neighborhood software guru. How's our favorite customer doing today?" Clayton's voice was warm and friendly, with just a hint of playful charm as he laid it on thick.
"Oh, hi Clayton! I'm doing well, thanks. How about yourself?" Jack replied, sounding pleasantly surprised by the call.
"I'm fantastic, Jack, thanks for asking. I was just checking in to see how the trial for you. Any feedback so far?" Clayton asked, genuinely interested in Jack's experience.
Jack chuckled. "Well, I have to say, Clayton, I'm impressed. The software is really making a difference, and has already found 3 security vulnerabilities. It's saving us time for sure, but the price point is a real sticking point. I'm just not sure if I can get it approved."
Clayton grinned, pleased to hear such positive feedback, undeterred by the cost concern as we frantically scrolled the internet looking for something he could use to help hook him. "That's fantastic to hear, Jack. I'm so glad we could help improve your security." Clayton grinned as he found what he was looking for. "Sorry to hear about the price issue. You know, I had similar feedback from the people over at Our Lady Mary Day School, but it turned out after a couple of conversations with their headmaster and I was able to get them to see the benefit, and work in some cost savings to their advantage."
There was a long pause on the other end of the phone as Clayton's smile widened. "Oh, you do business with Our Lady? I've been trying to get our daughter on their waiting list for a while now. What a small world."
Clayton smiled, small world indeed. "Oh, well, I hope I'm not over stepping but I could certainly put in a good word for you. Regardless if you decide to go with us or not," he added even though they both knew it was a lie.
"That... that would be great. My wife will be thrilled. Tell you what, let me look over our budget again and see what adjustments we can make. I'll be in touch soon."
With that, the conversation ended, leaving Clayton feeling satisfied, as he began his research on Our Lady Mary Day School to see if he could get them to take a look at his product.
****
As Ashley made her way to the hospital for her next shift, she couldn't shake off the intense memories of the previous night. Chris seemed back to his usual self, but she couldn't deny the lingering concern that their fantasy had gone too far. Their conversation that morning had helped, but she was still grappling with her own reactions. She knew she didn't find Clayton's cockiness attractive, yet something about the previous night troubled her, though she couldn't pinpoint what exactly. Despite these thoughts swirling in her mind, she pushed them aside as she entered the hospital.
Walking through the bustling corridors, Ashley felt the weight of the previous night's events and the curious eyes of her colleagues. Turning a corner, she collided with the janitor from yesterday, letting out a startled scream as she fell backward. The janitor, surprisingly quick for his size, caught her and steadied her, his hands pressing into the soft flesh of her ass. Before she could process what had happened, she was back on her feet, the janitor releasing her.
"It's my fault, I should really watch where I'm going," Ashley quickly apologized, flashing a warm smile as she hurried past him into the staff room, shutting the door behind her.
Heart racing, Ashley took a moment to compose herself before emerging from the staff room. Relieved to find the janitor gone, she began her rounds, trying to push the events of the last 24 hours out of her mind. However, her emotions were in turmoil, ranging from guilt to sadness to a strange thrill she couldn't deny.
As she struggled with these conflicting emotions, she entered Mrs. Johnson's room and nearly crashed into Dr. Stevens in the process.
"Well, somebody's head isn't straight today. What's going on, dear?" Mrs. Johnson eyed Dr. Stevens's backside as he left the room.
"Don't you ever behave?" Ashley said with a smirk as she took the old lady's vitals.
"With a hot piece of man meat like that walking around, no wonder you look so flustered."
"It's not him. I mean, it's not anyone here. I mean..." Ashley saw Mrs. Johnson's eyebrow raise and she knew she'd said too much. She was naive to think she'd be able to come in here and just do her job without the old lady knowing something was up. For someone as old as she was, she still had her wits about her.
"Go on, dear, spill it. I haven't got too much longer left."
Ashley sighed, filled out the chart on the computer next to Mrs. Johnson's bed, and then sat down, giving one last look around the room to ensure they had some privacy.
"I don't know." She paused, trying to gather her thoughts. "You said before that you and Mr. Johnson did a lot of role-playing, right? Well, did it ever go so far as to imagine he was someone else, you know, doing you? Not like a faceless stranger, but someone real, someone close you both knew?"
Mrs. Johnson's lips curled into a smile as she eyed Ashley. "We've done more than just role play about it, dear. Now, what's the matter? Are you worried he's thinking about other women?"
"No... not another woman." Ashley lowered her head, blushing a bit as she told the story of last night's events to her favorite patient. Mrs. Johnson listened intently, her eyes lighting up as Ashley told her about Clayton, the new job, and all the dirty talk of last night. When she finished she looked up at Mrs. Johnson who was smiling warmly, almost mother like as she grabbed the young nurse's hand.
"It sounds like you two had quite the night."
Ashley blushed, admitting to the intensity of her thoughts about Clayton. Mrs. Johnson's wise words and non-judgmental attitude offered Ashley some solace, but also stirred up more confusion and guilt. "It was all so intense. I didn't expect him to bring Clayton up, but once he did he was all I could think about." She admitted blushing slightly.
"Was it him you were thinking about or, perhaps just a certain part of him?" Mrs. Johnson said with a wink causing Ashley's red to turn a deeper shade of crimson. "It's nothing to get upset about, dear. It sounds like your husband enjoyed it as much, if not more than you did. You know, some people love watching their spouse with another person, it's quite the turn on for them."
"No, it's not like that. It was all just a fantasy, he would never want someone else to actually...touch me."
"Are you sure, have you asked him? And what about you dear? It sounds like you quite liked the idea. The thrill of having something so massive fill you. It really is an erotic expertise. Some girls say it's like a drug." Mrs. Johnson's eyes sparkled as she relives her past experiences and lovers. Ashley reminded her of her younger self in a lot of ways. Something told her the young wife would have many new experience to share with her in the future.
Ashley stood up abruptly, dismissing the idea, suddenly very agitated. Chris loved her, why would he possibly want to see her with someone else. Especially someone like Clayton.
As Ashley left Mrs. Johnson's room, her mind was in turmoil. Mrs. Johnson's words had stirred up a mix of emotions--guilt, desire, and a hint of curiosity. The idea of Chris wanting someone else to touch her seemed absurd, yet the thrill she had felt at the thought lingered. Walking down the hospital corridors, Ashley tried to push aside these thoughts. She couldn't understand why Mrs. Johnson's words had affected her so deeply. Chris loved her, she was sure of it. The idea of him wanting to see her with someone else was unthinkable.
Entering the break room, Ashley tried to focus on her surroundings. The room was empty, the quiet offering a welcome respite from the chaos of the hospital. Sitting down at the table, Ashley took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing thoughts. As she sat there, lost in her own thoughts, the door opened, and the janitor from earlier entered the room. Ashley's heart skipped a beat as their eyes met and he gave her a smirk. She remembered the touch of his hands, the thrill she had felt. Was it possible that she was drawn to him in some way?
Shaking her head to clear her thoughts, Ashley stood up abruptly. She needed to get out of there, to clear her head. Without a word, she left the break room, the encounter with the janitor leaving her more confused than ever.
As she walked the hospital halls, Ashley couldn't shake the feeling of being watched. The events of the day had left her feeling vulnerable, unsure of herself. She needed to talk to Chris, to tell him everything, and to reassure herself that their love was strong enough to withstand any temptation.
Finding a quiet corner, Ashley pulled out her phone and dialed Chris's number. As the phone rang, she felt a sense of relief wash over her. No matter what had happened, she knew that Chris would always be there for her.
"How's the sexiest wife on the planet doing today?" Chris' voice said after the second ring, an immediate calm washed over her hearing her husband's voice.
"Hey babe, just wanted to check in with you. I've missed you like crazy today."
"I've missed you too much. You left before I could properly repay you for this morning."
Ashley bit her lip, between this morning, everything with the janitor and Mrs. Johnson, and now Chris her libido was in overdrive. She squeezed her thighs together trying to calm the sensation she was feeling between her legs. "You can make it up for me when I get home, lover. But just you, no fantasies, no talk of others, just me and you."
"Sounds perfect." Chris said, a little concerned about the tone in his wife's voice. "You know I love you, right?"
Ashley let out a sigh of relief. She was just over reacting. Their love for each other was as strong as ever. She just needed to get out of her own head as she explored her husband's new fantasies. "I love you too, baby. See you soon."
****
Monday morning, Chris woke up early excited to start his new adventure. He wanted to get to the office early and make a good first impression. As he pulled up to the small office building he was impressed to see there were already several cars in the parking lot for 8am. As he entered the building he admired the modern day decor. The entire building was an open floor plan with large cubicles spread about. As he looked around he was impressed by the wall art, all of which seemed to be abstract in nature. The cubicles were all a soft gray color, complete with large standing desks and pops of color from the motivational posters splattered about. Along the side of the building were two large rooms that looked like it was used for conference calls. There was a large desk in the middle of the room with a dozen chairs positioned around it. The walls of each room were complete with whiteboards and digital screens for presentations. Toward the back of the building was a larger office, this one was windowless with a single door, as Chris looked around Clayton emerged from that back office with a smile as a nervous looking young woman excited behind him her head hung low, her small framed glasses hanging loosely off her nose as she hurried back to her desk.



"Chris! Glad you could make it. Welcome aboard to our little family." Clayton said as he walked over and extended his hand. "I've already briefed the team on your arrival and everyone is anxious to start working with you."
Chris returned the warm smile as he clasped Clayton's hand. Excitement pulsed through him at the prospect of the opportunity ahead. Prior to today, he had delved into online research and was genuinely impressed by Clayton's brainchild. Bitguarden, the company, had developed an app that not only facilitated enterprise-level management and monitoring of employee devices but also proactively scanned other network-connected devices for potential threats, blocking their communication with company devices. Although some online voices had raised privacy concerns regarding the technology's reach and data access, Chris couldn't help but see its revolutionary potential.
As Clayton introduced Chris to the small team they chatted briefly about the deals they had in the pipeline, some of the numbers, and the importance of landing a couple of "big fish". Chris learned about the potential deal with The Morgan Group and how Clayton had personally taken them as a client to try to earn their business. He made a mental note of the deal size and challenged himself to beat it in the coming months. As they completed their small tour they stopped in front of the girl with glasses he saw leaving Clayton's office. We smiled sweetly at her as she gave a nervous hello. Up close she looked even more mousey than before. Her deep green eyes looked sad, and her pear shaped face was covered in freckles and she barely looked old enough to drink.
"This is our star sales representative, Katie. She is a very quick learner and I suspect she'll go far in her career. I expect the two of you to work very closely together. You should be a bit of a mentor to her." Katie figited anxiously in her chair as Clayton spoke. There seemed to be some underlying background there, but Chris was having a hard time placing it. Perhaps she was just nervous about meeting her new boss, Chris thought as he took the cube next to hers and began setting up his accounts.
The rest of the day was a blur of meetings and sales data as Chris did his best to get up to speed. Bitguardian had a lot of large companies showing interest in their product but not many of those companies ended up turning their trials into subscriptions. Chris did his best to start gathering a better understanding of why they weren't converting and hoped that by the end of the week he would have the data in place to be able to go to Clayton with a plan on how to convert more users. He quickly downloaded the app onto his own phone and started playing with some of the features so he could better understand the feedback he was seeing from customers. All in all, he felt like today was a very productive day and he was just starting to pack up when Clayton called him to his office.
When Chris walked into the office he couldn't help but be impressed with its setup. The walls were a calm blue color, a stark contrast from the gray in the main office. The desk looked to be made of red oak and was strong and sturdy. There were two chairs in front of the desk, both of which were plush and seemed comfortable. In the corner, there was a large leather sofa that looked big enough he wondered if Clayton slept on it working long nights on his code. Beside the sofa was, what looked like a large closet that could easily house another desk if needed. There was also a door in the back of the room with an exit sign over it giving Clayton the ability to come and go as he pleased throughout the day.
"I just wanted to touch base with you as we get near the end of the day and see how you feel the first day went." Clayton said getting straight to business as he kicked his feet up on the large desk.
"It was great. Everyone seems very professional, I looked over the sales list and I'm starting to compile a list of concerns people have so we can increase our conversation rate."
Clayton nodded his approval, his mind starting to wonder as he thought about Ashley. "And Bitguargian, did you download it? It's important we practice what we preach here and show our customers there is nothing to fear."
Chris held up his phone with a smile. "It was one of the first things I did. I've been using it most of the morning. I have to say, this is impressive tech."
"Thanks, I just wish the trolls out there would stop spreading fake news about it. The idea that we would somehow backdoor into an unsuspecting device on the same network and harvest information is just fear mongering and people afraid of change."
Chris nodded in agreement. He wasn't the most tech savvy person, but he didn't really understand what the concern was either. He didn't quite understand the control the app gave enterprises over their employee's devices but he was a firm believer that if they weren't doing anything wrong they shouldn't mind the invasion in the pursuit of security.
"Listen, the main reason I called you back here, I want to invite you and Ashley over for dinner tonight at my place. It's important that you both feel like family here."
"That's too much, man. I feel like you've already given so much to Ashley and me both, we couldn't possible intrude."
Clayton put up a hand dismissing his argument. "Nonsense, I do this for every new employee, and I won't take no for an answer. I'll text you the address. You two come over around 7:30. We'll have some dinner, a little wine and talk about this new partnership."
Chris knew he wasn't going to be able to get out of it, and if he was being honest he didn't want to anyway. Ashley hated to cook so the idea of going somewhere else would certainly excite her. He also couldn't help but think about the amazing sex they had the last time they spent a night hanging out with Clayton. He certainly wouldn't mind a repeat performance. "I'll let her know. I'm sure she'll be excited for a night away from the kitchen." He thanked Clayton again for all that he had done for the young couple.
Chris adjusted his tie in the mirror, glancing over at Ashley, who was rifling through her wardrobe, trying to find the perfect outfit. He couldn't help but smile, staring at her perfect ass as she slid on a small black thong.
"You know, you don't have to try so hard. You always look stunning," Chris said, walking over to her and wrapping his arms around her waist and kissing her neck.
Ashley leaned into his embrace, turning her head to meet his gaze as his hands slid up her body cupping her large breasts. His fingers sliding over her sensitive nipples. "I just want to make a good impression. Your boss is kind of a big deal." She emphasized the word big feeling Chris' cock came to life against her ass as she chuckled. "Someone is having naughty thoughts." She teased as she gently rocked her hips against his growing member.
Chris chuckled, pressing a soft kiss to her lips. "You're just so sexy. How is it you always know exactly what to say to get me all charged up?"
Ashley blushed, feeling her heart flutter at his words. "Well these days it seems all it takes is a little shake of my hips and then mention of a large powerful..."
Ashley couldn't finish her sentence as Chris kissed her again with even more aggression slipping his tongue past her lips. She happily accepted it into her mouth, sucking on it softly as her own tongue danced with his.
"I mean every word," Chris replied, pulling back slightly to look into her eyes. "You're everything to me, Ashley. I love you."
"I love you too, baby," Ashley said, smiling up at him. "Now, let me finish getting all dolled up for you". She gave him one last kiss on the check then pushed him backward as she reached for her bra.
When they finished getting ready Chris was even more taken aback by her beauty. She wore a short black cocktail dress cut low enough to show just enough of her cleavage to make any guy do a double take. The dress came up just past her knee, showcasing her long toned legs as she walked across the room in her 4 inch heels.
As they arrived at Clayton's house, Ashley couldn't help but feel a surge of nerves. She had only met Clayton the one time at the bar, and he was nothing but respectful to her. However, she couldn't help but feel in this short time the lines between what was real and what was fantasy were starting to blur.
The evening started off well, with polite conversation and delicious food. However, as the night progressed, Ashley couldn't shake the feeling that Clayton was staring at her every chance he got. Clayton was his normal charming and charismatic self, with a smile that could light up a room. But tonight, there was something in his eyes, a glint of mischief that made Ashley's heart race. As they ate he paid close attention to the way she would look to Chris when he would make a racy comment. Or the way her pulse would quicken and she'd turn red when she caught him looking down her neckline. He wasn't sure what it all meant just yet, but he knew there was more there than met the eye.
"Can I get you another drink, Ashley?" Clayton asked, his voice smooth as silk.
"Uh, no thank you, I'm fine," Ashley replied, trying to keep her composure.
Clayton leaned in closer, his breath tickling her ear. "Are you sure? It's a special blend, imported just for tonight's dinner."
Ashley felt a shiver run down her spine at his proximity. She could feel Chris's eyes on her, and she knew she should pull away, but there was something about Clayton's confidence that drew her in. She looked to Chris for guidance, who just smiled warmly and nodded.
"Maybe just a small glass," Ashley finally relented, feeling a blush creep up her cheeks.
As Clayton poured her a drink, their fingers brushed, sending a jolt of electricity through her.
She quickly pulled away, taking a sip of her drink to calm her nerves. "Thank you," Ashley said, trying to sound composed.
"My pleasure," Clayton replied, his smile widening. "I always aim to please." He added with a wink sending her into a coughing fit. "Care for another bet?" He asked, turning his attention back to Chris.
"What were you thinking?" Chris asked, sipping his drink as Ashley tried to regain her composure. She was happy the attention wasn't on her anymore as she tried to slow down her pulse and the wetness between her legs.
Clayton grinned, his eyes dancing with anticipation. "I have a bottle of tequila in the kitchen. First person to finish 12 wins. Just like the old days."
It had been years since Chris drank Tequila and he knew he would regret the decision in the morning. However, he also prided himself on never backing down from one of these bets and he wasn't about to stop now. Fine, but if I win I get to go to that big security conference in Vegas next week."
"Vegas? I want to go!" Ashley whined as Clayton refilled her glass without her asking.
"And Ashley gets to go with me."
Clayton thought about the proposal for a minute before nodding in agreement. "Deal, but there are going to be a lot of prospects at that conference so you better bring your A game." The two friends shook hands making "the bet" official and Clayton lined up two rows of shot glasses on the kitchen counter. "Pace yourself, I don't want any vomit on my floor."
Ashley was made the judge in case it was a photo finish. She nervously drank her wine as the two men got in position. She had never seen Chris drink this much before so she wasn't sure what to expect, but she couldn't deny the excitement of a possible trip to Las Vegas. Ashley said "Go" and the two friends began throwing back their shots. Clayton started off strong but after the 3rd shot he had to take a minute to catch his breath. This gave Chris the time he needed to catch up and take the lead. Ashley watched nervously drinking her wine to help calm her nerves. Clayton smiled to himself, his plan was working perfectly. He made it a show to try to catch back up with Chris, but after his 8th shot he made it a whole production about how much he was struggling. This seemed to give Chris renewed energy as he powered through the last three shots with ease causing Ashley to squeal and jump into Chris' arms.
The room was already spinning for Chris and as Ashley leapt into his arms it was all he could do to catch her before falling to the floor with a laugh.
"Good job, baby!" Ashley said again, planting a kiss on his lips. Chris moaned into her mouth running his hands up the side of her legs.
"Yes, good job indeed. I've gotta say, I thought I had you there for a minute. I can't believe you were able to drink that much." Clayton's words brought Chris back to reality and he broke the kiss with his wife to give a cheerful smile to his friend.
"Well look, it's getting late, and you two are clearly in no position to drive. I'll convert the sofa into a pull out and you can sleep here tonight."
Chris opened his mouth to protest, but as he did the room started spinning again and he knew it was pointless to argue. Instead, he slowly pulled himself off the floor and lifted Ashley, who was also staggering after having finished an entire bottle of wine. "That's probably for the best." Chrus said a little too loud as he started giggling for no apparent reason.
As Clayton disappeared to prepare the bed, Ashley kissed her husband again. "I can't believe we finally get to go to Vegas. We've talked about going for so long. I'll have to call work in the morning and make sure I can get my PTO approved, but it shouldn't be hard."
Chris kissed her back, his fingers drawing little circles on her ass causing the bottom of her dress to ride up a bit. "I'm so happy, baby. It feels like our luck is finally turning around."
Ashley agreed, kissing his neck softly, the wine from the night starting to take effect on her. "It's all like a dream come true. Maybe I should march into the living room and show Clayton just how much we appreciate him." She teased as she heard Chris' breath catch and felt his manhood press against her thigh.
"You're so naughty. Did you see the way he was looking at you all night? He was practically eye fucking you right in front of me." As he spoke his fingers continued to play with her ass causing her to squirm in his arms.
"It's too bad he only did it with his eyes. Maybe I would have let him have me right there on the table if he tried." Ashley teased feeling her husband start to surrender to the fantasy.
Just outside the kitchen, Clayton stood watching. If Chris would have opened his eyes he would have seen Clayton come back to the room. He licked his lips as he watched the back of Ashley's dress ride up, her toned ass coming into view. "Fucking beautiful" he said to himself noticing the wet spot on the front of her panties as she grinded against her husband. He wished he was close enough to hear what they were saying but he could only make out a few words here and there, most of the words a mumbled mess. Despite his desire to stay and watch he didn't want the young couple to see him standing there and suddenly get uneasy around him. Instead of taking a step back and making it a point to make a bit of noise before appearing back in the kitchen.
"The sofa bed is all made up for you. If you need me I'll be upstairs, first door on your left." He said as he reentered the kitchen. Ashley was standing against the kitchen table bracing it a bit to keep her balance, and Chris was leaning against the counter grinner like a cheshire cat, his erection threatening to burst from his pants.
"Thanks again for tonight. You've been an excellent host, and built a great team."
"Nonsense. Thank you both. I really am grateful you decided to come aboard. I can't wait to get to know you both better." He said practically eye fucking Ashley as he spoke causing her to look away in embarrassment.
As he made his way upstairs, the couple made their way into the large living room and sat down on the bed turning on the tv in an attempt to bring down their excitement. The movie began playing and Ashley nestled up against Chris, resting her hand on his leg. "I had a lot of fun tonight. And your boss seemed to really like these." She teased pressing her arms together to make her chest pop a bit.
Chris laughed, placing his hand on her thigh. "Oh I'm sure he did. You didn't seem to mind the attention too much, either." He said with a laugh.
"What can I say? There's just something hot about getting two guys all hot and bothered thinking about me. I bet he's up there right now thinking about it." She purred into his ear letting her fingers slowly slide up his leg. She felt his heart begin to race unsure if it was caused by her words or her actions. As her hand slowly slid up his leg she brushed against his hardening cock. "Well, well, what do we have here, Sir?" She laughed as she nibbled at his ear causing him to let out an audible sigh.
"What can I say, Clayton wasn't the only one who noticed how unbelievably sexy you are."
Ashley purred and moved her face close to his. Her hand now lightly caresses his dick through the fabric of his pants. "Mmmmm hmmm, good answer."
Her soft lips gently connected with his, their tongues slowly venturing out and exploring each other as the events of the evening raced through both of their heads.
Chris put his hand on Ashley's face, his fingertips playing with her ear as the other snaked around and pulled her body close to his. His fingers reached to the base of her neck where his nails slowly caressed the hair there. Suddenly he tightened his grip on her hair and pulled her right on top of him eliciting a soft moan from Ashley.
His mouth opened hungrily, kissing her fast and hard. Ashley responded in kind, matching his passion and pushing herself down into him as she moaned into his mouth. Chris could feel Ashley's dress start to ride up. The soft fabric of her panties rubbed against his manhood as it strained against him. He ran his hand down and grabbed one of her ass cheeks and squeezed as he pulled her harder into him.
Ashley moaned into his mouth and kissed him harder. She loved when he grabbed her ass and he pulled her harder onto his dick. It was pressing right into the inside of her thigh. She could feel how wet she was already getting and the heat from Chris' cock was making her grow hotter. She stuck her tongue into Chris' mouth and slowed down their kissing, savoring the taste of him. His tongue darted out and danced with hers, moving to a long, slow open kiss. She continued kissing him like this as she reached down and slipped her hand beneath the waistband of his pants.
Fumbling to get beneath his boxers, Ashley eventually found her prize when her hand made contact with the rigid hardness of Chris' cock. He broke their kiss and took a sharp intake of breath as she wrapped her fingers around it and slowly began to stroke. Chris leaned his head back in ecstasy. Her touch was electric. He had been so pent up all day that the sudden attention was sending him into overdrive. Ashley could see and feel his excitement and began licking and kissing his neck while she stroked his cock. After about a minute she got tired of the awkward angle and how difficult his waistband was making things. "Take these off."
"Clayton is right upstairs." Chris reminded her before instinctively raising his hips.
"You're right, maybe I should go up there instead. I bet he won't hesitate to pull out that large cock of his for me." Under normal circumstances, Ashley would have never talked like this. Perhaps it was all the alcohol that was clouding her judgment, or maybe just the taboo nature of it all. Whatever it was, it was clearly having an effect on Chris as well as he gave her a mischievous grin and quickly pulled his pants and boxers off his hips. Ashley gave a triumphant smile as she helped him get them the rest of the way off sliding off of his body and onto her knees in front of him.



Ashley enthusiastically began stroking his now rock hard cock with her hands and she kneeled between Chris' legs on the side of the makeshift bed. The lust and desire was practically pouring out of both of them as they locked eyes with each other and she eagerly licked her lips.
She engulfed his dick with her mouth. Chris let out a long moan as he bucked his hips up as soon as her mouth made contact. He held his hands to his head and groaned in pleasure. Ashley never took her mouth off it. It was like her prized possession as she continued to work more and more of it into her mouth. Chris let out another groan and she let it fall from her mouth briefly only to suck even more of it back into her mouth. He had never seen her this motivated to suck him ever before. "Fuck, that feels amazing, baby." He moaned a little too loudly as she proudly took his entire length into her throat.
Chris reached over and grabbed the remote, pausing the movie to avoid either of them getting distracted. Ashley didn't even seem to notice as she released his cock from her vacuum like seal and started to lick and suck his balls, slowly and deliberately. Ashley ran her tongue from the base of his balls to the tip of his shaft, before again watching it disappear into her beautiful mouth. Her makeup had begun to smear as she forced more of his cock into her mouth gagging herself but refusing to slow down. This went on for several minutes until Ashley leaned back away from him and began tugging at her dress. She peeled it off over her head, slowly revealing Chris' favorite black lace bra underneath. Her soft breasts were held perfectly in place for him to stare at as she once again forced the entirety of his cock into her mouth and let it slowly slide out. "Do you think I could get Clayton's massive cock all the way into my mouth like that?" She asked playfully with a mischievous grin on her face as Chris' own cock pulsed in her hand.
She began to lick his dick again. Slowly. Her eyes were not breaking from his, waiting for a response.
He whispered, "Have... have you thought about it a lot since that night?"
Ashley stared into his eyes, her tongue coming off his dick as she slowly wrapped her hands around his shaft. She grabbed onto it hard and began stroking it. "Would you be mad at me if I said yes? Or would you punish me for being such a baaaad girl?" She pouted her lips when she said this to get her point across. She could see the lust in Chris' eyes and she could certainly feel it in her hand.
Chris was speechless. He always loved the dirty talk from his wife but this was on another level. What was she going to do next?
"Uughh..." Chris started and then stopped. Blanking on how to respond as he willed his cock not to explode.
"You've thought about it too, haven't you?" She teased bending down and circling the head of his cock with her tongue. "Tell me, what did you think about? Was it just me accidently touching him? Was it the thought of me seeing his thick cock for the first time? Or maybe you thought about me in exactly this position with him. My mouth is dangerously close to his large..."
Chris groaned and reached forward grabbing the back of her head and pulling her down onto him. She obliged, removing her hand and letting his dick disappear into her mouth. He held the back of her head gently and she sucked his cock.
Ashley suddenly pushed herself up and stood next to the bed. Chris was surprised and sat up, he wasn't sure what was happening. She bent over and peeled off her tiny thong and moved towards him.
"I need you to fuck me." She mounted him, grabbing his dick and guiding it towards her opening.
Chris pushed himself up from the bed and they connected, his cock sliding deep into her wet pussy in one shot. She moaned loudly and gripped his cock, never intending to let go. Chris grabbed her hips in his hands and began to eagerly thrust up into her. Ashley forcefully pushed his shoulders down, to stop his thrusting. "You just watch right now. Watch as I ride this magnificent cock." At that moment he wasn't sure if she was talking about him, or fantasizing about Clayton, but he was too far gone to care. He stopped and sat there as Ashley rode his cock. He looked up at her beautiful face, eyes shut, contorted in pleasure as she slowly brought herself up and down on him. He watched as her breathing quickened and her bra-clad breasts began to rapidly rise and fall right in front of his face. He could feel her pussy strongly grabbing onto his cock, milking it for all it was worth.
The games she had been playing today with him had them both waiting for this. Longing for it. She ground herself on his cock so that it kept hitting the right spots to get her to cum. She loved when Chris took charge and he was great at what he did but tonight she had to do it her own way. She wanted to tease Chris and rile him up some more but right now she wanted to get lost in her own orgasm. So close...
She opened her eyes and looked down at him and immediately locked eyes. He was staring up at her. His hands were casually behind his head like the stud that he was looking at her with a self-satisfied grin. He is so fucking hot right now. She thought to herself as she ground her pussy into him.
As he stared at her, he slowly raised his hips off the bed, pushing himself deeper into her. Even though she told him to sit back she couldn't help but get turned on when he took control. Part of her wished he would flip her over and fuck her from behind right now. Using her for his own selfish reasons. She bit her lip and his smile grew knowing exactly how she liked it. He was touching the right spot. He slowly dropped his hips and then slowly raised them again. Over and over. Completely in control of what he was doing. What he was doing to her. She gripped him tighter as his hands found their way back to her hips holding them firm, not intending to let go. The way he took back control. The look of confidence and cockiness in his eyes. That smile. The way his cock was touching everywhere at once set her on fire. It came quickly and washed over her entire body. She gripped his cock even harder as she came her head flying backward in the process.
"Ohhh fuck, Chris" she breathed as her orgasm washed through her. Chris didn't stop but kept up with his slow deliberate pace, his cock rubbing against the sensitive spots again and again as her orgasm slowly eased back down.
Before she could completely come down from it, he picked up the speed of his thrusts as his hands moved to her ass, pulling her deeper into him. She felt it begin to rise again. Another orgasm was on the horizon.
"Oh shit. Oh, Fuck. Don't stop" she said louder than she intended to.
"Cum for me baby. Cum." he whispered. "Give it to me."
That encouragement was all she needed, as she came for the second time. Her nails dug deep into his shoulders. Her pussy was gripping his cock so hard that he had to stop thrusting into her. He felt her cum on his cock and had to control his breathing or else he was going to cum with her.
Ashley wanted another orgasm but needed a second to catch her breath. She wanted to stay in this position so she kept herself firmly planted and tried to regain control.
He looked up as she slowly began to ride him again. "Is this what you've been thinking of?" She whispered. "Do you secretly want to see me riding him?"
He grunted as he flexed his cock, making her moan. "Mmmmmmm....fuck that's so hot. You're such a bad boy wanting your poor innocent wife to fuck another man."
"I can't help it. Something about the thought of it. The way you describe it. It's just so hot." he said as his hands began to explore her back and legs. "You really have been thinking about it haven't you... his dick?"
She grinned and resumed slowly riding him, setting the pace for him.
"I was feeling naughty today," she whispered. "You make me do bad things. I would never do anything to hurt you, but seeing the way this gets you going. It's so naughty, and so sexy." As she spoke she began to increase her tempo, her imagination starting to run away from her.
She loved seeing him like this. The face he makes when he is insanely turned on. Seeing him look at her like that always turned her on. He looked so animalistic like nothing would get in the way of him getting what he wanted. She could feel another orgasm building. This one was coming on quickly. The taboo nature of their conversation, his face and the way his cock felt inside of her was sending electric shocks through her body. It felt like a giant wave of an orgasm coming in, getting ready to crash down on her.
"Sorry, just coming down for some water."
Chris and Ashley turned their heads. A figure was standing a few feet between the bed and the staircase. Clayton stood less than 10 feet away from them. Dressed in only a pair of boxers, his cock nearly visible as it bulge against the front of the fabric, his cocky smile brimming as he took in Ashley's body in front of him.
Chris quickly looked away and back at Ashley. The outline of Clayton's dick burned into his mind, subconsciously noting its size. Ashley took an extra half second to appraise what was happening before she too turned and looked back at Chris. Neither one of them moved, still connected to one another. Both of them on the cusp cumming.
"Don't stop on my account." Clayton took another step into the room. "It's okay, I'm just going to watch."
Chris and Ashley looked at each other,trying to read the expression on each other's faces to decide what to do. Before either of them could react, Chris' body did something that would alter the course of their relationship forever. The situation was too much for Chris to process. Clayton is here, watching them have sex. Seeing Ashley in just her bra. His cock twitched and Ashley felt it. She gasped as it sent a bolt of electricity down her legs. Her body responded in kind, by gripping him tighter. He let out a soft moan and pushed his hips slightly off the couch.
Ashley closed her eyes, her mind racing. This was no longer a taboo fantasy. A game between two lovers to help ignite their sex life. Something that had always been private and just between them was now being shared with a spectator. Not just any spectator, either. The very person whom they had fantasies about. Who they were just talking about fucking her. It was so bad and unlike her. She shouldn't be doing this. If she were sober perhaps she would race out of there embarrassed but no harm done. She could get Chris home and in bed to finish this little game. But she did none of that. Instead, she ground her hips into her husband, his cock pressing deeper inside her.
While lost in thought her body had taken the lead and was gripping his cock as she rode him. Chris was looking up at her in amazement. This was happening. All the talk of fantasies and what ifs were now coming full circle as the man who had consumed those fantasies sat less than 10 feet away.
Chris was beside himself. Ashley was on display for another man, while she was fucking him no less. She wasn't stopping and seemed to be just as into it as he was. He watched as she bit her lip and threw her head back. Her hands left his shoulders and moved into her hair. Her pussy gripped him tightly. Her breathing grew rapid. Her breasts rose up and down in quick succession.
"Oooohh fuuck." she tried to whisper but failed.
Chris looked over at Clayton, trying to avoid the sight of him and his cock. The spot where he was standing was empty. Did he get bored and go back to bed? He felt a sudden ping of disappointment as he scanned the room.
"mmm, even more perfect than I imagined." Clayton said from behind Chris causing his heart to nearly leap from his chest.
Chirs looked up and around but still couldn't see Clayton from his vantage point.
Clayton was standing directly behind the makeshift bed out of his view. Ashley came down from her orgasm and immediately felt another one begin building. She opened her eyes and saw her husband's boss standing right in front of her on the other side of the bed.
He was looking at her with an animalist lust-filled face. The look that turned her on so much when her husband would make it. Clayton's was more intense somehow. She could tell by his arm movements that he was stroking his cock. She couldn't see it from behind the couch but the fact that someone was touching themselves while looking at her....
She ground herself into Chris harder. She kept the same slow, deliberate pace as she recovered from her last orgasm but tried to push down onto Chris to take him further into her. Chris looked up at her surprised. At first he didn't think she heard Clayton's voice but she just opened her eyes and looked at him. She knew he was there and was pushing into him harder.
Ashley only looked at Clayton for a split second before her eyes snapped down and locked with Chris'. Her mouth hung open as she breathed, her eyes needful. She's getting ready to cum again, he thought. Her face also wore an expression of concern, but her hips never stopped moving. Chris could read the look on her face. Without speaking she was looking at him for reassurance. Was this okay? Should they stop or keep going?
She was still grinding on him as she waited for some kind of indication from her husband. The situation was surreal, Chris didn't know how to process it or his thoughts. Part of him wanted to pick her up and run away. To keep what was his all to himself. But another part wanted Clayton to see her. To see what a wonderful woman he had married and to be jealous of Chris for it. The thought of him wanting Ashley but not being able to have her made Chris feel like he had some type of power over Clayton. He also wanted to see how Ashley would react. Where would she draw the line? He hadn't thought this through, he didn't know what he really wanted. All he knew was that Ashley's pussy was grabbing onto his dick harder than ever before. The way her chest was rising and falling and the look on her face, it was intoxicating. He didn't want to stop.
Without breaking their intense eye contact, Chris' right hand found the bra strap on Ashley's shoulder. He slowly pulled it down her arm until her bare shoulder was on display. Her large breasts still largely hidden, but now in danger of falling free. Free for Clayton to see.
Ashley gasped, surprised and turned on by Chris exposing her. They exchanged a look and at that moment they made a silent agreement. This was going to happen.
Ashley closed her eyes and focused on the feeling Chris' dick was giving her. His hips rapidly lifted off the couch as he met Ashley's rhythm in earnest. Clayton stood there looking at Ashley. They knew he was there and they weren't stopping. This spot behind the bed gave him a great view of her. He didn't have to look at Chris at all. He could just imagine it was him Ashley was riding. He wanted to get closer but he had to be patient. He didn't want to end a good thing before it really started.
Ashley was still riding her husband with her eyes closed. Clayton's eyes feasted on the smooth skin of her breasts, rising and falling. He focused on her face, watching it contort in pleasure as she went along with the situation. He licked his lips.
"Mmmhmmm."
Ashley's hands moved to Clayton's chest, pushing her body down onto his cock as she sat in a more upright position. With her newfound leverage, she continued to push down to meet Clayton's thrusts, opening her eyes to meet Clayton's gaze.
Clayton had his hand inside his boxers stroking himself slowly, matching the pace the couple was setting. Ashley's eyes burned into his. It felt like they were sharing something, but she was too lost in the pleasure of it all to understand what that was. She was getting fucked and staring at him. Her husband's dick might be in her but she was focused on him. He licked his lips and grinned at her, placing his fingers on the waistband of his boxers. He started to slowly slide them done causing her to bite her lip. She was looking at him with lust filled eyes. A look that up to this point had only ever been reserved for her husband.
"Do you want to see it?" he mouthed. He wasn't sure how much Chris was involved in this little fantasy of theirs. The last thing he wanted to do was to say or do the wrong thing that would break them from the trance they were in.
Ashley felt her face grow flush. She knew what he was asking, she wondered if she should ask Chris first. She too wasn't sure how much of this was part of the fantasy or where the line should be drawn. However, before her brain could catch up to her she felt her orgasm start to grow. She curled her toes as she rode her husband faster, not daring to close her eyes. "Yes, fuck yes. Do it baby."
Clayton wasn't sure if he was talking to her or her husband, and neither did Ashley. However, before she got a chance to clarify, Clayton pulled his boxers away and stepped out of them. His large cock now pointed directly at Ashley. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. It was even larger than she had imagined. Her walls began to grip Chris even tighter. She instinctively licked her lips as her eyes feasted on his large member causing Chris to groan in pleasure.
Clayton took a step forward, closing the ground between them. He was close to touching the back of the makeshift bed with his cock, inches away from where Ashley was. She flinched ever so slightly but quickly recomposed her sexy demeanor as a hundred thoughts ran through her mind. "Oh fuck, he... he has his dick out baby. He's stroking his big thick cock right in front of me."
As she spoke, Chris could feel her walls spasming around his cock. He could feel himself getting close. "Is it as big as you imagined?"
Ashley kept rolling her hips on Chris' cock. Without breaking eye contact with Clayton, she liked her lips again this time in an exaggerated, almost pornstar-like manner. "Bigger. Oh fuck, so so much bigger, baby."
Clayton was beside himself. He involuntarily started stroking his cock faster, his breathing quickening. The thoughts of everything that happened today began to flood his brain. He knew getting them drunk would likely lead to him getting to see Ashley naked, but he had no idea it would go this far.
"Mm-fuck is that okay, baby? Is it okay that I'm looking at his massive cock while you fuck me" she asked while finally closing her eyes as her orgasm began to take over.
"Fuck yes" Chris breathed. He looked up at her as his sweet and loving wife was fucking him in front of this stranger. She always went along with his fantasies in the bedroom and would often surprise him with the things she would say.
"And how about you, big boy, enjoying the show?" Ashley's eyes were back on Clayton looking at him as she rode her husband's cock. Chris couldn't believe it. Not only was she fucking him with another man in the room she was now openly talking to him. Somehow, she always knew exactly what buttons to press to get him off.
Clayton grunted from somewhere behind Chris. "Oh yeah, baby I liked that. I bet you could do a lot more with those lips of yours." He smiled, taking a small step closer to Ashley as her mouth hung open.
That comment was too much for Chris. The heat of the moment, Clayton talking to Ashley like that, her exposed here in front of him and the way she was milking his cock. It was all too much. With a sharp inhale of breath, Chris came. His cum shot out load after load of cum, drenching the inside of Ashley's pussy sending her into overdrive. She began grounding her hips harder into Chris, every nerve in his body felt like it was on fire. Clayton saw this as an opening and quickly moved from behind the bed until he was standing next to its arm, right next to the couple.
"Stay back, Clayton. No touching." Chris said, as a sudden rush of clarity suddenly hit him. He tried to look more imposing but Ashley's hard pounding kept him seated in place. She was getting close to cumming herself and wasn't about to lose this one.



"Don't worry, I'm just giving her a better view of what she really wants." He smirked, still stroking his cock. His brassiness now on full display. He gestured to his cock and both Chris and Ashley involuntarily looked at it.
Ashley gasped, taken aback. She saw it earlier from across the room. But now, here so close to her, it looked even more massive. Clayton's cock was long, girthy, and looked as hard as a steel pole. And it was hard because of her. For a moment she thought about how it would feel inside of her, but quickly pushed those thoughts away and focused on her husband.
"She can't take her eyes off it, buddy."
Ashley immediately blinked. Her eyes darted to Chris, then back at Clayton not knowing where to look. She closed her eyes to escape the situation and focus on the feeling of her husband's cock inside of her. But behind her closed eyes, the image of Clayton stroking his impressive organ was seared into her brain.
Chris had long since finished, but the situation was keeping his cock hard as a rock. Ashley continued to ride him with desperation. She was going to cum soon. She half opened her eyes, only to see Clayton's eyes burning a hole through her as he stroked his magnificent cock.
"I'm going to cum for you Ashley," he said in a commanding voice. In that instance it sounded like he was the one in control. Like he was the person calling the shots in this fucked up love triangle. The assertiveness in his voice made her brain short circuit as she once again wondered what such a cock would feel like. That's when it hit her. The orgasm that had been building inside of her exploded, radiating across her entire body. It hit fast and hard and didn't stop. Pleasure washed over her. Chris could feel Ashley's pussy clenching his cock, holding it tighter than he had ever experienced before.
"Ohhhhh fuck." she groaned through gritted teeth as her face contorted in pleasure and she stared at Clayton. "Fuck, fuck me."
Her eyes involuntarily closed. Her breasts were rapidly rising and falling, her nails dug into Chris' shoulders. He was trapped beneath her as her legs clamped down.
"Mmm, that's right, baby. Come for Clayton, baby." Clayton growled while stroking his cock with abandon.
Mid-orgasm Ashley looked up at him, and saw his balls tightened.
"Fuck." Stream after stream of Clayton's white hot cum shot from his cock, hitting Ashley square on her chest. His cum soaked into her black bra and ran down her cleavage. With her chest covered in Clayton's cum, Ashley finally broke eye contact. She stopped moving and tried to catch her breath.
Chris just sat there, unknowing how to react. What he did know was that his cock was still hard. Ashley's eyes opened and she looked at Chris. Both of them sat there for a moment trying to read the other's face. This was the craziest thing that the couple had ever done together and both were terrified of how the other would react.
Chris could see the guilt spreading onto Ashley's face. She needed some reassurance after what had just happened. "I love you, Ashley. More than anything in the world."
Ashley half smiled, her body still spasming from her last orgasm. "I love you too baby. I don't know how that happened. That was....crazy" She said pleading.
"It's okay, it's fine." He looked at her cum soaker chest. "Let's get things cleaned up and then we can talk about it."
Ashley looked down at her chest and gasped. "Jesus....I'm a mess."
"We'll get you cleaned up. You look so fucking sexy right now." He said with a reassuring smile.
Ashley smiled back at him. "I love you, so much Chris."
As they shared the moment they both realized at the same time that there was a third person in the room. They turned their heads to talk to Clayton, but he was nowhere to be seen. The click of a door at the top of the stairs told them he had gone back to his room to leave them to deal with the aftermath of the situation alone.
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Ashley snuggled into Chris' arm as they took their seats on the large 747 nonstop to Vegas. Neither one of them had ever flown first class before and were both completely shocked when Clayton handed them the tickets. In fact, they had only ever flown once before, and that was on their honeymoon to Miami. Ashley's father surprised them with it the night of the wedding. Neither family had much money and she knew he must have worked hundreds of hours in overtime to afford such a lavish gift.
Clayton had also booked them a suite at the Aria hotel right in the heart of the Vegas strip, telling them it was important they looked the part of a successful company. Chris tried to tell him it was unnecessary, but he waved his hand and dismissed the thought. Chris promised to land a couple of big fish while at the convention as a way to show his gratitude, but Clayton assured him that he and Ashley were already becoming an Integral part of the team and he knew Chris would give it his all. He thought it was strange that Clayton would bring her up as part of the team, he wanted to question him about it but things were already moving a lot more quickly than he could keep up with.
"Hey spaceman. What's going on in that head of yours?" Ashley asked, bringing her husband back to the present as she handed him a glass of champagne. He couldn't help but notice the twinkle in her eye. She was made for this type of lifestyle, he thought to himself as he took the glass from her hand.
"Just thinking about how lucky I am to be going on this trip with you. And how much our life has changed in such a short amount of time."
"Cheers to that." She said clinking her glass to his. It had been just over a week since the events that took place at Clayton's house. Ashley had wanted to talk to Chris about it more than once, but he had been working so much she just couldn't find the right time. She wanted to know that everything was alright between them, and ensure he didn't have any regrets. He seemed to be acting fine, and their sex life was better than ever, but she wanted to get a handle on whatever this was before it spiraled out of control. She sipped her champagne slowly as she recounted the events of the previous week and promised herself she would find time to talk to Chris about it as soon as they checked in.
As the plane took off, Ashley looked past Chris as the city disappeared beneath them. She finished her drink and closed her eyes, letting the gentle vibrations of the aircraft lull her into a peaceful sleep.
In her dreams, she found herself in their luxurious suite, surrounded by the glitz and glamor of Las Vegas. The room was dimly lit, casting a soft glow over everything. Ashley was amazed by the sheer size of the room. It seemed as if it were as big as her house back home. As she looked around the room her eyes caught her reflection in the mirror. She was wearing the same dress from a week ago. The short black dress showed off her curves perfectly as she ran her hands along the sides of it to smooth it out.
She heard a knock at the door and when she opened it, Clayton stood before her, dressed in a sharp suit that accentuated money as well as his boyish good looks. His eyes sparkled with mischief as he stepped into the room, closing the door behind him.
"Hello, Ashley," Clayton said, his voice low and husky. "Don't mind me. I'm just going to watch." Ashley gave him a confused look, unsure what it was he was coming to watch.
Clayton took another step forward, closing the distance between them. She felt a flutter of excitement in her chest as Clayton approached her, his gaze intense. She tried to speak, but no words came out. Instead, she found herself being forced to her knees in front of him. She tried to stand, but it was as if she had no control over her own body. The room seemed to fade away as he quickly lowered his slacks, and his hard cock sprung to life. Ashley could feel Clayton's hands in her hair, pulling her closer to the veiny piece of flesh in front of her. Her mouth began to water, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. She had never felt so alive, so wanted.
Just as she was about to take it into her mouth she heard a voice in the distance, calling her name. She reached out, unable to get her hand fully around the cock in front of her as she turned her head toward the voice. It was Chris, he was standing in the doorway of the bathroom, watching them with a mix of shock and confusion. Ashley tried to call out to him, to explain, but her voice failed her. Chris approached them slowly, his eyes never leaving Ashley's. He reached out a hand to touch her face, but before he could, Clayton pulled her face to his cock, his grip possessive.
"I told you she could do a lot more with those lips," Clayton said, as he plunged his cock into her waiting mouth.
Ashley's heart raced as she strained to get her mouth around the monster in front of her. She wanted to tell Chris that it wasn't true, that she loved him and only him. But the words wouldn't come. Instead, she found herself taking more and more of Clayton's magnificent cock into her eager mouth. Tears began to build in her eyes as she choked on it, but she was determined to not give up. Something inside of her wanted to prove to herself that she could tame this beast. As she continued to bath more of Clayton's cock with her saliva she saw movement from the corner of her eye. Chris had taken a step back, resigned to his fate as he began slowly stroking his own, now hard, cock. She heard Clayton laugh as he looked at Chris and felt like her body was going to explode as his hands roamed over her body.
Without warning, Clayton reached down and scooped Ashley up, causing a large 'pop' to echo through the room as his cock dislodged from her mouth. She let out a soft moan to protest as she found herself being carried off to the bedroom. Her eyes met Chris' one last time as he came on his hand. His eyes were begging Ashley not to go, but before she could form any words the door was slammed shut. They ended up in a lavish bedroom, surrounded by silk sheets and flickering candles. Clayton's hands were everywhere, exploring every inch of her body. Ashley moaned with pleasure, her desire for him growing with each passing moment as her clothes were quickly discarded and all thoughts of Chris forgotten.
Just as Clayton had lined himself up between her legs, Ashley was jolted awake by the sound of the captain announcing their descent into Las Vegas. She blinked, disoriented for a moment before realizing where she was. Her face was flush and her pulse was racing as she tried to calm herself down. Glancing over at Chris, who was still asleep beside her, she felt a wave of guilt wash over her. She needed to have that conversation with Chris sooner rather than later.
****
Clayton took a deep breath and exhaled slowly as he sat at his computer watching the cursor blink. This week was crucial for his company, and he needed to stay focused. The deal with The Morgan Group was set to close today, another large company was on the verge of signing, and Katie was managing an account that could add another 250 licenses. If they could pull it all off, they were looking at their first profitable quarter since he started the business.
However, despite the week's importance, his mind kept drifting back to that night at his house. Ashley looked stunning. Her dress showed off all of her best features. The entire night it felt like she was flirting with him, or at least not shying away from his advances. Then, he came down stirs and actually caught them fucking. For a moment he thought she would scream and tell her to get lost, or at least try to cover herself up. Instead, she looked at him with hunger. He could see the lust in her eyes as her eyes traveled down his body. If he didn't know any better, he would have thought she might have let him take her right then and there, if Chris hadn't intervened. Even so, despite Chris drawing a line, he still allowed everything to happen. He watched as Clayton stroked his cock in front of his wife. He urged her on when she started talking. He even told her how beautiful she looked covered in another man's cum. Maybe there was more to that than Clayton realized. He knew Chris had always been a bit of a pushover, but was it possible he would actually sit back and let Clayton take his wife right in front of him? What would he have actually done if Clayton pushed the boundaries and broke his no touch rule?
He shook those thoughts aside as he stepped out of his office and into the main room. Everyone was hard at work and barely even looked up from their keyboards. Clayton took the scene in and admired his handy work. "If it wasn't for me most of these losers would probably be jobless" he thought to himself, before calling a quick team meeting in the conference room to discuss strategy.
As the team filed into the conference room, Clayton looked them all over one by one. Most of them were young, somewhat competent sales reps who came from a larger company as more junior members. Here, they were expected to stand on their own two feet without as much hand holding. He knew they lacked that killer instinct that was needed to close deals, but he was hopeful he could draw it out of some of them, while others would just have to get the ball to the goal line and let him come in and get things done.
As the sales team settled into their chairs he watched them with the intensity of a hawk stalking its prey, his jaw clenched. Beneath his expensive suit and cocky façade, doubts still gnawed at him. The voices of all those failed business partners echoing that he'd never make it without his father's money. His own father, chastising him for his reckless spending and failed business ventures. He squeezed his fists, determined to show them all. Wealth, sex, women, power, it would all be his. A cough from one of the other team members brought him back to reality.
"Sir, should we begin?"
Clayton stood from his chair at the head of the table and put on his best smile as he looked over the small group of employees. "Alright, team," he began, his voice commanding. "This week is make or break for us. The deal with The Morgan Group is set to close today, and we have a couple of other major clients on the verge of signing. We need to be on top of our game. I don't want to see any deals fall through. If you feel like you are losing them then call me in. This isn't the time to have a pissing contest."
There was a murmur of agreement around the table as the team prepared to dive into the details of the week's activities. Each person talking to their neighbor smiling and nodding.
"First order of business," Clayton continued, "Chris, is in Vegas this week for the sales convention. Hopefully, he's drumming up some new business for us. That means your full attention should be on closing the deals you already have, not worried about getting new ones."
There was a sense of determination in the room as the team began discussing their strategies for the week. Clayton listened intently, offering his insights and guidance where necessary, and shooting down others when he heard something he didn't like. He wanted to make it clear, it was his way or the highway this week. No one was going to try to go out and be the hero.
As the meeting drew to a close, Katie timidly raised her hand, her voice barely above a whisper. "Um, sir," she began, her eyes downcast. "My client, Creative Horizon, is having second thoughts. They seem to think the price is too high. We have another call at the end of the week to discuss."
Clayton's brow furrowed slightly as he processed the information. This was a crucial deal, and he knew Katie was feeling the pressure, she couldn't fuck this up. He turned to her, his expression reassuring as he recalled their conversation last week. "Let's talk strategy this afternoon in my office. I have some business to attend to but I should be free around 4:30. I need you to tell me everything that was said and how you are going to respond. I'll help guide you through the finer parts of the deal and get the close. It will be some good hands-on training." Clayton felt himself stir and saw Katie shift in her seat uncomfortable when he said that last part. He kept his eyes laser focused on hers until he saw her bite her lip and look back down at her lap, giving a small nod of an agreement.
With no further business to discuss, Clayton closed the meeting, wishing the rest of the team luck and promising that everyone could leave at 4:00 today, provided their deals were considered to be in good standing. As everyone began to file out of the conference room, he noticed Katie's nervous look around as she realized she would be the only one in the office with him during the call.
Clayton returned to his office and immediately got to work. He wanted to start working on the next batch of features for Bitguardian, knowing that coding would help keep his anxiety down as his team worked through their sales requirements. The first couple of hours seemed to go well. He was able to focus on the task at hand and got a decent chunk of code done. However, as the day continued, he found himself clicking refresh on his email more and more, hoping to see signed documents in his inbox. He fought the urge to go out where the sales team was sitting and start barking out orders, knowing it would only make matters worse. While most of these deals were still not completed, they were more or less slam dunks at this point. Even worse, when he wasn't thinking about the sales team, he was re-living last week's events and the way Ashley seemed to gravitate toward him. He knew that once she saw his dick she would be intrigued by it. He hadn't met a girl yet who wasn't at least curious. What fascinated him the most was how easily she seemed to fall under his spell. He understood he was still a long way from actually winning her over completely, but he still needed to figure out how big of a roadblock Chris would be in all of this. "Was it as big as you imagined?'' That was what Chris had said when she told him Clayton had pulled out his dick. That seemed to suggest that not only had she already thought about it, probably after that night at the bar, but that they had openly discussed it. As Clayton pieced together the puzzle, the first signed contract came through his inbox. His smile beamed as he thought about his success. Then, to further test his fortune, he accessed his dashboard for Bitguardian and turned on a hidden feature within it. With just a couple clicks of his mouse he was now tapped into Chris' phone with access to everything he had stored on it. He could also start using it as a listening device.
****
As they checked into their room at the Aria, Ashley couldn't help but be impressed. The buzz and pure energy of the city was like nothing she'd ever felt before, it was infectious. The hotel itself was immaculate.The front face of the building reflected the neon lights of the Strip, creating a dazzling display that nearly sent Ashley into sensory overload. Above them, bundles of glowing glass hung like willow branches from a tree creating a warm ambient glow.In the background the distinct sound of slots and roulette being played caused her adrenaline to course through her as they checked in at the front desk.
Ashley knew she would love Vegas, but something about just being there made her body come to life. The anxiety she had just hours before seemed to melt away with the buzz of the city. She knew she still needed to talk to Chris about the events of last week, but now it felt less anxious and more sexy. She walked lazily around the reception area as Chris checked them in. She found herself gazing into a large indoor fountain. She watched in amazement as water zipped out of one spout to another. She was getting hypnotized by the water dancing in intricate patterns. While she watched she couldn't help but think about her future with Chris. In the past they had talked about kids, but always dismissed it due to money issues. Now, they seemed to be living the dream, and in just a couple of weeks have had more money thrown at them than they'd ever seen. Could she finally open up to Chris again and broach the conversation of her getting pregnant?
"We're all set. You ready to head up to the room, babe?" Chris asked her from behind, breaking her from her trance. She gave him a warm smile and a quick kiss on the check as they made their way to the bank of elevators.
When they finally got to their room, it was even more impressive than they had imagined. When Clayton said he booked them a suite, they were expecting a small room with a view. Instead what they walked into looked to be a small apartment. As the door to their room opened, it triggered something in the blinds allowing them to open as well bringing in the lights from the city. The sitting area was easily as big as their living room back home, and the large bedroom had a jacuzzi inside the room. The couple stood in the door, mouth agape taking it all in. They could not believe this was where they were staying for the week. It was like it was a dream they never wanted to wake up from.
Chris fell backward on the bed, his body immediately sinking into the pillowtop mattress. "I still have a few hours before my first meeting. Do you want to explore the city a bit, maybe grab a bite to eat?"
Ashley stepped away from the window. The lights of the strip dancing in her room as she turned toward the bed as she stared at her husband look aimlessly up at the ceiling. "I'd love that, but first, we should talk." She said with a playful edge in her voice as she lifted her shirt over her head. Her large chest concealed only by the thin white bra she wore. Chris was still lazily staring up at the ceiling and didn't see her remove her shirt. His mind was on the conference later and how he was going to win some business for his new company.
"Sure, what do we need to talk about?" Chris felt Ashley's bra fall across his face and he immediately looked to his wife, his eyebrow cocked.
"Last week," she said in a low voice as she stood between her husband's legs half naked.
****
Clayton shot up in his seat. He couldn't believe his luck! He quickly pressed record on his computer and made sure his door was locked. He felt his dick stir as he replayed that night. He pushed a few more keys on his computer, hopeful to access Chris' camera so he could get the full experience. Unfortunately, his phone seemed to still be in his pocket and all Clayton saw was darkness.
****
"What about it?" Chris asked, swallowing hard as his mind tried to process what was happening. His mouth suddenly felt dry. Last week got a bit wild, even by his standards. He was still trying to come to terms with how he felt about it. Having Clayton walk in on them, and then...finish on his wife had been something he thought he would be disgusted by. However, it seemed to have the opposite effect on his body. He hadn't been able to stop thinking about it since that night.
Ashley smiled, as she slowly and seductively kneeled in front of her husband. She wanted to get this out before they got too deep into the Vegas experience. She thought she knew everything there was to know about her husband, but these last few weeks proved there were aspects he kept hidden from her. Fantasies that they needed to be on the same page about in order to make them work. Had Mrs. Johnson been right? Did Chris want to see her with other men? Even though these thoughts scared and confused her she felt like she had to at least discuss them with Chris in order to be a good wife.



She watched as Chris went back to that scene last week. She saw his breathing get shallow, and couldn't help but notice the lump on his pants start to grow. "I just want to have an honest conversation about it. How it made you feel. When we talked about this before it was all just a fantasy that only we shared, but then last week..." Her voice trailed off as she slowly lowered her husband's pants. He quickly lifted his hips allowing them to slide off with ease as he kicked them to the side. When he did that his phone fell out of his pocket and landed face up. Had they been paying attention they may have noticed the small green light that showed the camera was in use, but they were far too concerned with each other at the moment.
****
Clayton sat back listening as the couple talked. The audio was incredible, it was like he was in the room with them. As Ashley took off her husband's pants, Clayton saw the screen of his laptop jumble about and then he was staring at the ceiling of the hotel. He could see the bed, and Chris' leg in the far corner of the screen. Ashley was barely visible as well, her bare arm and shoulder were on the screen but the rest of her body was just off camera. Clayton cursed the angle but didn't dare look away in hopes that she would move her body just slightly and he would get a chance to see her nude chest.
****
Ashley ran his tongue slowly over the length of her husband's cock. Her tongue tracing at veins as she watched him squirm. "Be honest with me. It's important we communicate about these things."
Chris reached for his wife's hair, but was denied as she painstakingly ran her tongue across his cock. He knew she was right. If they weren't honest with each other about what happened then it could tear them apart. He didn't want that, but he was also concerned about what she would think of him if he spoke those words out loud, what he would think of himself. "I... I'm not sure." He started as Ashley wrapped her fingers gently around his shaft and began a slow pumping movement. The teasing was driving him crazy. It was all he could do to get the words out. It didn't help that she continued to play with his cock without applying any real pleasure to it.
"I didn't expect it to happen. Honestly, if we were sober maybe it wouldn't have. But once it did. Seeing the way you looked at him. Feeling the way your body responded to seeing his..."
"His massive cock?" Ashley teased as her grip tightened around Chris.
He let out a soft moan at the change in pressure and tried lifting his hips to find a rhythm with her, but Ashley quickly loosened her hand seeing the disappointment in his face. "Ah fuck" Chris couldn't believe his once shy wife was saying such vulgar things. He had no idea she was capable of it, but he found it so incredibly sexy.
"Once I saw how you responded it was like..." Chris struggled to find the right words. "It was like seeing the most erotic porn of your life and having it center all around you. Not just the visual aspect of it either, it consumed all of my senses. Hearing you talk to him, feeling your body react, the smell of..."
Ashley couldn't take it anymore, Chris' description of the events had her body aching. She threw her head down onto his lap engulfing his entire length into her mouth. Chris let out a loud moan and bucked his hips, momentarily choking his young wife. For a few long moments the only sound in the room was Chris' soft moans and the slurping sounds coming from Ashley's mouth.
Ashley eventually came up for air, both her and her husband now panting. "So, where does this fantasy end? Do you... do you want to see me have sex with someone else? I'm not sure I'm ready for that. I want to make you happy, to help you live out all your fantasies, but the idea of..."
Clayton couldn't help but bite his lip when she said it. The idea of seeing her with another man actually made him want to throw up, but both of them felt his dick twitch when she said the words. "No baby of course not. I mean, I won't lie, thinking about it certainly has a way of turning me on, but I would never want to cross that line. It's like I told Clayton last week, no touching. Letting someone else see your body and dream about touching it while you talk dirty to them is one thing, but I'm not ready to cross that line yet."
Ashley smiled. She was relieved to hear her husband say that. She understood that sometimes things could get lost in the moment and knew it was important to have ground rules.
"No touching, I like that. But then... are you saying you want it to happen again." Ashley's hand stopped pumping Chris' shaft and they stared into each other's eyes for a long second.
"What do you want? You haven't said how all this made you feel. Did you enjoy having two men's eyes trained on you the entire time? Making them both cum with just a few words and movements of your hips?" Chris bit his lip watching his wife. Finally breaking eye contact as she closed her eyes to relive what he was saying.
****
Clayton was beside himself in his office. Watching this very intimate exchange between the two of them made his dick hard as steel. He closed his eyes and listened to the slurping noises of Ashley at work, imagining it was him on the receiving end, while slowly stroking his own dick. As the conversation dragged on he was already plotting his next move. "Not ready to cross that line YET". That was what Chris said, yet. Even if he hadn't realized it, he was already considering letting things advance. Clayton just needed to find the right motivation to help Chris move things along. He had to find a way to remove that stupid no touching rule.
****
"I'll admit, when we first started talking about this that night at the bar, I never thought I would be into it. I was just doing it for you. Ashley swallowed hard, as tears started to flood her eyes, but you're right the whole scene was...is so erotic. I don't know if this will happen again, but if i did I don't think I would be against it. I felt so powerful when it was happening, so... alive" Her eyes met his again and they both smiled. Ashley felt warmth spread through her body as she realized just how deeply in love with this man she was. "There was this rush of excitement that came over me when I saw he was watching us. I never thought of myself as an exhibionist before, but I think I'm starting to see the appeal." She said with a laugh thankful the tension of the moment had left the room. She had just one more thing she needed to admit next.
Ashley buried her mouth on Chris' cock again. Pulling her cheeks in as her tongue swirled around the head of his cock. Chris let out another loud moan gripping the sheets as he struggled to keep from coming in his wife's mouth. With a loud pop she released his cock from her mouth.
"I have another confession." She said in almost a whisper her eyes giving off a mischievous grin as she continued to toy with the cock in front of her.
"What did you do? Are you showing off to people at work, too?" Chris meant to say it in a playful tone, but it came out too serious. He had worried he killed the mood.
"Is that what you want, baby? You want to start showing off to any guy I come across? You don't want to just share me with your boss, but you want the entire city to know what a hot little slut your wife is." She bit her bottom lip, surprising even herself as she said the words. She knew, however, it had the desired effect on Chris. He nearly bit a hole through his bottom lip as he desperately tried to use her hand to get his release.
"No I didn't mean..."
"We are in Vegas after all, I'm sure there are more than a few hot guys here who would love to get a better look at these." She grinned playfully, pushing her chest together as she placed Chris' cock between them.
"Oh fuck, baby. You wouldn't dare." Chris moaned as he began to drive his hips up and fuck his wife's chest.
"I guess we'll have to see." She said with a wink as she let her tongue circle the head of his cock as it pushed through the flesh of her chest.
"So what is it then? What's the confession?"
Ashley bit her lip as she watched her husband, she could tell he was getting close. Originally she was hoping to fuck him after this, but she could tell that would have to wait. " I... I had a dream about him."
"Clayton?" He meant to at least slow down his movements when he asked the question, but somehow they only got more urgent as he watched his wife.
She nodded, again allowing her tongue to snake over the head of her husband's cock. "On the plane, I fell asleep." She kept her eyes locked on Chris. He was working himself up to a finish. At first she expected to see anger, or at least a little sadness in his eyes, but all she saw was pure lust.
"We had just gotten our room. You were in the bathroom and he was at the door. When I went to answer he forced me to my knees. I think I tried to get up, but I couldn't and then his cock was out and it was right in front of me and so big." She bit her lip as she recalled the dream. Her fingers sliding down her body, hoping to offer herself at least a little relief.
"Oh fuck." Chris moaned, closing his eyes before he could see his wife's fingers make contact with her clit.
Ashley gave out a soft moan as her fingers found her slick entrance, her own hips starting to rock. "I took him in my mouth. God baby, it felt so real, he was so rough with me, but it only seemed to make me want it more. And his cock, fuck, it was so thick. My jaw hurt trying to..." She gave a soft moan as she teased her folds, she had needed to cum since she woke up from that dream. "Trying to take his whole cock in my mouth."
"Fuck, I'm going to cum, baby." Chris felt his orgasm rising quickly. His mind couldn't process what was real and what was a fantasy anymore. As he worked his cock between Ashley's slick chest all he could see in his mind was his wife on her knees servicing Clayton. He wanted to think about something else, to inject himself into the scene somehow, but Ashley's moans and storytelling made it so vivid.
Ashley pushed her fingers into her dripping sex, her own orgasm approaching a lot quicker than she had thought possible. She was beginning to think something was wrong with her. She had been so turned on she'd been these last few weeks. It felt like she was always aroused or thinking about sex.
"You came out of the bathroom, and I thought you were going to stop him, but you just watched. I thought for sure I was going to conquer him though. I was forcing more and more of him into my mouth, I thought I was going to choke or pass out. Just when I thought he may come he scooped me up and took me into the bedroom, locking you out." Ashley's fingers worked her clit faster. Her entire body felt like it was on fire as her juices coated her hand and she moaned in delight.
"Oh fuck... did you let him...did he fuck you?" The words flew out of his mouth faster than his brain could process them. He was no longer sure if they were talking about a dream or real life, but something in his mind told him it didn't matter.
"He threw me down on the bed, and then spread me wide. He pointed that large cock right at my pussy and then....oh fuck" Chris came at that exact time. His cum covered Ashley's chest and face. Not to be deterred her fingers continued to work her slit and only seconds after him, she experienced her own orgasm. She nearly fell forward as her walls clenched her fingers, desperate for them to be replaced by a cock as the image of Clayton kneeling between her spread legs replayed in her mind.
As they both came down from their orgasm, Ashley looked down at her husband and smiled, dragging her tongue around her lips and tasting his seed. "That was when I woke up, just before he..." She let the sentence end there as she stood and turned toward the shower to wash off.
****
Clayton was standing over his desk now, dick in hand as he watched the events unfold in front of him. He heard Ashley tell her husband about her dream. He held his breath as he listened to the events unfold, and saw Chris' reaction as she played it all back to him. This was all too good to be true, he was almost certain now he was going to get his chance to fuck this pretty wife, despite what they might think right now.
Clayton felt his own orgasm approaching as he listened to Chris and Ashley have one of their own. Just as she stood up and turned toward the shower, her perfect naked chest came into view. Clayton's eyes went wide with delight as he let out a low growl and painted his monitor with cum.
****
At exactly 4:30 Clayton heard a near silent tap on his door.
"It's open" he yelled, closing out Bitguardian and pulling back up his email just as Katie walked in.
"You wanted to see me, sir?" She asked shyly, her eyes looking to the ground.
"Good you're here. Shut the door and have a seat." He rose from his chair and stretched out. "Tell me the latest."
"Well, um, like I said in the meeting. I thought the deal was near done then at the last minute they..." Katie froze her mouth hanging open as Clayton stood behind her placing his hands on her shoulders. Her entire body tensed as she lost her train of thought.
"Go on." His voice sounded so powerful, like he was speaking through a megaphone right into her ear. She tried to focus her breathing, but suddenly the room felt so suffocating, she worried she may faint.
"They, um... they came back to me this morning and said they needed at least another 20 percent discount in order to move forward. She felt his hands tighten on her shoulders as she spoke. "I...I've been trying my best, sir. The product is just h-hard to sell sometimes..."
Clayton sighed, sounding like a disappointed father. "The product isn't the issue. The issue is your pitiful lack of confidence and assertiveness. Take right now for example. I can see how uncomfortable I am making you, yet instead of addressing it. Instead of standing up and slapping me in the face you bottle it up and take it." Katie felt Clayton remove his hands from her shoulders and heard the echo of his shoes as he slowly walked in front her. He placed a finger under her chin, forcing her widened eyes to meet his. "But I'm going to change that. From this moment on, everyday at this hour you will come to my office for training. By the time I'm done with you, you're going to be able to sell ice to a fucking Eskimo." Katie gasped. She wasn't sure how to respond. All she could do was nod silently.
"Stop nodding. When someone says something you look them in the eye and respond!"
"Katie bit her lip. She knew this was wrong, but somewhere deep down she also wondered if she allowed him to torment her if she really would be a better salesperson. With a sudden burst of confidence she lifted her head and locked eyes with him.
"Yes sir."
He held her eyes for an uncomfortably long moment before allowing a slow smile to spread across his face. "Better. You're already making progress."
"Now, stand up." He demanded, but never took a step back himself.
Before long the training session began to take shape. As minutes slowly ticked by the session became increasingly more physical in nature. Clayton would invade Katie's personal space, walking circles around her as he aggressively challenged her to role-play sales pitches. He'd shove her shoulders back, forcing her to stand up straight, or grip her jaw tightly with his fingers as he corrected her diction. This became their routine at the end of every day.
"Speak from the diaphragm! With confidence! Don't let me intimidate you," he said through clenched teeth, his face just inches from hers. Katie struggled not to cringe away from his hot breath and unwavering stare. After each painfully long segment in the session, he would make it a point to praise her on her progress no matter how small.
""I'm starting to see a fire in your eyes. Good, good. We're getting somewhere now." A subtle undercurrent ran through his praise, both a reward and a threat if she dared to backslide.
Increasingly dependent on his approval yet fearing his intensifying rebukes, Katie found herself getting lost in the moment of it all. At first his touch made her feel suffocated and in danger. Now, each touch felt like a jolt of electricity running through her body. Katie found herself spending nights rehearsing his lessons in her apartment. An obsession with pleasing this man who had hand picked her for his personal tutelage began to eclipse all other areas of her life. Clayton couldn't believe how drawn to it she had become. In just under a week, Katie had changed almost her entire persona, drawn to it like a moth to a flame.
****
Chris straightened his tie again, its tightness constricting like the pressures riding on this convention. He took a deep breath, willing himself to put his best foot forward for Bitguardian. He knew a lot was riding on this convention and he was determined to prove to Clayton that he was the right man for the job. To prove to everyone that ever doubted him that he belonged in this world. The sprawling space was packed with tech industry booths and professionals in suits shaking hands and exchanging business cards.
An hour later, Chris was momentarily caught off-guard as his phone buzzed in his pocket. It was a text from Ashley containing just two words and an attached photo - "Miss me?"
He bit his lip as he glimpsed the picture she'd sent. It was a classic Ashley move, a flirty swimsuit selfie from the Aria pool with a coy expression on her face. He knew from experience her texts were only going to get more provocative from here.
Pocketing his phone, he refocused on the IT manager he'd been pitching to. "Sorry about that. As I was saying, our multi-factor authentication process is fool-proof so there's no risk of..."
His voice trailed off as his phone vibrated again. This time it was a video message titled "For your eyes only ;)"
Chris coughed to cover his pause. "You'll have to excuse me one moment." He stepped away to find a quiet corner, hands trembling slightly as he opened the video.
It started innocuously enough, just Ashley lounging poolside in a tiny crimson bikini. But then she blew a kiss towards the camera lens and let the camera slowly travel down her body. For a moment it looked like she had no top on at all, but at the last second the slightest hint of one appeared barely covering the top of her nipple. Chris felt his pulse quicken as he wondered how far this game of hers was going to go. He needed to refocus. Unfortunately, as he looked up from his phone screen the IT manager had already moved on, clearly annoyed at his lack of attention.
He moved on to the next group, phone still intermittently buzzing away with naughty photos and videos from Ashley. Between pitches, he managed to sneak a look at her latest message. She must have gotten bored at the pool and decided to do some shopping.the latest picture showed her standing in front of a full-length mirror in just a small black lace pair of panties, the curve of one breast barely peeking out of the frame with the text "Trying on some new outfits for you ;)"
Chris was determined to stay laser focused as he approached the booth for Larken Industries, a manufacturing firm with around 2,000 employees across the southwest. This was exactly the kind of business that he needed to get onboard to prove himself.
"Tom Ashford, head of IT," the graying man in a navy suit introduced himself with a firm handshake. "What can you tell me about this Bitguardian thing?"
Chris launched into his pitch, putting on his most charismatic smile. "Our mobile device management software is going to revolutionize how you handle security and encryption across your employees' phones and tablets. With Bitguardian's military-grade protocols..."



As he spoke, his phone vibrated almost urgently in his pocket. Certainly another teasing message from Ashley. He determinedly ignored it and kept his focus on Tom.
"...And our spiderweb integration can map and secure every single device linked to your central company network. Gartner predicts mobile cyber attacks are going to spike 85% over the next year, so locking things down is crucial."
Tom stroked his chin thoughtfully. "That all sounds pretty impressive. I've got to say, mobile security has been a real vulnerability for us lately."
Chris' phone buzzed again, this time with an insistent pulse pattern telling him it was likely video rather than just photos. He fought to keep his mind from wandering to what sort of salacious content Ashley might have sent.
"And with our continuous monitoring systems, we'll keep threats at bay 24/7," he barreled on, hoping to wrap up the conversation before temptation got the better of him. "Let me know if you'd like me to put together a formal proposal and I'd be happy to get something together." Chris took a breath as he watched Tom think about the proposal.
"That sounds great. Here's my card, reach out to me when you get back to the office and let's talk about setting up a trial." Tom said, handing him his business card as he began to walk away.
Excited about the news, Chris quickly took his phone out of his pocket to tell Ashley, momentarily forgetting about the videos and pictures that were being exchanged. When he opened the screen his jaw dropped, "Room service is taking forever..." Ashley captioned the latest pic, which showed her standing completely nude, except for the smallest black thong he'd ever seen, and slouched against the hotel room door like a centerfold model.
"Oh...wow" Chris heard from behind him. He quickly spun around, red with embarrassment as he saw Tom staring at his screen. Before he could respond with an apology Tom just smiled and said, "we will definitely be in touch." Before slapping his shoulder and disappearing into the crowd.
****
As the week continued on, Clayton's actions became more pronounced and deliberate. He would stand unnecessarily close to Katie during their sessions, his body just barely grazing hers as he circled her. His hands began to linger, squeezing her shoulders from behind, adjusting her stance by pressing a firm hand against her lower back and allowing his fingers to wander. At first, Katie would tense up under these invasions of her personal space. But Clayton was a master of gradual escalation. He had been here many times before, and knew exactly which buttons to push.
"Relax, I'm just showing you how to take up space and exude confidence," he murmured by her ear as he molded her body with his hands. "You're far too timid. A strong, powerful woman owns every room she walks into."
Slowly, incrementally, Katie's defenses began to lower. The more aggressive Clayton became, the more it seemed to validate his teachings on assertiveness. Was this what true confidence looked like - brushing off inappropriate behavior as no big deal? Part of her wanted to believe he was just....unorthodox in his methods. And despite herself, she did begin to feel more self-assured after his hands-on coaching session. It was as if his bold dominance was gradually transferring to her through osmosis. This didn't go unnoticed to Clayton. He began to see the way she would look at him. Not just with the will to learn, but with a sudden desire. It wouldn't be long until she was eating out of the palm of his hand and doing his bidding for him.
After a couple hours of training late on Friday Clayton stood in front of Katie, his hands on her hips as they stared at one another. "I think you're ready." He said with a grin.
"Thank you so much, sir. I honestly feel like a new person," she said, wrapping her arms around him in a tight hug. Then, in what felt like a final test, he pressed his lips against hers. It took Katie's tired brain only a second to catch up; he wrapped his arm tightly around her, letting his hands rest on the swell of her ass as he pushed his tongue into her mouth. Finally, she pulled back her eyes, meeting him as he gave her a cocky smile. Clayton was momentarily shocked at what came next, as Katie slapped him hard across his face. The sting in his cheek did little to take the smirk away as Katie never broke eye contact with him.
Undeterred, he dug his fingers deeper into the soft flesh of her ass as he pulled her into another kiss. For a second her tongue found his and she got lost in the primalness of it all. Her defenses were starting to weaken, as she again pulled away from the kiss and swung her hand again at her boss. He was ready for it this time however, and caught her wrist before it made contact. He glared into her eyes and saw not just passion and fury, but also, lust. He saw her face soften and felt her body relax. He quickly spun her body around, pushing her against the wall as he pressed his body to her back and his lips found her exposed neck.
Katie shuddered.
"I... we shouldn't be doing this."
He paid no attention, instead, he brought his hand around her body pinching her nipple as he continued kissing her neck lightly.
She winced slightly at the touch of his fingers on her chest, but involuntarily moved her head towards him, exposing her neck more, as if in approval. At least, that's how he took it. He slipped his other arm from her shoulder and dropped it down and around her waist, his hand landing on her lower stomach.
The kisses continued, his right hand moving over to her left breast and his left hand gently massaging her lower stomach through the thin skirt, bunching it up slightly as he inched his fingers downward. Turning her around, his arms went around her, pulling her to him for a very long, deep kiss. Katie was melting fast, and when he bit down on her lip before allowing his tongue to explore hers it shattered the remains of her resistance. She was breathing hard, feeling her heart doing a fluttering beat, and that all too familiar feeling between her legs that felt like it had been building all week.
None of these signals went unnoticed with Clayton. He had been around this block before. Actually, he had expected her to cave earlier in the week and was impressed with her resistance thus far.
Accepting her actions as unspoken approval, he guided her over to the other side of the room, placing her on the plush sofa in his office. Clayton sat beside her, covering her body with his, his hands never stopping their exploration and his tongue deep inside her mouth doing a slow dance with hers.
Clayton sensed that she was totally open to his advances. He held his breath. Regardless of what had happened up to this point, this was a big moment. Slowly, he slid down off the couch to his knees in front of her. Katie was surprised at her disappointment when his mouth left hers. It was so nice. He placed his hands between her knees and very slowly spread them, giving him an unhindered view of her under the short skirt. His hands went above her knees, pushing her legs wide apart before he leaned over and started trailing kisses up her legs right behind where his hands were teasing.
Katie closed her eyes and lifted her hips slightly in reaction to his kisses. He took that chance to push her skirt up above her hips, exposing her thong. The thin pink material already looked saturated with moisture and he could see the thin strip of hair hiding underneath it.
"Mmm I haven't seen a landing strip in some time." He whispered teasingly, as his hands continued to slide up her slender legs. Katie's face turned crimson as she slid down the sofa so that her back was against the corner. She tried to push her head down to her most intimate parts, but he was having far too much fun teasing her.
"Patience is just as important as confidence." he said, as sherationalized that this was all still part of the training. All the while, his hands never stopped their upward movement in a tantalizing slow process. His fingers felt magic, each little circle making Katie's nerve ends explode as they crossed. Finally, mercifully he reached her panties. Those magic fingers never stopped tormenting her, teasing her through the little wisp of near nothing that covered her.
He wasn't sure what was more of a turn on for him at the moment. The way he had almost completely changed this soft spoken, meak girl in a week. Or the way he was able to just as easily bring her back to that submissive place with the way she was silently encouraging him with her gentle hip rotations and the soft moans pouring out of her.
After teasing her for what seemed forever his fingers finally went under her thong and found her, wet and swollen. Katie reacted with a soft moan. In her grog she didn't want him to stop and wasn't going to pretend anymore. Her legs opened wider as his fingers worked slow magic on her clit, finally slipping inside her expectant channel. When they did, she bucked her body up to meet them with a muted cry. They felt wonderful in there, alternating between slow long strokes and then rapid, hard thrust that made her body move against his fingers.
Just as he knew she was about to come, he removed his fingers and peeled her thong off so slowly that it was torture for both of them. He took his thumbs and spread her wide open, giving kisses not on her mouth, but rather on her wet pussy taking her swollen clit in his mouth and running his tongue over it.
Katie was unaware that her cries were no longer so muted. Her hips were doing a slow involuntary rotation as he began a very slow, very soft sucking motion, slipping her clit in and out of his mouth, scrapping it with his teeth. Finally, she couldn't hold it any more and exploded, bucking so hard he had to work to stay with her.
Clayton was on his knees on the floor but sort of extended out so that even though her legs went up over his shoulders she was not in a contorted position, but rather lying flat. His hands had slipped under her hips, giving them support as he lifted them in the air. There was no doubt that he had complete control of her and he was welcome to it, as she encouragedly whimpered softly coming down from her orgasm.
He slowed down for a long time allowing her to recover, but teasing her at the same time. Then, as if on cue, he sucked hard again, boiling her over in another mind crushing orgasm. For Katie, it wasn't the first time she had multiple orgasms from oral sex but it was certainly the very best. The way he was going about it showed that not only was her pleasure his first priority, but he couldn't get enough of pleasing her. If this was his repayment to her for what had happened over the course of the week, she considered it paid in full.
Finally, he slowed down and the torrid eating became a gentle nibble. In the state she was in it was a little disappointing but she said nothing as she knew as well as he that their time was up. Finally, he stood up and pulled her forward on the couch. Her face was level with his waist.
She almost fainted!!!
Sometime, somehow, he had removed his pants during all this and she was staring straight at that monster cock not more than six inches away. If she had thought she'd seen a large cock before, this one was at least double that. He took her hands and placed them gently on it, fully feeling the full girth and length.
"Do you want it?" he asked.
Her only answer was an unintelligible moan.
"Do you want me to fuck you?"
After a few seconds, Katie could only nod. She was still holding it, slightly moving the skin up and down with both hands, she caused him to weave back and forth.
"What did I tell you about nodding?" He asked, slapping her ass hard enough that she jumped and let out a yelp.
She broke her eyes away from his cock to meet his. All the while, she slowly stroked it with a renewed sense of power. "Yes, I want you to fuck me." The fire had once again returned to her eyes. She didn't dare look away.
Hearing her finally say the words, nearly caused Clayton to cum in her hand. Instead, without breaking eye contact, he quickly positioned his throbbing cock at her entrance. As he rubbed it along her clit he could see the fear in her eyes. He'd seen that look before, every new conquest he had once had that same look. Finally, all the waiting and the games were over. With one hard thrust, he buried his cock inside her small frame.
The way Clayton thrust his entire cock quickly into her hurt, but it was a good hurt. In its simplest form it was the hurt of a primal man taking a woman without any other care in the world. Katie felt herself stretched to the brink by his cock. She had never felt so full before. Thankfully Clayton had warmed her body up, it didn't take long before she felt like her body had a handle on his massive organ. She could feel Clayton touching places within her that had never been explored, stimulating her every nerve. It felt amazing.
"Mmmmmm," She moaned looking at him with a lust-filled expression. He held his cock still as she rolled her hips on it, trying to coax him into fucking her. Katie groaned under him, frustrated, wanting more of his cock but also taking a second to grow accustomed to his size. Clayton enjoyed the way her pussy was milking his cock, before pulling almost all of his shaft out of her and then slamming it back into her.
Wasting no more time, Clayton set a punishing pace -- ruthlessly slamming his hips forward to impale Katie on his shaft with harsh grunts and growls of exertion. Her petite frame was pinned between him and the sofa, leaving her bouncing helplessly with the sheer force of his savage thrusts.
"Aaahhh GOD! Yes yes yes..." Katie dissolved into garbled moans of shameless rapture, overwhelmed by the dominant and relentlessly claiming of her.
One hand slid from supporting her thigh to palming and squeezing her breast through the flimsy fabric of her dress. Katie cried out sharply as he twisted her nipple with rough dominance while simultaneously increasing the brutal cadence drilling her raw.
It wasn't enough. Katie desperately wanted -- needed -- all of him with nothing between them. Utilizing what little dexterity remained, she scratched at the strained neckline of her dress until it ripped down the front in one long tear, baring her chest fully to her ruthless boss' greedy eyes and hands.
"Fuck...what a gorgeous little slut you've become," Clayton taunted, immediately latching onto one of her exposed tits to suck and nip at the sensitive peak. "Made to take this cock over and over again..."
"Uh, uh, fuck," Katie's moaning was growing more frantic. There was no more pretense of staying quiet. What was once silent cries, now neared full on screams as she felt the full power of his cock. She was going to cum again. She was astonished at how quickly her body was giving her another orgasm. She had lost how many she must have had, but this one felt even bigger than the rest.
"Do it," Clayton growled in her ear. "Cum for me, cum on my cock." He felt his own orgasm approaching and he knew the next time she came, he would quickly follow suit.
The words sent Katie over the edge. Her world exploded with pleasure as her pussy tightly gripped his cock as she came. Her body was racked by an orgasm that seemed to never end. Stars exploded behind her eyes, entire galaxies igniting each time he bottomed out to thoroughly sheathe himself in her convulsing grip.
Clayton was determined to ride this one out as well. However, as her walls continued to clinch and pull on his cock he knew it was inevitable. He buried himself to the hilt with one last brutal thrust, swelling and erupting in hot spurts of release that immediately overflowed Katie's swollen lips.
Katie was too weak and too engulfed by her own orgasm to even realize what was happening. Her cries echoed through the office as her body convulsed in pleasure.
"Oh my god!" she exclaimed as she looked down at tattered clothes and swollen lips. "Do you have something I can clean off with?" She looked to Clayton who was already pulling his pants on.
"Afraid not. You can get some hand towels out of the bathroom" He said with a shrug as he zipped back up before adding, "You can leave through the back, if you think it will help." His attention was no longer on her. He was back at his computer staring at the screen as he looked at the pictures Ashley had been sending Chris and plotting his next move. His cock already starting to stir again as he looked at the near nude wife of his fantasies.
Katie laid there for several seconds just blinking. She wasn't sure if she should curse him for leaving her in such a state, or thank him for the mind blowing experience she just experienced. Eventually, she settled on neither and gingerly stood up and put herself together. Oddly, she couldn't find her panties. Clayton looked to be growing impatient with the fact she was still there and was not so subtly urging her to leave. She rationalized that she was just going straight home anyway and Clayton could find them later and get rid of them. Without so much as a goodnight or thank you from her boss, now latest partner, she slipped out the back door without them.
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Jacob drummed his fingers nervously on the steering wheel as he navigated his beat-up Honda Civic through the winding roads of the Oregon countryside. In the passenger seat, Emily stared out the window, her eyes following the gentle rolls of the hills and farmland scenery. She'd never been this far away from home before, and she wondered if she would even miss her parents.
An uneasy knot twisted in Jacob's stomach as he glanced over at his girlfriend of four years. Her face was pensive, lips pursed slightly. He recognized that look - the one she got when her mind was consumed by the expectations of her rigidly religious parents.
"Hey," Jacob said softly, reaching over to give Emily's thigh a reassuring squeeze, causing small goosebumps to form on her leg. "Talk to me. What's going on in that head of yours?"
Emily startled slightly at his touch, snapping out of her trance. Her green eyes found his and she forced a warm smile that didn't quite chase away the crease of worry that had appeared on her forehead.
"Just...anxious, I guess," she admitted. "This retreat is so important. My parents have never approved of us, of you. If we can't convince the church elders we're ready for marriage..." She trailed off with a sigh.
Jacob's jaw tightened at the mention of Emily's sanctimonious parents and their condemnation of him as an unworthy suitor. A drifter whose freewheeling ways would only derail their precious daughter's potential. As if he didn't know the endless sleepless nights Emily endured, fending off their verbal assaults and pleas to break things off with "that boy." They didn't just disapprove of Jacob, they flatout forbid her from seeing him. Her father threatened to kick her out of the house the second she turned 18, but luckily Emily's mother stepped in and convinced him to pray on it. That prayer led them to Pastor Wilson, who led them to this retreat.
"Forget what those jerks think," Jacob snapped, unable to hide his bitterness. "It's our lives, our choice who we want to spend them with."
"Jacob..." Emily put a hand on his arm, her tone tinged with resignation. "You know I don't agree with their judgments of you. But denying their demands has only brought more conflict. This retreat is a chance to get their blessing by proving our commitment to the church's teachings on the sacred vows of marriage."
Jacob felt a flicker of anger, ready to argue the injustice of having to jump through hoops for anyone's approval, let alone that of Emily's perpetually dissatisfied parents. But the longing in her eyes disarmed him. After all that they'd endured, all she wanted was her family's acceptance of their love.
Swallowing his pride, Jacob forced a smile and playfully tousled Emily's long blonde hair. "Alright, alright. For you, I'll be a spiritual warrior this week. No wisecracks about whatever initiation rituals they put us through. Just..."
His voice softened as he studied her delicate features. "Just don't let them pull you away from the real reason we're doing this, okay? Our future together."
Emily's eyes beamed with gratitude and she leaned over to kiss him deeply. "Have I told you lately how incredible you are? I couldn't have found a more caring, supportive partner to spend my life with."
As their lips broke apart, Jacob couldn't resist a roguish grin. "Well, I am told I have a way with more than just my words." He waggled his eyebrows suggestively as his hand slid up her exposed thigh.
"Jacob!" Emily gasped in mock outrage, but her bright laughter filled the car's interior, banishing any lingering tension.
As they pulled into the ferry terminal parking lot, Jacob killed the engine and turned to Emily.
"You ready for this?"
Emily faced him and gave him a warm smile that still made his heart skip a beat even after all these years. "As ready as I'll ever be, I suppose. Just promise me again you'll at least try to take it seriously?"
He returned the grin and reached his hand over to give her thigh a playful squeeze. "Oh, I'll be serious. Dead serious about finally being able to get you alone for a week with nobody to cock-block us."
"Jacob!" Emily tried to stifle a laugh as she swatted his hand away. "That's not at all what this trip is about and you know it."
"I'm kidding, babe. Mostly." He winked at her. "You know I'm going to have a real hard time keeping my hands off you though when we're stuck on that island together."
Emily rolled her eyes but couldn't suppress her smile at his antics. "Which is precisely why we're doing this retreat, Mr. Grab-Hands. To make sure we stay on the path of purity until our wedding night."
"I'm not sure how you expect me to go a whole week keeping my hands to myself." Jacob's tone was playful, but his actions were more urgent. He continued his upward path on Emily's leg. She gave another laugh, shaking her head as she bit her lip.
"And what should we do about that?" She asked playfully looking over her shoulder at the near empty parking lot as she spread her legs slightly.
Jacob needed no further permission as he dipped his hand under her dress and leaned across the car kissing her exposed neck.
"You make me do such naughty things. I'm going to have to say an extra prayer tonight." Emily sighed as she closed her eyes and allowed the electricity of Jacob's fingers to work their magic.
Jacob knew they didn't have long. He always knew Emily wouldn't allow him to do any more than hand stuff. He learned a long time ago not to complain and take what he could get. Only once in their relationship did Emily ever entertain the idea of doing anything more sexual than that. The summer after she graduated high school, they were celebrating her 18th birthday. He had convinced her to drink a couple of wine coolers and in her tipsy state she actually took his dick into her mouth. Despite the fact that it was only her first time, she was a natural and quickly had him cumming in her mouth. After that night Emily made him promise to never push her to do stuff like that again when she was drunk. He could see that he had really hurt her, and so he promised. He even went to church with her 3 times that week as an act of apology.
A low moan brought Jacob back to the present as his tongue wrestled with Emily's and his fingers danced around the front of her wet panties.
"I can't wait until we are married." Emily moaned into his mouth as she pressed her hips into his fingers.
"I'm not going to let you out of the bedroom at all the first week." Jacob teased as he whispered in her ear sending a shiver up her spine. His fingers had finally made it past her panties and he pushed a single one into her open folds as she ran her fingers through his hair.
The windows of his old civic were starting to cloud as the passion inside the car started to pick up. Emily reached out grasping Jacob through his pants and stroked him slowly as her hips tried to push his finger deeper inside her. Jacob had always been impressed by her sex drive. Despite the fact that she was so inexperienced, once he got her going her body seemed to act off of instinct.
He felt her orgasm approaching as she let out a loud moan, clamping her hand around his swollen dick causing the friction of his pants to cause more pain than pleasure. Despite that, he couldn't help but smile to himself as he felt her muscles clench around his finger forcing it out of her, as her climax hit its peak.
Emily moaned softly, rocking her hips as she tried to catch her breath. Once the orgasm passed, she half opened her glassy eyes and smiled at the love of her life before smashing her lips to his and pushing her tongue into his mouth.
"You take such great care of me." she whispered, as her tongue continued to wrestle with Jacob's.
"I'm just glad I can make you happy."
Emily stared into his eyes, still panting softly. "Perhaps I should return the favor." She said with a mischievous grin.
Before Jacob even had the chance to ask her what she meant by that, she threw her leg over top of him and began working on the buttons of his pants.
If Jacob could see himself, he was sure he would look like one of those cartoon characters, who's eyes bulged out of their head. In all their time together, she had never been this aggressive.
"Babe what are you..."
"Shh. you're going to act like a good boy this week right?" she teased as she gripped his naked cock and pulled it under her dress.
All Jacob could do was nod as he felt the heat of her sex as she pulled it closer.
"Good boy," she giggled, leaning down to kiss his neck. Just be careful, don't let it slide inside." she said as she pressed his cock against her clit and began to softly grind into him.
Jacob couldn't believe this was happening. They had never been this close to the actual act of sex before. Now, all he had to do was flex his hips and he would be inside her.
"I can't wait to spend the rest of my life with you, babe. To be united with you, as one, under God. You know how important it is to have our union blessed by God, right?" As she spoke she continued to grind her slick lips back and forth over Jacob's throbbing cock. She felt his breathing begin to get shallow as he gripped her hips and grinded into her.
"Fuck, Em, you feel so good. I'm not going to last."
Emily bit her lip and sped up her movements. She knew that what she was doing was wrong, but she was desperate for Jacob to be on his best behavior. She wanted so badly to get her parent's approval and she needed this week to go perfectly.
"Mmm just think, babe, after this week we can start planning the marriage and then you'll be inside me as you..."
Emily never got to finish the sentence as she felt Jacob's hips lift off the seat and rope after rope of his warm cum hit her belly.
Emily slowed her movements, and brought her lips to Jacob's bringing him into another passionate kiss.
"Now, you think you'll be able to manage the rest of the week?" She asked with a smirk as she stared into his eyes.
"I love you so much, baby. God Da..."
"Do not take the Lord's name in vain!" Emily interrupted as she slowly climbed back into her own seat.
"I will be on my best behavior. I can't wait to spend my life with you." Jacob said with a reassuring smile as he tucked his deflated cock back into his pants.
****
Jacob tightened his grip on Emily's hand as they stepped off the small ferry boat onto the dock of the remote island. The salty sea breeze whipped her long blonde hair across her face, and she brushed it back with her free hand, smiling brightly at him.
"So...this is it. Holy Isle," he murmured, more to himself than Emily. "You ready to get spiritually overhauled into the model married couple?"
Emily squeezed his hand tightly, worrying her lower lip - a nervous habit Jacob found utterly endearing. "As ready as I'll ever be. Just...just remember your promise. For us." Her eyes searched his imploringly.
Jacob forced himself to nod. "I know. No more clowning around, scout's honor." He leaned in to brush his lips against her cheek. "I'd walk through fire for a chance to make an honest woman out of you. Besides, it's a week, how bad can it be?"
Jacob turned his head to take in his surrounds, and hide some of the anxiety he was already feeling. The isolation of the heavily forested land rising from waters of the North Pacific gave him a twinge of apprehension. It wasn't that he didn't believe in God. He just didn't quite believe the people who were spreading "the good word." Most of them seemed to have skeletons of their own in their closets, and despite their claims of being non-judgemental and all welcoming everyone seemed very standoffish when they spoke of Jacob. They didn't exactly hide their disdain between his and Emily's relationship. Even Pastor Wilson could hide his disapproving gaze when Jacob would miss a sunday or two of church.
A stout, middle-aged man in a plain white shirt and black pants strode forward from the small gathering on the dock, arms open wide in welcome. His broad smile and neatly trimmed beard put Jacob somewhat at ease.
"Sister Emily, Brother Jacob, I'm George," the man said, embracing each of them. "On behalf of everyone here, blessed be your arrival at our sanctuary. You are among the chosen ones."
Emily beamed, giving Jacob's hand a squeeze. This was the last step before finally marring Jacob before God and all of her family. She was excited to get it started.
"We're so grateful to be here, Brother George," she replied. "We've looked forward to this retreat for months to prepare our hearts and minds for the sacred covenant of marriage."
George gave an approving nod then led them along the weathered wooden dock to the small campus of buildings at the island's edge. A large meetinghouse bordered by clusters of single-story cabins. All were painted in shades of white and pastel blue and green, a stark contrast to the dense wall of green foliage rising up the hillsides just beyond.
"You'll find Holy Isle to be a paradise, an escape from the distractions and sins of the modern world," George said over his shoulder as they walked. "A place to reconnect with the wise and ancient teachings of The Father, who has walked this earth for over 60 years spreading the light of truth."
Jacob furrowed his brow slightly at the odd phrasing, but Emily seemed unfazed, hanging on George's every word as he continued talking about the virtues of their new surroundings. This was exactly the kind of experience she'd dreamed of, a chance to immerse herself in devout spiritual teachings.
As they reached the open-air pavilion at the center of the village, a small group had gathered in a circle, holding hands and softly singing what sounded like a hymn in an unknown language.
"Here we are!" George proclaimed "These are our living quarters for our female guests and just across the pond there you will find the quarters for the men. Safe and comfortable, but without any of the luxuries that could...tempt one down an impious path, if you know what I mean."
Jacob cocked his eyebrow. "Wait, separate living quarters? You mean Emily and I won't be staying together?"
George looked scandalized. "Good heavens, of course not, son! This is a sanctum of moral fortitude and virtue. We most certainly cannot allow unmarried couples to shack up and give in to promiscuous urges, no matter how soon the ceremony!"
Emily's eyes went wide but she didn't protest. Jacob felt his jaw tighten in aggravation. This wasn't at all what Pastor Wilson had told them the retreat would entail. He opened his mouth to object but George spoke again before he could get a word in.
"Now, we'll get you two checked into your respective quarters momentarily. But first, let me go over a few of our standards and schedules here at Holy Isle so there's no confusion."
He cleared his throat and began pacing in front of them with his hands clasped behind his back. "Guests are separated not just in their lodgings but in their daily activities and responsibilities as well. The men will spend their days performing spiritual and bodily labor - gardening, foraging, groundskeeping and the like to remain humble and connected to the laws of nature. Excessive physical exertion is also key to constraining impure thoughts and temptations." As he spoke he gave Jacob a knowing look of disapproval.
Jacob shot Emily a look of disbelief but she avoided his eyes, knowing he was looking for backup in protesting these weird rules.
George continued. "The women, on the other hand, will be engaged in homekeeping duties and classroom study - cooking, textile work, and most importantly, the morning feminine education course which is the core of our curriculum."
"What exactly does that feminine education cover?" Jacob couldn't stop himself from interjecting, feeling this situation growing more bizarre and suspicious by the minute.
George fixed him with an intense glare. "A man does not question such matters here, son. The women's teachings are sacrosanct and the wives-to-be are to accept them with grace and obedience. It is not your place to know more."
Jacob's temper flared but Emily put a hand on his arm to calm him before he could speak up again.
"There are more protocols and schedules to go over," George stated sternly. "But let's get you two to your respective cabins first so you can get settled in. Then we'll continue with the orientation to Holy Isle's ways and you can begin your spiritual journey refreshed."
George turned to lead them further into the compound. Jacob leaned close to Emily's ear and whispered urgently.
"Em, I'm not sure about this place. These seem like really strict, weird rules. Maybe we should just go?"
Emily gave a slight shake of her head. "Let's just listen for now and keep an open mind. You promised to try." She said softly, brushing her fingers along his cheek. "The lord works in mysterious ways. This is simply just a test he is putting in front of us. A test we must pass in order to gain his blessing."
Jacob wanted to protest further but held his tongue. As much as this phony retreat set off warning flares, he couldn't bring himself to shatter Emily's elation at being on the supposed path to purity.
Not after the hell they'd gone through for years, the verbal abuse from parents who viewed Jacob as nothing more than a punk trying to drag their daughter to sin. He'd endured their cruel rebukes and draconian demands with gritted teeth, determined to prove his worthiness if it killed him.
"Once you are all checked in and changed into the proper clothing, meet me back out here. It's almost time for The Father's nightly sermon."
"Who exactly is The Father?" Jacob asked, feeling his frustration begin to bubble over. He heard Emily gasp and knew immediately that his tone had been a bit more aggressive than he intended.
George shook her head in disgust and stepped closer to Jacob. His words almost a growl. "Oh, brother Jacob, you are blessed to soon behold our beloved Father in all his sacred glory. He is a vessel of the Divine, a true prophet amongst men, chosen to receive the holy revelations and enlighten our sinful world. Listen carefully to his words, for they are sacred scripture. The Father speaks only eternal truths granted to him through mystic visions, and conversations with God himself."
Jacob opened his mouth to protest, and tell George just how ridiculous he sounded. However, out of the corner of his eye he saw Emily, spellbound, mouth agape, holding onto every word George said. He closed his eyes and let out a defeated sigh as he headed down the hill to his cabin to get checked in.
After being shown to his cabin, Jacob quickly learned it was more like a bunkhouse than a traditional cabin. He shared a room with 7 other men, although none were currently in the room. Jacob tossed his bag on the top bunk in the far corner of the room and pulled out his new uniform. The shirt was a light brown color and had long sleeves, was thin and made of cotton. There was a small insignia on the right breast that looked like a tree with limbs stretching upward surrounded by a thin circle. Just above the tree was a single word, "Repent".
The rest of the uniform was pretty standard. A pair of loose fitting jeans that one might expect a farmer to wear when working in the fields. A wide-brimmed straw hat to protect him from the sun, and a pair of Earth brown boots that went up to his calf. Jacob felt ridiculous but rushed to put on the clothes in order to get back to Emily.



As Jacob made his way back to the pavilion, he was stopped in his tracks by the sight of Emily. Her uniform was starkly different than his. She wore a tight white dress thay showed off her curves perfectly. The sleeves stopping just below her shoulder. The neckline was a deep V cut showing more than a modest amount of cleavage as Jacob couldn't help but tell she wasn't wearing a bra. She also wore a small lace choker around her neck. Jacob barely recognized her at first, but when he did he couldn't take his eyes off her.
"You look, silly." Emily said with a laugh as she teased the brim of his hat.
"Em, we need to talk." He felt another pang of urgency to get off this island and back to their normal life.
"Isn't it great? I have a roommate, and my own tv. They said it was on a scheduled loop, but it almost feels like a hotel."
Jacob stood still, mouth agape as he processed what she was saying. It was like they were staying at two completely different resorts. However, before he could vocalize his concerns Brother George reappeared and ushered them to the back of the pavilion.
As they settled, Jacob's eyes went wide at the scene before them. In the middle of the raised, wooden structure sat an enormously fat old man wearing a faded blue tunic that could barely contain his stomach. Wiry gray chest hair poked through the V of the collar and his grimy beard flowed in an unkempt tangle down his chest.
"That's...that's The Father," George informed them in a hushed tone, gesturing toward the repulsive-looking man holding court. "Our esteemed leader to whom we owe our eternal devotion and obedience."
Jacob shot Emily an alarmed look but she seemed transfixed, her eyes practically shining with awe and admiration for this supposed holy man who had to be at least 70 years old. Despite his peculiar appearance, The Father moved with a certain grace, slippered feet whispering over the worn path.
Emily seemed to be holding her breath beside Jacob. He leaned over towards her ear. "Don't look now, but The Father could probably use a good manscaping," he whispered with a smirk.
Before Emily could respond, George whipped his head around, eyes blazing. "Brother Jacob!" he barked. "Mind your blasphemous tongue. The Father's corporeal form is a sacred vessel, and you shall treat it with utmost respect and reverence."
Jacob shrank back, chided. Emily squeezed his hand tightly, shaking her head in dismay at his audacity.
"My children, my blessed flock," The Father's voice echoed through the pavilion. "The reckoning of the end times grows nigh. The prophesied storms and earthquakes have already begun to shake the world's foundations. The hedonistic, consumer-driven society you knew before is rapidly crumbling. The world's false idols of money, power, and material possessions are finally being washed away to reveal the truth! That mankind's only salvation lies in total submission and fidelity to me as the Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the end!"
A chorus of impassioned amens and hallelujahs rang out from the assembled crowd. Jacob felt his stomach turn at the blatant boastfulnees and apparent brainwashing on display. This was no normal religious retreat - this was the ramblings of a dangerously deluded cult leader.
The Father continued, working himself up into an evangelical frenzy. "We must atone for our sins, my children! Rid ourselves of our wanton desires through complete obedience to me and my teachings. Only then can we achieve transcendence and eternal paradise at my side!"
Jacob watched in revulsion as The Father raised his flabby arms and a cluster of barely-dressed young women rushed up onto the stage to fawn over him like he was a Greek god. They kissed his bloated face, lips, and hands as he pawed shamelessly at their bodies with no regard to the fact the the small crowd could see his hands as they dipped under their thin dresses to rub their sex.
"Those are The Father's most devoted acolytes," George explained, noting Jacob's disgust. "They are to be the most blessed by receiving his affections and favor. It is the highest honor."
"That's adultery!" Jacob hissed in horror. This had gone from strange straight into lawless depravity right before his eyes.
George shot him a scathing look. "Do not speak of what you do not begin to comprehend, boy. Any requests or desires of The Father are to be welcomed with open arms, for they lead to greater blessings. These women know this and have transcended their corporeal sinfulness."
Jacob turned to Emily, dumbfounded and ready to demand they get the hell out of this place immediately. But his heart sank when he saw her staring in admiration at The Father, completely taken in by his obvious con. Jacob felt the first insidious fingers of the cult's toxic influence snaking into Emily's psyche. Her need for her family's approval made her vulnerable to the manipulation on display - the more extreme the demands for obedience, the greater her willingness to submit.
"Isn't it incredible?" she breathed dreamily. "We're being given the opportunity to walk the true path of righteousness, to earn The Father's divine blessings. If we can just submit ourselves fully to his teachings, our marriage will be blessed beyond our wildest dreams!"
She finally looked at Jacob, her eyes shining with an intensity that chilled him to the bone. "I have to do this, Jacob. We have to prove ourselves worthy, no matter what rituals or sacrifices are required. Please...you promised me."
Jacob felt nauseous, like he was trapped in a waking horror, delivered straight into the clutches of this depraved cult by their trusted pastor. He wanted to grab Emily and run, to shake her from this mass delusion before it consumed her mind and soul.
But one look at her gaze confirmed his worst fears - she was already intoxicated by the darkness emanating from The Father's bloated form. As much as Jacob strained to discern what transcendent wonders Emily envisioned, her eyes saw only a blinding, glorious path to righteousness and divine blessings for their union.
For her sake, Jacob knew he had no choice but to play along, to sell his soul to whatever demented rituals and depravities this unique circle of hell demanded. Because without Emily, his life held no meaning. And that was a truth more powerful than any visions spewed by the delusional cult leader.
Before Jacob could voice his protests, George turned to face them, his expression severe. "Brother Jacob, Sister Emily, it is time for the ritual of purification to strip you of worldly impurities."
George's gaze bore into Jacob's. "The path to redemption begins by releasing your hold on sin. You must open yourselves completely, minds awash in perfect obedience, and learn to just say yes."
Emily squeezed Jacob's hand tightly. "We'll submit to whatever is required. Our love will endure these trials."
"Wise words, Sister," George said with an approving nod. "The ritual cleansing awaits at the sacred waters. There, you shall fully confess each sinful transgression, no matter how small. Speaking these grievances aloud will begin to lighten your spiritual burdens and allow you to atone."
Jacob's heart pounded as George described the awful sacrament. "Once your sins are voiced, you will be baptized beneath the waters, emerging anew and unburdened."
As two stern-faced men in dark robes approached, Jacob felt his chest constrict with panic. This was really happening - they were pawns being used along a path of escalating depravity in the name of "just say yes."
He looked at Emily and realized with dread that he may already be losing her to the cult's poisonous influence.
Jacob's final thoughts as the robed men seized his arms were of escape - getting Emily away before it was too late, even if it meant losing her in the process. Because he could no longer tell which was the greater danger - staying in this unholy place, or trying to leave it.
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Jessica Anderson had been dreaming of this moment for as long as she could remember. Growing up in the tiny town of Muleshoe, Texas, her biggest ambitions reached far beyond the dusty plains and tumbleweeds. From a young age, she became obsessed with the glitz and glamor of Hollywood after watching old movies on TV with her mom. The big city lights, the famous actors, the fancy premieres - it all captivated her mind.
At 18 years old, she had finally saved up enough money from her part-time job at the local diner to make the 1,200 mile trek out west to Los Angeles. Her parents reluctantly allowed her to go, worried about their little girl taking on such a huge city alone but unable to suppress her fiery passion. With just a beaten up old sedan, some clothes, and $2,000 to her name, Jessica set off to chase her dreams of becoming a famous actress.
Those first few months in LA were some of the hardest of Jessica's life. She bounced between seedy motels and youth hostels, doing everything she could to scrimp and save what little money she had. Despite her eagerness to make it big, reality came crashing down quickly. Landing an agent or any real auditions proved incredibly difficult without prior experience, connections or education at a fancy arts school.
Finally, after months of dead ends and rejections, she landed a job working as a barista at a small cafe just off Hollywood Boulevard. It wasn't glamorous, but it paid the bills and allowed her to survive in the expensive city while leaving her time to still go on a few fruitless auditions each week for extremely minor background roles.
On this particular morning, the cafe was bustling with its usual crowd of struggling artists, aspiring musicians, and screenwriters perpetually glued to their laptops working on the next big spec script between sips of coffee. Jessica hazily worked the espresso machine, keeping to herself and trying her best to remain upbeat despite feeling like her dreams were gradually slipping away with each unfulfilled day.
"Excuse me, miss? I'll have a triple espresso, please," came a gruff voice from across the counter, shaking Jessica from her doldrums. She looked up to see a fairly well-dressed, heavyset man with graying hair and a scruffy beard. He wore an expensive-looking suit and clutched a briefcase in one hand.
"You got it, sir. Room for cream or sugar?" Jessica replied politely with a smile, setting to work on his drink.
"No need. I like it black," he said, eyeing her closely. "Say, you're a pretty young thing. You an actress or something?"
Jessica felt her cheeks flush slightly at the compliment. "I...yeah, actually. Well, I'm trying to be at least. Don't have much luck landing anything beyond what you see here," she said with a halfhearted laugh.
The man's eyes lit up. "No kidding? Well, you've got the look, that's for sure. The name's Dan Caldwell...maybe you've heard of me?" He stuck out his hand to shake Jessica's. She tried her best to stifle a look of confusion and keep her composure.
"Oh wow, uh, no actually...I'm pretty new to all this still," she admitted, feeling a tinge of embarrassment at her ignorance.
Dan let out a hardy laugh. "Well darlin', lucky for you, I'm one of the biggest agents in this city. I've represented some of the top names in the business over my career. And if you play your cards right, I could make you the next big thing."
Jessica felt her heart skip a beat as her eyes went wide. This was the big break she had been waiting for, wasn't it? A powerful agent who could actually get her in the door for real auditions and roles. The opportunity was finally here. "That's...I'd be incredibly grateful if you could help me, Mr. Caldwell. What do I need to do?"
A wry smile crept across Dan's face as his eyes gave Jessica a once over. "Well, like I said, you've definitely got the right look. And with my expertise and connections to help pull the right strings, we could make some magic happen. But...there is a bit of a fee to cover my representation."
"Of course, of course!" Jessica replied eagerly, underestimating the cost. She had been saving up her meager cafe earnings, surely she could afford a few months until she landed her first role. "How much are we talking?"
"For a young beauty like you just starting out?" Dan mused, taking a sip of his espresso. "I'd need, say...$5,000 up front. Plus...some added benefits to keep me incentivized along the way, if you know what I mean." He gave Jessica a suggestive wink, causing her to furrow her brow slightly in confusion.
"Oh? Added...benefits? I'm not sure I follow," she said apprehensively.
Dan sighed and shook his head, as if her naivete were obvious. "Listen Jessica, this is Hollywood. The big stage. Shit doesn't come free, especially for talented fresh faces. If you want me to make your dreams come true, to pull all the right strings...well, you've got to be willing to return the favor in other ways, if you catch my drift." His tone grew more stern, any semblance of warmth fading.
A cold realization began to dawn on Jessica about what this sleazebag was truly proposing. She felt her face go flush with anger and embarrassment at how quickly her potential big break had devolved into a skeevy power play. "You're disgusting," she spat, feeling ashamed at herself for allowing her desperation to be preyed upon like this. "I knew this city was dirty, but goddamn..."
"Whoa, whoa, take it easy!" Dan shot back, raising his hands defensively. "All I'm saying is, this is how the game's played, sweetie. There are a million other pretty things just waiting to take your place if you don't want to play ball. But you could be massive. Raking in millions every year, starring in all the biggest movies and TV shows. Your name could be up in lights on the Strip someday. Just like all those legends you dreamed about as a kid. It'll all be yours...for a small price."
Jessica felt her head spinning, so many emotions welling up inside - anger, sadness, fear, shame. Was this sleaze ball right? Did she really have to compromise herself like this to make it big in Hollywood? What else was she willing to endure to achieve her childhood dream? "I...I need to think about this," she managed to mutter quietly, hot tears beginning to well up as she turned away from Dan. "The cafe closes at 5:00 p.m..."
Dan let out a satisfied grunt and slapped a $20 bill on the counter. "Take all the time you need, gorgeous. Here's my card. When you're ready to play in the big leagues, come by my place. But don't wait too long...the next pretty thing could come strolling through my door any minute." With that, he turned and headed for the exit, stopping briefly to eye Jessica once more from behind.
He laughed a guttural laugh at his own twisted joke, then disappeared out onto the busy LA streets, leaving Jessica feeling more lost and more alone than ever before.
Jessica stood there stunned for several more long minutes, the weight of Dan's vulgar proposition hanging heavy in the air. At first, she felt utterly disgusted and ashamed that a supposed powerful agent would stoop to such depths. Using his influence to sexually exploit naive young actresses desperate for their big break. She'd been warned about these types of people back home, but she never dreamed they were real. She thought her parents were just trying to keep her from leaving.
But as the initial shock began to fade, Jessica couldn't help but wrestle with the harsh reality he had laid out. Maybe this was just how things worked in the cutthroat world of Hollywood. A corrupt, unpleasant truth that she had been naively blind to growing up back in Muleshoe watching old glamorous movies.
Despite her anger and indignity, Jessica couldn't fully quiet the part of her mind that kept drifting back to Dan's claims about making all her dreams come true. "Millions every year...starring in the biggest movies and TV shows...your name up in lights..." She had come so desperately close to the make-or-break opportunity she risked everything for, only to have it twisted into this disgusting proposition. She wished she was strong enough to dismiss the idea completely, to keep working hard and prove him and any other doubter wrong, but the conversation kept replaying in her head.
The rest of Jessica's shift passed by in a blur as she struggled endlessly with the ethical dilemma now in front of her. Was she really willing to debase herself in such a degrading way, just for the slightest chance at fame and fortune? She felt nauseous even entertaining the idea. But then, flashes of her life's ambitions would reappear - visions of her name emblazoned above glamorous movie posters, cameras flashing on prestigious red carpets, getting to escape her humble Texas upbringing once and for all.
Maybe this was just the harsh price she had to pay to get her foot in the door, Jessica reasoned with herself. One unpleasant transgression to endure, and then she could let her talent and beauty take over from there. It would all be worth it in the end if she could achieve her biggest dreams and live the luxurious life of a true Hollywood A-lister. Besides, she tried to convince herself, plenty of famous actresses had likely endured similar rites of passage from powerful sleazeballs looking to exploit new talent. It was just the ugly underbelly of the business. As the cafe's closing time of 5:00 pm approached, Jessica felt a pit of dread forming in her stomach. Part of her still held out a slice of hope that maybe Dan had been unprofessionally vulgar, but didn't literally mean what she feared he meant. But her nagging instinct told her to prepare for the worst.
With shaky legs, she nervously left the cafe and headed toward the address on the card. Jessica took a deep breath and braced herself for whatever crude deal-with-the-devil she was about to make.
At 5:45 pm, Jessica was standing in front of a large loft near the heart of the city. As she entered the building she was greeted by large marble statues and abstract paintings on every wall. A man in a purple jacket stood behind a large desk smiling down at her.
"Who are you here to see, ma'am?" He asked with the slightest hint of an English accent. Nervously, Jessica peered at the name of the card. "A um... Mr. Dan Cardwell. I'm Jessica. Jessica Anderson. I think he may be expecting me." Her voice was low and shaky. Every instinct in her told her to turn around and run. Run all the way back to Texas and never look back.
The man behind the desk gave a knowing smile. "Ah yes, top floor. The elevator is just around the corner."
Jessica gave a friendly nod and briskly walked to the elevator. It wasn't so much that she was trying to avoid the man's knowing smile; it was that she wanted to get there before she talked herself out of it.
As Jessica stepped off the elevator, Dan was standing at the door, waiting. Everything about him screamed predator, from his stomach straining against the seams of his ill-fitting clothes to the few strands of graying, thin hair doing little to hide the thin sheen of sweat that glistened on his forehead.
"Well, well...there's my girl," he said with a knowing smirk, stepping to the side so she could walk into his large penthouse apartment. "I take it you've given my offer some thought?" He placed his hand on the small of her back, causing Jessica to tense up as he ushered her into the room.
Jessica felt her throat tighten as she looked around the penthouse suite. There were wall-to-wall windows overlooking the bustle of the city below. A large chandelier cast a warm, golden glow over the room, strategically placed just above a large, plush leather sofa. She took another deep breath to calm her nerves. This was it, the make-or-break moment.
"Okay...I'll do it," she said in a quiet but resolute voice, unable to make eye contact with the vile man in front of her. "But I need your promise, your absolute guarantee, that this is a one-time thing. Just...just this once to get me started. And then you'll actually follow through and get me real auditions, big roles, everything you were talking about. No more...demands or fees beyond that."
Dan looked almost surprised at Jessica's willingness to play ball but tried to hide his delight behind a coy smile.
"You've got my word, sugar," he said smoothly, having told the lie a thousand times before. "In fact I have a script right over there on the table that would be perfect for you." Jessica followed his gaze and saw a small stack of papers on the coffee table next to the floor to ceiling window. "It's a minor part, but the movie itself is set to be a blockbuster. You'll play a homeless run away in one of those popular cop movies. Not a ton of screen time, but there are some speaking parts and if it goes well and you make a good impression then the sky's the limit."
She drifted towards those floor-to-ceiling windows, staring out at the dazzling lights stretching out before her. The view perfectly encapsulated the kind of lifestyle that she had dreamed of claiming for herself through her acting ambitions. But at what cost?
The sound of Dan's shuffling footsteps snapped Jessica from her trance. She turned to see him approaching with a smug grin, his satin robe hanging loosely open to reveal his bulging midsection. A cloud of stale smoke seemed to perpetually engulf him. Jessica shifted her eyes to the table next to her; the script was indeed right there, just within her reach.
"Gorgeous night for a gorgeous view, ain't it sweetheart?" Dan said in a gravelly voice, stepping up behind Jessica. The smell of cheap cigars and whiskey tinged his hot breath as it hit the back of her neck.
Jessica felt her entire body tense as Dan pressed himself against her from behind. His calloused hands snaked around to rest on her waist as his cracked lips began sloppily kissing and sucking at the sensitive skin below her ear.
"Mmm...just imagine having a view like this every night, baby," he murmured between wet smooches. "All those bright lights and stars out there...they could be yours."
Squeezing her eyes shut, Jessica tried to block out the vile sensations of Dan's wandering hands and slobbery mouth. She reminded herself again of her big dreams driving her here - the riches, the fame, the success she risked everything to attain. Just have to get through this one grim event, then it was straight to the top from here.
Still, she couldn't fully suppress the burning pit of shame and regret deep in her core. This was not at all how she envisioned achieving her Hollywood stardom as a hopeful young girl back in Texas. But Dan's incessant promises of greenlighting her brilliant career echoed through her mind, drowning out her disgust as his meaty hands began to roam more aggressively.
"Just look at that view, baby," Dan growled in her ear, his hot, whiskey-laced breath washing over her neck. "That could all be yours soon. Adoring fans lining up by the thousands to see that pretty face."
She felt his hands aggressively roam up the front of her body as he ground his hips against her backside. Jessica whimpered as his large fingers tweaked her sensitive nipple. Dan, a master manipulator, noticed the reaction and began pawing and pulling at her now hardening nipples. Jessica tried desperately to dissociate and retreat into the deepest recesses of her mind as he mauled her. But despite her best efforts, she felt that warm familiar feeling between her legs as he masterfully manipulated her sensitive chest.
"Mmmm, See this isn't so bad right? Just let Dan make you feel good and soon you'll be on every billboard in America." As he spoke he continued to play with her chest. His free hand slidinging down her toned stomach and lowering her shorts.
Hearing those words made Jessica feel ill, yet despite herself, her body was starting to respond to his touch. She pushed her ass back against him, a sudden thrill shooting through her like morphine when she registered the size of his manhood.
"Good girl," he murmured, his voice a husky whisper that sent a shiver down her spine. "You know what you want."
Jessica swallowed hard, her throat dry. She needed a distraction, something to take her mind off the repulsion and confusion she felt. Her hand inched towards the script, fingers trembling as they brushed the edge of the table.
Dan watched all of this unfold in front of him. Just as Jessica's fingers brushed the script, he brushed against her clit. "Oooh, fuck," Jessica moaned, despite herself, her knees buckling at the contact.
Dan's smile widened as he felt the slickness of Jessica's juices. "Are you ready to be a star, baby? Ready for ol' Danny here to make all your wishes come true?"
Jessica didn't answer. She tried to stay focused on the script just out of arm's reach, but his fingers continued to fan the embers building within her, expertly trying to turn them into a full-blown inferno.
Jessica's breaths became shallow and uneven as desire threatened to overwhelm her senses. She fought to maintain her composure, to cling to the script as a lifeline in the sea of sensations that threatened to engulf her. "Say it. Tell me you want it. Prove to me you're ready to be a star." Dan's voice was angry, his fingers snaking between Jessica's wet folders as she struggled to keep her last shred of dignity.
"I... I" Jessica's breathing was becoming rapid. Somehow, an orgasm was approaching, threatening to consume her.
Dan knew he had her on the ropes, and he doubled his efforts. Skillfully sawing his fingers into her as his thumb kept consistent contact with her clit.
"I... fuuuuuck, I want it. I want it, I..." Jessica's voice failed her as the orgasm washed over her. Her entire body shook with the force of it, making her fall to the floor, panting.
As Jessica slowly recovered from her orgasm, she looked up through hazy eyes. Towering over her was Dan, wearing that cocky smile of his. His large cock loomed, throbbing with hunger.
She no longer had the desire to flee, her fear now overshadowed by her own animalistic needs as she wondered what something that big would feel like inside of her.
Dan only took a moment to admire his handy work. At first, he wasn't even sure if this beauty would show up. Now, he had just watched her have one of the biggest orgasm's he'd ever seen in his life. With a renewed sense of hunger he scoped the young actress up in his arms and carried her to the sofa.
"And now, for the main event," he said as he watched her bite her lip.
Lying on her back, she watched as Dan took up position between her legs and started to line his cock up with her pussy.
Jessica's rational brain was still urging her that it wasn't too late to prevent this from happening. To push him aside and run out of the building screaming. Yet she didn't move - her eyes remained glued to Dan's cock, poised to enter her.
Dan started to push himself inside of her, the feeling of his cock pushing its way past her defenses was silencing Jessica's inner protests. Again she was stunned - at his size, at the orgasm she had just experienced, at the fact that she was wet enough for a cock this large to enter her so easily.
As Dan pushed more of his length into her wet pussy, he groaned, "This is even better than I imagined it would be when I saw you in the diner."
Jessica closed her eyes and focused on the intense pleasure, instead of the man giving it to her. She could sense the path of each vein on his member, how they pulsed with his desire. The walls of her pussy slickened in response.
"The moment I saw you, I knew I had to fuck you," Dan pushed harder into her, his entire length now buried inside the girl young enough to be his daughter. A gasp escaping both of their lips.
Jessica moaned at the feeling of his cock as it began to slide in and out of her. She gritted her teeth and looked up at the man who was suddenly setting her body on fire. She knew she should be disgusted by him. Not just his age, but nothing about his physical appearance was remotely attractive. Still, she couldn't deny the effect he was having on her body.



Dan grunted as he shoved his entire length into her again. Jessica gasped and gripped onto his arms as he did, another orgasm fast approaching.
"Now I finally have you on your back with my cock deep inside you, I bet you would have never thought -"
Jessica cut him off, "Then shut up and fuck me." She reached behind his head and pulled him down towards her as another, more powerful orgasm washed through her, the last of her inhibition washing away with it.
Before Dan could finish his monologue and process what was happening, Jessica's lips had found his and her tongue was in his mouth, entwining with his. Dan started to involuntarily pump into her faster, he was so focused on her lips smashing into his, the feel of her soft tongue slithering against his.
In all his past conquests, Dan had always remained methodically in control: but this time was different. This girl was different. Dan didn't feel in control right now. These were uncharted waters for him.
Jessica's nails dug into his back, her legs wrapping around his hips, urging him deeper. Dan tried to control his breathing, he didn't want to cum too soon. But the sensation of her lips against his was intoxicating. He didn't want to break away; he wanted to lose himself in her embrace. He needed to regain control, but the primal urge to stay intertwined with her was overwhelming.
With all his strength, he pushed away from her, his flabby arms straining against the couch. He managed to stay connected to her, leaning back just enough to assume a sitting position. With Jessica's legs still wrapped tightly around his waist, Dan pulled himself out of her completely before slowly thrusting back in, savoring every moment. This was by far his greatest conquest yet, he wanted to be sure they both remembered it.
"Mmmmhmmmm," Jessica moaned, her face contorted with pleasure as Dan slid inch after inch back into her waiting pussy. Her body quivered with each deliberate thrust, her fingers clutching at the couch cushions in desperate need of something to hold onto. Dan's hands tightened on her thighs, his grip almost bruising as he used them for leverage, his eyes locked onto hers. He could feel her muscles contracting around him, pulling him deeper, demanding more. He moved with a slow, deliberate rhythm, each motion a careful dance between control and surrender, his breath heavy with the intoxicating mix of their desire. The room seemed to close in around them, their world shrinking to the space between their bodies and the intense connection they shared.
Jessica looked up at Dan in bliss, her mind a chaotic blend of conflicting emotions. She hated to admit how good he felt inside her. Part of her brain recoiled in disgust, repulsed by the vile beast of a man between her legs. Yet another part of her craved this coupling, yearning for the next shot of dopamine. The lustful gaze in his eyes as he looked down at her, as she submitted to him, made her quiver with a mix of shame and desire. Her body betrayed her, responding eagerly to his touch, each thrust sending waves of reluctant pleasure through her.
Jessica's hands instinctively moved over her ample chest. She massaged and squeezed her breasts with the palms of her hands, running them in circles, stimulating herself.
Dan grunted, smiling as the young star submitted fully to him. "How does it feel?"
"Good," Jessica mewed. She felt like she was on display for him, as if this was her own personal audition and she was nailing the part.
As Dan's cock continued to stimulate her pussy, the embers of her yet another orgasm were stoked into flame. Dan again withdrew his entire length from her and grunted as he abruptly shoved it all the way back inside her.
Jessica felt his heavy balls smack against her asshole as he bottomed out in the depths of her pussy. The head of his cock explored areas within her that had been untouched until now, sending shivers through her body. Her heels dug into his thighs, urging him deeper, welcoming his cock's return to her newfound pleasure centers. Each thrust seemed to unlock a new wave of sensation, her body responding with an intensity that left her breathless and wanting more.
Dan increased his pace, each time he pulled almost his entire length out before slamming it back in. Jessica gritted her teeth and held tightly onto her breasts, stimulating herself, displaying herself for him, all while the feeling of his rock-hard cock sliding in and out of her was taking her to new heights.
Sweat dripped down Dan's forehead, a single bead tracing a path down his back. His hands caressed Jessica's smooth legs, his eyes devouring the sight of her beneath him. The way she teased her own breasts drove him wild, accelerating his arousal. He couldn't hold back any longer and started thrusting into her with increasing speed and intensity. He could feel the climax building, the pressure mounting to an unavoidable release.
Jessica's orgasm was roughly building inside of her, she couldn't take much more. She felt like all this pent up energy was about to explode inside of her.
Dan once again picked up his pace. Reaching down he intertwined his fingers with Jessica's as together they played her her chest.
That one lewd act made Jessica buck her hips, "Mmhmmm fuck, fuck Dan. Don't stop. Mmmmmmm. Fuck. Don't stop, uggghhhhh!"
Every nerve in Jessica's body seemed to turn on all at once, as a blistering hot fire washed over her body. Dan's fingers pushed into her mouth and she sucked on them for all she was worth. She felt her toes curl and her thighs tighten around his waist. She held her breasts together as her entire body seemed to spasm.
Jessica's pussy gripped onto Dan's cock. She held it cock so tightly that Dan could barely move; he continued to try to thrust into her, but the clutch of her pussy on his cock and the look of orgasmic bliss on her face were too much. Dan slammed forward one last time and fell onto his arms above Jessica.
"Ughhhh, fuck," Dan groaned as his balls emptied and his cock started shooting stream after stream of his potent cum. Jessica's imploding pussy grasped him as firmly as a fist. He heard the mewl in her throat as he set her off again.
As Jessica's orgasm rocked her body, she felt a new warmth expanding in her vagina. She could feel the heat from Dan's cum as it dribbled out of her. The warmth of the post-orgasmic aftermath washed over her as she tried to catch her breath.
They stayed together, connected, and panting for several seconds. Eventually, Dan felt his arm strength begin to give out, his body was too much for him to keep propping up. With his last ounce of strength, he pushed himself up into a sitting position and began to slowly withdraw his cock from Jessica's amazing body.
Jessica whimpered as she felt his cock unsheathing itself from her body. As her orgasm subsided, the weight of the situation came back into the forefront of her mind.
The sound of Dan's laughter shook Jessica from her daze. "Wow, that was even better than I had hoped. Take that script home with you. The audition is two weeks away. I'll call the director and put in a word for you" He was already dressing himself as she suddenly felt insecure about her body, bringing her knees to her chest to hide herself.
Dan saw her reaction, and scoffed, tossing her clothes to her. "Aww, don't be like that. I can see big things in our future. With a drive like that, you're going to be a star."
His words made Jessica's skin crawl, and she hurriedly put on her clothes. "You... this was a one time thing, you promised." She hated how weak she suddenly sounded.
"Yeah, yeah, sure. Look. Just learn the lines, play the part and you're going to be a star."
All Jessica could muster for a response was a small nod as she was ushered out of the apartment, script in hand. The reality of what had just transpired slowly began to sink in, as the evidence dripped down her leg.
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The week in Vegas felt like an erotic dream for Chris and Ashley. Following their charged conversation about Clayton, their sex life escalated to dizzying new heights. Whenever Chris wasn't occupied with drumming up new business leads for BitGuardian, he and Ashley remained intimately entangled in the hotel's silky sheets, indulging in their fantasies.
Laughing, Ashley teased about the men at the convention ogling her nearly naked body, joking she should give them a show. After all, why be stingy - why should Clayton be the sole lucky spectator? Lustful nights blurred into a haze of roleplay. Sometimes, they invited imaginary strangers to watch hungrily while, other times, Chris played the onlooker observing a mystery lover pleasuring Ashley to trembling climaxes. But their sinful Vegas rendezvous couldn't last forever. When it inevitably ended, they bid the city's allure a reluctant farewell, promising to return one day.
In the days that followed, Chris and Ashley existed in a perpetual state of arousal and indecent longing. Smoldering looks and intimate touches were savored whenever possible between their daily routines. Each encounter seemed more uninhibited than the last, as a renewed sense of lust kept them both earning for more.
It had been nearly two weeks since Vegas. Clayton called Chris to his office to discuss a lucrative deal with Larken Industries. Chris had been in constant contact with Tom Ashford, Larken's VP. He went over numbers and strategies, hoping for a signature. But Tom seemed hesitant. Chris couldn't tell if he lacked authority or was simply stalling.
Their calls inevitably steered to another topic as well - Ashley. Tom never failed to ask about "that beautiful wife" of Chris's, punctuating the word "beautiful" in a way that made Chris vividly recall the moment Tom had caught an accidental glimpse of Ashley's playboy style photo. Chris would deflect with a simple "She's great," attempting to steer the conversation back, but those two simple words were enough to set his pulse racing.
Strangely, he never told Ashley that Tom had seen that photo. He wasn't sure why he kept it from her; she likely wouldn't have cared and may have even incorporated it into one of their racy roleplay scenarios. But for whatever reason, Chris guarded that little secret.
"Listen man, you've been working your ass off on this Larken deal, but I think we need to switch it up." Clayton leaned back in his chair. "Why don't you hop on a flight out there and surprise them at their headquarters? Show them we're serious." Chris was jolted back to reality by Clayton's suggestion, sitting up straight on the plush sofa.
Chris frowned skeptically. "You don't think that's a bit too aggressive? We don't want to risk scaring them off completely."
"I think it will do the opposite," Clayton retorted, propping his feet up on the desk. "It'll show them how dedicated we are and prove we'll do whatever it takes to keep them satisfied." Clayton's company was truly taking off, and landing the Larken deal would silence any lingering doubts about his entrepreneurial chops- especially from his father.
Running his fingers through his hair anxiously, Chris sighed. "Could you at least send Katie? She's been a selling machine lately. Ashley can't take any more time off work right now. She'll kill me if I jet off again so suddenly after Vegas."
A sly smile crept across Clayton's face. It was true, the nightly "training" sessions had worked wonders on transforming Katie into a formidable saleswoman, as well as an obedient little minx during their after hours sessions. But he wasn't ready to let her go off on her own just yet - he had bigger plans in motion.
"Katie isn't the head of sales, you are," he countered. "Besides, what kind of message would that send if we had you handling this for weeks only to put Katie in at the critical moment?"
Chris knew his boss made a fair point, but the thought of leaving Ashley's side for any extended period filled him with dread. Their sex lives had been red hot as of late, and he didn't want anything slowing that down. Reading Chris's trepidation, Clayton decided to sweeten the deal.
"Alright, how about this, let's make things more...interesting," He paused for effect, a playful grin forming. "Another little wager, if you're up for it?"
Those three words quickened Chris's heartbeat. A new bet, a new challenge - the thrill was impossible to resist. "What do you have in mind?" he asked, unable to mask his intrigue.
Clayton's grin spread, showing his teeth. "Close this deal within twenty-four hours of landing at Larken's, and ten percent stake in the company is yours." Letting the words marinate, he gauged Chris's reaction. "Ten percent, my friend. Think about what that means. With the rapid growth we are already seeing and the money from that deal, it could be a life-altering windfall if you can pull it off."
Chris's jaw dropped as the magnitude of Clayton's wager hit him. Ten percent ownership could transform their lives - he pictured finally being able to give Ashley the future she deserved, free from financial burdens. Ashley could finally quit her job and they could start a family. After yearning for that for so long, how could he possibly say no?
Before Clayton could even elaborate on the potential downsides if he failed, Chris was already nodding fervently. "You've got a deal." He shot up from the sofa, adrenaline coursing through his veins. "I'll go pack my bags right now and let Ashley know."
As Chris hurried out of the office, his head was swimming - the fortune he could accrue, the unimaginable luxuries he could shower on Ashley, the dreams they could finally realize together. He just had to nail this one pivotal pitch and their lives would be changed forever.
****
Ashley had just finished her rounds, checking on her last patient for the morning. As she stepped into the hallway, her phone buzzed with Chris's ringtone. A smile tugged at her lips as she ducked into the empty hallway.
"I was just thinking of you," she answered warmly, leaning her back against the wall. "What's up?"
Chris took a deep breath before explaining. "Clayton wants me to fly out to Larken Industries and try to close their deal. If I can pull it off, he's offering a ten percent ownership stake in the company."
Ashley's eyes widened. "Babe, that's...that's huge." She paused, considering the implications. "But another trip already? We just got back from Vegas. There's no way I can take more time off work."
"I know, I know." Chris's voice was low and calm. "But think about what this could mean for us. Ten percent of BitGuardian? We're really picking up steam here. If the company takes off like I think it can, we're talking about financial freedom. Maybe you cutting back at the hospital or even quitting entirely." He paused meaningfully. "Starting a family, like we've talked about."
Ashley felt her heart flutter at that last part. Having a baby together was a dream they'd discussed but had been putting off. This could make that reality possible sooner than they dared hope.
"Well, when you put it that way..." Ashley replied after considering the opportunity. "But you owe me. Big time. Don't think you're going to leave me high and dry while you're gone, mister."
Chris chuckled at her feisty tone. "Now would I ever do that to you? You know I'll keep you...occupied until I get back."
"Oh yeah?" Ashley purred in a way that made Chris's pulse quicken. "And just how do you plan on managing that from across the country?"
"Well, I could start by describing in great detail what I'm going to do to you when I get home," Chris replied, his voice lowering huskily. "How my tongue is going to explore every inch of your body until you beg me to stop."
He heard Ashley's sharp intake of breath on the other end. "You're playing with fire, mister. Perhaps I'll have to wear some of those new outfits to work. How do you think the patients will respond when they see their nurse walking in with a low cut top on and no bra underneath?"
Now it was Chris's turn to take a sharp intake of breath. He knew the exact outfit she was referring to and it left very little to the imagination. "Something tells me if you did that you'd have more than just a couple on lookers. Guys will be lining up to try to get a hand on you."
With a throaty chuckle, Ashley darted a glance around the empty hallway. "Perhaps that's what I need. A big, strong man to ravish me while my husband's away." She tensed, certain she heard a faint noise, her face warming at the thought of being overheard. In a lowered voice, she went on, "Letting him run his hands over me, feeling his body pressed against mine."
As she spoke, she subconsciously closed her eyes and was squirming against the wall. Even more horrifying, when she opened them she locked eyes with the janitor, who was just stepping out of another patient's room. His broad smile let her know he'd overheard everything she'd just said. Ashley felt her face flush red-hot as she realized he had likely overheard her entire conversation. She quickly turned to face the other way and rushed down the hall.
"Are you still there, babe? I lost you for a minute." Her husband's voice rang in her ear as she realized she'd been holding her breath.
"Why don't I call you later when I'm not, uh, at work," she said in a quieter voice, still burning with embarrassment.
"Everything okay?" Chris's concerned voice came through the speaker.
"Yeah, yeah, everything's...fine," Ashley assured him, though her cheeks still burned. "Just busy at work. We'll talk more tonight. I love you."
She quickly ended the call and looked nervously over her shoulder to see the janitor still standing there staring at her as she quickly turned the corner.
***
Less than six hours later, Chris threw his bags into a town car and put on his tie, heading to Larken Headquarters. If things went well, by this time tomorrow, he would have landed the biggest deal yet for the company and have equity to boot. He tried calming his nerves by shooting Ashley a text that he'd made it safely.
"Hey babe. Just landed. Sorry again for the short notice, I miss you already."
The response back from Ashley was almost immediate. "I miss you too, lover. This bath just isn't the same all by myself." That message was followed by an image. Clayton gasped, then choked out a cough as the driver eyed him in the rearview mirror. The picture left very little to the imagination as Chris longed to push the small patch of bubbles aside that were hiding her most intimate parts.
"I hate that I'm so far away from you. I want so badly to be in that tub with you, kissing your neck."
"My neck? That's all you're interested in right now?" Ashley teased wanting badly to get a release after all of today's...festivities.
"Oh that would just be the start of it, of course. I can't stop thinking about your body," he wrote, glancing up again at the rearview mirror to ensure the driver wasn't paying him any mind. "The way you move, the sounds you make when I'm inside you..."
Ashley bit her lip, her free hand drifting down as she imagined Chris's hands roaming. "Tell me more," she typed breathlessly.
Chris's phone buzzed - Clayton's face appeared. "Shit it's Clayton," he typed quickly. "Gotta pause, sorry."
Ashley sighed, reluctantly submerging into the water as Chris took Clayton's call.
"Hey man, hope I didn't catch you at a bad time. Just wanted to make sure you made it safely." Clayton stifled a laugh as he read the steamy messages between Chris and Ashley on his computer screen.
"Not at all," Chris lied. "Just sitting in the car now heading to Larken. I'm honestly shocked they were able to get the board together so quickly to meet"
"That just means they are more interested than they led on. I told you going out there would be the right move. Now, let's go over the talking points. I want to make sure everything goes according to plan."
Chris silently cursed his boss as he ran his hands through his hair and steadied his breathing. "Sure thing, let me just get it pulled up."
****
Chris straightened his tie and took a deep breath as he walked through the doors of Larken Industries. Tom greeted him at the front desk with a warm smile and a firm handshake.
"Great to see you again, Chris. I hope the trip wasn't too taxing."
"Not at all, Tom. Happy to be here," Chris replied with a smile, shaking his hand firmly.
Tom leaned in slightly, a sly grin playing across his features. "I don't see that beautiful wife of yours with you. Couldn't convince her to join you on this business trip?"
Chris felt a slight tightening in his chest but maintained his professional demeanor. "Ashley had to stay behind for work commitments, unfortunately."
"That's a shame," Tom said, his attention suddenly elsewhere. "Well, let's get you in front of the board." he said as he opened a large set of double doors.
When Chris entered the room, he was a little taken aback that he and Tom were the last ones to arrive. He had expected the board members to come in after him, giving him a moment to prepare himself mentally. Instead, he stood in front of the seven-member panel and put on his best smile, running his fingers through his hair to calm his nerves as Tom settled into his chair.
Once the room was silent and Chris's presentation was on screen he launched into his pitch, highlighting BitGuardian's innovative security solutions and the potential benefits of a partnership. The executives listened intently, occasionally jotting down notes or nodding in approval.
As the meeting progressed, Chris sensed a positive shift in the room. The executives nodded along, seemingly impressed with BitGuardian's offerings and potential for growth. A spark of hope ignited within him, dispelling the lingering doubts he had carried into the meeting. The CEO, in particular, leaned forward with a thoughtful expression, indicating a genuine interest. Chris felt a surge of confidence, buoyed by the possibility that his vision for how BitGuardian fit into their plans was resonating with those who could make it a reality.
However, just as he began to feel confident about closing the deal, one of the executives raised a hand. "I have a concern about your company's relatively small size and limited track record," he said, leaning forward. "In light of the privacy concerns already in the public eye, these raise multiple red flags."
Chris took a deep breath and did his best to address the concern, but he could see the hesitation creeping back into the executives' faces as he spoke.
As the final slides transitioned off the main display, the same board member cleared his throat and turned to address his colleagues. "Well, I think it's safe to say Chris has certainly made a compelling case for why we should be taking a hard look at this partnership," he said, pausing to meet Chris's gaze. "However, given the potential scope and concerns I brought up earlier, I don't want to rush into any commitment today."
Chris felt his heart rate spike as he continued, "Let's take a day to further review the materials in-depth as a team and reconvene to deliberate on moving forward with a formal acquisition. We can meet back here at this time tomorrow for a final decision." The other board members nodded in agreement.
A dozen different objections flooded Chris's mind, urging him to push for an immediate decision, especially considering the personal stakes and Clayton's 24-hour bet. Despite his eagerness to close the day on a positive note, he knew he had to address these concerns to secure a deal.
The board member suddenly looked agitated and raised an inquisitive eyebrow. "Is that going to be an issue?" he asked. "Because if you need to head back, we can..."
No, no--of course, I can make myself available tomorrow," Chris interjected quickly, not wanting to jeopardize the entire opportunity just to win. As tantalizing as the prospect of owning a part of BitGuardian could be, this prize was too massive to risk torpedoing by pushing his luck.
"Perfect, we'll be in touch," he said, a little too coldly for Chris's liking, as they all rose from the table and began to file out of the meeting room. Chris exhaled a long, slow breath, feeling defeated.
"Helluva pitch, man. But I gotta say, you almost lost them there at the end, what was that?" Tom was back at Chris's side offering a warm smile.
"I know it was stupid. Just exhausted and wanting to get home, I guess."
"I don't blame ya, man. If I had a bombshell like that waiting on me..." Tom broke into a laugh as he slapped Chris on the shoulder and began to walk him out of the office.
While not the outright, immediate grand slam he'd been gunning for, he had still taken a massive step towards landing a massive client. Just another day of strategizing and hypotheticals with the board, and he would be back home with Ashley.
****
An hour later, Chris fell back onto his hotel bed exhausted. As his eyelids began to get heavy, he shot another message to Ashley.
"Finally back in my room. The meeting wasn't a complete bust, but looks like that equity stake isn't going to pan out the way we hoped."
"Aww I'm sorry love. Perhaps this will put you in a better mood." The next message to appear was a close up of Ashley's perfect chest. She was wearing a red lace bra, but her nipples were clearly hard in the picture.
Chris let out a soft groan as the photo from Ashley appeared on his phone. "Mmm you always know just how to make me feel better." He could already feel the tension from the long day start to disappear as desire coursed through him.
Shifting on the bed, he typed out a reply. "This bed is feeling awfully empty without my sexy wife though."
On the other end, Ashley bit her lip coyly as she read his message. "Oh really?" She let the tease hang for a moment before typing a new message. "And what would you do if I were there?"
"Well, first..." Chris's fingers shook with desire as he typed his message. "I'd strip you down nice and slow, taking my time to kiss and lick every inch of your body."
"I'd pay special attention to those perfect tits, sucking until you're squirming. But I wouldn't let you get off easy."
"You tease! I need you inside me so bad...". Ashley squirmed on the bed, her fingers teasing and pinching her nipple as she waited for his response.
"Believe me, I plan on burying myself to the hilt in that soaked pussy. I bet I would slip right in, you're so wet."
"Mmm yes, baby. God, I needed this." As Ashley typed her free hand had already made its way down to her wet pussy. Teasing her folds as she moaned out in pleasure.
" That's it, get yourself nice and ready for me. I'm going to devour you the second I walk through that door. Have your legs spread and waiting."
The next photo from Ashley nearly made Chris cum - her hands pulling aside panties, glistening lips exposed.
"Like this?"
"Goddamn Ash...your pussy looks so delicious. I can't wait to bury my face in it."
"Don't stop now, I'm already close." Ashley was panting as she sent the text, her fingers trembling with need.
"Fuck, Clayton is calling."
"Are you kidding me? Don't answer!"
"I can't ignore him. He probably wants to debrief what happened today. I'm sorry baby, I'll make it up to you."
Ashley groaned in frustration, her climax suddenly ripped away from her. "I'm just going to go to bed."
"Hey man, sorry for calling so late. I knew the meeting had to be over and I wanted to hear how it went." Clayton smiled to himself, running his fingers over the picture Ashley had just sent Chris. "Soon, you will be mine," he said under his breath running his fingers over his computer screen and her glistening lips as he dove into another sales pitch with Chris.



***
The next morning, Ashley practically dripped with pent-up desire as she made her rounds at the hospital. Every brush of fabric against her skin had her on edge as she counted down the hours before she could get home and relieve herself.
As she hurriedly took care of all of her patients the aching between her thighs only continued to increase. She wished she could call Chris, or better yet, go to him, to have him take her and give her the orgasm she'd been trying to achieve since yesterday. But she knew he was already preparing his sales pitch, and as much as she wanted to hear from him, or even tease him, she knew she needed to let him focus. Last night had been hard for him and she knew he needed the win. Instead she decided to seek out her favorite patient, Mrs. Johnson. Even though it'd only been a couple of weeks since she last spoke to the elderly lady she felt like a completely new person. While she still felt a little uneasy about this new adventurous side of their relationship they were exploring, she could no longer deny the thrill she got when Chris talked dirty to her. She no longer felt guilty about some innocent flirting with another man. She knew that as long as she shared those details with Chris it would only add more fuel to their sexual fire.
As Ashley rounded the corner, her steps faltered. Mrs. Johnson was gone, her bed crisply stripped and the janitor mopping the floors in her stead. For a heartbeat, disappointment washed over Ashley before a different impulse took hold.
"Excuse me," she said, her voice friendly. "Do you know when Mrs. Johnson might be returning?"
The janitor turned, his gaze lingering on the curves hugged by Ashley's fitted scrubs. She felt a spark of something - nervousness? Excitement?
"Discharged this morning," he replied, his eyes still roaming. "Probably be back soon though. She's a frequent flier."
Ashley nodded. A jolt ran through Ashley, her breath catching in her throat. The janitor's blatant once-over sent an unexpected shiver of excitement up her spine. She should have felt violated, angry at his brazen assessment of her body. But after the spicy conversation with Chris earlier, after the near-miss with the janitor himself...Ashley realized she didn't feel offended at all. In fact, a part of her found a secret thrill in being so openly desired. The thought should have shamed her, but there was no denying the warm curl of excitement unfurling low in her belly.
She moved to the cabinet, reaching for a supply bag on a high shelf. Her scrub top rode up, exposing a strip of skin at her lower back. The janitor's sharp intake of breath sent a thrill through her.
"Allow me to help you with that, ma'am." His voice was close - too close. Ashley turned her head to politely decline, but he was already pressed against her back. The unmistakable swell of his arousal pressed shamelessly into her backside. A sharp gasp escaped her lips as the warmth of his breath tickled her neck, forming goosebumps all along her sensitized skin. The musky, stale scent of cologne and cigarettes should have revolted her, but after the week of heated fantasies she'd endured, Ashley found herself wanting to push back against his insistent hardness.
Then her pager beeped, shattering the charged silence. The janitor blinked and stepped back. Ashley fumbled for the pager with shaking hands, grateful for the interruption.
"I have to go," she mumbled, grabbing the supply bag and brushing past him.
Ashley ran into the staff room, locking the door behind her as she slid down to the floor trying to catch her breath. With shaky fingers she fired off a text to Chris no longer concerned if he was in a meeting or not. "I've never been so fucking horny. Ran into the Janitor at work, he decided to help me get something off the shelf. He was so close to me. I could feel his... I wish you were here"
She paused, trembling fingers stroking over her screen as she hastily typed out the final damning line:
"All I could think about was you, how turned on this is going to get you when I tell you every filthy detail. This is all your fault for getting me so riled up!"
The reply was instantaneous, brief but laced with heady promise:
"Oh, I can't wait to hear it, baby. I'm going to destroy you when I get home. Or should I say, the janitor is going to destroy you."
Ashley whimpered softly at the words, fresh arousal lancing through her like a lightning strike. Her thighs clenched instinctively, seeking relief from the insistent throbbing between them. She needed Chris back with her in the worst way.
****
Chris licked his lips as he stared at the message from his wife. His cock was rock hard as his town car made its way back to Larken Industries. He couldn't believe that his sweet innocent wife was acting this way. Even more of a mystery to him than that was the effect it was having on him. He never thought of himself as "one of those people" but he couldn't deny the effect it was having on his body, not to mention their sex life. He just had to be sure to make sure it didn't spiral out of control. Trust and open communication, that's what they agreed to in Vegas.
Chris took a deep breath as the car rolled to a stop in front of the large building. While disappointed he didn't get the deal done yesterday, he knew he had to bring his 'A' game today. If he couldn't have equity, he at least wanted the bragging rights of landing such a big client.
He was once again greeted by Tom as he made it into the reception area. Tom said his initial conversations with the board this morning seemed positive and reassured Chris that if he could perform like he did yesterday he was pretty confident they were going to pull the trigger.
This was the confidence boost Chris needed as he entered the large conference room and took the time to personally shake each board member's hand and thank them again for taking the time to consider him. He then jumped right into his presentation, this time, it was more of a live demo. He wanted the members to see the type of tools they would have at their fingertips, and helped to squash the idea that any privacy could be infringed.
As the demo dragged on, Chris was starting to once again feel unsure if they were going to actually sign or not. However, just as Chris was beginning to lose hope, the problematic board member from yesterday shot him a toothy grin. "I think we've seen enough. I know we've put you through the ringer these last couple of days, but we needed to see just how well your software, and your company, could hold up under immense pressure. I'm happy to say you've passed with flying colors."
Chris stood still for several seconds. His brain processing what was being said. As the room erupted in polite applause, Tom clapped Chris on the shoulder.
"Excellent work, my friend. I knew you had it in you," he said, his grip lingering a little too long. "Next time you're in town you'll have to bring that wife of yours. I insist you both join me for dinner to celebrate properly."
Chris forced a grateful smile, though Tom's persistent interest in Ashley made him distinctly uneasy. "Absolutely, Tom. We'd be honored."
As they shook hands, Chris couldn't help but wonder if he had just opened a door he might soon regret.
The drive back from Larken's headquarters seemed to stretch endlessly before Chris. As the city's skyline shrank in the rearview mirror, his mind raced--replaying every moment, every subtle glance and questioning if he had read too much into Tom's suggestive comments about Ashley. After all, he wasn't the first guy to fixate on Ashley's beauty. Was it his own twisted fantasy telling him there was more to it than that?
When Chris returned to his hotel room he allowed himself exactly 10 minutes to celebrate. He let out a loud shout as he danced around his hotel room as if he'd just won the lottery. He knew he would eventually be able to close the deal, but the relief he felt upon actually getting it done sent him over the moon with excitement.
Clayton may not have to give him equity just yet, but a couple more deals like this and it would be inevitable. He and Ashley could still start a family and live the life he always dreamed, even if it was on the exact time table he had envisioned just 24 hours ago. Once he had worn himself out he fell back on the bed, exhausted then dialed Clayton's number excited to give him the news.
"What do you got for me?" Came the quick reply after only one ring.
"A signed agreement and a whole shit load of happy customers," Chris responded, the thrill in his voice evident.
"That's incredible! I knew you could get it done. I have a couple of meetings this afternoon but then I want to dive into the details of the company and find out what really makes them tick. Can you send over your portfolio for all the major players so I can take a look?"
Chris held his breath, for a moment, he hadn't expected Clayton to want to jump into things so quickly after signing. "Um... I don't actually have any of that with me. I left it all at the house yesterday in my rush to pack. But I can be on a red-eye tonight and get you the paperwork first thing in the morning."
There was a long pause on the other end of the phone as Clayton took in what he said. "I need it tonight," Clayton stated firmly. "I want to have their welcome packet ready first thing in the morning so we can really blow them away." He paused, feigning nonchalance. "Call up Ashley, have her bring the files by the office."
The casual way Clayton made the suggestion caught Chris off guard. He didn't even consider the potential repercussions or discomfort it might cause Ashley. "Uh, yeah, sure. I can ask her," he replied after a beat. "She should be getting off work soon. I'll let her know you're expecting her."
Clayton's face lit up. That was even easier than he had imagined. He expected Chris to put up some sort of resistance, but instead he was going to happily send his wife to Clayton. "Sounds good. Great job again, buddy. I knew you were the right man for the job."
After a few more minutes of small talk Chris hung up his phone, smiled to himself in the mirror and then dialed Ashley to ask her for the favor.
"I did it babe! They signed!" he beamed as soon as she answered the phone. His excitement bursting out of him.
"That's amazing, baby! I'm so proud of you," Ashley said warmly. "I knew you could pull it off. Now hurry up and get home to me, mister."
"I'm catching the red eye back tonight. I will be home before morning. You better be ready and waiting for me." He said playfully wishing he could snap his fingers and be there already.
"In that case, I should hop in the shower and get ready."
Listen, there's one more thing I need from you though. Clayton wants me to send over my full portfolio on the Larken executives tonight so he can have the welcome packet ready for them in the morning. He's really eager to get started, but I left the folder at the house. Could you swing it by the office and give it to him?"
Ashley paused, when she heard the request. Her thighs inadvertently rubbing together. "Are you sure it's a good idea for me to go to Clayton's office alone?" Ashley asked hesitantly. "After what happened last time..."
Chris cursed himself under his breath. He hadn't even considered how uncomfortable this could be for her. He was so lost in the moment he forgot all about that night at Clayton's house. His cock started to swell as he replayed the events in his head. "Fuck, i didn't even...he'll be at the office so you won't be alone." Chris tried to sound reassuring but he knew he was failing.
"You're right, I'm likely overreacting," she said, pushing aside her discomfort. "It will just be a quick drop-off. No need to make it into a bigger deal than it is." Ashley managed a small smile, not entirely convinced but willing to put her doubts aside for now. "Okay then, I'll head over to the office after I grab a quick bite to eat and hop in the shower. Just send me a list of which files you need."
"Thanks babe, I owe you big time for this. I promise as soon as I get home I'll..."
"Don't say it. The last thing I need is to have that image in my head while I'm there. Let me know what files you need and I'll take them. But yeah, you owe me." she forced herself to laugh slightly in hopes it would lighten the mood. She didn't want to kill this moment for Chris. She knew how bad he needed the win.
After her conversation with Chris, Ashley headed home to freshen up before going to the office. She showered and changed into a casual summer dress, wanting to look presentable yet comfortable.
The crisp evening air did little to calm the storm of emotions roiling within Ashley as she pulled into the BitGuardian lot. Part of her still buzzed with electrifying memories of that afternoon's risqué encounter with the janitor. She could still feel the ghost of his heated breath on her neck, his solid frame pressing against her from behind. A shudder ran through her. And yet, that delicious thrill was laced with fear- a war of desire and logic raging beneath her skin. As she killed the engine, Ashley's gaze fell upon the darkened office building. She needed to keep her composure, get in and get out, she told herself. As Ashley walked towards the front entrance, she noticed Clayton standing by a side door, waving her over.
"Ashley, over here!" Clayton called out with a friendly smile. "Didn't want you having to go through the main office area and deal with any office gossip."
Ashley arched an eyebrow but approached him. "Gossip about what exactly?"
"You know how things can get twisted around the rumor mill," Clayton said lightly. "I'd hate for anyone to get the wrong idea about you stopping by after-hours."
She nodded slowly, reminding herself not to be so quick to make assumptions. Clayton was right - it made sense to avoid any potential workplace speculation.
"I didn't even think about that. Thank you," Ashley replied, her face softening. "I just wanted to drop off these files, then I'll be on my way."
"Thanks, Ashley," Clayton said, taking the files from her but not making any move to let her leave. "Please come inside for a moment. I need to make some copies."
Reluctantly, she nodded and followed him into the office, her senses heightened. The room felt stifling, heavy with unspoken tension.
Clayton set the files down and turned to her, a predatory gleam in his eyes. "You know," he began, his voice laced with insinuation, "I've been thinking a lot about that night. The night I watched you and Chris."
Ashley felt her spine straighten, her heartbeat accelerating, but her resolve hardening. "Let's not go there," she said, her tone firm.
But Clayton wasn't deterred. He took a step closer, lowering his voice. "I can tell you still think about it. About seeing my cock. I know it excited you. You've at least wondered what it would feel like."
She met his gaze head-on, her eyes blazing with defiance. "I've dealt with guys like you before, Clayton. If you think getting me here and talking about that night is gonna make me drop my panties for you, you're seriously mistaken. I love Chris. That night was about us, not you. You were lucky we let you be a part of it."
His eyes narrowed, a mix of amusement and frustration flickering across his face as he advanced, nearly bridging the gap between them. "And what kind of guy do you think I am?"
"You're cocky and self-centered," she spat, her anger rising. "More worried about your own orgasm than your partner's. I bet you couldn't make a girl cum if your life depended on it."
Clayton's expression darkened, his jaw tightening. He moved closer, lifting his hand as if to respond, but their tense stand-off was interrupted by a soft knock on the office door. Panic flared in Ashley's eyes, as she suddenly worried about the office gossip Clayton had mentioned earlier.
Clayton quickly put his finger to his lips, signaling her to be silent. "Get in the closet," he whispered urgently.
She shot him a look filled with contempt but knew there was no time for debate. The knock came again, this time louder. Without another word, she slipped into the nearby closet, shutting the door just as Clayton opened his office door to greet the unexpected visitor.
Right on time, Katie stepped into the dimly lit office. Without a word, she walked over to Clayton and pulled him into a long, sloppy kiss. "Is this assertive enough for you?" she whispered, pushing him against the wall. Clayton smiled, biting her bottom lip aggressively. He maneuvered her toward the sofa and sat down, pulling Katie onto him. He kissed her on the neck.
Katie moaned softly, exposing more of her neck to him. "Everyone is gone for the day. I just locked the front door," she said as she quickly lifted off her top.
Just as the top was going over her head, he looked at Ashley in the closet with a knowing smile on his face.
Ashley shuddered. What was he up to? The man was mad!
He helped Katie lift her top over her head and then off, keeping his attention on Ashley. They both knew Ashley could see out, but Katie wouldn't be able to see in. Clayton would ensure that. Ashley was a prisoner in that closet, wondering where all this was going and certainly wanting no part of it.
Clayton smiled. This had worked perfectly. He had both women exactly where he wanted them.
The removal of Katie's top revealed a white transparent demi bra. Clayton slid his hands around her and gently slid his fingers over the exposed top of her breasts were just a hint of nipple was exposed.
"I see that you took my advice and started dressing in a way to distract our clients," he said.
Katie laughed, and reminded him she was outselling everyone at the company. She had her head turned to one side most of the time. He continued to kiss her lightly on the neck, his fingers lightly caressing her breasts.
He slipped his hand inside the right cup of the bra, cupping it fully before massaging the nipple with his fingers. She moaned softly and pushed back against him.
"It's been a long day," she said. He answered by slipping the straps off her shoulders and lowering the bra from her breasts. Ashley could see perfectly well and thought to herself how sexy the woman looked right now. Her breasts were smaller than Ashley's, but they were pert and full as Clayton ran his fingers over her nipples.
Katie moaned slightly, and tried to find his lips. Strangely, Ashley found herself wishing it were her being touched like that. Those same fingers filled her senses with undisciplined pleasure.
Unlike Ashley, though, Katie had no reason to be quiet and her noises escalated as the teasing increased. His soft manipulations became rough as he pinched her nipples harder and pulled them away from her chest.
Katie began a slight grinding of her hips as she tried to push back against him. When he stopped the fondling long enough to discard her bra, she sighed softly. He leaned her back and went to her breasts with his mouth, going from one to the other. Even though his head blocked Ashley's view of the actual contact, Katie's enjoyment was obvious; her mouth opened slightly, her eyes closed, and she emitted little sounds. Her arms went around his neck when he alternated between her breasts and her lips, burying his mouth in her neck at times.
His mouth never left her as his hand went down, slowly sliding the bottom of her outfit off. It was a one piece that was a panty and skirt combination and she lifted her hips to accommodate him, exposing the rest of her body. Ashley had never seen such raw exposure as this. It was so different from seeing somebody naked in a locker room, or even the occasional porn she would watch with Chris.
Clayton laid his body across her stomach so that Katie couldn't possibly see past him to where Ashley was. His eyes moved away from her, looking instead straight into the darkened closet where he could barely see Ashley in the shadows. They locked eyes for an instant, but that instant told him everything he needed to know as Ashley instinctively bit her lip, her arousal growing by the second.



His hands went to Katie's legs, slowly starting the sensual journey upward that Ashley yearned for at this moment. Just inches above her knee, he looked up again, hoping to catch Ashley off guard. Hopefully, he could entice her to come forward, to open the door just a little bit so that he could see her better.
The trapped Ashley was in turmoil, caught in a situation she was desperate to escape yet somehow finding the scene just feet away too bizarre, too intriguing to ignore. It was this frame of mind that allowed her to unknowingly accommodate a hopeful Clayton. This was all Chris' fault, she thought to herself. All of his games and messages had her on the verge the last 24 hours. If she had just been able to cum earlier...
Her thoughts trailed off. She gently pushed the door open just a little further to allow herself a better view. And with her improved vision, she saw Katie's hips moving in a large, circular motion. Katie circled her ass and responded to Clayton's touch. She was on an incredible high. It all felt so good to her. Her orgasm was fast approaching as she opened her mouth in a silent scream.
For Ashley, it was all becoming too much. The entrapment that had started as mere curiosity was slowly turning into anticipation. Where was this going? Her unwanted situation was slowly taking a different direction as her breathing became shallower.
Clayton would once again be the benefactor, providing her with an erotic fuel so potent that it was bound to ignite eventually. He ensured that Ashley had an unobstructed view as his hands teased, delivering Katie the kind of pleasure that couldn't be overlooked.
When he finally reached her crotch, instead of touching it, he applied a little pressure to the insides of her legs to encourage her to open them wider.
As he started a slow, circular massage of her anxious clit, Katie wailed, moving her head from side to side. He never stopped watching for Ashley through the crack in the door, disappointed that there were only fleeting glimpses of her.
If he could have seen into the hidden darkness, he would have noticed Ashley standing near the door, her entire body shaking and breathing hard. He would have mentally approved before continuing to arouse Ashley by returning to stimulate Katie. Katie was moaning loudly, her hips now moving in a constant, fluid motion. It was a perfect synchronization, his fingers and mouth and her hip movement. She was close, and Clayton wasn't going to let her off the hook. His fingers dug deeper into her as he stared into the closet. Then, with a loud moan, Katie's hips raised off the sofa and stayed there as her cries of pleasure echoed through the office.
Her hips suddenly slowed and then stopped. With a smug look of victory toward the closet, Clayton withdrew his hands from Katie long enough to stand up, face away from the closet, and undo his pants to slide them off. It wasn't an accident that he had his back to Ashley as he did so.
Suddenly, he turned. The tingle that had slowly grown within Ashley instantly turned to electricity when he faced her. If you could hear somebody's eyes open wide, hers would have been a clap of thunder! She nearly chewed a hole through her lip, staring at his hard cock. She had seen it once before, but this time it looked even larger, angrier. She knew no matter how much she tried, she wouldn't be able to get that image out of her head for a long time.
Ensuring Ashley had a completely unobstructed view of his cock, Clayton buried his face in Katie's soaked pussy. He pulled her legs up and out, spreading them wide to allow him to lick and suck on her while maintaining direct eye contact with his hidden guest. He would occasionally turn his head towards the closet before returning his face to Katie's wet lips.
Ashley was standing in the darkness but now she was edging even closer, hedging her safety net by moving closer to the door. Finally, her face was almost touching the door, the ever-widening six-inch crack providing more and more of an unimpeded view. She could see out much better, but she had crossed the safety line. Clayton couldn't see all of her, but what he could see was very vivid!
It never occurred to her that she was lightly rubbing her nipples, responding to a body on fire. This was all so erotic.
Clayton's mouth left Katie's clit for a few seconds, only to be replaced with his fingers. He was looking straight into the opened closet now, a knowing smile on his face. Any caution that Ashley might have had was slowly being thrown to the wind. Ashley had moved close enough to the tiny lighted opening that he could easily see her distorted face, one with an open mouth that he had to believe was breathing heavily. And was she rubbing her nipples? She was even more turned on than he had hoped.
He turned his attention back to Katie. She needed more attention if she was going to cum again, and he didn't want to spook Ashley. There was no doubt in his mind that she would give in, relent to what she was seeing, and eventually push it too far. He was betting that the closed closet door would be too much of an inconvenience and that it would eventually be opened slightly more, enough for a little show.
Ashley was mesmerized by what she saw and heard. It wasn't just that she could see Katie in the throes of his touch, but slowly, without even realizing it, she imagined it was her. She could hardly concentrate on any one thing. The moaning, writhing Katie would capture her attention for a few moments, but inevitably her eyes would return to that massive, hard cock standing menacingly away from Clayton's torso. Her eyes were locked on the action, her nerves on edge, and her fingers slowly teasing her sensitive nipples.
Clayton was right. The burning sensation between her legs slowly took control like a magnet, drawing reluctant fingers down past her heaving stomach to fill the need. She left little for him to imagine, little for him to ask. She slipped her hand all the way down between her legs and under her loose dress, her fingertips brushing her lips aside to go directly to her clit. She stifled a moan as her senses reacted, her hips pushing out to meet the touch. She bent over slightly, her hips moving back and forth in concert with her fingers, knees bending slightly then returning, sending her in an up and down motion.
In short, her whole body was in motion, torn between her actions and what she was witnessing.
Ashley was unaware she had bumped the door very slightly. The few inches it moved were like upgrading from a small television to a wide screen. Clayton could suddenly see very well into her darkened space and loved what he was seeing.
Ashley was lucky. Just as she knew she couldn't hold it back any longer, all attention turned to Katie. Ashley watched as Katie suddenly raised her head up, throwing it side to side and crying out loudly, begging him not to stop. He defied her by removing his mouth from her clit and replacing it with two fingers, pumping them deep and fast into her while Ashley watched.
Ashley tried to hold back, to stem the tide rushing through her body. But when Katie loudly exploded with her second orgasm, the erotic presentation was more than she could take. Her orgasm washed over her, dropping her to her knees as her fingers flew over her clit, increasing the pressure and speed. With her left hand over her mouth to mute her outburst, Ashley had a realization, a sudden awakening.
She had opened the door too far. It was obvious that Clayton could easily see her. He was watching her with glazed eyes, his pleasure obvious. His hips were moving slowly back and forth as if he were penetrating both of them with that massive cock!
He had no intention of letting Katie stop coming. She was his catalyst at the time, the star of the show. His fingers kept driving hard and fast into her, keeping her bucking up and down with the action. As if caught in his trance, Ashley moved her fingers from her clit and inserted them inside, matching his pace.
It was too late to ignore his presence. Sensibly, she should have closed the door, but she couldn't think straight. Instead, she was fixated on the sight of that massive cock swaying in the air.
A thought crossed her mind. He was obviously as entranced watching her as she was them. She was once again giving him a show, perhaps even more lewd than the last.
Ashley heard Katie building up again. She couldn't help but watch; it was all so magnetic, so captivating. It was as if Katie drew Ashley up the scale with her, her moans announcing her imminent orgasm, which was almost more than Ashley could take. Shaking uncontrollably and totally lost in the sensations of her dangerous situation, Ashley's own orgasm washed over her.
It was mad! It was dangerous! It was more exciting and erotic than she could have ever dreamed.
Everything slowed down, each of them bringing themselves down. Ashley was still a bundle of nerves wanting another release. Her fingers were back at her clit, making very slow circles as she watched Clayton nibble slowly on Katie's clit. His eyes never left Ashley now, his desire obvious. She thought about what it would be like to have that huge cock slide into her. Her eyes closed, and she almost came again with that vision.
The ringing of a phone broke her thoughts, and Ashley's eyes snapped open.
Ashley sagged back against the closet wall, her entire body tingling with fading tremors. What had she just done? The twisted scenario that had unfolded mere feet away - had she really allowed herself to participate in that depraved display? Shame and desire knotted together until she could scarcely tell one from the other. She pressed trembling fingers to her forehead, struggling to make sense of the tangled mess of emotions. Part of her felt powerful, dangerously liberated, while another part felt lost, cast into the shadowy depths of her own psyche.
"It's the Newton deal, 200-seat prospect" Katie announced through labored breaths.
Katie attempted to rise, but Clayton held her down, burying his face in her crotch again.
"Ooh fuck," she moaned, closing her eyes as Ashley came to her senses. What the hell was she doing? Slowly, she closed the closet door so that it was barely open. She stood in terror as she heard them moving about, as the door slowly opened.
Sorry," he whispered, shrugging his shoulders as if it were all a terrible circumstance. "She just left the room to take that call. You can leave out the back.
She quickly gathered her bag, her head still foggy with the events that just took place. As he led her out the back door, he spun her around to look into her eyes. For a moment, she thought he might try to kiss her, and she wasn't sure she had the strength to stop him.
"Do you always cum that hard?" He asked with a cocky grin. Then he gently closed the door, leaving her alone and flustered in the parking lot.
The drive home was pure torture for Ashley. Her hands clenched the steering wheel so tight her knuckles turned pale white. Memories and images whirled through her head like a hurricane - Clayton's cocky stare, Katie's heated moans, and the undeniable arousal Ashley had allowed course through her own body. Everything she had thought about Clayton was all wrong. He wasn't just some cocky wannabe who was all talk.
She squeezed her eyes shut but it was no use. The visions just kept coming, joined by the vivid recollection of the janitor's solid body pressing against her backside earlier, the unmistakable bulge of his arousal pressed shamelessly into her. A shudder ran through Ashley as she remembered how badly, hungrily, she had wanted to push back against him in the heat of that moment.
"This is all Clayton's fault," Ashley tried to convince herself, desperately wanting to believe his manipulation alone had orchestrated her downfall. But a nagging inner voice whispered that she was lying to herself. As much as she tried to blame Clayton, she couldn't deny her own desires had been stoked red-hot.
Ashley's hands gripped the wheel tighter as she grappled with this realization. Was this the person she had become - a slut consumed by her own lust? Panic rose inside her at the thought. How would Chris react when she told him? Should she tell him? Sure they had played this game before, but this time felt different, more intimate.
A storm of thoughts ran through her - disgust at her own shameless behavior, fear of changing into someone unrecognizable, yet also a sliver of perverse excitement that set her skin on fire. Pulling into their driveway should have brought relief, but instead, Ashley felt completely adrift, untethered from the certainties that once anchored her life.
As she killed the engine, Ashley's resolve crumbled. Could she really hide all this from Chris, let it rot between them like an untreated wound? But the thought of exposing the full extent of her deviant cravings terrified her just as much. He wouldn't understand, she told herself. He would run away in horror at what she had become.
Shaking, Ashley sat in silence surrounded by the familiar trappings of her simple life. She stared at their home, suddenly feeling like a stranger in her own skin. As the immensity of her desires threatened to drown her, tears pricked at Ashley's eyes.
She had always taken pride in her self-control, her grasp of right and wrong. But now, as the full force of her newly-awakened hunger coiled inside her like a serpent, Ashley realized she could no longer outrun the truth - these cravings were her own, not Clayton's manipulations or Chris' fantasies, or anyone else's influences.
With a shuddering breath, she climbed out of the car. But as the weight of her realization settled over her, something else stirred inside Ashley too. A perverse sense of power and excitement knowing that she had all these different men throwing themselves at her and wanting too badly to know her body. Despite the guilt still gnawing at her conscience, she felt dangerously liberated by this acknowledgment of her own carnal demands. Squaring her shoulders, Ashley headed into the house, no longer certain of the woman she truly was.
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The dark-robed figure loomed over Jacob, his face obscured by his hood. His raspy voice seemed to emanate from everywhere at once.
"Brother Jacob, you stand before the sacred waters, ready to begin your purification. Say yes, and I shall guide you along the path."
Jacob swallowed hard, chest tightening. Across the moonlit clearing, he could see Emily being led away by George. "I...yes. I'll do whatever is required."
"Wise choice," the hooded man hissed. "Now let us cleanse you of your transgressions, starting with Lust. Speak aloud each act of carnal indecency you have committed. Only then, will you be able to properly atone for your sins."
Shame burned Jacob's cheeks as flashes of intimate moments with Emily played through his mind - her soft gasps, the heat of their mingled bodies, his worshipful caresses along the curves he knew by heart.
As each salacious memory passed his lips, the hooded figure grabbed him by the scruff of his collar and plunged his head beneath the icy waters, holding him under until his lungs burned. Just as his vision started to strobe from lack of oxygen, he'd yank Jacob up, allowing him a thin whistle of air before the next confession.
"The rear parking lot after Emily's senior prom...her mouth around me after too many wine coolers..."
Dunk, churn of water filling his senses, explosion of bubbles as he was hauled up again, spluttering.
"I have touched her... most sensitive areas until she reached climax."
He was dunked into the icy water again. His lungs burning for air. "I've allowed her to touch me, also until climax."
Another dunk. This went on for the next fifteen minutes while Jacob thought about every possible act of lust they had committed.
"Enough sins of the flesh!" The rasping voice seemed to wrap around his mind like a thick tendril. "Let us move on to Greed. What materialistic temptations have caused your soul to stray from righteousness?"
Jacob racked his brain, desperate to appease. "I...I've been selfish with money before. Spent Emily's hard-earned cash on stupid stuff instead of saving for our future."
The bone-chilling laughter made his skin prickle. "Trivial, but we must abolish all sin." Another vicious shove, explosive dunk.
Across the water, Jacob caught a glimpse of Emily, her white dress now thoroughly soaked and plastered against her trembling frame as George held her head beneath the dark waters. He watched in horror, fueled by his own desperate gasps for air, as George's hands slowly crept up her thighs, parting the thin fabric with each dunk.
The ritual seemed to stretch for an eternity of excruciating humiliation and struggle, the sins becoming more abstract the longer it dragged.
Wrath - "I've...I've wanted to punch Emily's asshole father in the face every time he told me I wasn't good enough for her."
Envy - "I resent how easy other people's lives look. How they were born into money and had everything handed to them instead of having to scrimp and fight for every opportunity."
Pride - "I'm...I'm too arrogant. Too sarcastic and convinced of my own cleverness at times."
The confessions weren't just dunkings in cold water. Each one cut deep into his mind and soul, stripping away layer after layer until only the rawest, most basic part of himself was left. By the time the hooded man finally let him go, he collapsed into a shivering, soaking mess on the muddy bank, choking and gasping for air. His view of himself was suddenly much lower after hearing every wrong thing he'd done listed out loud.
Just moments earlier, he had faced this judgment feeling confident and defiant. But hearing his own confessed sins and mistakes thrown back at him was like staring into a harsh mirror, showing him an ugly, twisted version of himself that he didn't recognize. The arrogant self-assurance he had armor plated himself in crumbled away, leaving him desperately uncertain about who he really was under all those sins and failures laid bare. For the first time in his life he wondered if perhaps Emily's parents were right about him all along.
A soft hand stroked his face as George leaned in close, his warm breath raising the hairs on Jacob's clammy neck.
"Well done, brother. You have endured the rite of purification with humbling dignity. The Father will be most pleased with your commitment."
As George helped Jacob to his feet, he turned to find Emily huddled nearby, her eyes glassy and unfocused. Her white dress, now thoroughly transparent, clung to her curves in shredded remnants of lace. Even from a distance, Jacob could see the contours of her body through the sheer fabric, her form exposed and vulnerable for anyone to see.
His gaze shot toward George, a silent accusation burning in his stare. But the older man's face was serene, seemingly oblivious to having done anything wrong.
"The females undergo a more...intensive ritual," George explained calmly. "Our sisters must seek the depths of their divine feminine energy if they are to earn the Father's favor. A process not meant for male eyes or understanding. I assure you, no harm has come to her. In fact, she reacted quite positively." George's pervasive smile sent chills up Jacob's spine as he tried to understand what exactly that meant.
Emily didn't react or speak, her thousand-yard stare and shallow breathing suggesting she was mentally adrift, locked in a zone of disassociation.
Jacob ached to run to her, to hold her in his arms and whisk them away from this depraved place. But the cloaked men had closed ranks, eyes glinting from the shadows of their hoods like feral dogs cornering their prey.
Pushing back the dark tide of rage and helplessness, Jacob forced himself to hold his tongue. For now, all he could do was endure whatever fresh Hell this island delivered. He would find a way to reach Emily and break her from this trance. Even if it meant risking his own life in the process.
****
Jacob tossed and turned on the thin mattress, sleep eluding him as doubts and worries about their situation on Holy Isle swirled through his mind. When morning finally came, he was jolted awake by the relentless blare of a horn.
Harsh sunlight filtered through the grimy windows, catching dust motes swirling through the cramped bunkhouse Jacob now called home. The other bunks were empty, his roommates already roused and departed for their daily activities.
Jacob threw off his musty blanket, squinting in the bright rays. He still wore the rough brown uniform from yesterday, the fabric chafing skin rubbed raw from being submerged and violently dunked for what felt like hours.
With a groan, Jacob swung his legs off the bunk and shoved his feet into the scuffed leather boots, grimacing at their stiffness. He'd need to soak them later if he planned on marching any significant distance today without destroying his heels.
As if on cue, a sharp rapping came at Jacob's door, causing him to start. "Brother Jacob!" The muffled voice carried a tone of impatient authority. "You're overdue in the fields. There is a bowl of oatmeal waiting for you at the dining pavilion. I suggest you eat it, you'll need the energy. When you're done, assemble at once in the fields if you hope to earn extra sustenance today!"
Jacob rolled his eyes at the threat, but he knew better than to defy the order. Begrudgingly, he snatched up his wide-brimmed hat hoping it would offer at least a little protection from the blistering heat of the sun as hurried out, squinting against the bright morning sunlight.. The small compound pathway was already empty, the other men having departed for their daily chores.
Jacob set off at a jog, cursing under his breath. The sooner he jumped through their ridiculous labor hoops, the sooner he could check on Emily and formulate a way out of this waking nightmare. Hopefully, the distance and isolation would help clear the fog of whatever brainwashed stupor had seized her mind.
At the dining pavilion, Jacob found his meager meal- a small wooden bowl containing a paltry portion of oatmeal gruel. The bland, gluey mush held little appeal, but he knew the consequences of turning up to the fields without having eaten. He'd need his strength for what promised to be a long day of manual labor. Pinching his nose, Jacob shoveled it down, feeling the sticky lumps slide down his throat with each labored swallow. When the bowl was finally scraped clean, he cast it aside and started toward the fields, hoping his promptness might prove to Emily that he was following through with his word.
The path curved past a dense shrub line, leading Jacob into a small clearing where over a dozen men were already hard at work, bent at the waist and pulling crops from long rows of neatly tilled soil. The air hung thick and heavy, a wet heat that immediately set Jacob's shirt soaking through with sweat.
An older, wiry man with a high crew cut glared at Jacob as he stumbled toward the workers, raising a callused hand to point at the nearest row.
"Brother Jacob, you're late!" The man's fiery eyes glared into Jacob's very soul, daring him to get out of line. "Fall into a column and get digging. I expect this entire field to be cleared by lunch if you expect another meal."
Jacob swallowed hard, suppressing the urge to snap back. With a curt nod, he hurried toward the rich, brown furrows and knelt, digging his fingers into the welcoming earth. Sweat soon beaded on his brow as another voice cut through the grunts and groans of exertion.
"Well, well, if it isn't the greenhorn stumbling in late."
Jacob looked up to find a thick-bodied man with a dirty blonde buzzcut grinning at him from the adjacent row. The man paused to wipe the sweat from his brow.
"Name's David," the man said with a friendly smile that didn't reach his haunted eyes. "You just get tossed into the deep end after last night's 'festivities'?"
Jaw clenched, Jacob attacked a stubborn root with aggressive yanks. "Could say that. Not exactly the marriage preparation retreat Emily and I were promised."
David chuckled knowingly. "We all say that at first. But you gotta trust The Father. His divine wisdom will set you on a righteous path, whether you like it or not."
Jacob groaned at the cultish platitudes, his mind wheeling. How could no one else see the evil festering here? As he tossed a weed aside, he met David's gaze pleadingly. "I need to get Emily out of here."
For a moment, David's smile faltered, a flicker of regret and sadness passing over his face. But then the vacant look returned. "That's the poison talking - the sickness of the outside world polluting your mind. You gotta let go, brother. Say yes to The Father's teachings and blessings. It's the only way to rid yourself of that filth."
Shaking his head vehemently, Jacob clutched the rock in his filthy hands like a lifeline. "You've been through this whole 'purification' process then? With the...sins and depravations?"
David's expression darkened as he busied himself digging, refusing to meet Jacob's eyes. "Yep. Purged myself real good...Amanda too, though her experience was more intense than mine."
A cold knot twisted in Jacob's gut at the implication. What horrors had Amanda endured? "What do you mean? What did they put her through exactly?"
"Oh, it wasn't as bad as it sounds," David said with a sickly smile, clapping Jacob's shoulder. "In fact, it worked out wonderfully once The Father helped me overcome my greatest sin and put her well being first."
Jacob's brow furrowed in confusion. "Your greatest sin?"
With a heavy sigh, David pulled up his sweat-stained shirt, revealing the damning word "Greed" inked in harsh block letters across his chest. Jacob recoiled, horror creeping back in.
"They... they branded you?" The words barely escaped Jacob's lips as he wondered what other horrors were in store.
"Not branded, just helped remind me of my most mortal sin. You see," David continued softly, "even here, I continued indulging my selfish greed, putting my own desires above Amanda's spiritual destiny. The Father opened my eyes - she has become one of the chosen."
Jacob froze, the rock slipping from his numb grasp as the world seemed to tilt. "The chosen?" he croaked.
With a wry smile, David gripped Jacob's arm and gently guided him toward the forest's tree line. "It's better if I show you," he said as they disappeared into the forest before anyone would notice they were missing.
A sense of dread mixed with intrigue washed over Jacob as they rushed through the heavily wooded forest. The coarse branches tugged at Jacob's clothes and whipped his exposed skin as they pushed deeper into the dense foliage.
Finally, David halted and pointed through a screen of long leaves, indicating Jacob should peek through. As he did, Jacob felt his heart plummet into an icy pit of dread.
****
From the shadows of the trees, Jacob watched as a woman made her way into the clearing. The sunlight filtered through the leaves, casting a warm glow on her golden hair and highlighting the curve of her naked body. She moved with a grace and confidence that was impossible to ignore, her every step filled with purpose.
"There she is, that's Amanda," David whispered boastfully beside him, his voice dripping with the misguided pride of a father.
Jacob's jaw went slack as he drank in her beauty. Amanda's delicate features stirred a gut-punch of grief as the pieces clicked into place - she bore an unsettling resemblance to Emily. His gaze traveled down the swell of her belly, and his breath caught in his throat. The world seemed to tilt violently.
"Is she..." Jacob's voice cracked as he swallowed hard. "Pregnant?"
A warm smile spread across David's face. "Around five months along now. I'm told the baby is quite healthy and blessed beyond measure."
Tearing his eyes away, Jacob searched David's expression as his stomach churned. "Are you...the father?"
David threw back his head with a booming laugh, clutching his belly. "Me? Good heavens no! This child is the heir of The Father himself - the prophesied one who will continue to lead us to salvation."
Jacob's brow furrowed as he turned back to Amanda, trying to process David's words. His eyes traced the gentle curves of her swollen abdomen, and bile burned the back of his throat. "But she's your fiancé..."
Placing a comforting hand on Jacob's shoulder, David gave it a soft squeeze. "Such greed fuels your possessiveness, brother. Amanda belongs solely to The Father now. I've embraced the wisdom of prioritizing her sacred destiny over my selfish wants."
Words failed Jacob as he turned back to the clearing, his grip on hope rapidly slipping away.
In the center of the clearing stood The Father. His large protruding belly hung freely from the opened faded blue tunic he wore. Despite his age, he seemed to be moving with the speed and agility of someone twenty years his junior as he attended to the other women around him.
As Amanda approached, the other women in the clearing seemed to fade into the background. They were all beautiful, their bodies on full display as they serviced The Father in various ways. Some knelt before him, their lips wrapped around his large penis as they took him deep into their mouths. Others lay on their backs, their legs spread wide pleasuring themselves as The Father's eyes feasted on their most intimate parts. But it was clear that Amanda was his main focus.
Jacob watched in revolted fascination as The Father caressed Amanda's belly with perverse reverence. She leaned into his touch with a blissful sigh, then he crushed his lips to hers, his gnarled hands roaming her flesh as she trembled with desire.
The Father then stood up and removed his tunic completely, his large penis now on full display. Jacob couldn't help but gasp at the sight of it, a sudden sense of inadequacy washing over him.
The Father took Amanda by the hand and guided her to a soft patch of grass. Laying her down possessively. Jacob watched, transfixed, as The Father positioned himself between her legs, his eyes never breaking contact with Amanda. He pressed his penis against her womanhood, and Jacob watched with a sense of awe as her lips parted for the obscene piece of flesh. He heard Amanda release a soft sigh as The Father's penis slid over her lips against her clit. The Father repositioned himself, again pressing against her small opening and was rewarded with the warmth of her desire. He pressed his hips forward entering her slowly, his movements deliberate and controlled.
Jacob's entire being screamed in anguish as The Father's bloated cock disappeared inside Amanda to the hilt. her back arched wordlessly, her face contorted in a rictus of ecstasy as the women swarmed around them.
As The Father began to move inside her, the other women in the clearing continued to service him. They rubbed their bodies against his, their hands stroking his chest and arms. They took turns kissing him, their tongues dancing together as they vied for his attention. But The Father's focus remained on Amanda, his eyes locked on hers as he brought her closer and closer to climax.
Jacob watched as Amanda's body writhed beneath The Father, her hips rising to meet his every thrust. He could see the way her breasts bounced with each movement, her nipples hard and erect. He could hear the soft moans that escaped her lips, the sounds of pleasure that filled the clearing. At one point he looked to David, afraid this all may be too much for him. However, David was just as lost in the moment as Jacob was. His eyes never left the clearing. The tent in his tight pants made it obvious to Jacob that he was enjoying it way more than Jacob thought he should.
When Jacob looked back to the clearing, The Father had grabbed Amanda by the waist and pulled her onto his prone body. She reached down, running her fingers through his thick gray chest hair as her hips slammed against his thighs.
As The Father increased his pace, the other women in the clearing became more frenzied in their efforts to please him. They took turns straddling his face, grinding their hips against his mouth as he licked and sucked their most sensitive parts. They moaned and cried out, their voices mingling with Amanda's as they all reached the heights of pleasure. Amanda barely even registered their presents. Her entire focus was on The Father, and the orgasm she felt beginning to stir from deep inside her.
Jacob could feel his own body responding to the scene before him, his arousal building with each passing moment. He longed for Emily, to feel the touch of her hands on his skin, to taste the sweetness of her kiss.
As The Father and Amanda reached their peak together, the other women in the clearing cried out in unison, their voices rising in a chorus of pleasure. Jacob could see the way their bodies shook with the force of their release, the way their limbs trembled as they collapsed onto the grass.
Jacob was jolted out of his daze by a soft hand on his shoulder. As he turned away from the scene in front of him he was face to face with the smiling face of David.
"We should get back now. Before the others discover we are missing."
All Jacob could do was give a soft nod as he looked over his shoulder one last time to see Amanda lying breathless on the chest of The Father. His manhood still lodged inside her.
As they hurried away, Jacob's mind whirled, grasping for any handhold of hope. But David's parting words lanced through him like a barbed sword:
"They'll be seeking a new member of The Chosen soon...perhaps you and your pretty fiancé can earn that most sacred blessing."



The darkness closed in around Jacob, and he dropped to his knees, retching violently onto the forest floor. Sour bile burned his throat as visions of Emily suffering Amanda's fate bombarded his mind in lurid flashes. Her sweet smile, her gentle caress - all corrupted and perverted by the cult's foul depravities.
He wouldn't allow it. He couldn't. Gasping for air, Jacob wiped his mouth with a trembling hand and forced himself to his feet. His legs shook like a newborn colt's, but his resolve hardened into white-hot determination that cauterized his fear.
****
The morning bell roused Emily from her restless slumber. As her eyes fluttered open, she was greeted by the flickering images on the television, which seemed to have turned itself on while she was asleep. Blinking groggily, she sat up in her bed to see The Father, his face flushed with fervor, gripping the pulpit like a man possessed.
"Brothers and sisters!" he thundered, his voice carrying a mesmerizing cadence. "For too long, we have been enslaved by the sins of the world, corrupted by its tainted influence. But I say unto you, there is a path to salvation, a way to reclaim the purity that was bestowed upon you at birth!"
Emily found herself transfixed, unable to tear her gaze away from The Father's intense stare and sweeping gestures.
"You were born pure, untainted by the wickedness and lies that surround us," he continued, his words dripping with conviction. "But the world has held sway over you, leading you astray with its temptations and false promises. It is time to break free from those shackles, to cast off the chains that bind you!"
On screen, The Father's eyes locked onto the camera, his piercing gaze seeming to bore straight into Emily's soul. Surrounding him was a small group of female acolytes engaged in ritualistic movements, their forms obscured in shadow.
"You have been called to this sacred isle to undergo a profound transformation," The Father's voice resonated with weighty purpose. "To transcend your frail, earthly temptations and achieve a state of true enlightenment through obedience and devotion to me and my teachings."
Emily felt herself leaning forward, entranced despite the creeping sense of disquiet. The Father raised a gnarled hand, his words taking on a more impassioned fervor.
"All you must do is say yes," he declared, almost in a whisper, before his voice rose again, ringing with power. "Say yes to my teachings, and you shall find that purity once more. Say yes to the path I lay before you, and you shall be reborn, free from the clutches of sin and despair."
Emily felt a chill run up her spine as she listened to the mesmerizing speech. "Yes," she whispered to herself without even realizing it. A sense of empowerment filled her as soon as the word was whispered. A warm tingle spread through her body as she realized for the first time that the women in the background performing the ritualistic movements were nearly naked.
The sermon carried on for what felt like an eternity, each new proclamation and apocalyptic warning worming its way deeper into Emily's psyche, blurring the lines between truth and manipulation. By the time the screen faded to black, she was left with a sense of inner turmoil. She stared at the blank screen for several long seconds, trying to gather her thoughts. Her mind suddenly felt foggy, and the warmth she had felt earlier was beginning to spread. She rubbed her thighs together as the warmth spread between her legs.
Could he be right? Had she allowed herself to be seduced by the temptations of the outside world and lost sight of true spiritual enlightenment? In her attempt to save her relationship with Jacob, had she unconsciously lost her way instead of helping him find his? A part of her recoiled at the idea of surrendering herself so completely to The Father. So much of what he was saying just didn't make sense. Yet another part felt strangely compelled, as if the only way to find clarity and purpose was to open herself to his teachings. "Just say yes," she mumbled to herself as she rose from the bed and began to dress for breakfast.
Emily made her way to the central pavilion for the morning meal, desperate for any semblance of normalcy to ground her reeling senses. The smell of sizzling meats and baking bread guided her to a long outdoor banquet table packed with a robust breakfast spread, starkly different from the plain oatmeal Jacob was provided.
Platters of flaky pastries garnished with glazed fruits and creamy custards dominated one end of the table. As she neared, she saw large plates piled high with flaky pastries covered in shiny fruit glazes and thick, creamy custards took up one whole end. Next to those were sizzling sausages, thick slices of crispy bacon, and golden-brown breakfast potatoes.
At the center, a massive bowl of steaming hot porridge topped with nuts and fresh berries. Emily's mouth instantly watered at the medley before her, having expected a modest meal in keeping with the retreat's pious atmosphere. She quickly filled a plate and settled onto a bench, digging in with unrestrained fervor. As she suddenly realized just how hungry she was. Each bite seemed to burst with flavor, far richer and more decadent than any she'd tasted before.
As she ate, a strange warmth began spreading through her core, similar to the warmth she'd felt watching The Father's latest message, loosening the knots of anxiety that had gripped her since she was so harshly awoken. By the time she drained her third glass of fresh-squeezed orange juice, Emily felt... euphoric. Content. At peace in a way she hadn't experienced in longer than she could remember.
Suddenly, the things she'd heard during The Father's broadcast no longer seemed so ominous. In fact, the more she reflected on his words, the more his harsh wisdom resonated with her soul's deepest yearnings. Perhaps he was right -- perhaps she'd been clinging to shallow, worldly indulgences that only served to distance her from enlightenment. All she had to do was accept The Father's teachings, and she could continue to experience this peace. She and Jacob both could finally find peace together.
Emily carried this sense of euphoria with her as she made her way to the women's teaching pavilion for the daily "Feminine Education Course." Despite her initial trepidation, she felt open to receiving whatever revelations awaited, assured that The Father's guidance would steer her toward greater understanding. "Just say yes," she mumbled to herself as she walked the shaded path toward the next pavilion.
As she walked, she realized the island was much larger than she had initially thought. When George was showing them around yesterday, it felt like everything was but a short distance from one another. But now, she realized it was more spread out than she had imagined. She wondered where Jacob was right now and felt a pang of sadness that she didn't see him at breakfast. She wondered if he'd enjoyed it as much as she did. She thought about going to look for him, remembering George mentioning something about the men working in the fields. That thought was short-lived, however, as she found herself in front of the women's teaching pavilion.
The airy, sunlit space was occupied by a diverse set of women of all ages when Emily arrived. She wondered where they all came from and how long they'd been there. They sat in a semicircle on plush floor cushions, a look of anticipation on their faces as they awaited the lecture. Emily settled into an empty spot, appreciating the way the filtered sunbeams danced across the tiled floor.
A side door opened with a creak of wood and metal, admitting a willowy figure clad in coarse beige robes. It was an older woman, the tight bun of her silver hair giving her an ageless quality. Her robe grazed the floor as she glided forward, a warm smile on her lips.
"Greetings, my Holies. For those newly-arrived, I am Sister Abigail, high priestess of the female studies here on our blessed shores." Her eyes roamed the semicircle, falling briefly on Emily with the faintest upturning of her lips. "We walk the path of spiritual fulfillment today, unlocking the secrets to becoming fertile vessels for The Father's truth."
"We have much to unpack today on our collective journey toward spiritual fulfillment and becoming fertile vessels for The Father's truth."
Emily felt her back straighten unconsciously at those words, eager for the knowledge to come. Sister Abigail began pacing before the semicircle, her expression one of serenity.
"We have spoken at length about the need to unburden ourselves of earthly distractions and temptations - frivolous material pursuits, ego-driven power plays, the animalistic drives of the flesh. But one toxin still courses through our collective veins - a poison distorting our very perception of the sacred feminine form's transcendent potential."
She paused for dramatic effect, scouring the assembled women's faces as if gauging their preparedness.
"distorted lens through which we, as flawed and conditioned daughters of man's world, view the sacred feminine form and its potential for spiritual transcendence."
A flurry of murmurs rippled through the semicircle, and Emily felt her pulse quicken. Where was this headed?
"For too long we have been debased by a culture that objectifies and commodifies our very womanhood. Billboards, movies, music - everywhere we turn the female form is peddled as a cheap marketing ploy to inflame lust. We are reduced to merely objects of desire, our energies shackled and profaned by repression and the fragile vanities of men," Sister Abigail pronounced, each word dripping with accusatory fervor.
Her arms shot outward in an impassioned entreaty, eyes blazing with righteous conviction. "No more! The Father's illumination has shown us the way to shatter these veils of society's perversions. We will re-embrace our true, beautiful selves, unburdened by shame."
"We will not allow the profane to taint the sanctity of the female spirit any longer. The Father has shown us the way to cast off these shackles of lies and reclaim our true selves. Under his divine guidance, we strip away the veils of perversion society has draped over us."
Emily barely registered the beads of sweat prickling her brow as wave after wave of emotion crashed through her. Her heart was thundering in her ears now, though she couldn't quite identify the reason for her building disquiet.
"Here, there is no shame. Nobody is objectified or sexualized. We rejoice in our forms as they were intended - vessels of life, strength, and nurturing energy. The Father's teachings allow us to transcend the base distractions of flesh and reawaken the divine femininity within."
Emily's heart was hammering. She watched in numb stupefaction as the elder woman undid her robe's clasps with ceremonial grace, allowing the coarse fabric to puddle at her bare feet.
Beneath, Sister Abigail's nude form stood in unveiled defiance - every curve, plane and swell a celebration of the divine feminine. Emily couldn't tear her gaze away from the power radiating from the unadorned figure.
In that moment, Emily was gripped by a swirling vortex of emotions. Anticipation bubbled within her as Sister Abigail's powerful words promised to impart profound spiritual knowledge. Yet anxiety crept in, fueled by the unexpected and confronting turn the teaching had taken. Confusion creased her forehead as she grappled to reconcile the compelling rhetoric of reclaiming divine femininity with the act of Sister Abigail shedding her robe. Despite her inner turmoil, Emily felt an undeniable ping of desire stirring within her at the sight of the older woman's nude form - as natural and reverential as a work of sacred art. This carnal spark was quickly tempered by an understanding, an intuition that Sister Abigail's actions sprang from a place of defiant celebration rather than profane objectification. And still, in the deepest part of her mind, was a small voice whispering in her ear, "just say yes".
Emily found herself suspended in a state of uncertainty, pulled between tradition and transgression, even as she yearned to fully grasp the sacred teachings unfolding before her.
"So let us begin," Sister Abigail commanded, the atmosphere in the pavilion thickening with unspoken tension. "By setting aside your conditioned mindsets and drinking in the glory of the female form in its highest, most spiritually elevated incarnation. Say yes to The Father's teaching, and free yourself from the shackles of a warped society."
Emily watched, mouth open, as other women began disrobing without preamble, draping their nude forms over the cushions in studied poses that somehow managed to feel more transcendent than cheap.
Sister Abigail looked each one over with a blissful smile, then turned her laser-focused gaze onto Emily - the only one still clad in her robe. "Do not be afraid, child. Lay aside the world's decaying perceptions and walk the enlightened path with us, transcendent in your truest unblemished form."
With a steady hand, Sister Abigail slowly and deliberately unclasped the straps of Emily's dress, allowing it to fall to the floor, her eyes never leaving Emily's. Emily's face turned dark red as she stood naked and exposed in front of the other women. She moved to cover her chest with her arm, but Sister Abigail quickly pulled her arms to her side.
"Our breasts are no longer just objects to arouse, but emblems of the maternal nourishment that sustains all life." As Sister Abigail spoke, her fingers lightly traced Emily's breasts. "Our curves, no longer toys to entice, but a celebration of the beauty and bounty of the female spirit." Her fingers slid over her hips, and every hair on Emily's body stood up as she bit her lip. "Our core, the sacred hub from which all new beings emerge into this world, is revered, not reviled." Her fingers were now just inches away from Emily's womanhood. Emily was sure Sister Abigail could feel the heat radiating from it. She continued to blush crimson, the warmth she felt earlier suddenly threatening to leak out onto Sister Abigail's fingers.
Finally, after what felt like forever but couldn't have been more than a minute, Sister Abigail turned her attention away from Emily. "Sisters, only by accepting The Father's wisdom can we truly be free--free from the malignant perceptions forced upon us, free to embrace our authentic, powerful, radiant selves. Let us continue along this path together, shedding the lies and allowing our true feminine light to shine forth, purified and glorious. In The Father's light, we are reborn, holy and whole once more."
Sister Abigail's words seemed to reverberate through Emily's very bones. "Let your light join its sisters in our collective renewal."
Emily's lips parted to finally, simply whisper: "Yes."
As Sister Abigail's speech drew to a close the other women in the class began a hushed whisper of appreciation. They talked freely amongst themselves, their exposed bodies, the furthest thing from their mind. Emily took a deep breath and joined in on the conversation. Perhaps she was simply being vain. She just needed to allow the teachings to take shape. She just needed to keep saying yes.
****
Emily emerged from the feminine education pavilion, her head swimming with Sister Abigail's teachings. The heat simmering within her all morning now burned with greater intensity. She longed to see Jacob, hoping his presence might quell the flames licking at her insides.
As she started down the path toward the fields where Jacob was supposedly working, a familiar voice called out. "Emily! A moment please."
Emily turned to see Brother George, striding toward her with his usual affable smile. Emily felt a pang of disappointment at the delay in reuniting with Jacob, but reminded herself to remain open to The Father's guidance.
"The Father requests an audience with you," George said, falling in beside her. "He has important wisdom to impart."
Emily's heart leapt. A private audience with The Father himself? She felt simultaneously honored and apprehensive about whatever revelations awaited her.
"The Father, but why? Have I done something wrong?" Emily began running through everything in her mind, a sudden sense of despair washing over her.
"Quite the opposite in fact," George said with a big smile. "He was impressed by your attention yesterday during his sermon. While Jacob was whispering childish insults in your ear, you remained attentive and focused. The Father likes that in a student."
Emily blushed slightly at the kind words. A sense of duty washing over here. "Of course, Brother George. I'm honored to be summoned," she replied, hoping the quaver in her voice wasn't too obvious.
George gave a curt nod and gestured toward an immaculately maintained area Emily hadn't explored yet. Lush gardens gave way to a large monastery-like structure.
"The Father's holy quarters," George explained as they approached an arched doorway, flanked by a small pool. "Where he retreats to attain spiritual clarity."
Emily tried to suppress a shudder as George placed his palm against the small of her back, in an effort to guide her inside. The familiar-yet-inappropriate gesture made her skin tingle as she thought once more of Jacob.
The interior was as meticulously designed as the outside. Warm sunlight filtered through large windows, illuminating a space of peaceful minimalism - plush crimson rugs, low sitting pillows, and the faint fragrance of incense. At the far end of the chamber sat The Father, legs crossed and draped in a pristine white robe. His eyes locked onto Emily as she and George approached, scrutinizing her with an intensity that made her want to squirm.
With a slight nod, The Father dismissed George, who slipped into the background, leaving Emily feeling alone with the commune's enigmatic founder.
"You have shown yourself to be one of the most promising among the flock, Sister Emily," The Father said, piercing eyes fixing her with an inscrutable gaze. "I'm curious to know what has instilled such profound faith and attentiveness within you at such a young age."
Emily was surprised to find herself suddenly nervous, flustered under his direct attention and probing questions. She unconsciously brushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear as she searched for the words.
"W-well, I was raised with strong beliefs from an early age, Father. My parents immersed me in scripture studies and youth groups as soon as I was old enough to comprehend it."
As she spoke, The Father studied her like a surgeon examining a patient, calculating and cold. His eyes ran over her body, sizing her up.
"And then you met Jacob, and you began to pull away from your teaching." The Father's voice was a mixture of matter-of-factly and warm and welcoming. It threw Emily off balance, not sure how to respond.
"Not, not exactly. He has been the light that showed me the way," Emily said tremulously. "Though perhaps not entirely the light my parents thought I needed. While he isn't conventional, he truly is a man of God." For a brief moment Emily thought she saw The Father roll his eyes at her use of God, but before she could question if he was slowly circling her.
"You've begun walking the path, my child," The Father's rich baritone voice seemed to reverberate through Emily's core. "The awakening process is arduous and your dedication thus far has been...adequate."
Emily hung her head, the single word 'adequate' stinging more than outright criticism. The Father continued his slow, meandering loop around the room.
"We have plucked you from the chaos of the world," he proclaimed, "we have given both you and Brother Jacob a chance at salvation. To rid yourself of the world's callous distractions and empty indulgences. Here you will shed those toxins and realize your purest, most spiritually elevated form."



Emily could feel the heat inside her intensifying in waves, her bare skin prickling with each weighted word.
"Sister Abigail has informed me of your...apprehensions during the enlightenment seminar," The Father continued, his piercing stare fixing Emily in place. "You mustn't allow your conditioned mindset's vain trepidations to obstruct your journey inward."
He halted before her, so close she could make out the faint lines weathering face.
"Brother Jacob was also shown some...apprehensions today. I worry that perhaps he is the one poisoning your brain."
Emily felt her breath catch at the mention of Jacob's name. She suddenly felt guarded.
Emily let out a soft gasp, quickly coming to Jacob's defense. "No, sir, not at all. Jacob truly has made me more devoted. He pushes me to be a better version of myself. He understands and respects my beliefs and wishes to strengthen his ties to them as well. That was the reason we took this trip."
The Father stood still, studying Emily as she spoke. "If I am to believe you want to take this seriously, you need to start proving that you are truly willing to learn my teachings."
"Yes, Father, of course. I... we will do better." Emily responded, almost too quickly.
"Spend your evening in solitary contemplation, Emily. I will see to it that your bunkmate gets reassigned for the time being. Allow your corporeal form to be as unguarded and vulnerable as your soul. Only then can you transcend the lies ingrained by society and achieve oneness with the divine feminine essence."
The Father's hands gently grasped her shoulders, and his next words were spoken with an intimate softness that sent tingles down her spine.
"Say yes, Emily. Yes to the path of enlightenment before you. Unblemished. Unbridled. Free."
Her lips parted almost involuntarily. "Y...yes."
A look of paternal approval softened The Father's severe features. "You are making progress on shedding your conditioned mindset's shackles. But more work remains."
His fingers traced feather-light paths along her collarbones as he began circling slowly again. Emily shivered despite the warmth growing inside her.
"As Sister Abigail revealed, you mustn't allow shame or self-consciousness to obstruct your journey inward," his resonant voice murmured. "The awakened feminine spirit revels in its corporeal form - an earthly temple to be celebrated, not denigrated by society's perverted attitudes."
Emily felt the catches of her dress loosen and the coarse fabric whisper down her arms to puddle at her feet, just as it had in the teaching pavilion. She moved to cover herself, but The Father's hands gently gripped her wrists.
"Do not be afraid, child. We shed the lies here - the vain preoccupations with objectification and sexualization. This..." His touch glided expertly along her exposed curves. "...is a divine vessel to be honored. A conduit for nurturing energy and sacred life itself."
Despite The Father standing just behind her, his voice sounded like it was all around her. Surrounding Emily with his powerful presence. She felt goosebumps forming on her body as The Father gently stroked her skin. From the corner of her eye she saw movement as Brother George changed positions from the other side of the room to get a better view of her beauty.
Emily's breaths came in ragged pants, but she found her unease gradually dissipating beneath The Father's soft words and soothing caresses. She willed herself to stand up straight and be bold, proud. She had to prove to The Father that she wanted to be here, and to get his blessing.
The whisper of fabric marked The Father's own ceremonial disrobing. The Father's hands continued along her exposed curves. Each sensation sending bolts of electricity through Emily's body. She wasn't sure what to make of it. She knew it wasn't lust. The Father wasn't anywhere near her type. She assumed instead that it was her own self conscious letting go of all the shame and misconceptions of the world. Perhaps what she was feeling was exactly what Sister Abigail was describing.
As his palms traced over her abdomen, Emily slowly turned to face him. A soft gasp escaped her lips at the sight of The Father's nude figure standing before her. His large penis stood rigid and strong. She told herself to look away, but it had a certain pull to it. Emily found herself marveling at the size of it. She'd never seen one even close to that size before.
The Father placed his fingers under her chin bringing her eyes to his as she felt it brush against her leg. The warmth of it made her knees buckle and for a split second she thought she would fall over.
"There is no need for startled reactions here, my child. We shed the vain trappings and toxic attitudes imposed by the profane world."
His large, calloused hands settled reassuringly on her shoulders, his touch feeling more paternal than inappropriate. Yet his penis stayed pressed against her leg. Searing a hole of desire into her, as Emily willed herself to remain calm and open to his teachings.
"I am proud of the progress you have made in opening yourself to enlightenment," he said with a hint of warmth in his normally severe tones. "You are embracing the path towards transcendence of bodily inhibitions."
The Father's expression grew more somber as he continued taking a half step backward and breaking contact with her. For the briefest of moments Emily felt a sense of emptiness, but quickly pushed it from her head. "However, I must caution you that Jacob could hinder your sacred journey."
Emily suddenly felt disloyal hearing Jacob's name as she stood nude in front of The Father. She had been so consumed with the day's events that he had temporarily faded from her mind.
"Jacob has demonstrated a disappointing lack of dedication and spiritual focus," The Father intoned. "He arrived late to his duties in the fields this morning. And instead of fully devoting himself to the labor that brings sustenance, he was caught sneaking off this afternoon."
Emily's heart sank at this news. Jacob had promised her he was going to try while he was here. Why was he putting forth such little effort?
The Father cupped her cheek with one large palm. "You must deeply reflect on whether Jacob's lack of commitment will serve as an anchor, weighing you down from ascending to the highest potential of feminine enlightenment."
Emily felt tears sting the back of her eyes. How could Jacob have given up so easily? She had to see him tomorrow. She would make him understand how important this was. She would force him to open his heart, to just say yes.
"Return to your dwell and contemplate what path your spirit truly yearns to travel," The Father's voice pulled her from her tortured thoughts. "Know that the choice to shed your former self's shackles is yours and yours alone."
With a tender kiss on the forehead, The Father ran his fingers down Emily's arms slowly, then turned and exited through an arched doorway.
Emily stood in the center of the room unable to move as she processed what The Father had told her. A gentle caress of her arm brought Emily back to the present as she blinked several times before Brother George came into focus.
With a sly smile, Brother George handed Emily her clumped up dress and watched in great satisfaction as she lazily slipped it back on. Her mind no longer registered his predatory looks. "Let's get you back to your bunk to reflect," he said softly, placing his palm at the small of her back. This time, Emily didn't flinch. She walked lock step with George as she tried to figure out where to go from here.
George guided Emily back to her room, his hand sliding slightly lower from the small of her back. Her mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions, with Jacob's perceived lack of effort weighing heavily on her heart. She had been trying so hard to win The Father's blessing, to prove her dedication to the path of enlightenment, yet Jacob seemed to be doing the opposite. Confusion and doubt gnawed at her, leaving her feeling lost and vulnerable.
As they reached her room, George's touch lingered longer than necessary. He guided Emily to her bed, his voice smooth and coaxing. "Remember, Emily, you must allow your corporeal form to be unguarded, to reconnect with your womanly prowess," his words dripping with a calculated gentleness. He began to unbutton her dress, the fabric sliding down her body to pool at her feet. This was the third time today someone other than herself had stripped her naked, making it feel like the new normal.
George stood next to Emily for several more seconds. His eyes wandering over every inch of her extraordinary body. "I'll leave you to reflect," George said, but instead of leaving, he stood just out of her line of sight by the door, his eyes lingering on her naked form, drinking in her vulnerability.
Emily, oblivious to George's presence, began to replay the events of the day in her mind. The warmth that had been building inside her since the morning had now turned into an inferno, her desire taking over. She slowly ran her hands over her body, her fingers tracing the curves of her hips and breasts in the same way Sister Abigail and The Father had, all while thinking of Jacob. She wished he were there with her, wished he would take this more seriously.
Her touch became more urgent, her fingers finding sensitive spots that made her gasp softly. Her breathing grew ragged as she closed her eyes, imagining Jacob's hands instead of her own. The fantasy of his touch and his presence fueled her desire, her movements becoming more desperate. Her fingers slipped between her legs, finding the growing wetness there. She began to move rhythmically, her fingers expertly circling and teasing, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. Each touch elicited a small moan from her lips, her body arching slightly with each wave of sensation.
Her fingers slid over her clit, the excitement building as she teased the sensitive nub. She felt it harden under her touch, each stroke sending a shiver down her spine. The more urgent her touches became, the more her clit responded, throbbing with a need that matched her own growing desperation. She pressed harder, her fingers moving in tight, fast circles that made her hips lift off the bed, her breaths coming in short, ragged gasps.
As she neared the edge of climax, her mind began to wander. Just as she was about to tip over the edge, Jacob's image disappeared, replaced by The Father. The memory of his powerful presence, his commanding voice, and the intensity of his gaze overwhelmed her. Suddenly, an image of The Father's large cock appeared in her mind, shocking her. The vivid vision caused her to cry out with a need she hadn't known was there. Emily tried to will herself to stop thinking of The Father and to focus back on Jacob. However, the more she tried, the further she seemed to get drawn in. Her orgasm was fast approaching. She knew she should stop, that thinking of The Father this way was wrong, but she was too far gone to do anything about it.
She imagined taking his cock in her hand, feeling the warmth and power radiating from it. Her fingers slid over the imagined length, stroking it softly at first, then more urgently. The thought of holding him in her hand, feeling his arousal, sent her spiraling toward climax. She focused on the image of his cock, its presence piercing her psyche, each stroke of her fingers echoing the fantasy in her mind.
Her movements grew frenzied, her body trembling as she neared the edge. The world around her faded away, leaving only the intense sensation and the vivid image of The Father's cock in her mind. Her fingers moved faster, chasing the climax that seemed just out of reach. Finally, with a shuddering gasp, she exploded into orgasm. Her body arched off the bed, her cries filling the room as waves of pleasure washed over her.
The intensity of her climax was overwhelming, her body shaking with the force of it. Her fingers continued to move, drawing out every last bit of pleasure until she was utterly spent. As the waves of her orgasm receded, Emily was hit with a rush of regret and internal conflict. She had never found The Father even the slightest bit attractive and had no desire to be with him in that capacity. Yet, something about him was undeniably alluring. She felt a pang of guilt for replacing Jacob with The Father in her mind, her heart aching with confusion.
The intensity of the climax she had just experienced was undeniable, but it left her feeling more conflicted than ever. George, still hidden by the doorway, watched intently, his eyes gleaming with a mix of satisfaction and something darker. Emily, lost in her release, remained unaware of his lingering gaze, too consumed by the intensity of her emotions and the powerful climax she had just experienced. The room seemed to hold its breath, the air thick with the scent of her arousal and the echoes of her pleasure, as George finally slipped away, leaving Emily to her reflections.
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Lilly peered at herself in the bathroom mirror. The pink streak in her otherwise brunette hair was such a great reminder of who she wanted to be. It was the blip of bold and adventure in an otherwise well set-up stride.
"Lil! You're missing everything!" her roommate, Sarah, cried out, banging on the door, competing with the thunderous bass that pumped through the downstairs party.
Lilly smiled at herself in the mirror once more before throwing the box of hair dye in the trashcan and running back to the party.
Lilly came into the party and gazed around. There were hundreds of people there, most of whom Lilly had never seen. Her normally outgoing personality fled as she suddenly felt self conscious. And then she spotted Jake sprawling on a beat up leather couch. His fingers languidly strummed the acoustic guitar, barely audible over the hum of the party. A few people now gathered around him, hanging on every note. He always had that way with people, Jake--that freshman year, the shared English class, with Becca.
Across the room their eyes met, and Jake's face broke into a wide grin; he knew her. He laid his guitar down, then got up and started to make his way towards her, parting bodies of audience members as he went.
"Lilly! I didn't realize you'd be here," he said, giving her a quick hug. The smell of the cologne mingled with the faint smell of beer on his breath.
"Hey, Jake," she stepped back a bit. "Still the life and soul of the party, I see."
"Hey, you know me. Our band was just tagged to play one of the sets at next month's garden festival," smiled Jake, running his hand through his hair. "Some of our fans just happened to want a preview.".
"I see, so just a bunch of groupies then?" Lilly said back mockingly. Jake put his hand to his heart as though her words had just delivered a devastating blow.
"Hey, we're about to start a game of Kings. Want in?"
Lilly looked over at Sarah, who was waving frantically from the makeshift dance floor. "Thanks, but I promised Sarah I'd dance. Maybe later?"
"Good deal, then," Jake said with a wink before melting back into the crowd.
Lilly made her way over to the makeshift dance floor, where Sarah was patiently waiting for her. Dancing, her eyes swept the room and stopped when she clocked someone familiar. There was Ethan; just awkwardly standing by the snack table, bottle in solo cup, like a fish out of water. At the same time, she couldn't help it; she loved how hard he was trying to break out of his shell, all for her.
And she'd found him there that night, having reluctantly tagged along with his roommate because he was shy: She'd been in her element then, too, all smiles and energy, and he was a shy, reluctant tagalong. Something about his quiet presence had drawn her in, a calm eye in the storm of college shenanigans.
Now, with a frown at watching him fidget with his cup, Lilly felt her old urge to rise. For a moment, she just stood there, caught between the pulsing rhythm urging her to dance and the desire to get over to Ethan, to pull him into her world of excitement and energy. The music bade wild, but its presence brought the comfort in quieter moments into Ethan's world.
She pressed a kiss to Ethan's cheek and was rewarded with a shy grin that warmed her heart. As she pushed aside the lingering doubt with a silent promise to return to him soon, she turned back to Sarah and let the music carry her away.
He was suddenly there, an arm around her waist, and she was turning to find Jake at her side. "Come on, just one dance," he murmured in her ear, breath hot and smelling faintly of whiskey.
Lilly disengaged his arm firmly but gently. "Not tonight, Jake. I'm here with Ethan, remember?"
Light seemed to leave Jake's face, but he nodded. "Right, of course. Ethan." His disapproving look was thrown toward Ethan, now standing awkwardly alone in the corner. Lilly caught that look and felt a wave of embarrassment as Jake, filling up that universe with people like him, disappeared back into his crowd of groupies.
As the night progressed, Lilly kept getting pulled back to Ethan, checking up on him here and there. She could tell he wanted to leave, she had just been hoping the longer they stayed, the more likely he would let his walls down and have some fun. Finally, at just about midnight, he came over, looking bedraggled.
"Hey," he said over the music. "I'm really not feeling great. Would you mind if we headed out?"
She aimed a forlorn goodbye look at her friends. They were still in full party mode. The night seemed so young; it held so many possibilities. But the look pleading from Ethan's eyes pulled at her heart.
"Of course," she said, forcing a smile. "Let me just grab my jacket."
And as they made their way back from that party, Lilly had some resentment: she loved Ethan, truly she did, but sometimes, she wondered, was she missing out on really experiencing college? Her phone buzzed in her hand as they walked back, with a text from Jake:
"Missed you on the dance floor tonight. But hey, got an xtra b-stage pass for the garden festival. If you wanna know what a day in my rock-and-roll life is like;)"
Lilly watched the bubbles. An unwelcome feeling of excitement mingled with guilt in her stomach. Ethan walked a few paces ahead, none the wiser about the battle waging in her mind. Being backstage at an actual festival would be cool. Jake's intentions were not necessarily the best, but he had promised not to try anything. She turned back to the message and took a deep breath.
Sounds fun! I'll think about it and let you know
Lilly was running towards the entrance of the festival, her hair bouncing on every step, with a large smile on her face, very much like the excitement of the crowd in front of her. The lively music and the crowd of people were an escape for her. Ethan walked several strides behind her with his hoodie pocket keeping his hands warm inside. Lilly fit right into the relaxed atmosphere of the festival, but Ethan, more removed by temperament, was slightly overwhelmed as the people pushed in on them.
They walked through the grounds of the festival, food trucks passing by and people waiting in line for the bathroom. Lilly ran ahead, yelling some beckoning call for Ethan to hurry up. She knew mostly he had come because she asked him to, but she held her breath that this could finally be the setting where he could let loose; to be the fun, great person she knew he was, in his own head. As much as they were different, Lily and Ethan complemented each other perfectly.
The crowd erupted as the first band stepped out on the stage. A familiar dropping minor-chord permeated the arena and Lilly let out an eye-bleedingly high squeal: it was Jake's band. She almost pulled Ethan's arm out of its socket, dragging him further into the mob of people, closer to the stage.
"You've got to be kidding! I can't believe they're here!" she yelled above the beat, her body already grooving in beat-perfect rhythm.
Forced, Ethan smiled in compliance. All he could do was watch as Lilly switched off to the music, raising high both arms, her hair streaked with pink, whipping around, acting like a wild woman. She was radiant, electric--totally indifferent to the war raging inside him.
On one hand, Ethan wanted to share in Lilly's joy, to allow the music to wash over him and forget his troubles. But as each minute wore on, it seemed that this encroaching crowd was closing in just a bit closer, the air ever so slightly thick and heavy in his lungs. And right there was Jake on the stage, giving off charisma even from this far away, hanging the crowd in suspense until his eyes found Lilly and locked on to hers. It was the knowing smile, just for a moment, that crossed Jake's features as Ethan's stomach began churning.
"Hey Lilly," he leaned close so she could hear over the music. "I need to get some space. I'm going to step away for a minute."
Lilly turned to him with a frown in her eyes. "Are you okay? Do you want me to come with you?"
Ethan forced a smile and shook his head. "No, no. You stay and enjoy. I'll be right at the edge of the crowd. I just need a minute."
Lilly hesitated, then nodded. "Okay, but come find me if you need anything." She squeezed his hand before letting go, turning back to the music.
Ethan nervously made his way out of the crowd, somehow upset and relieved at the same time. Lilly could just let herself go, which he found envious, but crowds always messed with his head. He saw a group of girls gravitating around Lilly, with no surprise; her vibe was magnetic. From behind, Ethan watched her in her element. They all laughed and danced together. Lilly was a people person from way back. But then his stomach did a little flip. One of the girls leaned in close and said something, and Lilly was cackling. For some reason, Ethan couldn't figure out why, but something about that felt... off.
Ethan's smile faded as he observed the scene in front of him. He'd always been impressed by Lilly's gift for interacting with people, but this was entirely something else. For two strangers, the way these two girls conducted themselves suggested a familiarity more than anything else; a fact highlighted by the sheer number of gestures shared, gestures from strangers that lingered far a moment too long.
A tall girl with long dark hair reached into her pocket and pulled something out; even from this distance, Ethan recognized the tell-tale shape of a joint. His stomach clenched as he saw Lilly eagerly take it, sucking in a big drag and then passing it on.
Ethan's mind was racing as he watched the scene in front of him. He had always known that Lilly was a bit of a rebel, but drugs? That was a new one. He gazed back at the throng, feeling torn between running in to stop her and staying where he was. If he pressed through all that many bodies, he was sure he'd break out into a sweat. Plus, he didn't want to be that guy--the clingy boyfriend who ruins everybody's good time. What if he made a complete fool of himself? Or worse, what if Lilly became upset with him for babying her before her new friends? He stopped in his tracks, as concern for Lilly now raged against his own social fears and something more primal, a need to let her make her own choices, as much as he could bear it.
As he watched, Lilly became more into the moves, less restricted. She flung her arms around the dark-haired girl, hung on to her as they twined and frifted about. The other girls joined them a, while forming a tight circle, which seemed to shield them from everyone else.
Time seemed to stretch while Ethan waited on the periphery, watching Lilly at times and scanning the rest of the fest grounds at others. He was trying to tell himself that he was just giving her space to have fun, but deep in the back of his mind, a nagging voice whispered at something not being right.
After what seemed like hours but couldn't have been more than half an hour, Ethan watched as Lilly detached herself from her newfound friends. She staggered her way through the crowd and looked around the area with her face until she located his eyes. Her face lit up with a grin just a bit too wide as she found him.
"Ethan!" she called out, her voice slightly slurred. "There you are! I've been looking everywhere for you!"
When she got to him Ethan detected the unmistakable odor of marijuana clinging to her clothes and hair. Her pupils were completely dilated; her cheeks flushed.
"Hey," he said, trying not to make it sound like an inquisition. "Having fun?"
Lilly nodded, too decisively. "Tons of fun! Those girls are so great. Come dance with us!"
Ethan hesitated. "I don't know, Lilly. It's pretty crowded out there."
Lilly's face just fell for a moment, but then it lit up again really. "Oh, oh, I know. Why don't you go get us some drinks? I'm just so very thirsty. And maybe, by the time you get back, you'll feel ready to join us?"
Ethan nodded slowly. "Sure, I can do that. What do you want?"
"Then surprise me!" She winked. She leaned for the kiss, missed by an inch, and hit his chin with her forehead.
Ethan walked to the drink tables, a final look at Lilly. She was already up with that new friend of. The dark-haired girl's arm around the back of Lilly' shoulders as if they knew each other a lifetime. It was so easy for Lilly to make friends. He wished he could do the't quite say.
The bottom of Ethan's stomach giggled as he sat in the seemingly endless drink line. Somewhere inside of him, something was off--a feeling of Lilly pulling away from him. He tried to shove it aside; after all, this was a festival. People came here to lose their inhibitions, right? But the insistent feeling wouldn't leave him alone.
The line was moving at a snail's pace. Ethan craned his neck in different directions, hoping to catch a glimpse of Lilly's pink hair in the waves of people. It was almost like he was searching for a needle in a haystack.
He trudged back to their meeting spot at last, drinks in hand, and disconsolately stared at the empty place where Lilly should have been. His heart sank slightly further when he cast a look across the crowd, not finding her face or her new crew. Nothing.
He sighed, put the drinks down, steeled himself, and jumped back into the crowd. All these bodies, which had seemed to think him alive moments ago, turned into a horrid sea, stalling his way to his friend Lilly, soon to be lost forever. But he had to try.
"Lilly!" he called out, barely audible over the music. "Lilly! Where are you?"
As he proceeded, snatches of conversation began to let themselves be heard, and his anxiety rose.
"Did you see that girl.".pink hair?" ".backstage with the band." ".never seen anyone dance like that."
Ethan's anxiousness grew with every tidbit of gossip he heard. Working his way through the crowd, he watched for Lilly, determined to see for himself that she was all right. But the minutes seemed stretched out, and the festival went on and on, the enormous packed-in people making the task all but impossible.
It was in backstage Ethan was frantically looking for Lilly. The group of girls she was with had another way strange behavior. They were stunningly apt to leave at the first glimpse of him and looked very uneasy in their skin while doing so. He made an attempt to ask the girl where Lilly was, but they could only turn a crimson red, look away from him, and hasten to pass him not saying anything. Something had to be up.
Ethan's heart beat even faster as he looked behind the scenes. Then, when he spotted the group of girls that Lilly had just left, their weird behavior really put alarm on for him. They looked super uncomfortable before him, huddling together and whispering urgently.
"Hey!" Ethan called out, jogging up to them. "Have you seen Lilly? The girl with pink hair?"
The girls shared nervous looks, and a small blonde stepped forward.
"Um, yeah. we were with her earlier, but."
"But what?" Ethan urged on, growing more anxious. "Where is she now?"
The dark-haired girl, who had earlier passed the joint to Lilly and had been speaking to her, tried speaking up, but her words were a bit slurred with intoxication. "Look, man, we don't want any trouble. Lilly's a big girl, she can make her own choices."
Ethan wrinkled his forehead. "Does she sound all right? You've given her something?" he asked. The blonde cut in quickly. "She's fine. Just. having fun." "Fun? What the hell kind of fun?" Ethan's pitch was up a little. "She seemed pretty out of it last I saw. You guys give her something?"
The girls shifted uncomfortably. The dark-haired one rolled her eyes. "Chill out, dude. It was just a little weed. Not our fault if your girlfriend can't handle it."
"That's not." Ethan started, then took a deep breath. "Look, I'm just worried about her. Can you please tell me where she went?"
The third girl, who had kept quiet, added uncertainly as though searching her memory, "We saw her talking to some of the band members earlier. They seemed. pretty friendly."
Ethan felt his stomach drop. "Friendly how?"
Again, the girls shot looks to one another. Finally, the blonde sighed. "Look, we don't want to get dragged into your relationship drama. But if you're looking for Lilly, maybe try the band's dressing room. It's just down that hallway."
"Yes," the dark-haired girl said with a smile and a twitch of her lips. "Though you might want to knock first. Wouldn't want to catch you doing something behind--"
Ethan's face flamed burning hot, a whirl of irritation and dread flooding up his throat. "What the hell is that supposed to mean?"
The girls began taking steps backward. "Oh, no, we're not saying." The blonde one was quick to interrupt. "We were just. we need to go. You find Lilly. Have a good luck."
With that, the girls scattered, leaving Ethan alone with his growing sense of dread. He turned toward the hallway they had indicated, his mind racing with possibilities, each worse than the one before.
Now confused and a little worried, Ethan looked over at the office door that the girls had just come out of. Taking a deep breath, he counted to himself and skulked over quietly, nudging open the door a bit and peering inside.
Ethan's pulse quickened as he softly pressed at the door to the back office, his heart loud in his ears. The hinges moaned slightly in the rest of the backstage's hush. The room was shadowy, in stark contrast to the huge energy of the festival just outside. He peaked into the shadows, his eyes gradually adjusting to the dim light.
The scene came into focus and his breath caught in his throat. In the center of the room he saw Lilly. He recognized her instantly by the vibrant strands of pink hair that were held tightly by Jake. She was caught in a passionate tangle of limbs with all three members of the band. Her muffled moans and cries of 'Oh God' filled the room in the quiet, blending nicely with the low murmurs and grunts of the men.
Jake inched behind her; his hands locked firmly on her hips. Rhythmic jerks made him pound into her wall where he was unforgiving, one hand every now and then smacking against her ass, sending sharp gasps from her. "Been waiting for this day far too long. Your pussy feels even better than I imagined," he growled in that rough, commanding voice of his. Every hard thrust he administered sent another, new rush of pleasure through her body. Ethan looked on.
The word seemed to send shivers down Ethan's spine, with a confusing mixture of jealousy and arousal hanging over him. He had never seen this part of Lilly. She appeared like a different person. Their lovemaking was kind and soft, or he might say it had been. How could she possibly be enjoying this much aggression?.
A moment later, another man stood in front of her, his hands on either side of her head as she sucked him into her mouth. She bobbled on his cock with abandon, the motion slickened with the pounding of the man behind her. She only pulled away enough to shout her encouragement. "Yes. oh God, oh fuck," she panted, before swallowing him down again.
The third of them was by her side: his hands wandering over her body with a gentle touch, while she was stroking him rhythmically. His fingers were tracing her curves, sometimes tweaking a nipple, or sometimes trailing to her clit, driving to moan in overwhelm.
Lilly's body appeared to move in sync with the men, and Jake laughed from behind her, slapping her ass again, as he loved the way that it jiggled against his cock.
"You're just another groupie slut, aren't you? Teasing me all these years. You love my cock don't you?"
Lilly felt a small orgasm was going to wash over her. She pulled off the cock in her mouth and let it rest on her cheek. She had spit and precum smeared all over her cheek.



"Yesss." She hissed as the orgasm rolled over her. "I'm such a slut. Please, don't stop. Fuck. right there," she rolled her hips taking the cock in front of her, back into her mouth.
"Your body was made for fucking, baby," he chuckled and pressed his thumb against her ass, making her release the cock in her mouth.
"Oh, God, not there, please. You're too big," she whined but never stopped pushing her into him.
He ignored her pleas. His thumb slowly sinking into her ass as her pussy convulsed around his shaft. Lilly gave out a moan that was half pain half pleasure as her tongue bathed the underside of the cock in her mouth.
An instant of frozen surprise passed through Ethan's mind, trying to digest what he was looking at. Every sound and movement mixed with the engulfing desperateness of despair, cutting deeper with each second that passed. Mixed in with the pain and confusion was an unexpected overwhelming sense of being turned on. The raw, primal nature of the act stirred something deep inside of him, making his breath hitch and his pulse quicken.
"Fuck, you're so tight," Jake moaned releasing her hair. It found her hip and he gripped her tightly, hammering into her. "Shit, I'm so close." All the while she was presenting to him, his thrusts had grown more urgent, and his thumb buried deeper inside her tight ass.
The fireworks were just beginning to crescendo inside Lilly, and she felt a much bigger orgasm approaching. "Don't stop, fuck, don't stop."
"Fuuuuck!" He grunted and pounded her one last time. His cum sprayed deep inside Lilly.
The hot, thick protrusion pouring out seemed to fill her. Lilly felt fuller than she ever had. Jake's potent seed served to precipitate her orgasm, but his pounding came to an abrupt stop, denying it right at the edge.
The tensed sinews started to slacken on her impending orgasm, and she would not let it get away from her. Her flesh screamed to be allowed its completion, and she was going to take it. Lilly tensed every sinew she had and tightened the vise grip around his throbbing member so that not one more drop would be escaped from her. She ground herself back onto him as he continued to spurt his cum.
Ethan clasped his hands into fists; they were shaking in his efforts to fight back the jostling wave of emotions trying to get the upper hand. The vision of Lilly so raw, so unguarded, so wrapped in her own pleasure, was a far cry from the kind of carefree joy she'd always attributed to her. Yet, though agony, he couldn't look away.
"Hey, buddy. Come to the party?" drawled Jake, his voice full of amusement.
Lilly's eyes snapped open and passed through the man in front of her. She focused and locked right into Ethan's gaze, so that in that instant she found the shattering orgasm she wanted. Her body buffeted in his grip, and she moaned into the cock inside her mouth, her gaze never leaving Ethan's.
Ethan's heart broke, but he was at the same time overwhelmed by the intensity of his clashing feelings. The image of Lilly's body, moving with such wanton emotion, played time and time again through his mind, and he found it hard to think straight.
For just a moment, time seemed to stand still. The music from outside the festival was but a low hum, muffled by the thick walls of the office. Ethan felt his heart beating in his chest. It was like a terribly painful reminder of the betrayal taking place right now.
He tensed in front of her, hand tighter in Lilly's hair, head thrown back as he reached his peak. His release spurted over her face and chest--the milk-pale contrast to her flushed skin.
His partner by her side wasn't one to be outdone. Finishing himself with a few more hard strokes, he gushed out across Lilly's lower waist and thighs, adding to the spectacle of debauchery.
Lilly, gasping, stood there, glistening with the total culmination of band members' ejaculations. She looked like a character in an old porn film. Without her hair, matted to her forehead, Ethan might not have recognized her. Her eyes, still clouded with her ecstasy, suddenly focused on what was happening. She shifted toward Ethan, her expression burning with anger. Her features shifted again, traces of fear darting across her eyes. She wanted to say something, the words seemed to stick in the back of her throat; her voice shook. "Ethan, I--"
He couldn't stomach anything in her defense; the vision of her cumming with the band members seared his mind. He held her gaze, searching for the girl he thought he had known. "How long?" he managed to whisper, his voice scarcely audible.
Lilly shook her head, tears welling in her eyes. "It's not. This isn't."
"How long have you been lying to me?" his voice rose, anger and hurt battling for dominance.
"I haven't been lying," she protested weakly. "This is the first time, I swear. I just. I got caught up in everything."
Ethan's laugh was sharp and bitter. "Caught up? Is that what you call this?"
As Lilly struggled to her feet, Ethan took a step back. "I need some air," he muttered, turning for the door.
"Ethan, wait!" Lilly called after him. "Please, can't we talk about this?"
He paused at the door, not turning back. "I don't know if there's anything left to say."
And he turned around and walked out of the office, leaving Lilly crumpled on the floor, her body covered with the proof of her infidelity. As he stepped back out into the festival, music and laughter now seemed the worst combo to his ear. With every step apart, distance grew, and so did hopes of rejoining, until they were extinguished into the breeze of night.
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The success of BitGuardian soared to new heights in the months following Chris's pivotal deal with Larken Industries. A steady influx of major clients had the company expanding rapidly, igniting rumors among everyone at the company.
For Chris and Ashley, this meant significant changes. Gone were the struggles of deciding which bills to pay, and which to delay. Instead, they purchased new kitchen appliances and furniture. Chris even indulged himself by buying a new BMW, a stark contrast from the ten-year-old Honda he had driven previously.
They sat together on the plush patio sofa, sipping coffee and basking in the gentle warmth of the sun. Ashley's feet rested comfortably in Chris's lap as he idly traced patterns along her calves, taking in the view of their meticulously landscaped backyard. A sense of peaceful contentment settled over Chris as he surveyed their personal oasis. This was the life he had dreamed of providing for Ashley after all their hardships. No more scrambling just to get by. They could finally pause and enjoy the fruits of their labor. He felt Ashley's foot playfully press against his chest, breaking his daydream. Glancing over, he met her dazzling smile and sparkling eyes. Even in this state of comfort, that spark of adventure and desire they had fanned still burned brightly between them.
"You know," Ashley said, her voice soft but tinged with excitement, "I was thinking we should host a dinner party. It's been a while since we've had everyone over."
Chris nodded, a smile spreading across his face. "That sounds great. We could show off the new kitchen. Maybe next month? Remember, we have my company party this week. Clayton has been raving about getting everyone together to celebrate the company's success over the last few months. All because of yours truly, of course." Chris gave a playful wink and flexed. He was proud to have proven himself capable of heading an entire sales division.
Ashley laughed and rolled her eyes at his mock bravado. However, the mention of Clayton and a company party made her pulse race. Her mind drifted back to the last time she saw him, trapped in the closet while bringing herself to an unbelievable orgasm as she watched him pleasuring a female coworker. She could still vividly remember every detail of that night. The way Clayton taunted her with his looks, proving how easily he could bring a woman to euphoria, mocking her for daring to challenge him. "Do you always cum that hard?" Those parting words pounded in her head every night since.
"Earth to Ashley, you alright over there?" Chris's voice brought Ashley back to the present as she realized she'd been biting her lip, the faint taste of blood coating her tongue.
Ashley managed a grin, looking over Chris with a smirk, "Just wondering what I should wear to this party. Something tells me a certain someone may want me to be the center of attention." As she spoke, she saw the swell in Chris's pants begin to tent. She loved teasing him, and despite her initial reservations about this newfound fantasy, she couldn't deny she was starting to love it, perhaps even as much as he did. Despite her growing affinity for these fantasies, Ashley still felt a pang of guilt knowing she never told Chris what truly happened the night she dropped off documents for Clayton. As far as Chris knew, Clayton had simply flirted with her, but she shut it down before leaving. She wasn't entirely sure why she had lied initially, but once she did, she felt she couldn't go back on it now.
"It's like you could read my mind," Chris said with a mischievous tone. "I bet you'll have all of those guys tripping over themselves just to be at the same table as you."
"In that case, I guess you should give me your card so I can find something fitting for such an occasion." Ashley eyed Chris's midsection again. "So tell me, Mr. Sales Manager, should I be going for stylish and sexy, or slutty and needy?" The added strain in Chris's pants gave her the answer he was unable to verbalize as he struggled to breathe.
After several minutes of controlled breathing, Chris regained his composure. His fingers softly sliding back and forth on Ashley's skin. "It's nice to be in a place where we can enjoy these things. Where we can breathe a little, and not have to think about bills."
Ashley leaned back, closing her eyes, placing her head on his shoulder. "It's moments like these that make it all worth it, you know? All the hard work, the late nights, the stress. It all led to this."
Chris nodded, his expression serious for a moment. "I'm glad we went through it together. It made us stronger. And now, we get to enjoy the rewards."
Ashley opened her eyes and looked at him, her expression softening. "I love you, Chris."
He smiled, leaning in to kiss her gently. "I love you too, Ash."
As the sun began to set, casting a golden glow over their backyard, they continued to talk, dream, and plan. The sense of accomplishment and security they felt was palpable, a stark contrast to the uncertainty that had plagued them for so long.
That same evening, after dinner, Chris came up behind Ashley as she cleaned in the kitchen. He nuzzled against her neck, breathing in her familiar scent as his arms encircled her waist. "Mmm, you smell incredible," he murmured appreciatively. "Is this what it felt like when the janitor pressed against you?"
Ashley tensed slightly at the reference, but a secret thrill ran through her. She vividly remembered that day when the janitor's solid frame pressed against her from behind, with his unmistakable arousal shamelessly pressed into her backside. She had been unable to resist sharing every lurid detail with Chris.
A mischievous smile played across her lips. "You mean when he 'helped' me get something off that high shelf? And I felt his...hard cock pressed right up against me?" Her voice dropped an octave lower, dripping with seduction.
Chris's embrace tightened, his voice lowering. "That's it. Knowing you got all flustered from another man being so forward with you." His hands roamed over her body, rekindling their intimate role-playing. "You know, I still wonder what would have happened if your pager hadn't gone off."
Ashley trembled slightly in Chris's strong embrace as his wandering hands stoked her desire. Despite their newfound comforts, that frisson of taboo thrill remained electrifying. "You know I couldn't stop thinking about it," she breathed, leaning back against him. "About how easily he had me flustered. Who knows, maybe I would have let him take me right there. What would you have said then?"
In an instant, Chris's demeanor shifted. He spun Ashley around, pinning her against the wall, his body pressed domineeringly against hers. When he spoke again, his voice took on a lower, gravelly timbre - channeling the janitor from her fantasies. "That's 'cause you're just a tease, ain'tcha?" he growled, his tone dripping with insinuation. "Struttin' around in them tight little scrubs. You were beggin' for me to do something about that pretty ass of yours."
Ashley's body thrummed with excitement and trepidation as Chris fully inhabited the janitor's persona. Her mind wove the tactile present with those fevered memories - reality and fantasy blurring.
Chris's improvised dialogue transported Ashley into the janitor's crude mindset. She could practically smell the lingering notes of stale smoke and cleansers that had clung to his rough overalls that day.
"Yeah, that's it..." the gravelly voice taunted as Ashley squirmed helplessly against him. "I could see it in those pretty eyes of yours how bad you wanted it."
Her breath caught in her throat as imagined scenarios rapidly eclipsed reality. What if she hadn't fled from that charged encounter? What if basic, animalistic desire had conquered her depleting self-restraint in those heated moments?
The conjured vision of the janitor pinning her wanton form against the wall brandished itself in high definition behind Ashley's fluttering lids. His thick hands shoved impatiently beneath her rumpled uniform, groping with calloused possession while grinding shamelessly against her.
A strangled whine escaped Ashley's lips as Chris effortlessly spun the illicit fantasy even further, breathing the janitor's taunting words directly into the flushed hollow beneath her ear.
"That's right, princess... let the 'ol janitor take care of you nice and proper. I'll give you what you really need - what you've been cravin' all along."
Awash in the fantasy, Ashley was only vaguely aware of her hips canting instinctively, involuntarily seeking friction against Chris's insistent frame as it relentlessly overpowered her. The forbidden thoughts and sensations rapidly snowballing into an unstoppable crescendo of yearning she could scarcely contain.
Ashley gasped at his abrupt transformation, but her sharp intake of breath betrayed an undercurrent of excitement. Chris's arms caged her in, his solid frame rendering her powerless against the rough wall at her back.
"I saw the way you were eyeballin' me," the gravelly voice continued. It was as if the janitor himself had been summoned into their home through the sheer force of their illicit desire. "Could hardly stop myself from bendin' you over right then and there to give you what you wanted..." Unbidden, Ashley's mind conjured the erotic image - her pinned and squirming against the hospital counter as thick, calloused hands slid over her hips. The twisted fantasy caused a fresh shudder of yearning to cascade through her as Chris maintained his rough charade. "You've been a very..." he paused, his hot breath fanning over the sensitive skin of her neck, "...very bad girl, haven't you?"
As Chris continued to channel the janitor, his grip tightened, sending another jolt of excitement through Ashley. The line between their playful role-playing and the raw emotions it stirred was thrillingly blurred. He stepped back just enough to let her catch her breath, his eyes dark and filled with a mix of desire and mischief.
"You've been such a bad girl," Chris repeated, his voice now his own but still heavy with intent. "And bad girls need to be taught a lesson."
Ashley shivered in anticipation, her mind spinning with the possibilities of where this night might lead. "What kind of lesson?" she asked, her voice barely more than a whisper.
A slow, knowing smile spread across Chris's face as he leaned in close, his lips brushing against her ear. "The kind that makes you never want to misbehave again," he murmured. "Or maybe the kind that makes you crave it even more."
His words sent a thrill through her, and she felt a deep, primal need rise within her. Chris's hands roamed over her body with a newfound urgency, each touch setting her skin alight. He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the bedroom where the shadows danced with the promise of what was to come.
Once inside, Chris set her down gently on the bed. He took a step back, his eyes raking over her body with unrestrained hunger. "Take off your clothes," he ordered softly, his voice commanding and filled with desire.
Ashley complied, her fingers trembling slightly as she unbuttoned her blouse and slipped out of her skirt. She stood before him in her underwear, feeling both exposed and empowered by his intense gaze.
Chris approached her slowly, like a predator stalking its prey. He reached out, his fingers trailing along her collarbone and down to the swell of her breasts. "Beautiful," he whispered, his eyes meeting hers. "So beautiful."
He turned her around, her body pressed between the wall and him. His rigid cock pressed firmly against her ass "There's no pager here to save you now," he growled in her ear. "I'm going to take you the way I should have done then."
Ashley's breath quickened as she felt Chris's hands roam over her body from behind, mimicking the janitor's movements. She could practically feel the ghostly presence of that long-ago encounter, the lines between past and present blurring deliciously.
As his hands slid over her hips, Ashley's mind was flooded with memories of that day. "We shouldn't do this at work," she whispered. "Someone might see us."
Chris chuckled darkly, his breath hot against her neck. "No one's going to see us," he replied, his voice low and rough. "I made sure the door was locked when you came in. Besides, would it really be so bad for everyone to know what a slut you actually are?."
She felt a thrill at his words, while they stung, they also sent her pulse racing. "But I'm married," she protested weakly, her voice trembling with excitement. "What about my husband?"
Chris's grip tightened, and he pressed her harder against the bed. "You don't need to worry about him," he growled. "You belong to me now."
Ashley moaned softly, her body responding eagerly to his touch. "Please," she whispered, the word a mix of desperation and desire.
Chris's hands roamed over her body with a newfound urgency, each touch stoking the flames of her arousal. He positioned her so she was bent over the bed, her back arching as he moved behind her. The familiarity of the position sent another wave of excitement through her.
"You're such a tease," he growled, his hands sliding up her thighs and over her hips. "Strutting around in those tight little nurse outfits, just begging for someone to take you."
Ashley whimpered, her body trembling with anticipation. "I couldn't help it," she said, her voice breathless. "I wanted it so badly."
Chris's hands moved to her waist, his grip firm and possessive. "And now you're going to get it," he murmured, his voice filled with promise as he ripped away her panties causing her to yelp with anticipation.
As he moved behind her, his cock pressed against her wet folds, teasing her clit as she wiggled around it. Each touch, each whispered word, transported her back to that charged encounter, blurring the lines between reality and fantasy. Ashley tensed, her breath catching in her throat as he finally pressed into her. She arched her back, moaning softly as he slowly sank into her.
"You're so tight," he growled, his voice rough with desire. "Just like I imagined."
Ashley could do nothing but moan as she felt his fingers digging harder into her hips. She could feel every inch of his cock from this angle, her arms nearly giving out due to the force of his thrusts. His rough hands gripped her hips tighter, his growl reverberating in her ear. "Do you like this? Do you like being taken right here in the hospital?" he whispered, his breath tickling her neck.
Ashley couldn't hold back a moan, her body rocking back into his. "Yes...please, don't stop," she breathed, each word loaded with desire.
Chris put his hand on her back as he pushed her down onto her forearms and slid more of his cock into her. "You don't have to pretend anymore, nurse. Nobody is here, and I know how much you've wanted to feel my cock."
Ashley's entire body was ablaze as Chris continued to fuck her. Mentle Images of that day in the hospital flooded her mind. She wouldn't soon forget that thrill of that day. "That, that's not true. I love my husband. I would never do that."
Chris took his hands off her hips and watched as Ashley continued to push back onto his cock over and over. "Then why are you still fucking my cock?" he said, mockingly.
She gave a small grunt, trying to will her body to stop pushing itself back on the object that was giving her so much pleasure.
Chris felt her movements start to slow down. He slapped her ass, appreciating the way it rippled against his palm, causing her to moan louder and renew her efforts to push herself back against him. Ashley's eyes were closed, the harsh image of the janitor flooding her mind. She could see his yellowed teeth when he smiled and smell the stale smoke with each harsh thrust. She felt the first signs of her orgasm approaching as the bed began to squeak against their renewed efforts.
Chris's thrusts grew more intense, his pace quickening as Ashley's moans grew louder. She gripped the sheets for support as he took her from behind, the role-play became more immersive as the lines between reality and fantasy blurred. Her toes began to curl as her orgasm drew near.
"You like being taken like this? Rough and aggressive? Do you?" Chris growled, his voice thick with sexual hunger.
"Yes, sir!" Ashley gasped, her body writhing beneath his. "Take me harder! Fuck I'm so close. Don't stop."
Emboldened by her submission, Chris's thrusts became more brutal, slamming into her with a primal intensity. Ashley cried out in ecstasy, her body trembling as she reached her peak, her orgasm courtesy of the janitor who's cock she felt swelling in her spasming pussy.
Finally, Chris collapsed onto her back, their bodies panting together. They lay there for a few moments, their hearts racing, their bodies glistening with sweat.
Hours later, as they lay entwined in the afterglow, Ashley rested her head on Chris's chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. She felt a profound sense of contentment and belonging, knowing that their journey together was only just beginning.
"You're so bad," she whispered teasingly. I love you," her voice filled with the weight of her emotions.
Chris tightened his arms around her, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "I love you too, Ashley. More than anything."
A few days later, Ashley wandered through an upscale boutique, her mind buzzing with ideas for the perfect party outfit. Chris's words about having all the guys tripping over themselves replayed, stoking her desire to truly turn heads. She was still struggling to convince herself that this was who she really was, but the constent rush of excitement helped to serve as a steady reminder.
As she browsed, fingers traced silky fabrics, imagining how the clingy materials would accentuate her curves. An intrusive thought crept in - what would Clayton think seeing her like this? The idea both unsettled and thrilled her. A part of Ashley relished tempting him, stoking those inappropriate fires simmering between them. Yet another part worried she was playing with forces beyond her control.
She could vividly picture Chris's reaction - his eyes darkened with lust at the thought of her dressing to tease other men, especially Clayton. Ashley knew her husband fantasized about the idea of her flirting with that dangerous line, coming closer and closer to crossing it in the most deviant way. Perhaps imagining Clayton's hungry gaze raking over her barely concealed form would stoke Chris's possessive streak later.
In the fitting room, Ashley slowly undressed, eyes roaming over her reflected curves. She traced her hips and waist, imagining that silky fabric clinging deliciously. The thought of hungry eyes devouring her figure sent a shiver of excitement.
Stepping into the slinky red dress, she smoothed the material over her skin, admiring how it hugged her assets enticingly. She bit her lip, knowing the effect this would have on Chris - his gaze burning with arousal. But that darker part wondered how others might react. Would they openly leer, devouring every bare inch with his eyes? The idea was thrilling...and terrifying. Ashley couldn't deny the wicked urge to torment Clayton, to flaunt her body before him as the ultimate forbidden temptation. Yet she was still troubled about the escalation from their previous encounter. She still hadn't told Chris what really happened that night, seeing Clayton with that woman, watching as he masterfully stroked her into orgasm after orgasm. The way her own body had reacted was shameful, but also exhilarating.
With a daring smile, Ashley angled her body and snapped a photo, capturing her alluring form. Her fingers hesitated before typing, "Think Clayton would approve?" and hitting send.



Chris's reply mixed arousal and trepidation: "Damn Ash...you really want to test the poor guy's willpower? You know how hot you look. It may make enforcing my no-touching rule harder." He added a winking emoji, but concern laced his words.
A flush crept over Ashley's cheeks as she soaked in his response, that darker thrill growing. Yet a small voice questioned whether she skated too close to a line not to be crossed. She swiftly tamped it down, letting Chris's mind wander where it shouldn't.
Over the next hour, she tried increasingly risqué options, each pushing inappropriate boundaries further. With every daring outfit, thoughts turned to how Clayton might look at her, his gaze roaming exposed skin, hugged curves. She wanted to tease him, prove she held the power in this escalating game. But nagging doubt crept in - was she underestimating how quickly control could be lost?
As "Do you always cum that hard?" echoed through her mind, Ashley squeezed her thighs together, desire warring with unease. She craved besting Clayton but worried about unlocking something uncontrollable.
A black ensemble in the corner caught her eye. Running her hands over the silky material, she could tell it left little to the imagination. With newfound excitement, she scooped it up and dashed to the changing room.
What Ashley saw took her breath away and made her reconsider her defiant path, if only fleetingly. The top featured a plunging neckline dipping far lower than anything she'd worn, showing magnificent cleavage. The fabric clung to every curve before tapering at a cinched waist.
But the bottom half truly quickened her pulse. Instead of flowing panels, dangerously high slits started at mid-thigh, baring long expanses of toned leg with each step--the sheer side panels offering scant cover.
Turning to inspect the back, she admired how it dipped in a deep scoop, thin straps leaving shoulders and back exposed. The hem rode up higher than she'd dare, clinging sinfully to her backside's curves.
Ashley bit her lip, imagining Chris's eyes burning through the delicate material when she walked in wearing this ensemble. And the thought of catching others' admiring gazes as so much was tantalizingly bared made her heart race with wicked excitement.
This dress pushed boundaries perhaps further than ever before. But that was its appeal. Chris had said he wanted guys tripping over himself to get to her, and that was exactly what this dress would do. Ashley knew she'd be the target of ravenous stares all night--leaving nothing to the imagination.
Ashley hesitated before sending Chris the photo, having a better idea. This daring outfit deserved to be unveiled in person. She would surprise him at the party instead. Buying the red dress too, just in case he found this one crossing the line from alluring to improper.
A wicked smile played over her lips as she gathered her purchases. She could hardly wait to see Chris's reaction to this sinful dress.
****
Chris leaned back, sales reports laid out before him with a satisfied smile. Katie's numbers had been steadily climbing, her conversion rate now nearing an impressive 100%. He remembered when he first met her - a quiet, almost mousy young woman. Back then, he'd wondered if she possessed the confidence to truly thrive in sales.
How things had changed. These days, Katie carried herself with a bold, self-assured demeanor that occasionally made Chris forget his position as her superior. Her wardrobe choices had also undergone a striking transformation, favoring shorter skirts and deeper necklines that pushed boundaries of professional attire, drawing admiring looks from many of the male employees.
A light rap on the conference room door broke Chris from his wandering thoughts. Speak of the devil...
"The Reynolds account?" Katie slipped into the seat across from him, smoothing her skirt as she crossed her legs. Chris couldn't help his gaze lingering on the expanse of toned thighs exposed by the high slit before forcibly refocusing.
"Right, yes. I want to make sure we put our best foot forward to reel them in." His voice came out slightly rougher than intended as Katie leaned forward, the v-neck of her blouse gaping to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of lace and the swell of her cleavage. A flush of heat stirred low in his stomach.
Katie's tongue darted out to moisten her lips before curving into a sly smile. "I have some ideas that might help with that," she purred, chin dipping as she held his gaze from beneath lowered lashes. An unmistakable undercurrent of suggestion made the fine hairs on the back of Chris's neck prickle.
He shifted in his seat, jaw tensing. "Oh? Do tell."
"Well..." Katie began, idly tracing a fingertip along the neckline of her blouse. "I was thinking an in-person presentation might be more effective than the usual video dog-and-pony show."
Chris considered this, forcing his eyes to remain focused on her face rather than the mesmerizing path of her finger. An in-person meeting had certainly helped sway Larken Industries when he landed that game-changing deal. "You think a more intimate setting would be more effective at driving our points home?"
"Exactly." Katie's tongue swept out again, drawing his gaze to the fullness of her lips. "We need to get creative, think outside the box...use every tool at our disposal to get ahead." There was a slight emphasis on her words that gave Chris pause, the hairs on his arms rising.
He shrugged it off, surely just his own fantasies about Ashley playing tricks on him. "You make a fair point. Being there in person was a big factor in closing the Larken deal." Chris nodded slowly, willing himself not to dwell on the implications behind her sultry tone. "Alright, let's go that route. Keep me updated on how things progress."
"Of course, sir." Katie's voice had dipped into a lower register, sparking a distressing tightness in Chris's groin as she held his gaze a touch too long. "I'll make sure to attend to their every need."
A bead of sweat prickled the back of Chris's neck as Katie gathered her notes and started discussing potential travel arrangements. He couldn't quite shake the feeling that she had subtly suggested something far more provocative than just going for a standard sales presentation.
Across the hall, Clayton's office door opened. He strode to the center floor, he could hear hushed conversations come to an end as he cleared his throat.
"Listen up! I've got exciting news about our upcoming party," He swept an arm out, savoring the dramatic pause as curious murmurs filled the weighted silence. "In light of our growth, we'll celebrate in style at the Rivermont's grand ballroom. The company's covering deluxe hotel rooms too."
Cheers and applause erupted at the news. Clayton soaked in the energy before continuing.
"But we're not stopping there. I'll be extending exclusive invitations to our biggest, elite clients."
A wave of impressed cheers and applause erupted at the lavish news, echoing through the space as Clayton raised his hands, clearly relishing the adoring energy. As the clapping tapered off, he flashed a roguish grin, slowly dragging his eyes across the rapt crowd.
"A chance to schmooze and strengthen crucial relationships," Clayton added with a wink. "You know how I love mixing business with pleasure."
His remark seemed directed at someone, but before Chris could look, Katie chimed in.
"Unfortunately, I'll miss this. The Reynolds deal is heating up."
"No rest for the wicked, eh Katie?" Clayton chuckled, his expression both impressed and suggestive. "Guess we'll go extra hard in your honor." An inside joke between them left Chris baffled.
As the excited chatter continued, Chris couldn't shake his unease. He still hadn't told Ashley about the awkward Playboy photo incident with Tom months ago, hoping to sweep it under the rug. But now that incident might resurface.
After the meeting, Chris followed Clayton to his office. The smarmy businessman's wandering eyes when Ashley was around made his skin crawl.
"You got a minute?" Chris rapped on the open door.
Clayton looked up with an easy smile. "For you? Always. Have a seat."
Chris sank onto the plush sofa, trying to keep his tone casual despite the knot of unease in his gut. "It's about these client invitations for the party..."
"You can bank on Ashford being at the very top of that guest list," Clayton preempted him with a dismissive chuckle. "We'd be foolish not to butter up that particular cash cow at every opportunity."
Chris winced but kept his concerns vague. "Well, I've noticed Ashford seems to have taken a...liking...to Ashley."
One of Clayton's eyebrows quirked up. "You think the bastard is trying to make a play for the hot wife?"
Heat flooded Chris's face at the crass phrasing, thoughts about the night Chris and Ashley spent at Clayton's house creeping in before he tamped them down. He shifted uncomfortably. "Maybe I'm overthinking it. But you know how Ashford can be."
Clayton tsked, leaning back as he steepled his fingers together. "I wouldn't worry too much, Chris. Guys like that all bluster and bravado until you call their bluff. He may leer and make vulgar comments, but he knows better than to truly push his luck too far." His tone dripped with patronizing overconfidence, doing little to settle Chris's anxieties.
As Clayton deftly transitioned into other business matters, Chris couldn't shake his lingering worries. Little did he know, Clayton's thoughts had turned to the heated incident with Ashley months prior - how she'd trembled with shock and arousal as she watched him from the closet, how she mocked him just moments before she brought herself to climax watching him perform.
A predatory smile curved Clayton's lips. Ashley may have left without him touching her, but not before he glimpsed the undeniable interest simmering beneath her denials - a powerful craving he looked forward to stoking into an inferno.
This party, with its champagne-fueled indulgence, could provide the perfect opportunity to truly unravel Ashley again. Perhaps he could even engineer a scenario to join her and Chris for another performance.
****
In the lead up to the party, an undercurrent of tension simmered within Chris, no matter how much he tried focusing on the celebratory spirit. He couldn't shake his gnawing unease over Tom Ashford's attendance after that mortifying incident months ago. The very thought of him leering at Ashley or making inappropriate comments made Chris's skin crawl.
While Chris relished the idea of Ashley pushing boundaries in the private fantasies they explored together, he wasn't comfortable with an outsider like Tom intruding upon that intimate world - the games they played, the sides of Ashley that Chris coaxed out solely for his pleasure, not for someone like Tom to come in and objectify her, making her feel less of herself.
He briefly considered warning his wife about what happened. It would prepare Ashley, in case he acted inappropriately. But even briefly admitting he'd kept something like that from her could cause a fracture in their relationship's foundation of trust and honesty. So after an internal struggle, Chris ultimately opted to remain silent for now, resolving to stay vigilantly by Ashley's side instead.
****
The night before the party, Clayton cornered Chris under the guise of finalizing details.
"I had a thought about ensuring this shindig's success," Clayton began. You know how crucial it is for spouses to circulate and work the room too? Making our esteemed guests feel welcomed, appreciated..."
He watched Chris closely, noticing the flickers of turmoil and discomfort flit across the man's features. Clayton's lips curved in a facsimile of an indulgent smile as he offered a carefully-baited lifeline.
"I know you have...reservations...about Ashford attending. But hear me out on this."
Chris shifted uncomfortably in his seat, hands fidgeting. "I...suppose you have a point about keeping clients happy. What did you have in mind, exactly?"
A calculating glint entered Clayton's eyes as he continued, "Well, if Ashley were to offer our guests a dance or two over the evening, it would go a remarkably long way. Help them feel relaxed, indulged...in our presence. I'll have a chat with Tom. You have my word I'll ensure he remains a complete gentleman."
Chris's expression betrayed a hint of skepticism, suspecting Clayton might have an ulterior motive. But Clayton swiftly alleviated those concerns with a disarming chuckle.
"Think of it as killing two birds with one stone - you get to show off your gorgeous wife, and our clients get that VIP treatment we're known for."
The suggestion hung perilously between them. Clayton could practically see Chris weighing the repercussions of refusing such a reasonable request.
At last, Chris gave a terse nod. "I...suppose that would be alright. Just make sure Tom is a complete gentleman."
"Of course, of course," Clayton assured him easily, fighting a knowing smile as he looked forward to ensuring Ashley had plenty of champagne refills.
****
The night of the party finally arrived, and Chris's breath caught as Ashley emerged in a slinky black dress that hugged her tantalizingly bare curves.
"Holy..." His eyes roamed over the plunging neckline and daring thigh-high slits that revealed toned legs. "You look incredible. That dress leaves little to the imagination."
Ashley did a small twirl, a hint of self-consciousness flickering across her face. "Too much, maybe? I have the red one too, if this is over the top."
Chris's gaze darkened with unmistakable desire as he drank in her figure. "And hide that body from everyone? Not a chance."
"Chris, I look like...a hooker or something," she said, flushing. "Maybe I should change into the red one."
"Are you kidding me?" Chris's eyes raked over her body hungrily. "You look absolutely phenomenal. That dress is made for your curves."
He stepped closer, trailing a finger along the neckline's edge. "Don't even think about covering up this masterpiece."
Ashley shivered at his intense gaze. "But it's so revealing. I'm practically naked."
"Exactly." Chris gripped her hips, pulling her flush against him. "Which is why every other man there won't be able to resist you."
His heated look made Ashley's breath catch. "You...want me to dress this way? For them to gawk at me?"
"Hell yes." Chris cupped her face, holding her captive in his smoldering stare. "Let them see exactly what a goddamn knockout you are. They'll be dying with jealousy that I'm the only one taking you home later."
A wicked thrill sparked through Ashley at his ravenous possessiveness. She bit her lip, debating briefly, before giving a tiny nod of acceptance.
"Okay...if that's what you want. But be careful what you wish for mister, I may not be able to resist them all night," Ashley teased playing into the fantasy.
Chris growled in approval, capturing her lips in a searing kiss. "That's my girl. You're going to be driving everyone mad tonight...and I can't wait to get you back to the room and take advantage of it."
Desire pooled low in Ashley's belly as she leaned into him. Her own arousal was already flaring up as she thought about where the night may lead.
As they entered the ballroom, Ashley quickly drew stares. Blatant leers followed her every move on Chris's arm. She could feel countless eyes devouring her curves.
Part of her reveled in that undercurrent of ravenous want. Yet her pulse fluttered rapidly - she wasn't used to being in the spotlight like this. But she couldn't deny the wicked thrill rapidly clouding her senses.
During introductions, she could feel the weight of heated, appraising stares shamelessly roaming her exposed skin. The thrill of being so on display coursed through her, warring with the pounding of her heart. This bold step outside her boundaries left her feeling unnerved yet liberated.
Chris leaned in close. "You can feel them all undressing you with their eyes, can't you?" His voice was a low rumble. "Bet you're loving this attention, baby." As he spoke, his fingers crept down her exposed back to the swell of her ass. A subtle reminder of just how much skin she was exposing.
A tremor ran through Ashley at his words. As much as she grasped for modesty, she couldn't fight the rising desire this permissive atmosphere stoked.
When a client suggested dancing, Ashley knew refusing could risk offense. "I'd be delighted," she replied with a polite smile, allowing him to lead her onto the floor.
The moment his hands settled on her waist, her breath hitched. An acute awareness flooded her of how utterly on display she was with each movement.
Every sway of her hips, every daring glimpse of leg bared by the slits...her breasts straining against the low neckline. Ashley bit back a whimper, realizing how many hungry eyes fixated on her body - not just her partner's, but practically every warm-blooded male imagining her laid bare.
As the dance ended, her partner leaned in, hunger plain on his face. Ashley pondered for a moment surrendering to this hedonistic haze blurring her boundaries.
Before such thoughts took root, Chris cut in smoothly, reclaiming her with a possessive grip around her waist.
"Thanks for keeping her warm," he said lightly, pulling Ashley flush against him.
Her previous partner's surprise and chagrin were obvious before he rallied with a polite nod, melting back into the crowd. Ashley's pulse hammered with a confusing blend of lingering desire and relief.
"You look like an auction display right now," Chris murmured in amusement, grinding against her. This evening had spiraled into a storm of intoxicating, forbidden cravings she hadn't expected.
After each dance, Chris's hungry gaze undressed her from afar as he handed her freshly topped-up champagne to help quench her thirst. With each indulgent sip, she felt her inhibitions slip further. He knew she would never behave this way on her own. But this fantasy they had been flirting with for months now had firmly taken hold. He knew that as soon as they got back to their room she would be on him, and it would be some of the best sex of their life.
"Watching every guy here salivate over you is driving me crazy," he murmured gruffly against her ear. "Knowing they all want to bend you over on this dance floor..."
Desire cascaded through Ashley's core at his lewd imagery. She trailed fingers along his chest. "Is that what you want? To claim me in front of them? Make me scream for you while they watch?"
Chris groaned, the rumble resonating through her as he pulled her tight against his arousal. "You'd love putting on that show, wouldn't you? Having an entire audience watch you as you cum?"
With each word and caress, the atmosphere grew heavy withdesire.Both Ashley and Chris were ready to take each other right there in front of everyone. It was all either of them could do to resist the urge.
Ashley's head swam from the champagne, lust, and realization that she was completely on display. Dozens - maybe hundreds - could linger on her, appraising, undressing her with their eyes, imagining...It should have mortified her.
Instead, she reveled in that edgy undercurrent, like charged static in the air stoking her depraved appetites until threatening to consume her. Part of her still recoiled slightly, struggling to cling to even the smallest strand of dignity. But the fire between her legs was growing out of control and she could hardly think about anything but getting back to their room.
Chris's lips traced her lower lip, drinking in each trembling breath. "Tell me what you want tonight, Ash..."
Before she could respond,another suitor was already standing behind Chris asking Ashley to dance. However, this wasn't just any client.



Tom Ashford stood before them. His tall, imposing frame and chiseled features allowed Ashley's imagination to run a little as she took him in, already reeling from the charged game her and Chris were playing.
Chris spun around, plastering on a warm smile. "Tom! So glad you could make it. Let me introduce you to my lovely wife, Ashley."
Tom's eyes raked over Ashley's body brazenly, undisguised appreciation flickering across his face. "The pleasure is all mine. I've heard so much about you, Ashley. And from what I've seen tonight, it looks like everything Chris has said is true."
Before Ashley could inquire about his meaning, Clayton appeared smoothly at their sides. "If it isn't my favorite client! Tom, you scoundrel, I was beginning to think you'd be a no-show."
Clayton leaned in, murmuring something in Tom's ear too quietly for the others to catch. Tom nodded, though looking slightly disappointed.
Turning his smile back toward Ashley, Tom took her hand and brushed his lips across her knuckles. "I simply must insist on a dance, my dear. If you'll allow me?"
Chris flicked an uncertain look toward Clayton, who gave a slight nod. The silent exchange promised Chris had nothing to worry about.
Tom led Ashley to the dance floor, leaving Chris and Clayton hanging back, sipping their drinks watching the pair closely.
As the first slow notes of the song began, Tom settled his other hand respectfully on Ashley's hip, pulling her in close. His reassuring touch contrasted with the intensity blazing in his eyes. "It's a pleasure to finally meet the woman who I've heard so much about." His smile was perfectly charming as he met Ashley's eyes. "He speaks so highly of you. I feel like I already know you through his stories."
Ashley felt herself relax slightly at his polite manner. "Thank you, you're too kind. Though I'm afraid Chris has likely exaggerated my virtues."
Tom chuckled. "I highly doubt that. If anything, I'd wager he has understated just how stunning you are in the flesh." His eyes briefly traced over her figure before returning to her face.
Flushing slightly at the unmistakable appreciation in his gaze, Ashley sought to change the subject. "Chris has been really excited about the deal with Larken. It's really helped keep the company moving in a positive direction."
Tom's eyes danced with undisguised satisfaction at her words. "Is that so? We're rather pleased with it as well. Your husband gave one hell of a sales pitch when he was in town. Really won a lot of people over."
"I'm so happy to hear that. He worked extremely hard to make that partnership happen," Ashley continued, missing the sly, calculated look that flickered across Tom's face. "Truly, closing this deal meant so much to him. I can't stress enough how much your business has meant."
"How very diligent of him," Tom said smoothly, giving nothing away. "Though I can't say I'm surprised, given his obvious... motivation." His gaze dropped pointedly to her cleavage before returning to hold her eyes.
Ashley felt herself flush again, an odd swirl of embarrassment and thrill coursing through her. She wasn't used to such overt appreciation from other men.
As the dance finally ended, Tom brushed his lips across her knuckles once more, letting them linger in an unmistakable sensual caress.
He shot a look over toward where Chris and Clayton stood watching. "And one I'd hate to disappoint, if I'm being honest."
With a final wink, Tom released her hand and merged back into the crowd, leaving Ashley flustered and wondering just what he had implied by that parting remark.
****
Back at the table, Chris and Clayton watched Ashley with a lustful gaze. She was handling herself perfectly tonight. She was both charming and alluring with the clients, making them feel the perfect balance of comfort and desire.
"You know, she'd be pretty impressive in sales as well," Clayton admired as he licked his lips watching the sway of her hips.
Chris could only nod as he watched Ashley and Tom on the dance floor. Tom seemed to be behaving himself, although part of Chris worried Tom would slip up and say something about her photo. The two seemed to be engaged in a civil conversation, and while it was clear Tom was laying on the charm it didn't seem to be too overt.
Clayton's voice cut through his thoughts like a razor. "Look at you," he said, slapping Chris on the back as he sidled up alongside him. "Top sales guy, big new client locked down. Color me impressed."
Chris mustered a half-smile. "Should've put a little more faith in me, huh?"
"Maybe you're right," Clayton admitted with a roguish wink. "Tell you what, no more holding back. I believe you've earned that."
A puzzled frown creased Chris's brow as he searched Clayton's face for meaning. "What are you talking about?"
Clayton smiled, pulling his eyes away from Ashley for a moment. "I have a couple of other big deals in the works. One I've been cultivating personally is a couple thousand users. And another, Katie has been heading up. Could be close to 4,000.
"Holy shit. If we land those on top of what we already have..."
"I know, it could be huge. I'm thinking maybe I do put our top sales guy on it. Maybe give you another shot at equity?" Clayton gave Chris a wink before looking back over at Tom and Ashley. "God, she looked unbelievable tonight. I would love to get her on the dancefloor with me..."
Despite his head swimming with the idea of having another shot at equity, a protective flare ignited in Chris's chest and he opened his mouth to protest, but Clayton swiftly cut him off with a dismissive wave. "No, no, don't get your panties in a twist there, buddy. I know the rule," I smile crept across Clayton's face. "But, I recall a certain wager that you lost, seems to me you owe me."
"Wh... what are you implying," Chris asked suddenly feeling like his tongue was made of lead.
Clayton leaned in conspiratorially. "Why don't we agree that silly little 'no touching' rule is off the table, at least for tonight? Let's see if the lady would indulge me in a dance or two. That's all I'm asking for now.
Dread crept into Chris's gut as he processed what Clayton was asking. "Dude, that's my wife. She would kill me if she found out about being part of the bet."
Clayton held up his hands in mock surrender, smirking. "Relax, Romeo. I'm not saying she has to know the real reasons behind you removing those restrictions. Just tell her you're loosening up a bit, having a little fun for once. We both know she won't object too much." The sudden confidence Clayton had made Chris feel off balance. He wasn't sure if he should be offended or aroused by the phrasing of that sentence. "Besides, I helped you out with that whole situation." Clayton pointed back to the dance floor where Tom was giving Ashley a parting kiss on the hand before disappearing back into the crowd.
****
When the song finally ended, Ashley made her way back over to the table. Her face red from exertion as beads of sweat began to form on her forehead. "Hey, can you grab us a couple of drinks from the bar?" Ashley asked breathlessly as she slid into the chair between Chris and Clayton.
Chris's eyes raked over her with a burning mix of hunger and trepidation as he wrestled with what Clayton had asked him. Part of him knew that they had played their game long enough, and he should call it a night and head back up to their room. But the larger, more primal part wondered where this would go. If Ashley would allow another repeat performance of that night at Clayton's house.
He started to open his mouth - he wasn't sure exactly what he was going to say. But then, Clayton's baritone voice boomed over him. "Hate to interrupt," Clayton purred in that smooth, calculating tone. "But I was hoping to steal this beautiful woman for a dance of my own."
His piercing stare bored directly into Ashley, undisguised challenge glinting behind those pale blue depths.
Ashley tried to rally her nerves, turning questioning eyes on Chris. Surely he wouldn't just sit idly by as Clayton - the same man who had so shamelessly ogled her and Chris together - now demanded to have such an intimate encounter with her in public? Or was this part of the game they were playing? Upping the stakes with one another to see who would back down first? "Do you always cum that hard?" The question rang in her ears again as she rubbed her thighs together. She'd been calculating a plan for the better part of the week to try to best Clayton. Now it seemed was her chance to try to one-up him. As Chris meekly shrugged and nodded stiffly refusing to meet her gaze. "Go ahead. I'll grab those drinks."
As the pulsing beat of an upbeat song filled the air, Clayton rose smoothly from his seat, offering Ashley his hand.
"Allow me," he purred, that provocative glint shining in his eyes as Chris headed toward the bar.
Ashley felt a shiver of anticipation as Clayton's fingers enveloped hers, pulling her into his arms on the dance floor. His other hand found her hip, holding her close as they began to sway.
"God, you look so fucking sexy tonight," Clayton murmured, shamelessly drinking in her curves.
Ashley wet her lips, letting her body meld against his. She trailed a hand up his chest as she leaned in close. "Not so bad yourself, handsome." She was enjoying teasing him more than she thought she would as her body moved to the beat.
With that, she rolled her hips sensually, grinding her ass against Clayton's growing arousal. Ashley reached back, raking fingers through his hair as she pressed her form brazenly against him.
"Mmmm someone likes what they see," she teased breathily. "Careful now, wouldn't want you getting too... excited out here."
Clayton chuckled darkly, hands roaming over the swell of her hips as they moved together. "Like you did that night in my office?"
He slid his hands just under the swell of her chest, lips brushing the shell of her ear. Ashley flushed, inadvertently arching harder against him.
"Still think I'm selfish?" he teased as his fingers brushed the underside of her bare chest. Ashley moaned into his ear as he grinded harder into her the images of that night swirling in her head.
From across the room, Chris couldn't tear his eyes away. His wife dancing so provocatively, they were practically fucking on the dance floor...he felt arousal and jealousy warring within him. Part of him wanted to stalk over and reclaim what was his. But a darker part relished watching Ashley get thoroughly worked up, anticipating how ravenous she'd be when he finally took her later. Perhaps he would roleplay as Clayton again, he thought to himself as he had to adjust his growing arousal.
On the dance floor, Ashley nuzzled against Clayton's neck. "You seem to have some very vivid memories. Think about that night often do you?"
"How could I forget?" Clayton rumbled, hands roaming over the daring slits in her dress. "You were on fire that night. Let's not pretend you didn't imagine it was you on that couch."
The air thickened with tension as Ashley arched wantonly against him. As the song reached its finale, Clayton grazed his tongue along her neck.
"If we are keeping score, I believe it's your turn to put on another private performance..." he murmured, the promise in his tone unmistakable as they walked back to the bar.
As the song ended, Clayton reluctantly released Ashley, though his fingers trailed along her curves until the last moment. A charged look passed between them before he turned and headed across the floor.
Ashley felt flushed and slightly unsteady as she made her way back to where Chris stood at the bar, clutching two fresh drinks. His eyes were hooded as they raked over her disheveled appearance.
"You two looked pretty cozy out there," he murmured, voice low.
Ashley wet her lips, caught off guard by the hunger burning in his gaze. "We were just dancing," she said coyly.
"Really?" One corner of Chris's mouth quirked up. "Because from here, it looked like he was almost devouring you."
He stepped in close, lips brushing her ear. "Were you trying to make him lose control, baby? Get him all worked up knowing how exposed you were under that dress?"
A shiver ran through Ashley at his words. Before she could respond, Clayton reappeared at her side smoothly.
"Well, it appears the night is winding down for most of our guests." Clayton's eyes danced with lingering heat as they met Ashley's. "If you'll excuse me, I should make my rounds telling them farewell."
With one last weighted look between them, Clayton crossed the room to chat with the departing stragglers. Ashley turned back to Chris, feeling her pulse pounding.
"So..." She took a steadying breath. "Where does this leave us?"
Chris's gaze was molten as it roamed over her body slowly. "Well, we've got a few options. We could call it a night and head back up to our room..." He trailed off, his lips kissing down her neck, burning a hole in her skin.
Ashley felt herself growing damp at just the thought. But part of her wanted to push this delicious game further, to its inevitable conclusion.
"Or?" she prompted breathlessly.
Chris hesitated, his mind racing with possibilities. Before he could respond, Ashley's eyes lit up with a daring idea.
"What if..." she began, her voice low and sultry, "we invited Clayton up for a nightcap?"
Chris felt his pulse quicken, arousal clouding his judgment. The thought of Clayton watching them again sent a thrill through him. He nodded, not fully processing the implications of Ashley's suggestion.
"Yeah," he breathed, "that could be... interesting." His kisses reached her collarbone as he bit down softly, drawing a low moan from Ashley.
Ashley leaned in close, her breath hot against Chris's ear. "Last chance to backout," Her fingers traced the outline of his hardness, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from Chris. "Are you sure you don't want to just disappear now? Do you really want to see Clayton watch us again... seeing me like that?"
His response was immediate, voice low and husky. "The way you two were dancing earlier... I could tell you wanted it to happen again." Chris pulled her closer, his lips brushing her earlobe. "And honestly? Seeing the way all these guys are watching you... wishing it was their room you were going back to. It drives me wild."
His hand stroked down the curve of her spine, pulling her tight against him as his mouth found hers. Ashley whimpered softly into his kiss. "I love you so much."
As their hands continued to roam each other's body, their public display of affection was broken up by Clayton clearing his throat. Having seen off the last of the guests, he hurried back to their side, sensing the stakes of their little game were about to rise.
"Well now..." That silken voice seemed to caress them. "It appears you two are ready to call it a night."
Ashley extended the invitation with a coy smile. "Would you care to join us?"
All the couple could manage was the slightest of smiles, desire raging in both of their eyes as they made their way to the elevator.
****
As the elevator doors slid closed, the tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. Ashley found herself pressed against the wall, Chris's body pinning her there as his lips crashed hungrily onto hers. His hands roamed greedily over the curves exposed by her daring dress, leaving her breathless.
Chris's mind raced with possibilities, imagining Clayton as a silent observer to their passion. Little did he realize, Clayton had other plans for the night. He was tired of being the silent observer, tonight he was going start to make the younger couple understand the new power dynamic.
Clayton watched the heated display with undisguised interest, a self-satisfied smirk playing across his lips. When the elevator dinged open on their floor, Chris reluctantly broke away, needing to dig out their room key from his pocket.
As he fumbled for it, Clayton stepped up behind Ashley, letting his fingers trail lightly down her spine. She shivered at the electric contact, goosebumps rising on her skin.
Finally retrieving the key card, Chris ushered them both quickly into the room, shutting the door behind them. No sooner had it closed than he had Ashley pinned against it once more, lips seeking hers headily.
Clayton cleared his throat. "Why don't you two get comfortable while I pour us some drinks?"
Peeling herself away, Ashley playfully pouted at her husband. "You know, you were the only person at that whole party I didn't get to dance with."
Chris grinned rakishly at Ashley's challenge. With a few taps on his phone, a sultry beat began pulsing through the room's speakers. He started swaying his hips, shooting her a look full of exaggerated attempts at being seductive as he began unbuttoning his shirt in an overly dramatic fashion.
Ashley watched her husband's hammy strip tease attempt with equal parts amusement and arousal flickering across her features. After a couple of minutes of his fumbling efforts, she finally cut him off with a playful slap to his chest.
"Okay, okay mister, I think that's enough of those sad moves," she laughed, pushing him backwards until the backs of his legs hit the edge of the bed. "Why don't you sit back and let me show you how it's really done?"
Chris landed with a bounce, hungrily devouring Ashley with his eyes as she began tracing her fingers along the deep neckline of her daring dress. With a wicked grin, she slowly peeled it down over her shoulders, allowing the garment to gradually slither down her body and pool tantalizingly at her feet.
Clayton watched with rapt attention from where he leaned against the nearby wall, a fresh glass of whiskey in his hand. His eyes burned over every new inch of golden skin Ashley revealed.
With a flick of her fingers, Ashley changed the music to a sultry, slow rhythm. She crooked a finger at Chris, beckoning him up from the bed with a smoldering look. As he stood up, Ashley moved closer, pressing her nearly-nude form against his.
Chris let out a guttural groan as her soft curves molded against his body. His hands found her waist as they began swaying to the insistent beat. Ashley's fingers deftly worked at the remaining buttons of his shirt, pushing it off his shoulders to bare his chest.
Their movements turned into a dance of gradually increasing intimacy and undress. With each circuit around the room, more layers fell away--Chris's belt, her bra unclasping--until they were both down to just their underwear.
That's when Ashley felt another presence at her back. Clayton stepped in boldly, slotting his body against hers to make it a sensual dance for three. She gasped at the sudden contact, but made no move to withdraw.
Instead, Ashley leaned back against Clayton's solid frame as Chris continued caressing her body. She was enclosed in the heated cocoon of their delicious masculinity. Powerful hands roamed her curves as the dance grew more heated and provocative.
For a moment, Ashley couldn't resist getting lost in the thrill of Clayton's touch. She arched back against his solid frame, fingers trailing up the hard planes of his bare chest. When had he even removed his shirt? The thought was fleeting as her hands continued upward, burying in his hair.
But then a flicker of uncertainty resurfaced. She turned her gaze to Chris, lips parted. "He's...he's breaking the no touching rule," she whispered, searching her husband's eyes for guidance.
Before Chris could respond, Clayton's mouth was hot on Ashley's neck, teeth scraping along her sensitive skin as he growled. "We chatted earlier, gorgeous. Chris has decided to waive that little rule." His hands boldly traced over the swell of her bare breasts as if to emphasize his point, causing her nipples to stiffen as goosebumps appeared.



Ashley's breath caught in her throat at the direct stimulation. Part of her still instinctively wanted to protest this escalation. But Clayton's skilled hands on her body were rapidly muddling her senses, making rational thought difficult. His fingers expertly stroked and pinched her nipples causing her to gasp and push back into him, her eyes fluttering shut. She felt the heat of his cock against her near naked ass, pressed firmly between her soft flesh. She grinded hungrily into it, her body demanding more contact.
Ashley felt like she was being swept up in a heady current of desire and sensory overload. Clayton's skilled touch on her bare skin sent shockwaves of pleasure through her body, temporarily overriding any trepidation she harbored. She was caught in the intoxicating haze of having two men openly coveting her.
For Clayton's part, he could sense the delicate balance at play. He carefully escalated the situation at a tantalizing pace--not pushing too hard, yet inexorably guiding the couple further down this path until restraint fully unraveled.
Chris found himself a storm of conflicting emotions. The primal, possessive part of him couldn't deny the blazing arousal at seeing his wife so desirous and uninhibited. Having her on wanton display for Clayton's hungry eyes ignited something deep within him. Yet another part felt a creeping unease, as if they were accelerating into territory he hadn't fully anticipated.
When he agreed to suspend the "no touching" rule with Clayton earlier, he had simply envisioned allowing him to share a dance with Ashley. Not this level of hands-on intimacy that already blurred so many lines. He felt himself teetering on the edge of his boundaries being pushed too far, too fast. Part of him wanted to tap the brakes, but Ashley's responsiveness made that difficult.
As the charged tension in the room amplified, Clayton's hands roamed Ashley's body with increasing boldness, his fingers sliding down her stomach, and slipping just past the band of her panties. His lips trailed along the side of her neck in heated kisses and nips that left her gasping and pressing harder into him.
Chris watched with blazing eyes as Clayton's hand snaked further into her panties, no doubt feeling how wet she was. Suddenly, he seized her hips and spun her around. With a playful squeal, Ashley found herself tossed onto the bed, gazing up at her husband's heated expression.
"Taking what's yours?" She purred, eyes sparkling with delight at his possessive display.
Something primal flared in Chris's gaze. In one fluid motion, kneeling between her legs, pinning her on the bed, mouth hot on her skin as he kissed a path down her body. Ashley arched with a soft moan, feeling his fingers hook into the band of her silk panties and slowly peel them down her legs.
Undeterred, Clayton stepped aside to allow his hosts their intimate moment, watching the erotic scene play out. Eventually, Ashley's eyes fluttered open to meet his smoldering stare. With a cocky grin, Clayton hooked his fingers into his own boxers, raising an inquisitive eyebrow.
Ashley responded by raising her hips invitingly off the bed, Chris's warm breath hitting her clit making her breath catch. Her gaze held Clayton's as she purred a seductive affirmation.
Rather than strip off the last barrier, Clayton got closer to the bed. "If you want me to take them off," he growled in his deep, velvety voice, "then you'll need to do it yourself." His fingers reached out, sending a chill over her chest as he traced her nipple with a finger.
An anticipatory hush fell over the room as Clayton allowed the suggestion to linger provocatively. The rigid length tenting his boxers mere inches from Ashley's face, forcing her to make the next move.
Ashley felt her pulse pounding as her gaze flicked from the unmistakable bulge in his boxers to meet Chris's heated stare. Part of her couldn't believe they were truly at this juncture--on the precipice of making this fantasy a reality. Despite the bold banter and escalating foreplay, a tiny voice in the back of her mind still questioned if they should pause before hurtling across boundaries with no return.
Chris felt like a man torn between two compulsions. On one level, the primal, possessive side of him was practically snarling at another person encroaching on his spouse in such an intimate manner. Every instinct told him he should toss Clayton from the room, snatch Ashley into his arms and take her.
Yet, that voice found itself shouted down by the growing swell of something darker--an irrepressible hunger to see Ashley fully unleash her dark desires. To have her on full display, shamelessly claiming the pleasure she so desperately craved from any source necessary.
Clayton studied the couple with the self-assured certainty of a skilled strategist. He'd maneuvered perfectly to this point through carefully stoked tensions and suggestions. He had been three steps ahead of them this entire time. Now it was a subtle test of wills, and with each pregnant second that passed he knew their will would crumble.
Clayton pinched Ashley's nipple hard, causing her to cry out and lift her hips off the bed again. This subtle movement set the gears in motion as Chris let his tongue dip into his wife's dripping sex.
"Oooh, fuck..." Ashley moaned, her eyes fluttering as she grabbed the back of Chris's head and smashed it against her folds, her juices smearing his face as he assaulted it with renewed hunger.
"Mmmm, fuck, don't stop, baby," she pleaded as Clayton seized her wrist and brought it to his waistband.
As Ashley rolled her hips, her eyes locked on Clayton's. Gone was any hint of trepidation; all he saw now was pure, unadulterated lust. Ashley bit her bottom lip knowingly as she began to tug down his boxers, his large cock springing forward, causing her to gasp. She was close enough now to see every vein, every trimmed hair, the entire length of it in all its magnificent beauty.
"Mmmm hello again, big boy," she whispered seductively as her mouth began to water. She ran her tongue over her lips as she continued to stare at the massive cock in front of her. "How do you walk around with this things all day?" She asked playfully as her fingers gently grazed his shaft causing Clayton to let out a soft gasp of his own.
From between his wife's legs, Chris saw something hard to process: her raw lust for another man's cock. Her small hand moved along his thick shaft, exploring every inch of it. Chris's mind struggled to comprehend the sight of his wife's delicate fingers exploring another man's naked intimacy. It was both deeply embarrassing and somehow the most compelling sight he had ever laid eyes upon. He lazily ran his tongue over her clit, trying to understand how they got here. He recognized that his wife had never been exposed to such a specimen, and coupled with the alcohol and her arousal, she quickly succumbed to her latent and newfound female curiosity. Clayton's cock was a pillar of peak masculinity, something nearly every man on the planet would be envious of. It was impressive in a way that was impossible to deny, and that truth, coupled with Chris's fantasy, allowed Ashley to submit to him.
Clayton looked at Chris, satisfied, knowing he had won, unworried about any reaction Chris might have to seeing his wife stroking his big cock. In fact, part of him knew that a part of Chris wanted this to happen. They had been playing this game for months. It was only a matter of time before the couple submitted to him.
Ashley slowly removed her hand from Clayton's cock for a brief moment upon noticing Chris's stare. Her face was red, flushed, her eyes distant and hazy. Part of her stare, however, seemed to hint at some recognition that Chris might want her to continue. Her tongue ran along her lips seductively as she locked eyes with her husband, her hips driving toward him, willing him to continue his efforts on her.
For several long minutes, they all sat there in a hazy, seductive atmosphere. The only sounds were their breathing and the sexual noise of Clayton's massive balls smacking up and down. Chris watched the woman he loved continue to stroke another man's cock as if it were the only thing that existed in the world.
With renewed desire, Chris's tongue found Ashley's clit again, causing her to cry out with approval as she continued to stroke her new object of desire.
"Fuck, baby, this is so hot. I can't believe we are doing this." Ashley's raspy voice drew Chris's eyes back up to his wife, his tongue pushing deep inside her folds. As he watched his wife turn her head from side to side, he realized with horror that Clayton's hand was in her hair, pulling her face closer to his cock. His mouth went dry as he realized she was about to take him in her mouth, to place her lips onto his naked flesh.
"Ash..." he cried out in almost a whisper as he watched in slow motion her head slowly moving toward it, her feminine lips parting as she planted her tongue across the head of his cock. It was only a few seconds before her jaw was stretching around his girth, only able to take a few inches.
Clayton arched his head back, savoring the mind-blowing sensation of triumph. He grunted, "Fuck, Ashley. I knew you were a naughty girl. Suck that big dick." His words stung Chris, who suddenly pushed two fingers deep inside Ashley's pussy in an attempt to reclaim what was his, drawing out a muffled moan from his wife. "I knew from the moment I saw you I was going to have those sexy lips wrapped around my cock," Clayton's taunts continued as Ashley tried to take more of that monster into her mouth.
Chris's heart pounded, his humiliation surged, but he was simply spellbound. Ashley continued to suck Clayton for several minutes, kissing up and down his tower, her free hand massaging the heavy shaft beneath her mouth, moving her fingers downward to caress and fondle his large testicles.
"Fuck me, baby," Ashley whispered, and Chris initially wasn't sure who she was talking to. His vision blurred as he wrestled with the conflicting emotions inside his head. Ashley's fingers running through his hair calmed him just enough to realize she was staring into his eyes. "Fuck me, take what's yours." Chris gave a small smile, those five words enough to make him realize that despite all that was happening, Ashley was still his.
As Chris stood from between Ashley's legs, he pulled her dominantly, positioning her on the bed, facing away from him. He moved behind her, admiring the way Ashley's chest heaved and her ass wiggled eagerly. She twisted her body so that she was sitting on her hands and knees. Clayton's hand was still in her hair, greedily pulling her head back to his cock. With a low moan, she easily accepted it back into her mouth, her tongue circling around the giant head.
"Keep going, Ashley," Clayton ordered, his voice low and commanding. "I want to see you take me deep into your throat. Show me what a good little cocksucker you are." Clayton marveled at Ashley's oral skills. It was obvious she was doing this as much for herself as she was for him. She was like a woman possessed.
Ashley complied with his demands, taking more and more of his rigid cock into her throat, her moans echoing throughout the room. She could feel his cock throbbing against the back of her throat, and the thought of Chris watching her as she pleasured him sent shivers down her spine.
Meanwhile, Chris couldn't believe how turned on he was by this scenario. He watched as his wife happily took Clayton into her mouth, her eyes locked in, her hands gripping his thighs. Chris pushed his entire length into her, Ashley momentarily dislodging the large appendage from her mouth and moaning loudly as Chris slid inside her.
Chris groaned as he entered Ashley from behind, the sight and feel of her servicing Clayton only adding fuel to the fire of his lust. Ashley, with Clayton planted firmly between her lips, reveled in the sensation of her husband fucking her from behind. Each thrust triggered a wave of euphoric pleasure that surged between her and Clayton, creating an electric connection that ignited with every passing moment.
"Is this how you imagined it," Ashley moaned softly letting Clayton's cock slip from her lips as her tongue slid down his shaft to his balls. "Your wife sucking your boss's big cock while you fucked me from behind?"
Ashley sucked Clayton's large testicle into her mouth, eliciting a moan from him. Her entire body was on fire as the two men used her body in ways she had only fantasized about. She couldn't believe this was actually happening, that Chris would take his fantasy this far. She felt Chris driving deeper inside her, spurred on by her words no doubt. She loved how aggressive he was being, and greedily pushed her ass back against him, milking his cock with each thrust.
Chris's hands roamed over Ashley, his fingers tracing a path around her waist, up to her breasts, kneading them possessively with a mix of pleasure and guilt twisting in his chest. Ashley's eyes fluttered shut briefly, her focus narrowing upon the task at hand as she continued worshipping Clayton's awe-inspiring member in her mouth.
Clayton tightened his grip on Ashley's hair, thrusting his hips forward, causing her to gag slightly. "I knew just by the way you looked at me that day at my house. I saw the hunger in your eyes when you saw my dick. You've wanted this ever since." Clayton's taunts caused Ashley to whimper against his cock. Her tongue swirled along the underside of it as the sound of Chris's flesh slapping against her ass rang in her ears.
Ashley drew her lips off his cock with a defiant smirk. "Stop talking and show me you're worth it." She saw the fire ignite in Clayton's eyes as he grabbed her hair and shoved her face back down on his shaft. Ashley gagged as more of his cock quickly slipped down her throat, his thrusts now more brutal and rapid than before, causing her makeup to run down her face.
Chris couldn't believe the way Clayton and Ashley were talking to each other, but he couldn't deny how it fueled her passion. She was pushing her ass into him with abandon, her hungry pussy clamping down on his cock with each thrust. He knew he wasn't going to be able to last long with all that was going on, but he at least wanted to ensure Ashley got off. He couldn't risk what might happen if she didn't.
As if on cue, Ashley released Clayton's cock from her throat with a loud pop, turning her head to lock eyes with her husband.
"You feel amazing, baby, please don't stop." Her voice was low and sensual, her eyes fluttering. He could tell she was getting close; he just needed to hold on a little longer. "Is this slutty enough for you, baby? Wasn't this what you wanted? Am I... oh fuck, don't stop!" Ashley began convulsing around his cock as she let out a low primal growl. "Cumming, oh fuck, baby, don't..." her cries of passion were silenced as Clayton again pushed his cock into her open mouth as she cried out around it.
Chris couldn't hold back anymore; the scene before him was too erotic. Just as he felt Ashley coming down from her orgasm, he felt his approaching. With a grunt of his own, he grabbed her hips, burying his cock deep inside her as rope after rope of cum painted her insides.
Ashley moaned softly against Clayton's invading cock, feeling the remnants of Chris's warm cum dripping out of her. Her focus shifted entirely to Clayton as Chris's cock went soft and slipped from her folds. She reached up with one of her hands, gently massaging his large sack, eager to draw his seed out.
"Mmmm, fuck, I'm close," Clayton growled, his hips pistoning forward. "Where do you want it?"
Ashley slid the cock from her mouth but kept her tongue pressed against the underside, stroking it faster. "Wherever you want, big boy," she cooed passionately.
"Not you," he said with a grin, sending a shiver straight to Ashley's core.
Chris realized Clayton was looking at him, the same cocky smile plastered on his face as Ashley greedily lapped at his cock. Chris felt his cheeks burn with embarrassment. For several seconds, he could only stare at the scene unfolding in front of him. "I... on... on her chest. Cum on her chest," he choked out, surprised by his own voice.
"Oh fuck," Ashley moaned, aroused by Clayton's unbridled control over the situation. She couldn't help but feel attracted to the way he commanded the moment.
As Clayton turned his attention back to Ashley, she looked at him with a devilish grin. Both hands now stroked his large cock as she sat back on her heels. "Go ahead, stud. You heard the man, cum on my chest," she purred, sticking her chest out to taunt him as her hands slid gracefully over his cock. "You've thought about this before, haven't you? Having your thick cum all over me." Ashley's taunts were turning her on as she waited impatiently for him to cum.
With one final grunt, Clayton erupted, pointing his angry cock at Ashley's chest. She moaned seductively as she felt the warm stream splashing onto her ample chest, sliding down her skin.
Chris felt like he was having an out-of-body experience, watching his wife's chest get covered by another man's cum. Worse yet, in a roundabout way, Chris had told Clayton to do it. A small part of him appreciated Clayton for allowing him that sense of control, but it did little to combat the other voices in his head.
Chris's eyes went wide after several seconds, when he realized Clayton was still cumming. Ashley's large chest was already completely covered. The warm glaze dripping onto her legs and the bed. But rope after rope of continued to erupt from Clayton's large shaft. Chris had never seen so much before.
Balls empty, Clayton staggered backward, admiring his handiwork as Ashley fell back onto the bed, exhausted, his seed covering her chest, shoulders, and sliding down her toned stomach. He couldn't help but wear a triumphant smile as he slowly gathered his clothes.
As Clayton reached the door, he turned back and locked eyes with Chris. "Don't be too hard on yourself about this. I know things got a bit out of control, but you'd be lying to yourself if you said you didn't want it."
Chris opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. Instead, he sat there, naked, staring up at the man who had just covered his wife in cum.
"I think you'll come to realize you enjoyed it more than you think. Next time will be even better," Clayton said with a parting shot, then he was out the door and heading back to his own room.
Chris's mind was still trying to process Clayton's words. Did he say next time? Was there going to be a next time? Did he want a next time? Did Ashley? Before he could process any of that, he heard Ashley rise from the bed.
"I'm going to rinse off in the shower. I... I need you to fuck me again, baby. I need you to reclaim what's yours." Chris felt his cock come back to life at those words, seeing his loving wife flash him a warm smile before disappearing behind the bathroom door.
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The next morning, Jacob woke up to find his mind still in turmoil over the disconcerting events of the previous day. Vivid images ran through his head, with Emily's face superimposing itself on Amanda's in his troubled thoughts. David's words were etched into his brain, playing over and over again in his head. Wiping sweat from his brow, his stomach growled noisily at him, reminding him of how little he had eaten yesterday.
His eyes slowly adjusted to the dimness, and the sun was just starting to peek its way through the blind slats as Jacob realized the other occupants of the bunkhouse were still asleep. Briefly, he wondered how long they'd been there. Were they all as brainwashed as David, or could he at least have a rational conversation with one of them? He filed that in his mind to look into later.
But for now, he needed to get ready. Brother George had promised a short visit with Emily this morning, and no matter what he had seen, the thought of being near her sent a thrill through Jacob. He jerked his boots on, pulling at the laces as he felt the familiar, not-so-patient grin threatening to spread across his face. He was trying to keep that grin away from Brother George's eyes.
As if on cue, Brother George came into the bunkhouse without knocking, making it clear that privacy was not a concept respected here. "Brother Jacob, good to see you already up and ready to take on the day," he said, eyeing Jacob with great appraisal.
"Yes, Brother George," Jacob said with a skilfully prepared smile. "I didn't want to keep you waiting. I'm sure you're a very busy man."
George seemed taken aback, his politeness making him step back, as if he was expecting a little resistance after what had happened yesterday. He was actually quite pleased to see this seeming compliance, as he truly did not like confrontation.
"I'm glad you're respectful of other people's time," George praised as he walked Jacob out of the bunkhouse. "That's tremendous growth."
On their way across to the pavilion, the crisp scent of bacon wafted through the air, making Jacob's stomach growl even louder. When they did finally reach it, Jacob's breath caught in his throat as he spotted Emily waiting for him.
Her blonde hair fluttered in the breeze, while her emerald eyes, a little glassy, drifted about as though she was meant to find something else off the pavilion. He couldn't help it; she wore a white dress and choker again, though the top appeared cut even lower than yesterday, more of her chest available than had been then.
George stood close by, his watchful eyes a constant reminder of the cult's control. The creaking of the wooden floorboards of the pavilion beneath Jacob's feet was loud in the tight silence as he made for Emily.
"Emily," Jacob whispered, drinking her in like a man parched. As he wrapped his arms around her, the smell of her hair--lavender and something else, pungent, almost medicinal--enveloped him, and for a moment the knot in his stomach loosened. The material of her dress was coarse against his skin, nothing like the soft cottons she had always worn. His head raced with the horrors he had seen, and he struggled to find words that would impart the danger they were in.
George cleared his throat and did a slight eye roll, indicating his feelings that the embrace was taking too long.
"We have a limited window," George interrupted. "I would suggest you use this time well."
Jacob nodded curtly, his jaw clenched as he fought with his frustration. He turned to Emily and his eyes were pleading. "We need to get out of here. This place, these people, they are not what we thought. They are dangerous."
Emily's eyes slitted, her face clouding in confusion. She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it once more, a flash of uncertainty crossing her features. Her fingers twisted in the fabric of her dress in a nervous fashion while she tried desperately to correlate Jacob's words with what she was going through recently. At least the Father's words, though unorthodox, gave her a sense of direction and helped her see the world much clearer. But as her eyes finally locked with Jacob's desperate ones, she faltered; a tendril of doubt eked its way into the edges of her newly forged convictions.
She took a deep breath, and immediately, the scent of incense on her clothes sent back the soothing presence of The Father. His words fought against frantic warnings from Jacob in her head, and in an instant, she was dizzy and torn. Part of her wanted to believe Jacob, wanted to run away with him; she had never seen him so anxious. Still, the part of her whispered with every passing hour that this was where she belonged.
Jacob pressed on, the words tumbling forth in a mad rush: "I saw things yesterday, Emily. Terrible things." His voice shook, his eyes brimming with tears at the recollection of that awful scene in the woods, the things The Father had said to the women, the way Amanda had been used in front of everyone. "They're grooming you, can't you see? Trying to break you down and make you one of those... those Chosen Ones."
As Jacob spoke, Emily's eyes grew wide, a flicker of fear crossing over her face. Then she shook her head slightly, trying to clear it. She remembered yesterday how The Father had told her about Jacob's transgressions-about how he wasn't taking any of this seriously. Obviously, she could not fit Jacob's frantic warnings into anything but that he was once more making trouble for himself when he had promised to take it seriously.  When she spoke, her voice was steadier, though still tinged with uncertainty.
"Jacob, please," she begged, and the weariness cut into his very soul. "I know this is all... overwhelming." Her fingers absently traced the rough wooden railing of the pavilion as if to ground her in the present moment. "But if we just... I mean, we can't abandon our path because of your doubts. We need The Father's blessing."
Jacob recoiled as if he had been hit. Incredulity was frozen upon his face. He peered deep into Emily's eyes, searching for her there-the woman he knew, his partner through thick and thin. It was Emily, over and over, distant, her gaze befogged by the cult.
"Emily, please, do you hear yourself?" Jacob begged, with every word spoken his heart breaking. "These people are twisted-they're manipulating you, taking advantage of our desires for their own sick agenda.
The gaze hardened on Emily, her determination etched in her jaw. The Father's words replayed in her mind as desperation laced Jacob's pleas. She did not understand why he was not even trying. It was as if he wished to sabotage their future.
"No, Jacob, it's you who have lost sight of our objective," Emily said, her voice firm with a newfound conviction. "I'm trying to follow The Father's teachings, to protect our future together. But you." She didn't continue, sad, as her head shook with a tinge of pity and disappointment in her eyes.
Emily took a deep breath, clutching Jacob's hands in hers. "The Father told me how you were late to your duties yesterday."
"That's true, but..." Emily cut him off, her squeezes tightening on his hands.
"And that you snuck off from the fields before your duties were done. None of this sounds like you, Jacob. You promised you would try." Her voice had cracked then, tears welling up behind her eyes.
"That's what I've been trying to tell you. Emily, what I saw..."
George cleared his throat again, reminding them of how short their time was. "Brother Jacob, it would appear that your views differ. Perhaps some time apart would be beneficial, to allow you to reflect on your commitment to our path."
Before he could utter a word of objection, out of the darkness appeared two stout men, their faces grim, clad in unelaborate robes. The men flanked Jacob and, by virtue of their bulk alone, there was little he could say.
"Emily, please." his voice was breaking with desperation as the men took hold of his arms.
Brother George was already marching Emily away, her head bowed low, gold hair falling to hide her face. Jacob could make out the tension in her shoulders, the slight quaking of her hands as she tried to devise somehow a means through which to reach him. He could almost feel her internal struggle, the desperation to make him understand just how much it all meant to her.
The burly men dragging Jacob away turned him in the opposite direction, but he craned his neck for a last look at her. Her fleeing figure shone in the diffused light filtering through the overhead screen of leaves, her hair an incidental flare of warmth in the heavy coolness of the compound. His heart twisted with anguish-physical pain threatening to overwhelm him. He knew he had to find some way of making her understand that what he was telling her was true; that she was being taken on some very dangerous path, and he, not the cult, was trying to save her.
Then these men took Jacob to some cabin situated in one of the most remote areas, their clutches tightly clamping his arms. Jacob didn't have the strength or will to protest against where they were taking him; still reeling from the manner in which Emily had reacted. He just wanted to find a dark corner and cry. Still trying to get his head around what had just happened between him and Emily, he realised he was walking up the hill. Ahead of him, he could make out a small, wooden building in the distance, apparently condemned for years. Small and wooden with small holes in the roof and shrubbery growing past the single barred window, they pushed him through the doorway into what amounted to a small room with a cot and a single barred window.
The smell came first-an acrid tangle of stale sweat and harsh bleach, making his eyes water. Jacob's stomach roiled, his mind racing with what new kind of hell was this. His gaze darted around the small space, cataloging every little feature. Above the narrow cot, a small speaker seemed to loom, promising silent menace. Jacob realized with grim certainty, it was there so he wouldn't miss any announcements from The Father.
The heavy door slammed shut behind him, a loud thud of a lock which clicked into place several times over. He was plunged instantly into dark, with the thin slivers of light filtering through the barred window and minute holes in the roof the only respite. Suddenly, the deafening silence.
Jacob fell onto the narrow cot, the thinnest mattress scantily cushioning his body. He buried his face in his hands, laying his rough-stubbled cheeks between them as his stomach growled once more. His head spun from the last encounter with Emily. Her words brayed in his brain, each syllable a dagger to his heart. "I'm trying to embrace The Father's teachings, to secure our future together."
He gritted his fists against frustrated and despairing tears. How could she not see the danger? The Emily he knew was smart, perceptive-she would never fall for such obvious manipulation. Yet, the woman he'd just spoken to seemed like a stranger wearing Emily's face.
As the singleness of her voice echoed the words of The Father, with the remembrance of the distance kept in her eyes, he was hit with a wave of panic: Had they already broken her?
The possibilities Jacob ran through in his head turned progressively more horrifying: What if they'd drugged her? Threatened her? What in God's name had they done to make his strong-willed Emily so compliant in just one day?
A scream was building in his throat-a raw howl of rage and helplessness that threatened to overwhelm him. He swallowed it back just barely. No, he couldn't afford to lose control now. Emily needed him to stay sharp, to find a way out of this nightmare.
And then, as it finally and fully hit him, came the sickening jolt of realization: isolation. Of course, he thought as his mind kicked in, it totally made sense-food deprivation, sleep deprivation, now this, all designed to break down his defenses and make him more susceptible to their poisonous influence. The walls seemed to close in on him, the air thickening and weighing oppressively on him. But Jacob had known solitude. Countless nights, he had lain awake and tortured himself with the thought that he would never be good enough for her, that the venom of her family would always manage to wedge them apart. The loneliness of those nights enveloped him once more, comforting in its pain.
But this time, the stakes were infinitely greater. The luxury of self-pity or doubt was out of the question. It was at that time when the very essence of Emily's life balance depended on that one instant. Jacob straightened his back, took a deep breath, and steeled himself. He had to be strong; he had to find a way to reach Emily before the cult completely got its tight grip around her. And as he sat in oppressive darkness, his mind began racing for some sort of plan, any kind of way, whereby he could break loose and save the woman he loved.
****
As Brother George escorted her out of the pavilion, turmoil churned within Emily's mind, with her emotions at war inside her. The desperation of Jacob's cries, ringing in her ears, seemed to fight everything The Father had ever said. She felt torn between heartache from the pain in his eyes and not knowing why Jacob wasn't trying.
"You did well, Emily," the voice of Brother George cut through her riotous thoughts as his light touch on her lower back guided her along the path. "It is never easy when a loved one is in struggling faith in the world.
Emily nodded, fighting her tears. "I just don't understand why he won't see what I am seeing. Why he won't even try."
George smiled sympathetically, but behind his eyes that calculating glint gleamed. "Some souls take longer to find the light, my dear. Your Jacob... well, he doesn't seem to have the same strength of faith that you do." As he spoke, his hand found its way lower on her back, resting on the swell of her ass. Emily's mind didn't even register the intrusion as she considered Brother George's words. They sent a pang through her heart.
She had always considered Jacob to be her rock, her partner for anything. But now.
"Remember," he said, George went on to add in a low, insistent tone, "The Father took great interest in your progress. He sees your potential and your dedication. Do not be swayed by Jacob's doubts from your true calling."
They walked towards a pavilion where women taught; from the entrance wafted out the sweet smell of incense. She could hear the murmur of other women shifting about, getting ready for the next lesson.
"You are on the right track, Emily," George said, stopping at the door. "Stand firm in what you believe. The Father's lessons will take you to your destiny-with or without Jacob." These words from George fell like a heavy lump of lead right into her stomach the moment Emily had entered the pavilion. She joined the crowd of women and dropped her dress at the entrance without any further thought about George still standing beside her-something like suddenly finding out everybody else was naked anyway. Was George right? Was Jacob's no faith an hindrance to her spiritual development? The thought saddled her with a mix of sadness and determination. She loved Jacob, desired a future with him. But as George hugged her a friendly good-bye, she couldn't help but wonder how far she was willing to go for Jacob. To even consider giving up her beliefs for someone not even willing to try?
 
Taking a deep breath, Emily headed into class, sitting down beside an older girl with dark hair. She was given a warm smile.
"You're Emily, right? I know you from yesterday."
Emily nodded back to the older girl, smiling. "Yep, that's me. I'm Emily."
The girl gave a warm smile that took some of the tension from the air. "I'm Grace. I noticed you hesitated during yesterday's class when we all undressed. It's okay to be scared, Emily. This is all new, and it takes time to get used to."
Emily fidgeted with her hands, looking down-embarrassed and grateful that Grace had acknowledged her discomfort.
"I was just like you when I first got here," Grace said. "Terrified, did not know what to do or whom to trust. Then I met The Father, and it all changed."
Emily looked up to meet Grace's eyes and saw in them, far deep inside, a well of sadness, a pain that seemed to reach right to the core of her being.
"Before coming here," Grace started slowly, almost inaudibly, "I was bullied unmercifully by so-called friends. They would make my life a living hell, taunting me, even humiliating me before others. I could never get away from all the mean things they did or said."
Emily listened to Grace's story with her mouth open in utter astonishment. She felt the lump in her throat, her pain mirrored from the pain staring at her from Grace's eyes.
"And then there was my family," Grace continued, shaking, catching her breath. "They... they were abusive. I was a punching bag for their anger and frustration. I did the only thing I could do; I started using drugs to cope, to numb the pain."
Tears began to well in her eyes as she envisioned the helpless despair that was Grace's reality. She reached out, her hand finding Grace's, offering what little comfort she could.
"But then I came here," Grace was saying, the voice gathering strength as she spoke, "and I met The Father. He showed me love, acceptance, and understanding. He taught me that the world had manipulated me, that I was not to blame for the pain I had suffered."
Emily listened to her words, her heart swelling with sadness yet hope. And then Grace's eyes shone like sparkles, almond eyes lighting her face as she spoke of The Father and the love found on this island.
"The Father's teachings have helped me to realize the truth," Grace concluded with shining eyes. "And I know they can do the same for you, too, Emily. Don't be afraid. Open your arms to receive all the love and acceptance being given to you."
She could not control her emotions any longer, and she reached out and pulled Grace into a warm hug. Her tears fell quietly down Grace's bare shoulder. In her, a resolve was growing. She knew Jacob still needed to find his way, just to open up his heart and say yes. All he had told her this morning, she knew she was on the right path.
No sooner was the intimate moment complete, than Sister Abigail entered the pavilion nude, like the rest of the class. Her smile at the two girls, so warm, immediately went cold as she started to begin the day's lesson.
"We have discussed how the outside world desecrates the sacred form of the feminine," Abigail said, her eyes fixed intently. "But that is a symptom of a far larger problem: desecration of intimacy itself."
The sister's accusing tone made Emily's breath catch in the back of her throat. Abigail's voice came low, her tone thick with outrage that was barely contained. "For too long, intimacy has been slandered as mere carnal desire, something shameful rather than revered."
A murmur of tension swept through the women present, and Abigail's words drilled into Emily's psyche. The teacher wore an expression of sad pity as she turned to regard Emily.
Even our most intimate unions with our own divine selves have been warped by toxic shame."
Emily felt her cheeks flush hot as her words unlocked something forbidden within her. Abigail pierced her with a knowing gaze that seemed to strip her bare.
"For too long, the act of self-love has been vilified as some deviant compulsion," she bellowed with a mixture of sadness and conviction. "When in truth, it is among the most pure and spiritually nourishing communions a woman can experience."
A disquieted hush fell over the girls as they absorbed this subversive teaching. Emily felt her breaths growing shallower, memories of last night surfacing with newfound intensity.



"By stigmatizing this most natural sacrament of feminine energy," Abigail went on, her eyes full of fluttering flames, "We allow the profane world to sever our connection to our goddess essences. To make us feel aberrant for simply reveling in our divine life force!"
Abigail's voice rose in a fervent grasp of passion. "So I say no more! Here among these sanctified grounds, we embrace righteousness to attend to our spiritual needs through the blessings of self-love. Let your hands be instruments celebrating your consecrated feminine form as our Heavenly Mother intended!
Something instinctive, primal, yet liberating, was unfurling in the core of Emily as Abigail sanctified the forbidden. Explicit images evoked by Abigail had already spread the slick warmth from her very center, perversely sanctified. She shuddered with sudden hyper-awareness as every bead of perspiration traced down the curves of her breasts, where the breeze was cool but warming on her sensitized skin.
"For when our inner light blazes its brightest through these acts of divine self-communion," Abigail continued with grave and solemn reverence, "Our light fires the path for true intimacy between consecrated partners to occur."
The air grew thick with an electric charge as Abigail worked her way toward the crescendo in this intoxicating doctrine:
"Only in the conjunction of two bright beacons of enlightened female and male can sacred sexuality reach its most transcendent expression. Any other coming together of immature, unillumined sparks is by its very nature rooted in profane lust, rather than the unification of the divine." Abigail's words lashed through Emily's residual resistance as the eyes of the older woman bored into her with terrifying conviction. "Just as none of us would ingest poisoned food that would make us spiritually ill, we must be uncompromising in only communing our feminine radiance with worthy partners walking the sacred path beside us!"
Around the pavilion, murmurs and cries of righteous awakening bubbled up from the entranced sisters. Emily felt her former boundaries around intimacy disintegrating, reframed as something almost violently sacred when enacted between enlightened partners, yet perverted and sinful otherwise.
As Abigail's intoxicating sermon burned away the last remnants of her preconceptions, finally, in the cult's recontextualized vision of intimacy, Emily saw it in all its empowering and disturbing extremes: free and embracing on one side, condemnatory and alienating on the other.
Flashes of Jacob's face abruptly whirled through her memory in this new, disquieting light, every fumbling encounter, every heated exchange, wore the tint of obscenity. Acts that she had once revelled in as profound expressions of love and desire were framed anew as vacant, spiritually-empty couplings of the unillumined mind.
A chill specter of dread clutched at the heart of Emily as she realized the doctrine didn't just condemn nonsacred intimacy. It condemned Jacob himself as unsanctified, not worthy to merge in divine union until he'd also shed his shackles and ascended to full illumination.
In painful clarity, she suddenly grasped why The Father had warned her that Jacob's fear of commitment was a threat to her sacred path. Anything intimate between them now, no matter how rooted in love and tenderness, was little more than carnal lust, blind-siding them both from the highest, most transcendent possibilities.
A profound yearning bloomed within Emily's core - a craving to experience true spiritual consummation with Jacob once he'd embraced the path as fully as she was determined to. By stripping away those veils together, their intimacy could be elevated, reborn as a merging of fully-enlightened feminine and masculine essences.
Consumed by the full implications of Abigail's doctrine, the sense of urgency stirred once more within Emily. Her love for Jacob burned strong, yet now was forever entwined with desperation for them both to reach that plane of initiation in order to consecrate their bond beyond what either had previously imagined.
It is with a renewed zeal that Emily clutched the threads which stitched her old course to the Higher Truth stretching before her. The final sacrament was yet to come, but first she and Jacob needed to plunge deep into The Father's cleansing dogma with abandon.
As Sister Abigail's sermon reached its crescendo, Emily felt consumed by the sensual revelations reverberating through her core. The air itself seemed to crackle with a heady erotic charge; involuntarily she shifted in her seat, trying to regain her composure as her mind reeled at the implications of this new, unsettling doctrine.
****
Jacob paced the small confines of his cell, his mind racing, his stomach growling. He needed a plan, a way out, not only for himself but for Emily too. He closed his eyes, forcing himself to calm down and think methodically, even as a sharp pang of hunger stabbed through his middle.
The island, he needed to remember the layout.
Jacob let himself slide down to the dirt floor, fingers tracing shapes into the gritty earth. First, the dock. He could almost feel the worn wooden planks, the soft lapping of waves against the shore, but the image kept blurring, concentration broken by the gnawing emptiness in his belly. There had been other boats there, he was sure. At least two other little ferries, perhaps more. A possible means of escape, if they could get that far.
From the dock. Jacob's mind raced, his thoughts scattering as another wave of hunger washed over him. How many steps had they taken to reach the main pavilion? He tried replaying that first day in his mind, counting each footfall, but the numbers kept slipping away, replaced by vivid images of food.
"Focus," he growled through clenched teeth, his tummy issuing a loud angry growl. "Dock here. Then. northeast, maybe. 200 meters to the pavilion?" He wasn't sure any longer-the distance did stretch and shrink in his brain.
His shaking finger traced the journey in the dust, mapping out the route as best he could. "My bunkhouse. south of the pavilion, about 400 meters." He placed an X in the proper position then stopped, his eyes shutting as his head spun.
Emily's room. Jacob's heart clenched at the thought of her, but he made himself focus past the pounding in his head. "North of the pavilion. but how far?" He had no way of knowing for certain, his mind cloudy due to lack of food. He made an educated guess, marking another X.
"The fields." Jacob continued mentally mapping, the thoughts thick as molasses. "East of my bunkhouse, quarter mile give or take." Another wobbly mark in the dirt.
He sat back, studying his crude map through bleary eyes. The forest surrounded everything, he remembered that much. But beyond the tree line, his mental picture dissolved into a haze of hunger and fatigue. How far did the forest extend? Were there other buildings or clearings he hadn't seen?
Jacob rubbed his eyes, frustration growing as his stomach cramped painfully. There were too many unknowns, too many variables, and his mind felt sluggish, incapable of processing it all. But it was a start. He had the general layout, a possible means of escape via the additional boats. All he had to do now was determine how to escape from this room, locate Emily, and make his way to the dock without being detected - and do all this while suffering through this disabling hunger.
He stared and stared at his dirt map, desperately trying to commit every detail to his undependable memory. Then, taking a deep breath, he brought his arm across the floor, smoothing out the dirt and erasing all signs of his planning. He couldn't risk anyone else seeing it.
As he stood, brushing the dirt from his shaking hands, a tiny light of hope fluttered deep inside Jacob, almost submerged by the crashing waves of hunger and fatigue. It wasn't much of a plan, yet it was at least something to work with-something to hang his focus on beyond the giant weight of the current situation and the unyielding cries of an empty stomach.
****
The next morning, still reeling from the events of yesterday's lesson, Emily arrived at the pavilion. Sister Abigail announced that this morning they would take a field trip to the Chamber of Enlightenment. A unified shiver ran through them in anticipation.
"Sisters," Sister Abigail said, her voice slicing through murmurs as the group fell silent. "Today, we embark on a holy journey. The Chamber of Enlightenment awaits us."
A collective gasp ran through the ranks of women, and Emily found herself glancing at pale faces where others flushed with excitement. Grace, who sat next to her, reached out and squeezed her reassuringly.
"What's the Chamber of Enlightenment?" she breathed.
Grace's eyes sparkled, and her face leaned in close. "It's where we really connect with our inner selves," she said in a whispered tone. "Where The Father's teachings become real."
As they filed out into the early evening, Emily's legs felt heavy. Before them now, the path in to the forest stretched endlessly, tenebrous shadows between the trees deepening ominously. She could feel the pounding of her heart, palms slick with sweat as she contemplated what she might be about to see.
"Remember," Sister Abigail called as they walked, her voice hypnotic, "what you experience in the chamber is sacred. It is your truth, your destiny."
Emily swallowed, and suddenly her throat was dry. She thought of Jacob, reaching back for the solace of his memory, but the image of him seemed strangely blurred and far away.
Around a bend in the path, a darkness came into view: an opening to a cave, veiled with streamers of vines hanging down. Before this was Sister Abigail, her outline fringed with firelight that danced spastically behind her, making her all but larger than life.
"Welcome, my sisters," she said, beaming at them, "to the Chamber of Enlightenment."
She watched as, one by one, the others went inside. Each woman who appeared had the look of one who had just viewed her own death: some faces streaming in tears, others with an expression of rapturous joy. None of them spoke about what she had seen.
And now that it was her turn, some aura of dread somehow began overcoming her body. She turned to Grace, who had just emerged from inside the cave with her eyes having some inner glow.
"Grace," Emily whispered, a little tremble in her voice. "What's in there?
Smoothing, Grace's features stitched a warm smile on her face. Emily's hand firmly in hers, she squeezed it softly. "Oh, Emily," she breathed, her tone full of wonder. "I saw love. But not just any love, I saw family."
Emily's heart was practically somersaulting within her chest. "Can you... can you tell me more?"
Grace's eyes got dreamier still. "It was beautiful, Emily. I had this vision of myself surrounded by family, but not the family I was born into. It was my real family, here on the island."
She turned, the smile breaking across her face like a fracture in a broken mirror. "Sister Abigail was there and The Father, too. They were staring at me with pride and love in their eyes. I felt, I felt like I could do anything, be anything."
Emily sat dumbfounded while Grace continued, "They spoke to me, Emily. Words of encouragement, of empowerment. Sister Abigail told me I was strong, that I had unlimited potential. The Father, he said I was an important part of our family, that my presence here makes us whole."
Grace's eyes refocused on Emily, full of intensity. "And you were there too, Emily."
Grace's color heightened and she looked away, her gaze focusing on some point over Emily's shoulder for a moment before turning back to catch her eye. "You were, well, you were you. Beautiful, radiant." She trailed off finishing softly, "it was everything I wanted it to be."
It had been the thought of Jacob, wrestling with everything Grace had described so luminously-perfect family, steadfast support, acceptance she had never quite encountered-and something more besides, in the smile Grace had given her.
 
Before she could utter one more word it was Sister Abigail speaking soft, "Emily, it's your turn."
 
Grace gave Emily's hand one more squeeze. "Don't be afraid," she whispered, "whatever you may find. That is your life. Take it on."
Emily took a deep breath and stepped forward toward the cave entrance. Abigail reached out and laid a comforting, yet unsettling, touch on her shoulder. "Remember, dear one," she said in a low whisper, "what you are about to witness is truth from one's soul. Accept it, no matter how it may confront your present perceptions."
With every step further into the darkness of the cave, Grace's words swirled around her, mingling with her hopes and fears. The chill, damp air wrapped heavy around her, thick with the acrid smell of burning herbs. Pressing deeper into the cave, her heart racing, Emily moved toward a faint light luminescing from behind a bend: small candles set in the dirt floor to light her way. Heavy smoke reached her now, and with it, whispers-quiet, indistinguishable, yet recognizable. As Emily went further inside the cave, the smoke got heavy, starting to obscure the view in a darkening way. Candles cast an eerie light onto the walls, which danced and twisted before her eyes. There was a tightness within her chest as her heart was racing on.
Words of assurance, yet she tried to focus on the memory of Jacob, her anchor in this place, his image always slipping away, like smoke through her fingers. Instead, the dancing shadows on the walls started coalescing into one huge figure: The Father.
In Emily's head, a perfect maelstrom of confusion and pure shock churned, while The Father spoke in deep, hypnotic tones and her tongue carried the bitter taste of the burning sage.
"Emily, my child," he started in his low hum, "you have been selected to follow a greater truth. Take this lesson you have read and remember to rid yourself of all that holds you back as I am your salvation, your shining light". 
Emily attempted to focus on his words, but somehow her gaze fell elsewhere.
His large swollen cock, lying across his thigh, was limp. With every step The Father took, it was if the monster was rising off his leg, some sort of powerful scepter. She tried to avert her eyes away, catching the burning sensation in her cheeks out of embarrassment, but it was a magnet, it seemed, drawing her to its power. Emily's legs went weak while The Father approached her. Then his strong hands reached her body and started rubbing every place on her all at once.
She moaned briefly, her mind betraying her as it strayed from Jacob. Then, as The Father's hot shaft pressed against her slick folds, a bubble had burst. All thought of Jacob was gone, replaced only by the desire to be closer with The Father, to let their souls be one as Sister Abigail had described.
Desperate, Emily wrapped her arms around the thick of his neck, struggling to angle her hips just right. The problem was he just kept slipping past her entrance, brushing over her clit instead. She moaned in frustration and arousal, struggles growing desperate.
His hands were everywhere. She felt them clasping firmly onto her ass, his fingers teasing her tight hole. The odd sensation didn't make Emily feel any less energized, desperate to feel this man inside her. A chill ran down her spine as his warm tongue hit her neck. Even as his large stomach pushed her away from him, she clung to his neck, determined to get closer to him.
"The most powerful yeses are often the hardest to give. They're the ones that require us to let go of our fears, our doubts, our need for control." Her words sounded distant, fainter than a whisper as she was consumed her nothing but pure lust.
The more she gave in to her desires, the more something felt off, that somehow she had to fight these urges off. Something else should stand in her way, but so hard was it for her to remember what exactly that was. "Just say yes" The Father repeated in her head, his teeth clutching her neck.
She started chanting "yes" as if possessed. An orgasm took hold of her. Then, her whole body bucked when his cock pressed hard against her clit sending her over into a massive orgasm-the strongest she'd ever had.
Images of The Father swirled in her head in a maelstrom of his words as her entire body tingled in the aftershock of the orgasm. Then hands were tugging her up to her feet and she opened her eyes slightly to find Sister Abigail dragging her from the cave.
She stumbled from the cave out into the path, her legs trembling beneath her. Through harsh sunlight, she blinked; her head raced to catch up with vivid hallucinations. Shame mixed with the unexpected, yet still-lingering arousal coursing through her body.
She hewed to the faces, finally fixing her stare upon Grace. Stumbling toward her new-made friend, she latched desperately onto the only semblance of comfort or understanding. Grace beamed bright with a warm smile as she took in the disheveled look of her and those insane eyes.
"Emily? Are you all right? What did you see?" Grace asked.
Words clogged in her throat the moment she opened her mouth to speak. Where could she even begin to explain what happened? The mere thought sent this confusing leap of excitement through the core of her body, which was quickly followed by a wave of guilt.
"I... I saw my family," Emily said, unsure whether she could trust her well enough with the truth. "And Jacob. We were all. happy."
Grace hunched forward, her eyes fixed intently on Emily's face, her lips pursed a fraction. For a heartbeat, a crack of fear opened up for Emily - the belief that Grace could see right through the disguise, that she was aware of the burning taboo visions which still seared the edges of her mind.
But Grace's face smoothed, and she reached out to fold Emily in a tight hug. "That's great, Emily," she whispered. "See? The Father's teachings are guiding you toward true happiness."
With further words of comfort and encouragement from Grace, Emily couldn't quite hear, as her mind had turned into a battleground with tussling emotions running amok inside her head. The picture of Jacob that had been reassuring, comforting, loved, now seemed to blur and ripple in the eye of her mind, being replaced occasionally by flashes of her and The Father.
Implications leaped before her in a madman's dance, and her heart ran in a hurry to catch up. Was this truly what her inner self had desired? So real-so thick-the savagery of it there in that cave. And yet, the very thought sent a shiver of arousal and disgust through her very being.
She was thinking of Jacob, the life they'd mapped out together, so black and white then, so sure. Now doubt slunk in like some kind of insidious fog. If it was what she wanted, really, why hadn't she seen that in the cave? Why had her mind conjured up such different, unsettling images?
And with every one of Grace's words that washed over her, she nodded, reaching for something comfortable and familiar to hold onto; but behind that, her mind was chaos with questions and doubts: Was she repressing what she wanted?
She squinched her eyes shut and willed herself to center. She wanted to believe in her love for Jacob, in the life they had planned. But the residue of her vision in the cave tugged at her, its whisper of possibilities, of a power she'd never known she craved.
It had been easier, when the others finally did start to drift toward the compound, to let them carry her gently in that direction as well, her mind still raging. Soon, she would have to go find Jacob, but the thought was almost as terrifying as it was desirable. How was she supposed to look him in the eye, knowing what she knew now?
Every step taken, it had seemed, drew Emily simultaneously toward the comforting familiar of a life with Jacob and toward the tundra of an alluring path The Father seemed to have offered. It became a storm inside her, which made her even more lost and confused than before.



****
In the makeshift cell, Jacob's long shadows danced across the room as little light coming in through the holes in the roof shifted. He would have to guess it was late afternoon, perhaps early evening; but stuck inside with no real perception of time, every minute felt an eternity.
Jacob's stomach growled loud in protest of the privation. He shut his eyes and willed himself to think about anything but the gnawing hollow inside his stomach. Thus, his mind went racing as, within his mind's eye, he replayed everything regarding his being incarcerated:
- There were always pairs of guards.
- While one entered, the other stood watch outside.
- Quick functional motions bereft of emotion.
The guard stood watchfully outside, crossing his arms, with no visible weapon.
Jacob paced the little confines of his cell, steps echoing in oppressive silence. He knew that all he had to do was get outside and reach Emily before it's too late. But in his mind, every scenario he could think of would end in defeat.
Finally, his body succumbed to fatigue as the night wore on. The last thoughts in his mind, as he listened to an uncomfortable sleep come to take him, were those of Emily and what she might be going through, praying she was safe.
His alarm was the footsteps that came just outside his door. Jacob could feel the beating of his heart as he concentrated on the door, expecting the standard rhythm from the guards this time. Instead, a small projector had been fixed just outside his barred window.
The image flickered onto the wall behind him, casting an eerie glow in the cell. His breath caught in his throat as the figure of Emily coalesced onto the wall.
It was innocuous enough at first: Emily in a well-lit room, features slack while she listened intently to some speaker out of sight. But as the footage continued, a creeping trepidation threaded its way into Jacob's mind.
The scene shifted, and Emily stood tall with her dress bunched at her feet as Emily stood naked. Jacob's breath got caught in his throat, his hands firming into fists, his jaw clamping shut at the unveiled nude form of Emily, her eyes cast down to appear in subjugation.
Then, a distorted thought took hold in the mine field of Jacob's mind-is this what they've subjected her to while he's been locked away? Has the depravity of the cult already sunk its hooks into the woman he loved? His heart raced in his chest as he tried slowing his breathing down, as if the walls had begun closing in on him.
The projections were endless, each one worse than the one before it. Invisible hands stroked and fondled Emily's body as she lay in passive acceptance, perhaps even content. Her face changed from blissful acceptance to fleeting seconds of discomfort in which she seemed to be waging some private war.
Meanwhile, Jacob's heart bucked in his chest, a wave of rage and helplessness bearing down on him. He wanted to tear his eyes from these horrific images; still, another, perverse part of him could not turn away, could not shake the nagging fear that his worst nightmares were being realized.
The more graphic the projections became, the further Jacob felt himself lose grip on reality. Was this actually happening to Emily, or was it some kind of sick manipulation meant to break his spirit and crush what little trust he did have in her? Whichever it was, it was working, because Jacob felt tears sting the corner of his eyes, and he slumped further into the wall, bringing his knees right up to his chest.
Thinner now were the lines between truth and deception: Jacob rode stormy weather, floating upon a sea of doubt and anguish, hanging onto the hope that a strong and resilient Emily would surface-that she would resist the cult. The reality was that with each new scene, this hope slipped further and further away from him.
As the projections reached their crescendo, Jacob stood utterly helpless while Emily willingly gave herself to The Father. Her small frame wrapped in his grotesque form, he used her just like he used Amanda. A loud, primal howl tore from Jacob as his spirit seemed finally to break, his head slammed into his hands, and he was sobbing uncontrollably.
The sobs shook Jacob, his body going spastically awry in its struggles for breath past the anguish that tore him apart. Several minutes must have passed, though it had seemed like hours, since the projected images faded, but the result of their showing yet lingered, seared into his mind.
His sobs finally dissolved into uneven breathing. Jacob pressed the heels of his palms against his eyes to will the horrific visions to disappear. He had to clear his head-find some way out of this nightmare. But how could he when each thought circled him round again to Emily and the unthinkable things he'd seen?
Desperate for any reprieve from the darkness that would eventually break him, Jacob forced his mind to happier times, years ago he remembered during a pivotal point in their relationship.
It was one of those stormy nights, the rain lashing against the window panes. Jacob's phone had lit up with Emily's call, who sounded choked with tears while explaining the huge fight she had with her parents. The next thing he knew, he was already jumping out into his car, racing toward her house.
He pulled up and saw her standing in the yard, hugging herself. Angry voices came from inside the house-those of her parents-but she had eyes only for Jacob. Nothing else mattered.
She ran to him, and into the woods behind her house they fled together. Rain soaked through their clothes, plastering Emily's hair against her face, but to Jacob she'd never looked more beautiful. Her eyes, even red-rimmed from crying, held within them some fierce kind of determination.
They finally came to a stop in a small clearing, standing there, both of them panting. Jacob brushed a wet strand of hair from Emily's face; his features reflected the concern mirrored within hers. "Are you all right?" he asked low.
At first, Emily said nothing. She reached up and, pushing the rain-soaked hair off Jacob's forehead. Again, her mere touch zapped with electricity as her fingers left streaks of fire across his skin that had nothing to do with the cold.
Mumbled almost to a whisper, the words "I love you" had come out with such conviction that it drowned out all other sounds. It was the first time she'd ever said that to him.
And before he could say a word, she pressed her lips onto his in a kiss. Her lips were warm, passionate despite the cold rain. Right there and then, Jacob knew that beyond every shadow of doubt, she was the woman he wanted to spend his life with.
The memory laced itself around him, and with his breathing slowing, muscles relaxed one after another. Jacob was holding onto a moment that let the feeling wash over him, warm him up, and press out some of the cold dread that held him tight.
Emily was tough. She had fire in her belly. She was the woman who'd chosen him, who'd stood by him through thick and thin. Whatever it was he had seen in those projections, whatever was going on now, he had to believe in her-in them.
Jacob sucked in one great steadying breath. He opened his eyes, and a new determination fell across him like a mantle-he was going to get out of this, save Emily, and together they'd be free from this island and its macabre inhabitants.
Again more resolute than ever, Jacob got back to his task of finding some defect in his cell, some aperture. He would never give up. For Emily, for the love that bound them together, for all those pleasurable past times they built for each other, he'd go on.  ﻿
****
 
Emily's head was still spinning as she walked away from the pavilion. Her mind filled with disoriented emotions and tattered memories, her body humming with an endless and unsettling arousal.
"I've got ya," the haze was cut by George's voice. His hand was on her waist, balancing, but a little too low, lingering a little too long. "Heard you had a rough vision and thought you might be able to use a hand. Let's get you back to your room." George's hand clasped softly around her hip, and Emily let out a soft moan as she tumbled against him.
Her legs were like jelly as they walked. Sharp flashes from that cave invaded her senses: brilliant Technicolor touches, whispers, sensations that set her cheeks ablaze with shame and confusion. Her skin became ultrasensitive: every touch of fabric, every gust of wind whipped away an involuntary shiver.
George's arm clamped on her waist, tugging her near. "The Father's teachings can be overwhelming," he breathed in her ear, his hot breath scalding her skin. "But they're transformative. You'll see."
She tugged, trying to pull away, but her body betrayed her. Part of her-a majority, unfortunately, wanted to lean into his touch and beg for more of those intoxicating sensations she'd had inside the cave. Another part was appalled, a faint voice screaming this is wrong.
"J-Jacob," she muttered, the name feeling weird in her mouth.
George's hand continued down, coming to a firm rest on her ass. "Jacob is still struggling with The Father's teachings, Emily. We are worried he's going to hold you back. You don't want that, do you?" Emily felt herself nod in a slow manner, unable to clear her head for some reason.
They reached her room, and George opened the door. She burst inside, and he caught her arm, pulling her toward him. "Remember The Father's teachings," he whispered, his lips brushing her cheek.
 
Emily nodded, slow, as if automatic. Her hands reached up, releasing her dress, letting it pool at her feet.
"Very good. The Father will be pleased. You must continue training." He breathed hotly against the back of Emily's neck, and she let out a low sigh as he practically carried her to her bed.
Emily lay back on the bed, her body completely exposed to George's gaze. She felt vulnerable and unsure, but George assured her this was exactly how The Father intended it. Just hearing him say "The Father" caused Emily's pulse to race in a way she couldn't understand. Her body yearned to be touched, or saved--she wasn't sure which anymore.
George's hands remained on her hips, sending her body into electric shock. "Remember, Emily, The Father wants you to love yourself, take back all that society has taken from you.
Her heart was racing while George's hands started to move in slow caresses over her body. She knew she should resist him, but her body betrayed her, responding to his touch and the aftershocks of the high level of pleasure that she had found in the cave now taking hold.
George could not believe his luck. He knew this girl was falling under their spell fast, but he could not believe it was this fast. Part of him was curious as to exactly how far he could push the encounter with her, but he knew that if he did anything other than precisely what The Father said, there would be harsh consequences, and he could undo all the work they'd done to this point.
George leaned forward and gently took her hand, placing it on her own chest. "Listen to your heartbeat, Emily," he whispered. "That's the cadence of love. The Father wants us all to feel love, to feel pleasure."
Gooseflesh arose over her whole body as George's hand guided hers lower, following the swell of her breast. His touch was gentle, near reverent, and she found herself melting into it.
George brought her hand over her nipple, and the rough texture against their fingers there sent a soft whimper from Emily as juices began to leak from between her legs.
"The Father teaches us that our bodies are sacred," George said, his voice low and husky as he watched Emily. "That we should honor them and give them the pleasure they deserve." George's free hand ran over Emily's stomach, making Emily lift her hips from the bed, another whimper escaped her lips. George released her hand, but she left it on her chest, caressing her nipple as her mouth opened in a silent scream.
"Remember, Emily," George whispered into her ear, his hot breath sending delicious shivers down her spine as he scraped the skin with his teeth. "This is about you. About learning to love yourself and embracing the pleasure The Father has given us."
She nodded, her body seeming to act on its own as George's fingers came into contact with hers. She felt his fingers slide lower, tracing the curve of her stomach as she wriggled under his touch. Her own fingers continued to rub and pinch her sensitive nipple.
"Touch yourself, Emily," he said in a voice low and husky. "Explore your own body and find the pleasure that lies in store for you."
Emily demurred, her confidence at an end. She knew she should say no and usher him out of the room immediately. But The Father's teachings echoed in her ears, visions from the cave playing on repeat behind her eyelids as her breathing quickened. She began to stroke herself languidly, tracing those fingers along the same path that George had taken only moments before.
"Remember, Emily," he whispered, his tongue stroking her neck, and she shriveled up with desire. "The Father's teachings are about love and pleasure. This is not a sin. I too have walked the holy path, and I am here to guide you."
And then his finger slid inside her-cutting, yet insistent. A moan escaped the prison of Emily's lips as her body arched towards his hand. She felt herself go slack, allowing the pleasure to overcome her while her mind heaved with bleeding emotion.
Emily's hips bucked against George's hand as he slipped a second finger inside her. She could feel herself getting wetter, her walls clutching his fat digits as her body cried for more.
"But, Jac..." She didn't get to say anything else before George pressed his mouth against hers. A thick tongue thrust into the space within her mouth, occupying all the space within it.
It overwhelmed her; her mind couldn't make sense of it. George's struggling tongue inside her, his fingers pushing deeper inside her, and the softness of the bed on which she lay-the room seemed to ring with her moans, a sound that ran shivers up her spine.
His fingers slid in and out of Emily with a rhythm that was escalating by the second, sending great waves of pleasure coursing across her body. Every touch, every stroke was more insistent than the last, as if George were trying to tease every last ounce of pleasure from her trembling form.
Her breath came in short, sharp gasps; her back arced, her hips pressed into George's hand. Her body went berserk with a sensation she had never known; edges approached near and near.
Almost unbearable, her muscles contracted and released in time with George's motions. She could feel tension build up inside of her, a delicious ache threatening to overwhelm her.
"Please," Emily whispered low. The word hung in the air, a plea for release that George seemed instinctively to understand.
George's fingers went on dancing, the touch, if anything, more insistent yet, for he told himself the girl was ready. She felt the callousness of his hand against hers, the heat of him leaning beside her, his breath against her face.
"What do you want, Emily?" he whispered, his lips skimming her ear. The sensation had her head twisting, searching for his lips, her tongue darting from her mouth, but he kept himself just out of reach.
 
"Tell me," George pressed on, manipulating her body.
"I want... I need-to cum," Emily gasped out, her shaking voice a testament to her need. She could feel the edge approaching closer and closer, building up inside of her until it was nearly unbearable.
But just as she felt herself tipping over the edge, George slowed his strokes, teasing her with feathery touches that made her cry out in frustration. She could feel herself hovering on the cusp, desperate for a release that she knew was just beyond her grasp.
"Who do you think of, Emily?" he whispered, his lips lightly teasing hers then releasing before she could curl the touch into a kiss. She whimpered and pouted at that provocation, her face heating up with need and embarrassment.
"I-I, please just let me cum," she stammered, hardly recognizing her own voice any longer. Then the tension inside rose even higher, pleasure and frustration mingling into a delicious cocktail that threatened to overwhelm her.
His fingers went on working on her body, sliding in and out at an excruciating pace. With every pull of his fingers, the room would fill with the sound of her desire. She was coming closer and closer-a tide of her pleasure mounting inside.
"Tell me, Emily," George was saying in a low, insistent murmur, "who are you thinking about?
The hesitation stumbled from Emily's mouth as her body quivered with desire. Her mind was shrieking at her to say Jacob, she should be thinking of the man that she loved. The truth was, though-she just could not get the image of The Father out of her mind.
"I... I am thinking about The Father, " she breathed in that hoarse voice of hers so caught up with desire. The words sent an electric storm of pleasure running through her body, and she thrust her hips toward the probing fingers of George, pleading silently for him to drive her to her climax.
George smiled, his fingers going faster and faster as he pushed her over the edge. The orgasm washed over her like a tidal wave, leaving her breathless, trembling, her every muscle flexing and releasing as pleasure coursed through her veins like liquid fire.
Later, after the aftershocks had ceased, Emily sank back into bed, sated. The frenzy of thoughts racing in her mind did seem to slacken a little now, although her body was still receiving whispers of her pleasure: soft sheet tuck against skin, George's warmth beside her. She knew she would never forget what it was to let go to The Father's teachings-to allow the pleasure in.
Lying in bed, in the afterglow of her orgasm, the ambiguity overwhelmed her.
This was a feeling that called for guilt, shame, and lots of remorse on her part. But yet, on the other hand, she could not help but feel it-that feeling which told her she was doing the will of The Father. She had given herself whole unto His teachings and to full measure of the pleasure that He would give her. Laying there now, the sensations of her pleasure radiating across her body, she couldn't help but feel just a little joyful and excited. She knew that The Father would be proud; He would see devotion and His chosen path being followed in her. A smile crept onto Emily's lips as George leaned down and softly kissed her forehead, promising a good report from himself about her exemplary behavior to The Father. She couldn't help herself; amidst all the torn emotions inside, a part of her felt proud with what she had done. It was the belief that she was on her way to something better that finally put her to sleep-to real enlightenment and far greater understanding of The Father's teachings. She can only pray that Jacob was in the same direction. Yes, in her mind, she was right where she was sent to be; The Father will guide her through every step.
George turned around and left, but not before he had lingered a little more than what was decent upon that great body of hers. He let out a sigh and plunged his fingers into his mouth, savoring what was left of Emily's pleasure. He knew he would have to go easy now, not giving in to his desires at the expense of his duty.
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***Jess***
The clock on the large bell tower struck midnight as I raced through the dark forest. The only sounds I could hear were the crunching of loose twigs and leaves under my feet as I raced through the maze of trees. The moon hung low, providing an eerie backdrop in the night sky. I had no idea where I was running to, or even for how long, but my legs were burning from overexertion, and I really felt like I could collapse at any moment.
My heart pounded in my chest with each beat. With each rapid beat I felt like I would fall over from exhaustion. My feet were sinking into the ground as mud curled around my freshly painted toes. The designer dress I had bought just days before was torn and covered in mud, my shoes lost forever in the dark.
I leaned against a tree, trying to catch my breath as running became slower and slower. The fear pulsing through my body was making my eyes dart all over the darkness to ensure no one was close. Every rustling sound of leaves, every whisper of breeze, brought a new wave of panic into my body.
I rushed behind a fallen tree I spotted in the near distance. I rushed behind it, lying flat and trying to cover my body with moss and pine needles. The only sound I could hear was the loud thumping of my heart as I struggled to catch my breath, mortally afraid of detection. My fingernails, still perfectly manicured from the salon trip Ian had surprised me with yesterday, dug into the damp earth. How quick things had changed-from spicing things up a little to becoming prey in this sadistic game of hide and seek.
A sob threatened to break loose from my throat. I clamped my hand over my mouth as my eyes began to sting. Where was Ian? Had he known this was going to happen? Was he searching for me, or playing this twisted game as well?
"Come out, come out wherever you are," a sadistic voice laughed from afar. I bit my lower lip to stop it from quivering; my breath had hitched.
"You know I'm just going to find you. And when I do, it's only going to be worse for you." The voice was closer now, though from which direction, I couldn't tell, nor how far away. I slammed my eyes shut, praying I'd done enough to stay camouflaged as I tried hard to recall how I'd gotten in this God-forsaken place to begin with.
****
My mind raced, fragments of memory flashing through my consciousness. The events leading up to this moment played out like a surreal movie in my head.
It had begun two weeks ago. Ian and I had been lying in bed, both of us panting after our latest round of heavy lovemaking. Just when I was about to doze off to sleep, he broached the subject.
"Jess," he said, his fingers slowly snaking over my thigh, "what would you think about. spicing things up a bit?"
I rolled onto my side and propped myself up on my elbow, curious. "What do you mean? You want to tie me up again?" I gave a devilish smile. I loved that Ian tried so hard to be more dominant, but the truth was it wasn't in his nature. He's a great guy. A nice guy and after what happened with my ex, nice was exactly what I needed.
He had hesitated, his eyes betraying a playful nervousness. "I heard about this... exclusive party. It's supposed to be pretty wild."
"Wild how?" I asked, my lips biting as my curiosity was piqued. I let my fingers travel over his body, lightly grazing his soft cock.
Ian's smile broadened, and I felt the familiar twitch of him slowly coming back to life. This was...unusual to say the least. "Let's just say it's for couples looking to... mix things up."
This time it had been my turn to be shocked. What precisely had he been asking of me? "Like a swingers party? You wanted us to swing?" Had this been the same Ian I'd been dating for almost a year? I studied his face, a smile starting to form.
"Not swingers, at least I don't think. I don't actually know all the details yet, but from what I hear it can get pretty... racy." His cock was growing in my hand now. Whatever this party was that he wasn't telling me about seemed to get his heart pumping.
"Spice things up huh? So, what we'd fuck in front of them?" I raised a curious eyebrow my hand now slowly pumping his shaft. Who was this man? He got embarrassed when I tried to make out with him in public. There was no way he'd let a bunch of strangers watch us.
Ian hadn't answered my question, but he didn't need to. I had been able to tell by the way his body had been reacting that I had been on the right track. "Or would this party mean we fuck other people? Is that what you want? Is there some whore I don't know about that you want?" My grip tightened more than I intended and Ian let our a small yelp.
"No! Jesus no, I don't want anyone but you, Jess." It was almost cute how hurt he sounded by that. I gave him a loving smile, my grip loosening as my fingers snaked down to massage his balls. I gave each one a gentle squeeze, rolling them in my palm before coming back up to work his shaft.
"Is it me then? You want to see me fuck someone else? To watch as another dick drives into me?" He sucked in air, his cock expanding in my hand, jackpot.
"Just, stop guessing and wait. I don't have all the details, I really don't know much about it." He was thrusting his hips into my hand now, tiny droplets of precum covering my fingers.
"Ian Alexander Thomas, are you imagining me fucking another guy?" I feigned disgust. My fingers wrapping tighter around his meat as he worked himself into a frenzy. "Picturing another man's dick slamming into me? Making me scream as he stretches me open?"
"Jess... fuck," he moaned the instant he started to throb in my hand. My mouth fell open in shock as I felt his warm seed cover my palm. His body continued to spasm and I watched in awe as his second orgasm rocked him in a short matter of time. I purred into his ear, my hand slowly coming to a stop.
"Wow, that was... unexpected," I laughed, kissing his cheek as I felt his breathing start to calm. This was a side of Ian I'd never seen before. I still didn't know exactly what this party was all about or if either of us would be up for whatever was going to happen. But I couldn't deny the thrill I just experienced from my boyfriend imagining... whatever he was imagining.
After that night, Ian dropped a few more hints about the party. Each morsel of information sent a thrill of anticipation through me. The idea of the party consumed us both. I still didn't know what was expected of us, but what I did know was that every time we talked about it, the sex that night was magical. A secluded mansion. Strict confidentiality agreements. A guest list made up only of the crème de la crème, most adventurous couples. My mind naturally drifted to some of those cheesy movies I'd seen: rooms full of intricate sex devices, couples splattered on the floor enjoying each other, not knowing where one couple started and another ended. I laughed at the thought of Ian in an orgy; it was just not something I could envision.
The closer it got, the more excited I got. I spent hours getting ready, picking an outfit for what to wear: sexy yet sophisticated. I'd already decided on a slinky black dress that outlined my body and some stilettos that made my legs look like they went on forever. Ian was wearing a black and white tux with a bow tie on. He looked like a nerdy James Bond, and I thought that was hot as fuck.
Ian and I were getting ready for the party in a blur of nervous anticipation and oodles of champagne. Driving out of town, as the GPS led us farther and farther out into the countryside, butterflies danced in my stomach.
"Are you sure about this?" I asked Ian, with a last sudden flutter of nerves that made my voice quaver.
He leaned over and squeezed my hand. "We don't have to do anything we're not comfortable with. We can leave anytime. Besides it could be.fun."
"You still haven't told me what exactly is going to happen tonight," I said with a grin.
"I still have no idea," he replied with a nervous laugh.
By the time we actually arrived, this Mansion that promised seemed to resemble something closer to a Gothic cathedral. Lights were on illuminating the grand entrance to sleek sports cars that lined driveways in a circle, reflecting the eerie glow back outwards from their smooth, polished surfaces. One could tell by just looking at the cars in the driveway that we didn't belong here. How was Ian able to get an invite?
An old clock tower rose into the darkness of the rear, standing taller than anything else that surrounded the property. Its aged face barely visible in the dim light. As we neared it, the clock struck ten with deep, rich chimes that seemed to reverberate across the estate.
A valet materialized out of the darkness to take our keys, and I half expected him to tell us he'd wandered into some sort of horror film. As we mounted the marble steps, my stilettos clicking a staccato rhythm against the stone, anxiety curdled in the pit of my stomach. My heart raced along with the dying echoes of the clock tower as I reached for Ian's hand.
Inside, though, it was a whole different story. Crystal chandeliers hung from the center of the room above the crowd, attractive people decked out in designer clothes mingled with one another. Their laughter and the clinking of champagne glasses filled the air as a waiter appeared with a tray of bubbly champagne. Ian handed me a glass and we clinked them together.
"To new adventures," he said, the corners of his eyes crinkling. "Whatever happens tonight, we face it together." The smile he gave me was warm, but there was a mischievous glint in his eye I hadn't seen before. He was up to something, and my body tingled with trying to figure out what it was.
I watched, entranced, as bubbles tickled my nose. A woman in a red dress was standing in one corner, whispering into her partner's ear, furiously blushing. Near the grand staircase, a couple was involved in what looked like a very intimate conversation with another pair.
"What exactly happens here?" I whispered to Ian.
He shrugged, turning his face for fear that he was going to say more than he actually wanted to. "I guess we'll find out together."
As the night wore on, the atmosphere changed subtly. The music grew slower, more sensual. The lights dimmed, creating a more intimate feeling. Couples disappeared upstairs, returning disheveled and flushed. I sensed the shift in the mood, the change in energy. People were no longer trying to hide their desires they were letting them out into the open.
I felt a rush run through my body. What exactly was this night holding for us? Just as I was going to ask Ian if perhaps we should take a look around, he leaned in close, his warm breath near my ear.
"I'm going to get us some more drinks," he whispered, his eyes glancing around the room. "Don't go anywhere without me, all right?"
I nodded and he vanished into the tide of faces. Of course, without him present, I felt exposed, vulnerable. Anticipation fluttered in my chest. Eagerly, I waited for him to get back so that we could go on a further expedition of the place.
"You're way too gorgeous to be left alone. I'm surprised the vultures haven't circled yet," a deep voice said from behind me as I turned and found piercing green eyes staring back at me. At first, I wasn't even sure he was talking to me. But as his chiseled jaw tilted upward into a smile, I realized he must be.
"My boyfriend just went to get us drinks. I'm fine thanks. Although it does seem some vultures are near," I shot him a confident smirk, letting him know I wasn't one to be messed with.
"Fine indeed," he said, reaching out to twirl a strand of my red hair between his fingers. I should have slapped him on the spot, but I was too paralyzed by such a daring move. The audacity of this guy.
"Was there something else?" I snapped, his staring at me without uttering another word continued. It would have been creepy if I didn't find him so.
"The name's Caleb. And you are.?"
"Jess. And I'm bored, now if you'll excuse me," I turned to leave but Caleb took a step to the side blocking my path. My heart raced in my chest as I thought of what he could possibly do in a room full of people.
"You're a quite the fire cracker, aren't you?" He said after several tense seconds of him sizing me up. "I'm going to enjoy this hunt." His smile beamed down at me. His perfect teeth showing as he practically eye fucked me before walking away.
****
The memory shattered when a twig snapped nearby. I held my breath, hugging closer to the damp earth. The floor of the forest pulsed with life beneath me; the cadence matched the frantic rhythm of my heart.
"Oh Jess," this voice crooned, "don't you want to finish what we started?"
A chill ran down my spine when footsteps crunched ever closer-I knew that voice. My mind began drifting back to the party. Caleb.
"Come on, Jess. You can't hide forever."
My muscles coiled, ready to spring in any direction. But which direction? The forest stretched infinitely every way, and I wasn't even sure what direction he was coming from.
A hand touched the log concealing me. I bit back a gasp, tasting blood where my teeth pierced my lip.
"Found you," the voice whispered, triumphant.
I felt my heart stop as Caleb clamped down on my arm. I tried to twist away, to break from his grasp, but he was far too strong. In one swift motion he pulled me to my feet slamming my back against the rough bark of a nearby tree. He was close enough now that the stubble of his beard tickled my cheek. The smell of his cologne overpowering my senses.
"Well, would you look at that. I guess I was wrong. I thought you'd be a much harder catch." I balled my hand into a fist wanting to punch the smug bastard in his face, but I couldn't move. His body was pressed against mine, pinning me against the tree. His right hand was on my hip as he stared daggers into my eyes.
Caleb's fingers traced along my collarbone, leaving in their wake a trail of gooseflesh. My eyes darted to the surrounding forest, in desperate appeal that Ian would somehow materialize out of the darkness. His hand drifted lower, achingly slow, as if savoring every inch.
"Go to hell," I returned insolently, knowing full well that the more I struggled, the worse it was going to get. Almost as if he'd read my mind, his hand came off my body to wrap a fistful of my hair into its grasp. I let out a cry of pain and surprise, but it only seemed to excite him further.
"Hell? No, this is my heaven, my playground," he laughed again this time bringing his lips down on my neck. I gasped at both the shock of the physical contact and the sudden slick moisture on my neck. Pain suddenly shot through my body, along with an electric jolt that went straight between my thighs as his teeth clamped down on it breaking the skin.
I could feel the trickle of blood sliding down my neck, and tried to stifle the moan, but Caleb saw right through me.
"Look at you, Jess," he sneered, falling back on me, his lips smeared with a streak of my blood. "Your body betrays you. You're enjoying this, aren't you? I can see it in your eyes, feel it in the way your body responds to mine."
I glared at him, my chest heavy with anger and exertion. "You're disgusting," I spat. "I'm not enjoying anything. You're hurting me."
"Don't play the victim here, princess. You could have left at any time through the night. You knew the risks. What, you thought you and your boyfriend were just going to hang out in some mansion all night? Maybe get a little kinky and let others watch you fuck?" His grip on my hair tightened, that stupid smirk once again appearing on his lips.
"No, you knew the risks. In fact, I think you were hoping for something more adventurous." His hand left my hip and began a steady climb up my rib cage. The little hairs of my skin stood with the touch of his fingers. I hated everything he was saying to me right now.
"I think you were hoping it was me that found you. I think you secretly knew that I could do things to your body that pussy you call a boyfriend could never do" I opened my mouth to yell at him, to tell him to go to hell, but as I did I felt his rough, callused hand on my chest ripping away the cup of my bra. His big fingers pinched my erect nipple as my eyes begged him. Although, I was suddenly unsure what they begged for.
Caleb chuckled, his grip on my hair tightening as he pressed his body even closer to mine. I could feel his arousal hard against my stomach, sending a wave of electricity crashing over me. "Your words say one thing, but your body says another. You're breathing heavy, nipples are rock hard, and I bet if I were to slide my hand between your legs, I'd find you wet and ready."
"You're wrong," I gasped, attempting to disregard the heat that was building between my legs. "I don't want this. I don't want you." The words sounded weak, hollow, even to me. I wasn't sure who I was trying to convince when I said them.
Caleb's smile only grew wider at my protest, his perfectly white teeth glimmered in the moon light. The only marks that showed in a scar on that smug face of his were the droplets of my blood. His fingers continued to roll my nipple between them, sending jolts of pleasure and pain through my body. "Keep lying to yourself, Jess. But let me ask you this. Why was I the one that found you? Where's your precious boyfriend right now? Maybe he's doing this same thing to another girl? Or maybe he's hiding alone in the house, too afraid to run out into the woods at night even to protect his beautiful girlfriend?"
I was shaking my head in denial, but my body seemed to be turning against me while his touch made my mind protest a little. I could feel wetness pool between my legs and my legs grow weak.
Caleb leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear. "Let's make a deal, Jess," he whispered, tongue darting over my ear. "I'll stop if you can tell me, honestly, that you don't want this. That you don't want me. But if you can't, if you hesitate even for a second, then you're mine."
I wanted to tell him to go to hell. That he was the last person on Earth that I wanted. But as I opened my mouth, the words wouldn't come out. My body was on fire, my brain no longer in control. I could feel his smile against my skin, his warm breath against the back of my neck.
"Time's up, Jess," he whispered, his hand trailing down my stomach, bundling the fabric of my dress in his hand. I felt my heart go crazy inside my chest, my breathing short and rapid. I knew I needed to stop him, push him away, but my body refused to budge, anticipation hot in my blood.
His hand slid under the fabric of my underwear, and his fingers grazed my wet lips. I gasped in surprise at how wet I was already. My hips bucked forward despite my brain screaming at them to say no, begging for more of his touch. Caleb let out a chuckle, his lips laying claim to mine in a fierce kiss. His tongue invaded my mouth, claiming me, possessing me. I could taste the coppery tang of my blood on his lips, could feel the scratch of his stubble against my skin.
My mind was screaming at me, telling me to push him away, to run, to find Ian, but my body had other plans. My willpower was gone, my hips moved, pressing and circling against his hand. My hands, rather than pushing him away, clutched at his shirt, pulling him closer. I felt the heat emanating from his body, the hard muscles beneath his shirt. My nipples hardened, aching for his touch. His fingers had begun to move-stroking, exploring. I gasped into his mouth as my tongue stroked against his. My eyes fluttered closed over waves of pleasure washing over me, his touch expert, his fingers seeming to know exactly where to go and just how to touch me to cause the most intense sensations.
What the hell is he doing to me? I thought my mind racing on as I chased my release. I need to stop him, but why can't I? I wasn't even sure I wanted to anymore. What the hell is wrong with me?



He slipped two fingers inside me, filling me, making me moan. My hips moved in time with his hand with practiced ease. His thumb found my clit, circling it, teasing it. Jolts of unwanted pleasure coursed through my body as I moaned into the smug bastard's mouth. I pulled his body into mine, suddenly wanting to feel him closer. My body was aflame, and at this moment, he was the only one who could put out the fire.
This isn't right, my mind screamed, even as a shiver of pleasure ran down my spine. I shouldn't like this. I shouldn't be allowing him to do this to me. But with each touch, that line between black and white blurred just a little bit more. It was easy how readily my body was surrendering; it was the traitor.
Caleb's lips left mine, trailing down my neck to nip at my skin. "God, you're tight, Jess," he growled into my ear. His voice was low and rumbling; it sent shivers down my spine. "And so wet. Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is too stubborn to admit it."
His fingers curled inside me, striking a spot that made my body buck hard with pleasure. I cried out, digging my nails into his shoulders as I ground my hips against his hand. The tension coiled, building at my core. I was close, so close.
"That's it, Jess," Caleb muttered low into my ear. "Let go. Give in to it. You know you want to."
 
I wanted so bad to fight back, to not give him the satisfaction of making me cum. I moved my hands to his wrist and started to pull it away. But the moment I did, he twisted his wrist, his fingers pushing deeper inside me, hitting that spot again. My eyes rolled back, my vision blurring a little. Rather than pulling his wrist away, I found my hands holding it there, his fingers moving inside me, the pleasure building.
His fingers moved faster, feeling my submission, his thumb pressed harder against my clit. I was panting, my body trembling, my mind a blur of sensations and desire. I could feel the edge approaching.
For a moment, Ian's face flashed through my mind, his eyes lost in mine, his warm smile whenever I said something stupid. What would he think if he saw me now? The image faded and was replaced with Caleb's intense gaze. A pang of guilt hit me at the swiftness of my switch.
"Cum for me, Jess. Let me see your face as you cum for someone other than your boyfriend," he was taunting me, daring me to defy him again, but I was too far gone to care. "You know the rules - once you cum, you're free to run again. That's what you think you want isn't it? To be free of me? Or perhaps it's knowing what I'll do to you after I catch you again that's causing your body to react like this?"
His words were like pouring gasoline on the fire of my arousal. The weird logic of this twisted game was still there in my head: climax equated with temporary freedom, a possibility to flee back into the woods. I clung to the chances this rationalization gave me, telling myself it was strategy, not desire that made me respond. But deep down, I knew I was lying. I responded because my body demanded this; my body demanded him.
With the pressure mounting, my mind shattered. I hated myself for answering, hated Caleb for bringing me down to this, hated the screwed-up game that had brought me to this place. Yet, buried deep beneath it all, a treacherous thrill sparked, growing into a flame threatening to consume me.
"Caleb," I panted, his name a plea on my lips. I was begging, but I didn't know what for. For him to stop? For him to never stop?
"Say it again, Jess," he growled, his fingers thrusting deeper, harder. "Say my name. Let me hear you scream it. Let everyone know exactly who is making you feel this way."
And I did. At the crest of orgasm, washing over me, I screamed his name, my body convulsing wildly, my hips bucking up against his hand. Wave after wave crashed through me, burying me under sensation. His fingers slowed but didn't stop, wringing every last shudder and spasm. I clung to him, shaking, my breath in ragged gasps.
When the last wave subsided, I slumped back against the tree, my body limp, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Caleb's hand slipped from my pants, his fingers glistening with my release. He brought them to his lips, his tongue darting out to taste me. A slow, satisfied smile spread across his face.
As the power of my orgasm ebbed, reality came crashing back. It was as if the forest spun around me, the enormity of what had just transpired weighing onto my chest. Exposed, vulnerable, and utterly lost, my eyes settled on his. For a moment, they looked soft, kind. Then, in a flash-as quick as it appeared, it was gone-replaced once again by the same cold, tormented eyes from earlier.
"Run," he commanded even as I struggled to stand. And I did.
****
***Ian
The room buzzed with a sense of restlessness as dozens of men shifted excitedly, eyes fixed on the countdown timer above the door. Sweat beaded on my forehead despite the cool air. This was all wrong. Alex had warned that these parties could get intense, had encouraged us to keep an open mind. Hinted that we would almost certainly be expected to "swap" or "share". But this? Jess and I separated, potentially miles apart in the dark forest, while any of these strangers could do God-knows-what to her? This was madness.
I remembered Alex's words, spoken to the women: "Remember, if things get too intense you can always remove the pendant." Suspended from the neck of each woman, including Jess, hung a teardrop necklace with an integrated beacon. Remove it, and it would strobe a light and sound a horn for help. The catch? Anyone who used it would be banned from future events. Yet, as I scanned the room, that threat really landed. They weren't merely partygoers. They were the children of titans of industry, of political power brokers, and celebrities, the cream of society that Jess and I had no business sharing a room with. Being cast out of this circle was so much more than not getting invited to any more fashionable parties. It could amount to careers ruined, reputations shattered, doors closed forever. This wasn't just some security device. It was a death wish hanging over each participant's head-a guarantor of their silence and compliance. I swallowed hard, suddenly aware of how deep we'd waded into waters we didn't understand.
Thirty seconds left. My stomach churning. We hadn't had even a moment to plan a meeting spot since Jess and I last spoke. Would she even be looking for me? Part of me was just hoping that she would rip that pendant right off, that'd get us both the hell outta here. But then isn't this what we signed up for? The opportunity for some spice? To prove I could be as spontaneous and adventurous as her ex?
Zero hit, and my heart just dropped to the floor. I wasn't ready, didn't have a plan. The doors swung open with an ominous creak, and a mad rush of bodies surged forward, the electric air popping with primal sexual energy. I stood frozen, watching as the others charged into the night, their excited whoops dissipating into the blackness of the forest.
My feet were lead, unwilling to move. What was I doing here? This wasn't me. I wasn't the kind of man that chased women through the woods like some deranged hunter. I was the guy who surprised Jess with homemade dinners and remembered her favorite flowers.
Trusting and dependable, those were the words Jess used to describe me. I wasn't edgy, or dominant. Not like Justin, her ex. I remembered overhearing one night, as Jess had her friend Carly over and both obviously had one too many glasses of wine. Jess thought she was being quiet while I went into the kitchen to clean up, but I heard it all. "God, Carly, it was insane," Jess whispered, much too loud. "We were at his place, and he had some friends over playing poker. Then, out of the blue, he told me to strip-right there in front of his friends. When I hesitated, he..." She paused, and I was holding my breath. "He bent me over the bar and. well, let's just say I couldn't sit comfortably for days." Carly's gasp was but a mirror to my own internal horror. But then Jess continued, her voice dropping even lower, shaking. "It was terrifying and humiliating and God, Carly, I've never been so turned on in my life." I almost dropped the dish I was washing, my mind spilling. Her words painted a picture that I didn't want to imagine, but couldn't manage to turn away from. Later, when Jess came out, she beamed at me softly, that sweet smile I knew. But part of me wondered now: behind that smile, was she longing for something I could never give her?
"Move it or lose it, buddy," a gruff voice growled from behind. A hand shoved at my back, sending me out the door into the cool night air.
Lying before me was a brooding darkness of forest. My eyes were trying so hard to adjust to the lack of light. Out there somewhere was Jess. I had to find her, I needed to make this right. But how?
I took a cautious step forward, then another. My mind was racing, trying to formulate some kind of plan. Should I call out for her? No, that might attract the wrong kind of attention. Maybe if I just wandered, I'd stumble upon her by chance. But the forest was vast, and time was against us.
"Dammit, think!" I muttered, running a hand through my hair.
A stray scream cut the night, sending a ripple of panicking down my spine. Was that Jess? Or another woman caught in this sick game? I should rush toward it, shouldn't I? That is what a hero would do. But I wasn't a hero. I was just in way over my head.
Alex's words still echoed in my head, and a certain satisfaction played on his lips when saying them. "The rules are simple. When you get caught, you belong to whoever caught you. They can do whatever they want to you. Only when one of you... finishes are you free again." The innuendos turned my stomach. This was more than a game; it was a twisted power play. But what did Alex get from it? He wasn't one of them that hunted. He stayed behind in the house, orchestrating this nightmare from a distance. Why?
Another scream shredded my paralysis. I was running, my feet carrying me toward the sound before my brain could catch up. The thought of Jess submitting to one of these thugs made my head spin. I had to find her, had to make this right. But how? And what then? As I crashed through the underbrush, branches whipping at my face, I realized I had never felt more lost in my life.
My lungs were burning, and dense undergrowth scratched at my clothes-snagging and tearing it-as I trudged forward, the snapping of each branch loud in my ears. They had provided all the men with gym clothes to change into earlier-before opening the door. Then, it had seemed strange; now, every step that carried me deeper into the smothering darkness, it made perfect sense.
The earlier screams had now faded into an eerie silence, except for the labored rise and fall of my chest, the snapping of twigs under my feet. I stopped and tried to catch my breath, get my bearings. It was like the forest itself closed in around me, all paths mirroring each other, each just as dangerous as the next.
What if I was too late? The thought of Jess in the hands of one of those predators made my stomach lurch. I shouldn't have suggested this. She'd said our lovemaking sessions were fine, why didn't I believe her? I'd wanted so badly to be the kind of man she desired - exciting, daring, edgy.
A hushed voice caught my attention, barely audible over the rustle of leaves. I froze, straining to listen. Slowly, carefully, I crept towards the sound, my heart pounding so loudly I feared it would give me away.
I listened closer, I could make out that there were two voices different from each other-one masculine, one feminine. The woman sounded as though she were quivering and the man's voice was very low and threatening.
"Please," the woman whimpered low.
My heart was pounding in my chest. She begged him to let her go, and I knew I had to make an intervention. I got on my knees and crawled ahead, trying to creep as quietly as possible. My senses were on high alert. What would I do when I finally reached them? I wasn't a fighter, but neither could I just stand and watch. I managed a few inches, closer and closer under the sheltering trees. The voices became clearer, and I strained to hear more.
"Please," she pleaded, her voice suddenly very different. "Don't stop. I'm so close."
I stopped. Something must have gotten lost in translation. Peering around a large oak at the edge of a small clearing, I could just make out two figures in the dim moonlight. The man, tall and imposing, had a woman pressed against a tree. But she wasn't cowering or struggling. Her arms were wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer.
"You're mine now," the man growled, his hands roaming her body. "Say it."
"I'm yours," she gasped, arching into his touch.
I felt my face flush with heat, embarrassment and something else - something I didn't want to name - coursing through me. This wasn't a victim and attacker. This was. something else entirely.
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Sun rays slid through the curtains, lighting up the room. Chris shifted, slowly opening his eyes. Memories from last night flooded in. He glanced at Ashley, still asleep beside him. Her chest moved with each soft breath. Thoughts of last night rushed in - that same perfect chest, covered in Clayton's cum as Ashley moaned uncontrollably. Chris's body reacted, his stomach twisting at the same time.
As Chris struggled with these two conflicting emotions, Ashley opened her eyes and smiled at Chris watching her. Within seconds, she too remembered everything that happened last night. A mix of feelings hit her hard.
Neither said a word. The room felt full of silent emotions.
Chris coughed. "Morning," he whispered, sounding strange to himself.
"Hi," Ashley answered, her voice uncertain.
Chris's mind raced, replaying fragments of last night. Hands, glances, everything that crossed the line. He was torn between excitement and shame. Did they really go too far? Is this what he wanted?
Ashley bit her lip. Her thoughts were racing too. She felt strong yet exposed, unsure of how to handle what happened. They sat in silence until Chris spoke again.
"So..." he began, trailing off, not sure what to say.
Ashley looked at him. There was understanding in her eyes. "Yeah," she muttered. "Last night was..."
"Intense," Chris finished.
A long pause followed, both trying to find the right way to talk about what happened.
"You drank a lot. Do you remember...?" Chris stopped as Ashley's face darkened. He realized he had approached it wrong. His intention had been giving her a way out, an excuse to never repeat what happened.
"I wasn't drunk," she said firmly. Her words were soft but clear. "You told Clayton he could break our rule. And when you didn't stop him, I thought it's what you wanted." Her voice carried some frustration. She wasn't going to let Chris push the blame onto her. Like she was just some careless girl who did these things by accident.
Scenes from last night flashed in her mind. Clayton, his powerful voice, his figure. How she struggled to fit his cock into her mouth. The cock of the same man who'd been teasing her for months. It hit her, she couldn't outsmart him.
Ashley realized how everything had changed. What started as Chris's fantasy was now their reality. Heat surged between her legs. She was just as drawn to this twisted path now.
Chris watched her carefully, noticing the seriousness in her tone. He exhaled slowly. How could he tell her the truth? That this whole thing happened because of a bet with Clayton? "We... did talk about it. The no-touching rule." Memories of Clayton's hands on Ashley filled his head. The hunger in her eyes. "You looked so good, Ash. I hated the idea of sharing you, but... you looked... so good."
Ashley relaxed, her smile growing. She had feared that Chris would wake up full of regret. But instead, he admitted how turned on he was. She briefly imagined the idea of being really shared, biting her lip at the thought.
"I... I'm glad you thought that," she whispered, her cheeks flushed. "But... are you really fine with okay with what happened?"
Chris gulped, thoughts running wild. He hoped to calm Ashley and avoid an argument, yet felt torn inside. "It was... intense. Seeing you that way..." His voice faded as he struggled to voice his mixed emotions.
Ashley misunderstood his pause as approval. "So you liked it?" she asked with some uncertainty, her voice showing both hope and doubt.
Chris nodded quickly to avoid hurting her. "Yeah, it was... something," he replied, sounding more excited than he felt. Inside, guilt and jealousy battled inside him.
Ashley's heart beat faster. She was both excited and nervous about what this might mean. "So do you want to..." she began but couldn't finish.
Chris, feeling stuck between frustration and keeping the peace, blurted out, "...make you happy," his voice tight with feelings he couldn't name.
The moment the words left his mouth, Chris knew he'd messed up. He wanted to say he cared about her overall well-being, but now it sounded like he supported more of what happened last night.
Ashley's eyes widened, filled with both excitement and caution. "Really? You'd go further with it?" Her voice trembled slightly.
Chris's head spun. He needed to regain control. But as the conversation carried on, it felt like he was thinking with something other than his mind. "We need some solid rules," his words rushed out. "Real ones. We both stick to them unless we talk first."
Ashley nodded slowly, her desire rising as memories from last night flooded her thoughts. She couldn't believe Chris was okay with it. But maybe this was always where things were headed?
"No sex," Chris said forcefully, wanting to avoid further miscommunication. That was the line they couldn't cross again. But doubt crept in - were they already too far down this road to stop?
Ashley agreed, though a mix of relief and disappointment flickered across her face. "Yes. There's still so much here I don't get. Things are already moving too fast. I don't want us to rush into something we'll regret."
Chris nodded, feeling a knot tighten in his stomach. He wanted to share the inner conflict tormenting him. At least they both agreed: no sex. But as he read the burning intensity in her eyes, the words froze in his throat.
"What... what did you like the most?" Ashley's voice was low, but he could feel the fire in it - the same fire from last night.
Chris held his breath. He hadn't thought about that yet. His body stirred as the images from before filled his mind. Ashley's moans, her words - it overwhelmed him. "I... I'm not sure. Maybe when he finished on you, the way you looked..." His cheeks flushed red. Admitting it embarrassed him.
Ashley scanned Chris's body. For a moment, she thought he was just saying what he thought she wanted. She almost considered ending this. But then she saw how hard he was proof of his feelings. He was telling the truth. She clamped her legs together, trying to control the rising heat inside her.
Her hand slid across his stomach, making his muscles tighten. Her eyes gleamed with mischief as she gripped his hardness. "You thought I looked hot? I felt so dirty."
Chris let out a soft moan, almost like a growl from deep within. His mind became foggy again, desire clouding his thinking. "You were so hot, baby. Watching you give in like that..." He gently started to move his hips. His thoughts were becoming jumbled again. The cloud of arousal clogging his rational thoughts. "You looked so hot, baby. Seeing the way you just let yourself go." Chris began rocking his hips softly. His eyes never leaving Ashley's.
Ashley licked her lips as she continued to stroke Chris. She uncovered the rest of their bodies with her free hand. "What made it even hotter was seeing the look on your face. I felt your desire even as I stroked him." Her hand snaked down his shaft over his balls. Fondling them gently before sliding back up to his shaft. "To see the way you looked at me when I touched him. God, you were so sexy, so animalistic. I love you that way."
She leaned forward and started to lick him, from the base of his shaft right up to the head. Her lips slurped up the small amount of precum already running down his shaft. "Now tell me, did you like watching me take him into my mouth? He was so forceful I could tell how excited he was about it."
She slowed her strokes, awaiting his response. Chris was still staring into her eyes, riled up beyond belief. He had to answer and for a moment he wasn't even sure if he was lying or not. "Yeah... I did. It was hot. Maybe the hottest thing I've ever seen."
She hunched forward and took his dick in her mouth, stroking him with her hand. After a few seconds, she back away, her eyes never leaving his. "Is that all you want? For me to just blow Clayton?"
He wasn't sure what she was getting at. They had just agreed on no sex. "What do you mean?"
A half-smile spread across Ashley's face as she realized the effect she was having on the man she loved. "I mean, that hardly seems fair. He gets all the attention. What about little ol' me?" Ashley mock-pouted, puffing out her bottom lip before taking his cock back into her mouth. She could already feel him pulsing. The electricity of his stare shot lightning bolts to her pussy.
"What if he wants to touch me?" Her tongue circled his head slowly as the fingers of her free hand slid down her stomach. She propped herself up on her knees to give Chris a better view.
"What if he wants to taste me?" Ashley moaned against his cock, the vibration causing him to moan with her.
"Is that what you want? For Clayton to taste you?" Chris's breathing was coming in ragged breaths now. The feel of Ashley's tongue mixed with her words was overloading his senses.
 
"Maybe. Maybe." She took a long look at the hard dick in her hand, tightening her grip. "Not just Clayton." The corner of her mouth rose with an evil smile as she heard Chris exhale sharply and his cock shudder. Transfixed by her smoldering gaze, Chris couldn't quite form coherent thoughts. Reaching out, he wrapped his hand in strands of her hair, pulling her head down onto his erection. Ashley moaned around it as her cheeks sunken in when she briefly gagged on it.
The image from last night flooded both their minds, the image of the way Clayton had practically fucked Ashley's face with such little regard for Chris's feelings.
Ashley slid off his cock with a loud pop. "I want to fuck you now, Chris, but I want to hear it first." She slowly stopped stroking him and looked up into his eyes. That face filled with lust staring back at her was a turn-on. "You want it to happen again? It turns you on, huh? Me moaning from another man's touch? Me covered in his cum? Mmm, there was so much cum, baby."
Chris was at a loss for words on how to respond. Is this some kind of trap? Is this what she wants behind closed doors? Why is she asking me this...
"God, ugh." Chris breathed as Ashley, once again, tightened her grip on his cock. "The thought of someone else touching you, it just drives me over the edge. I don't want them to even be in the same room as you, looking at you, but when he was there while you were stroking him like that... fuck."
Ashley raised an eyebrow to him and released his cock.
 
She sat up, throwing her leg over his lap to straddle him. Chris's hands found her hips just about the time her lips found his ear. "You want it to happen again?"
Chris swallowed hard as his mind began to race in his head.
"Do you want to see his cum dripping down my chest?" she whispered huskily.
Angst, anger, and jealousy swirled inside Chris, combining with the extreme arousal that racked his body. "Yes," he whispered. The word was out of his mouth before he could catch it, and a wave of anticipation and trepidation crashed over him.
Ashley rotated her pussy against his dick, her slippery folds slickening up his shaft. "Yes, what, baby?
"I... I want to see it again. I want to see you with him again."
Ashley pressed down onto Chris's chest, moving her hips just enough so his cock could slip inside her. They both let out a loud moan as her lips wrapped around his piercing hot cock. Their arousal already in overdrive.
Ashley's body moved at a fast pace, her eyes closed, grinding faster into Chris as images of Clayton's cock filled her mind.
Ashley bit her lip, wanting Chris to know she loved the way he felt inside her. She could feel the tempo of his heartbeat through the vein on his cock as it throbbed inside of her. "Ah, fuck. Mhmmmm. God," Ashley grunted as she rolled her hips around on Chris's cock. "You feel so good, baby." Ashley's nails dug into Chris's shoulders as she gripped him. "You feel so fucking big inside of me."
"Squeeze me, Ashley, ah." Chris grunted, pushing his cock into her. "Keep going, baby. Squeeze me like you did last night." The words flew out of his mouth before he even realized it.
Ashley felt a pang of electricity run across her skin with Chris's words-goosebumps formed on his back. Chris's comments about last night brought her there again. With Chris pounding into her from behind as she gagged on Clayton's cock. Chris had her ass in his hands, moving with her as she rode him, catching her and slamming her down on his cock. She felt an orgasm rapidly forming ready to drop down and crush her. "Fuck, don't stop, uh, uh, don't stop, baby."
"Cum for me, baby. Let me feel you cum," Chris grunted, laying his hands on her chest, rolling her nipple between his fingers as she rode him. The slippery walls of her pussy pulled on his deliciously threatened to explode at any moment.
"Fuck, right there, agh, right therrrreeeeeee," Ashley's pussy clenched down hard on Chris's cock as she felt herself start to cum. Her body went taut, her breath caught in her throat as pleasure radiated out from her sex and seemed to light every nerve in her body on fire. She felt complete at that moment, with Chris's cock buried so deep inside of her.
Chris grunted, leaning up and taking her nipple in his mouth. Her pussy was milking him for all he was worth. As Ashley continued to ride out the last few moments of her orgasm, Chris felt his crashing over him quickly. He reached down and grasped Ashley's ass, pulling her down hard on his cock as it began to expand and explode deep inside her.
Ashley felt the sudden expansion of his cock, sending another jolt of electricity through her body as she collapsed on Chris's chest. Her pussy still spasming around his cock as it slowly began to deflate and soften.
****
Chris closed the door of his hotel room behind himself, the latch clicking through the vacant hall. Morning sun was just too bright, too full of joy for the storm brewing inside him. And as he continued further down toward his car, Ashley's words swam in endless loops with those of the last 24 hours within his mind.
Peeling out of the hotel parking lot, still in shock, Chris barely registered the sound of screeching tires and car horns blaring behind him. He glanced back in the rearview mirror at a dark sedan running a red light, in a hurry behind him.
"Idiot," Chris muttered, shaking his head. He refocused on the road as, in his mind, the incident passed in less than a second; auto-pilot drove him down familiar streets, white knuckles clutched onto the steering wheel.
It was a blur of a drive. Chris needed coffee, needed food, needed something normal to center himself before he went into work. Spotting Mabel's Diner just off the road, he steered in. But as he steered his car into the parking lot, for some reason he could not let go of the feeling that something had changed in his world. It was a hope that after an early morning's breakfast, his mind would clear out and things might sort themselves out, make better sense after the whirlwind of the previous day. But as he got off his car, the load of the recent happenings pressed heavily upon his shoulders.
Chris took a deep breath and shoved through the smudged glass door into Mabel's Diner. An overhead bell announced him to air thick with friendly chirping from warm conversations. The scents he knew so well-fresh coffee, sizzling bacon, decadelong grease-warped themselves around him as he slid into the booth, its vinyl seat cracking in protest.
"What'll it be today, hon?" the waitress was asking as she made her way to his table, graying hair escaping a messy bun.
"Two eggs over-easy, bacon, and toast," he said, forcing a smile that didn't reach his eyes. Mabel-stitched name tag loosely swinging from her loose shirt like a pendulum-smelled of stale cigarettes and cheap perfume. He rubbed his temples for what felt like the hundredth time to try and eradicate images playing on a continuous loop in his mind of last night's revelations.
While he waited for his food, Chris couldn't help but travel back in his head to what actually transpired in the hotel room. Ashley's voice, her words-it was as if she still wanted the rendezvous to happen. He would go back in time and rephrase a few things so that Ashley may comprehend, in fact, that he still had some reservations. The hot breath of his own damning admission echoing in his head, he'd wanted it to happen again. He had told himself it wasn't true, but no more. Christ, it was his idea to invite Clayton up to the room.
The clatter of plates on the worn tabletop startled Chris from his reverie. Mabel set down his breakfast, the aroma of crispy bacon momentarily grounding him.
"Anything else, hon?" she asked, already turning away.
Chris just nodded and muttered a soft "Thanks" as he reached for his fork. The first cut, into the golden yolks, which spilled their yellow contents across his plate, brought with it vivid images from last night swimming before his eyes.
He was only supposed to watch. That's what Chris kept telling himself as Ashley's flushed face filled his mind, her lips parted in ecstasy, the muffled yet unmistakable sound of her moans, Clayton's commanding presence, hands on Ashley's body. With each memory, a wave of nausea washed his stomach, the grip on his fork tightening.
Yet as those scenes replayed themselves, Chris became aware of the increasingly unsettling warmth spreading through his body, his breathing quickening, his heart rate picking up. Despite the discomfort churning in his gut, he felt that too-familiar stirring of arousal. His pants started to get tight as he asked himself for what had to be the millionth time... had he enjoyed last night more than he was admitting to himself?
And in one startling instant, his imagination veered into unexpected territory. A new image flashed in his mind-one that hadn't happened. Ashley and Clayton, entangled, making love. No, not making love. Fucking... hard.
Chris's coffee cup froze en-route to his lips. His mind was racing, the scene playing out in his imagination with an intensity that was quite shocking to him. Clayton was slamming into her with a force that would snap her in two, his hand on her neck, Ashley struggling for air; it was all so vivid, so real. Yet she wasn't complaining, instead, she was cumming. Harder than Chris had ever seen before.
A voice in the back of his mind protested weakly: this wasn't what they had agreed upon, this was too far. But as the imagined scene went on with startling clarity, Chris found that he couldn't force himself to focus on anything else, and the desires that he had long tried to bury were forced into the forefront of his attention. It left him reeling between his moral unease and undeniable excitement.
Chris put down his fork, the appetite gone. How was he to balance the scales of such conflicted emotions? More urgently, how would he face Clayton this morning at work?
Overwhelmed by the intensity of his thoughts, Chris knew he needed to clear his head. He signaled for the check, mind racing. He tossed a twenty on the table as a tip. Then, ensuring no one was watching him, he stood on wobbly legs and headed for the door.
Fingers fumbling, he fished his phone from his pocket and punched in Ashley's number as he trudged back to his car. God, he needed to hear her voice, to tell her she was his world, always. The call went straight to voicemail, and he was left with his own thoughts to contend with these new wants he'd never thought he'd experience.
***
Clayton leaned back in his leather chair, hands behind his head, staring at the computer screen facing him. The audio feed from Chris's phone crackled with static; every now and then, a few indistinct and muffled voices interrupted this. He frowned; the device was too far away from the conversation to pick up anything useful.
"Damn," he muttered, sitting forward and tapping a frustrated rhythm on his desk. He'd been hoping to get a read on Chris and Ashley this morning, to gauge their reactions to last night's events and adjust his next move accordingly. But technology, it seemed, had other plans.



Closing his eyes, Clayton allowed a small smile to play on his lips. He was still flying from the events of the previous evening. Things had gone just right -- better than right, really. He could still see the faces of them all in shock and excited, the hesitation right before they gave way to the moment. The memory of Ashley's lips on him, Chris's conflicted expression -- intoxicating.
"One step at a time," he muttered to himself, as he opened his eyes, closing out other thoughts and focusing on the job at hand. He had always been a patient person, a trait that had served him well not just in business but his personal life as well. This game he was playing with Chris and Ashley required finesse, an artful escalation calculated to keep them wanting more without quite realizing how deep they were getting.
He flipped up his calendar, scanning the upcoming week. There were meetings to arrange, subtle pressures to apply. The couple was malleable now, caught between desire and uncertainty. It was time to push a little further, to see just how far they'd go.
The thoughts fluttered through Clayton's mind, from perhaps a business dinner to test the waters with more daring flirtations to maybe a weekend retreat under the guise of team building where the boundaries could be slowly eroded away from the watchful eyes of others?
A flash on his calendar caught his eye, they were going to plan a get-together at their house next week. He had almost forgotten. Chris had mentioned it to him in passing last week and had even asked what type of grill he should purchase. It would appear the loving couple were becoming more and more comfortable with having spending money. He knew before long the thought of having to go back to living paycheck to paycheck would feel like a sentence worse than death. Clayton ran through the possibilities of how that night would play out.
Sure, he could get them liquored up again, but he was tired of this game. About time they'd bend to his whims without the need for inebriation. Perhaps he would show up early, help setup the party, and then see where things went? He thought of taking Ashley in her bed. The same one she and Chris laid in every night as they mapped out their future. "They are making this almost too easy," he thought to himself with a chuckle, before leaning forward on his desk and adjusting the volume on his computer. Poor or good quality, he listened intently to whatever he could make out. Every word, every bit of a nuance in their reactions could be helpful in his well-planned scheme.
Suddenly, the static of the audio faded. Though still muffled, the unmistakable sound of Ashley's moans filtered through. A wide smile spread across Clayton's face as a surge of triumph washed over him. It seemed their conversation had ended on a high note and brought in possibilities that would prove much more satisfying.
He leaned back in his chair and soaked up the atmosphere. This was only the beginning, but soon-very soon-he would have everything he desired-and more. It was an addictive feeling, this power, this control, this thrill of their bending to his will.
****
From the diner, Chris went to the office. Turning into the parking lot, he saw that same dark sedan go by. For a moment, he was scared, then shrugged it off. That was a coincidence. The car was gone in a flash, and Chris had more pressing issues: how he would face Clayton.
He parked the car, his head still spinning from the bombshell at the diner.
He couldn't get rid of that nagging feeling that his own fantasies were getting out of control, knowing full well what a grave mistake allowing things to escalate further with Clayton would be. For all intents and purposes, Chris had the near-perfect life: he was doing great at work, and he played a very significant role in BitGuardian's rapid growth. His relationship with Ashley was as great as it could get; their sex life was nothing less than fantastic. It would be stupid to jeopardize anything of that. Yet, as he entered the front door of the office he couldn't help but picture Ashley slowly sliding down onto Clayton's large cock. Chris shook his head, trying to rid the image from his mind. Taking a deep breath to steel himself for the workday and inevitable confrontation with Clayton,.
The office was quiet, eerily so, for a weekend. Most of the team were there hunched over computers working. Chris walked over to his desk, casting furtive glances at Clayton's office. Through the open door, he could see Clayton pacing up and down, phone against his ear, talking with his hands animatedly.
Chris could not focus on his work; his mind went round and round in circles between last night and his feelings, which were so contradictory. He found himself shooting surreptitious looks in Clayton's direction, hoping to find at least some indication of regret or unease, knowing he wouldn't. Clayton was very much in control, just as he had been last night, just as he was now.
Getting up from his desk, Chris knew he had to have it out with Clayton, to lay down some boundaries. But as he took a step toward Clayton's office, his resolve began to weaken. His mind was suddenly filled with even more images: Ashley, her naked body covered in a sheen of sweat, lay all but still beneath Clayton, overwhelmed by a long, powerful orgasm. Clayton's strong thrusts only grew more insistent as he rode her even harder. Turning to Chris now, his smile was sharp and knowing.
"She can't get enough of it, buddy," Clayton's imagined voice taunted.
The buzzing of his phone snapped Chris back to reality. A text from Ashley lit up the screen, further complicating his state of mind.
"Sorry I missed your call, lover. I was out shopping for the dinner party next week, before I went to work."
Before Chris could respond, a picture message came through. 
"What do you think? " Chris audibly gasped.
She was standing inside the cubicle, in front of a full-length mirror, perfectly donning on a light blue lingerie set that was hugging her well, framed by a flimsy bra that did justice to her curves, while see-through boyshort panties gave expression to her curvily shapely hips and thighs. Her nude torso was facing away from the mirror as she looked over her shoulder seductively, her lips pursed as though blowing a kiss. Her cascading long hair fell down her back, while the cunning glint in her eyes made her even more seductive. She was positioned in such a manner that one was able to see an intriguing view of both front and back, showing the smoothness of the skin and all the details of the lingerie. The soft light of the room accentuated each curve, and Chris was out of breath as he looked over at the breathtaking view of his beautiful wife. Chris felt his cock stir as he examined every inch of Ashley's perfect body. Providing at least a moment of relief from the angst of this morning.
"Jesus, Ash, you look amazing," he messaged, his emotions a turmoil of lust and discomfort. How was the paradigm of their relationship shifting so much in only a few months?
"I know how much you love the color blue. If you're a good boy, maybe after the party you can unwrap your gift."
"Fuck," Chris muttered staring at the picture. How did he get so lucky. Before he could formulate a real response, the three dots appeared indicating Ashley was typing something else. 
"Or would you rather I just wear it out for the party? Let everyone see what a slut you've turned me into?"
He had no idea when Ashley had become such an expert at dirty talk and sexy text messages, but she sure knew exactly which buttons to push. Their recent experiences seemed to have awakened a new side of her-or perhaps just brought a hidden part to the surface. Unfortunately, this time it did little else but cause Chris to imagine Clayton pushing his cock into her from behind as Chris sat by and watched.
"As hot as that sounds, I think I want you all to myself this time," he said, in a hurry to deflect the conversation before it got into more bold territory.
"Mmm, can't wait. Love it when you get possessive."
Chris smiled to himself-a respite from the angst of earlier. It was not meant to last, however, with Ashley's next message coming in.
"I'm about to walk into work, love. Was there something you wanted to talk about?"
"Just. wanted to say I miss you already and I can't wait to get home. I love you, babe."
Chris tucked the phone back into his pocket, the warmth of the exchange with Ashley folding as he looked back toward Clayton's office. His boss was now sitting at his desk, deep in thought.
After what felt like an eternity, Clayton emerged. He paused when he saw Chris, a flicker of surprise crossing his face before being replaced by his usual confident smirk. The look sent a chill down Chris's spine. 
"Chris! Wasn't sure if I'd see you or not today after last night's... festivities," Clayton called out, his tone casual, yet with an undercurrent of. something Chris couldn't quite place. "Everything okay?"
Chris forced a smile, hoping it didn't look as strained as it felt. "Yeah, everything is great. Just didn't want to fall behind on any deals,, " he replied, avoiding direct eye contact.
Clayton studied him for a moment, the wheels in his head turning. "Listen, about last night-- " he began, but Chris cut him off.
"Let's not, " Chris said quickly, perhaps too quickly. "Not here "
One of Clayton's eyebrows rose, and an assured smile played the corners of his mouth. "If you say so," he said lightly, though his eyes were sharp and assessing. "But I meant what I said when I was leaving."
The phone on his desk buzzed before Chris could say anything else. Clayton glanced down at the screen, and his face went focused-intense. "Fuckin' Ashford," he muttered, already wheeling around toward his office. "You weren't lying. That dude is needy.
Chris's heart juddered to a stop. What did Tom want with Clayton directly? He nodded, following Clayton into the office, but Clayton held up his hand, moving the microphone away from his mouth. "Give me a minute. Let me schmooze him and then I'll call you in," he said with a wink as he closed the door on Chris.
He entered already heavy into conversation with Clayton, his charm turned up to eleven. "Tom, my buddy, you make it back home safe? Any troubles at the airport?"
Tom's hearty laugh cracked across the speaker. "First class, and TSA pre-check, my friend. It was smooth flying the whole ride."
They chatted a little longer before Clayton made an easy transition to business. "So, what can I do for you today, Tom?"
"Well, I'm calling about that... arrangement we discussed at the party," Tom replied, his demeanor turning serious. "I've been thinking about it, and I'm ready to get moving."
Clayton leaned back in his chair; his fingers danced across his keyboard as he quickly scanned Chris and Ashley's last conversation. "I appreciate your enthusiasm, Tom, but these things take time to set up properly." His mouth fell open as he saw the picture that Ashley sent. Chris had no idea the kind of woman he was married to.
"You still there?" The voice of Tom echoed, bringing Clayton back to the conversation as he quickly saved the image and sent it to his phone.
"Yeah, just side tracked for a moment was all." Clayton stared at the photo, and Ashley's heart shaped ass. He knew he would have her, it was just getting harder to be patient. "Look," Clayton focused back on the conversation. "He's already uneasy around you, and doubly so with his wife around. These things take some careful planning. I've almost broke them."
"Come on, Clay," Tom pressed, a note of impatience creeping into his voice. "You get them here and I can promise you they will be more than properly trained."
"Tom, I hear you, but just a little more time, please. We need to come up with a proper crisis." Clayton was getting irritated. He had promised the partygoers that if he left Ashley alone that night, he would make sure Tom got some time alone with her the next time Chris was at Larkin. He hadn't bargained for Tom to be this impatient about it.
You want a crisis? How about I pull the entire deal? You gave me your word at the party that...
Clayton cut him off, his fists pounding on the desk. "Don't threaten me, Tom. You think just because you and my dad go way back you can disrespect me? I told you to let me think. Now, let me think!
Clayton's eyes darted toward the office door; Chris was peaking inside. He took a deep breath, closing his eyes. "Chris just came in. Let me get him up to speed."
It was then, as he was still talking, that Chris entered the office. His hesitation to step inside, curiosity and apprehension at war on his features. Without a word, Chris fell onto the sofa in front of Clayton's desk as Clayton forwarded a photo of Ashley to Tom.
"Chris, we have a problem," Clayton said seriously. "The people at the top in Larkin are getting heat over some of the security issues with BitGuardian. Tom thinks it would be good if we went up there and soothed their feathers."
As Chris sat back in the sofa, Clayton's mind slipped back to the earlier conversation with Tom. The opportunity to be with Ashley in private had evidently meant a lot more than Clayton had perceived.  All Clayton needed to do now was shift the pieces.
 
"Both of us?" Chris repeated, a hint of doubt behind his voice. "I'm not versed in the technical side. I'm not sure how useful I'd be."
"Yes both of you. This is an all hands on deck situation, damn it!" Tom's voice roared from the otherside of the speakerphone. He quickly picked up on the game Clayton was playing, but he opted more for the bull in a china shop approach.
Clayton leaned forward, his eyes locking with Chris's. Apparently, he was going to play the role of good cop. "Your relationship with them is far more valuable than my technical jargon. They trust you, Chris."
Inside, Clayton smiled wryly at the irony of the word trust, considering what he had done thus far in devising this scheme. He continued, knowing he had to grease the deal.
"Look, why don't you bring Ashley along? We could stay for a couple extra days. You two could make a trip of it."
Chris visibly tensed up at the mention of Ashley's name. Clayton was holding his breath, hoping Tom wouldn't say something stupid and blow this whole thing up. He watched Chris's internal struggle, knowing he was pushing the right buttons.
"What kind of concerns do they have?" As good as Chris was at his job. He seemed to have a blindspot when it came to Clayton. 
"Probably the same shit, they've been saying since day one. That someone could manipulate the system and see sensitive data on other clients that don't have the program installed."
"That's precisely it," Tom was back injecting himself into the conversation unbidden. "It was all I could do to get them to delay a decision. They feel like you lied to them, Chris."
 
"You were just here. Why didn't you bring any of this up at the party?"
That's not important anymore. What does matter is this is where we are now," Clayton wanted to cut the discussion off before Chris had an opportunity to sniff around what was going on. 
"Alright, that could work, I guess," Chris finally conceded.
Triumph coursed through Clayton's body as all pieces fell into place. He was going to be able to make good on his promise with Tom and further entangle Chris and Ashley deeper into his web. He knew what was going to be possible as a result of this trip, but he showed no emotion.
"Terrific. We'll make it work, Chris. For BitGuardian, for Larkin Industries, and for us," Clayton said to him, the double entendre completely passing over Chris's head.
Clayton had told Tom goodbye, promising him they would fly out as soon as possible. After he hung up the phone, he let out a long sigh, looking over at Chris.
"Relax." Clayton finally said as they locked eyes. "We'll get it figured out. Larkin is a big company. They think with their checkbooks. I'm sure it's mostly just investors making empty threats.
Chris let his breath go, realizing he'd been holding it. "Thanks, man. I... I honestly don't know how much help I'm going to be. But I appreciate you having faith in me." Clayton studied him a moment longer. He seemed far tenser than usual. Something definitely was not right with him. But then again, he was sitting across the desk from the man who, less than twelve hours ago, covered his wife's chest in cum. "You sure you're alright? You don't look to great."
Chris was spinning, his world tilted as Clayton asked that question. His pulse quickened, telling himself he needed to tell Clayton that things couldn't go further with Ashley. 
"Yeah, just tired. Last night was... well, you know," Chris laughed nervously.
Clayton chuckled, the sound sending a shiver down Chris's spine. "Yeah, I know," he said in that drawing, innuendo-filled voice. "Hell of a woman you've got there," Clayton added with a wink. "Why don't you head home? We can talk about Ashford on Monday."
As Chris stood to leave, Clayton called out, "Oh, and Chris? Looking forward to that backyard get-together. It's going to be... interesting."
Chris nodded silently and left the office, his head a maelstrom of mixed thoughts and feelings. Why hadn't he said anything about the boundaries? Why did he just let him steer it that way?
Chris took the long journey home, feeling out of control, not just from the fantasy, but out of the grasp of reality. The lines were blurred over what was and what might have been. He felt terrified, yet exhilarated at the same time, as the possibilities pounced on him.
****
Ashley got out of the car and clicked the button to lock the door of her new BMW. Her mind still buzzing from last night and the morning conversation with Chris. Ashley strode with every step gaining renewed confidence towards the entrance into the hospital.
Last night had definitely taken a turn not at all expected, but Ashley could not deny the spark she felt. The interest given from both Chris and Clayton had stirred something inside her she did not even realize was missing: it was not at all about the carnal aspect; it was feeling desired, admired, and the center of their attention.
She closed her eyes momentarily, recalling the electric sensation of being sandwiched between them. The heat emanating from their bodies, the sensation of having both of their cocks pressed against her, it caused a shiver to run down her spine even now. A sudden, clear vision filled her mind: Chris, his jaw clenched in that possessive place she rarely saw him, practically tossing her onto the bed. The memory of his rough touch buckled her breath.
Then there was Clayton. Ashley's cheeks flushed at the memory of the weight of him in her hand, the taste of him so different from Chris yet just as thrilling. The little game of cat and mouse they'd been playing for months, last night... an image flashed in her head again from last night. She stood in the bathroom, her chest literally covered in cum... in Clayton's cum. She shifted in place before walking towards the nurses' station, suddenly aware of a growing warmth between her legs.
For a moment, Ashley considered Chris's quick agreement to break the no-touching rule. She had been surprised that he and Clayton would even discuss it without her, but she had written it off to heat-of-the-moment actions. For one brief second, she did have a thought if he would be that eager to break the no-sex rule laid down between them. But with the growing heat in her core between her legs, the thought quickly fled her mind, secure as ever in the communication and mutual understanding she shared with him.
Ashley entered the nurses' station, feeling good, and realized she was actually having fun with the planning and carrying out of their little game. All the teasing, all the flirtatious texts, kept an edge to their sex that was unparalleled. She had thought it might make her feel cheap or degraded. It did just the opposite; she felt empowered, more confident than ever before. The way those men all eyed her, the way Chris had responded to her this morning-it all combined to create a new feeling of confidence.



"Concentrate, Ashley," she said to herself, sitting at the nurses' station and opening her computer as she attempted to change her mind. But she simply could not concentrate.
Almost unconsciously, her eyes wandered down the hall to the supply closet. She thought about the hospital's janitor and their past... encounters. A small frown creased her brow as she realized it had been quite some time since she had last seen him.
"Do I miss him?" she wondered, then immediately dismissed it. No, it wasn't that. But since the last meeting, and most of all since that heavy roleplay with Chris, she was fooling herself if she didn't say she was at least a little bit curious what their next meeting might bring. Her heart ran a tiny thrill from the thought - a mix of anticipation and guilt - which she quickly tried to push aside.
She shook her head, trying to clear these thoughts. She was surprised at herself, really-at how easily her mind now drifted into these provocative places. It was almost as if entertaining Chris's fantasy also unlocked something inside of her-a part of herself she had kept so tightly controlled for so long.
She took a deep breath and made herself turn back to the patient files. She had responsibilities, after all. A smile played on the corner of her mouth as she searched for the patient forms; Mrs. Johnson was back.
Ashley mechanical went through her day, executing her duties. She took vitals, doled out medications, and updated patient charts efficiently. But her mind kept drifting back to last night, the way Clayton commanded the room. Ashley hated admitting to herself how sexy it all was. She hated guys like that and usually found their cockiness to be a complete turn off, but the way he took control, how forceful he was...she took a deep breath then paused and refocused. "Work, focus on work," she chastised herself.
Ashley was towards the end of her shift and wanted to pop into Mrs. Johnson's room. She lightly tapped on the door, opening it and breaking into a warm smile upon seeing the elderly woman.
"Mrs. Johnson, it is great to see you again," Ashley exclaimed, glad to see her favorite patient.
The wrinkled face lit up. "Ashley, dear! I was hoping you'd be here."
Taking Mrs. Johnson's vitals and chatting with her washed a sense of normalcy over her, she thought. It was routine-connecting with a patient she had known for years-grounding she hadn't realized she needed.
"How have you been, dear?" Mrs. Johnson asked, peering into Ashley's face with keen eyes. "Last time we spoke, you were going through some big changes."
Ashley blushed all the way to her ears. "Oh, you know," she tried saying nonchalantly. "It's been... eventful".
Mrs. Johnson swatted Ashley's hand. "Oh, don't give me that horseshit. Unless you're going to go find me that fine doctor with a cute ass, I'm going to need some details."
Ashley smiled, relieved that Mrs. Johnson was there. She loved how the woman wasn't afraid to speak her mind so easily. "You're so bad!" Ashley laughed, as she looked over her shoulder at the closed door to make sure they had some privacy.
"Well, if you must know." Ashley grabbed the stool with her foot and rolled it over, sitting next to the elderly woman. "You may have been right about Chris. Things have... progressed."
Mrs. Johnson's eyes lit up. She felt like a teenager again involved in the latest drama at school. "Oh you old whore," Mrs. Johnson said, laughing. "So, did you fuck him?"
"Oh my god! Ashley's face went instantly a deep shade of pink as embarrassment coursed through her, intermingled with something else she refused to acknowledge. "No, and keep your voice down. There hasn't been any sex... yet." Ashley gasped immediately the word was out. She wanted to call it back. She wasn't even certain why she tagged that on. It just sort of slipped out.
But when it did, it hung in the air like the scent of a rose-arousing yet out of place, stirring emotions she wasn't ready to confront. Ashley cleared her throat and continued. "No sex, that's off the table, but last night." As Ashley launched into what happened last night and what had taken place, Mrs. Johnson listened with a gentle eagerness and ease. Once Ashley started confining in the elderly woman, the words just sort of poured out. She spared her no details: the flirty messages and pictures leading up to the night, flirting with strangers while dancing, to lying back on the bed exhausted-the proof of what took place that night was oozing from her chest.
Little did Ashley know, though, Mrs. Johnson wasn't the only one listening. It just so happened that the janitor was cleaning the room next door and heard the two women giggling. As he moved closer to the thin wall to have a better listen, the shared air vent above provided even better audio. A dark smile formed on his face. Right then and there, everything he thought about Ashley shifted. She wasn't just some lonely wife who liked to tease people she felt were beneath her without her husband knowing; this was way better than that. He'd dealt with couples like this before, and now he knew all he needed to about the young couple.
My my, it sounds like you've had quite the adventure, dear. Isn't it thrilling to know you get to explore your sexuality in such a liberated manner? You get to try new things and push your boundaries with the security of having your husband's support and encouragement.
Ashley found herself nodding her head even now, so much that she was still doing it. "It was definitely...thrilling," she started with a chuckle. "But I still feel a little guilty about it. Even after our conversation this morning when he assured  me everything was fine and he enjoyed it."
Mrs. Johnson reached over and patted her hand tenderly. "It's natural initially to feel guilty, but remember you're doing nothing wrong. Besides, it sounds as if this morning the sex was even more passionate," she said with a knowing wink as she reminisced about her younger years.
"Thank you, Mrs. Johnson. I knew you would be the right person to tell." Ashley gave her hand a gentle squeeze as she stood to leave. 
"Of course, dear. Now, when you go find me that orderly. You know, the one with the arms." Ashley laughed and waved goodbye to her patient. Feeling even better about last night.
Ashley leaned against a row of lockers, ready to head out for the day. The back of her scrub top had ridden up with the motion, the cold of the steel against her bare skin much like the unexpected touch of a new lover.
She thought about the rest of the conversation with Mrs. Johnson, about how effortless the words had flowed. There was liberation in that honesty, in giving voice to desires she barely knew she'd harbored. But with that freedom came fear-fear of judgment, of losing control, of irreparably changing her relationship with Chris.
The attention from both Chris and Clayton was intoxicating, to say the least. But was it the act itself which excited her or the feeling of power within that moment? To know that she could turn not one but two men-one who was said to be a god in bed-in her mere presence, was an incredible feeling.
She took a deep breath and pushed off from the wall, squaring her scrubs. Whatever was next, she was going to go into it with open eyes and a strong connection with Chris.
****
Chris swiped at his forehead as he hauled yet another box of decorations out of the garage. "I think that's the last of it," he yelled inside to Ashley, who was busy arranging snacks in the kitchen.
"Great!" Ashley called out, her voice a little muffled. "Can you start putting up the patio lights?"
As Chris began to unravel the string lights, Ashley emerged from the kitchen, her gaze drifting blankly to a spot just over Chris's shoulder. "So who's all coming again?" she asked, propping herself against the doorframe as a crease formed between her eyes.
Chris stopped and counted down names in his head. "Well, there's Mike and Sarah from accounting, Tom from HR, a few of the guys from my team." he trailed off, his voice catching a little as he added, "and Clayton, of course."
Ashley raised one eyebrow and a mischievous glint shone in her eye as she seemed to regain her focus. "Oh, Clayton's coming? Hmm, what should I wear." She teased, lifting her shirt a little way.
Chris laughed, a little taken back from Ashley's provocative comments and fiddled with the lights. The string fell from his hands onto the floor in one big tangle.
Ashley giggled, her eyes shining with mirth. "Oh dear, having trouble there? Maybe we should invite that cute janitor from the hospital to help set up. I'm sure I could find a way to... repay him for his services." Chris's face turned red at the thought, arousal and jealousy evident on his face. He let go of the lights and strode across the room in three steps, spinning Ashley around by the hips.
Mmm, hey there tiger," Ashley purred, an all-knowing smile playing at her lips. "What's got you all excited? Thinking about me and Clayton. Or me and the janitor?"
His eyes were dark with desire and and just a hint of jealousy. Without a word, he pressed Ashley against the wall, his lips finding the sensitive spot on her neck.
Ashley sucked in air as her hands instinctively gripped onto Chris's shoulders. "Oh?" she breathed, canting her head to give him better access. "But what if Clayton wants to join again? I saw how excited you were last time."
Chris pulled back slightly, his eyes filled with lust and a hint of confliction. "Is that what you want?" he asked in a low husky tone.
Ashley bit her lip, her heart pounding. "Maybe," she whispered, her eyes defiance. "Or maybe it's what you want. Did you like watching me with him? The way I came pleasuring both of you?" Ashley closed her eyes, pushing back into Chris's steel erection.
In return, Chris spun her around and crashed his lips against hers in a searing kiss. His hands roamed her body, pulling her close with the apparent intent of erasing any thoughts of Clayton from her mind.
Mmm, Clayton. and you too, Mr. Janitor. So many hands.
Chris was frozen for a moment, then surged on, his touches urgent, possessive. He lifted Ashley, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the couch. He paused briefly, then redoubled his efforts, his touches growing more urgent, more possessive. He lifted Ashley, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the couch.
Ashley moaned as Chris laid her down onto the couch, his body pressing against hers. She could feel his hard cock pressed against her thigh and ached for him to be inside her. "Oh Clayton," Ashley moaned as Chris began to kiss her neck. "You feel so good."
Chris nipped harder at her neck, and she cried out,  before he continued raining kisses down her body. He knew Ashley was playing some kind of game, but the jealousy and arousal surging through him at the thought of another man touching her made his body act as if he'd been pent up for months.
"And what about Mr. Janitor?" Ashley whispered, the tone low and seductive. "You think he wants to touch me, too?"
Chris's grasp on her hips turned a little tighter as the thought of another man's hands on her body brought another rise in his pants. He knew he shouldn't get turned on with the thoughts, but he couldn't help the fire building between them.
"Fuck," Chris growled low and gravelly. "You're driving me crazy."
Ashley smiled, running her fingers through Chris' hair as he kissed her stomach. She knew she was pushing the boundaries, but she couldn't help herself. She loved his response when she did this, the loss of control, the thought of her with other men sent him over the edge.
"Mmm, I love it when you get so possessive," Ashley whispered huskily. "You wanna fuck me... fuck me the way Clayton wishes he could?"
Chris's eyes met hers, and he could see the challenge in them. Was she picturing Clayton right now? Imagining it was him taking her?
"Yes," Chris snarled, his voice husky with need. "I want to fuck you like Clayton would." His fingers were immediately tangling in her hair as he spun her around. Her knees resting on the sofa as her ass pushed into him.
As Ashley worked to take off her jeans, Chris's hand came down hard across her ass. The slap seemed to rattle Chris more than Ashley as she moaned in response, her ass wiggling against him, his cock pressing against her, hard and ready.
"And what about Mr. Janitor?" Ashley repeated in a whisper, her voice husky and coarse. "I don't think he would just sit by and watch, do you?" As she spoke, she reached behind Chris' body, snatching his fingers and taking them into her mouth.
Christ grunted, the sensation of her hot tongue sliding across his fingers going straight to his brain. His hands were shaking when he tried to take off his pants with one hand, as Ashley's tongue rolled over his fingers, the inside of her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked on the imaginary cock for all she was worth.
Ashley let his fingers fall from the grip, a loud sigh escaping her lips as she felt Chris sink his cock into her. "Mmm yes fuck me, Clayton. Fuck me harder." Her tongue snaked out of her mouth in search for Chris's fingers. Her eyes slammed shut as she imagined the taboo threesome.
Chris groaned in frustration as Ashley's wetness wrapped around him, her body submitting to his as he pushed deeper inside her. He could feel her hips pushing back against him, her body contorting in pleasure as he took her.
"Yes," Chris growled, his voice low with longing. "You're soaked, baby. You feel so good."
Ashley moaned around his fingers, Chris continuing to thrust into her as his hands roamed her body greedily, like he was starved to touch her. She felt herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling in pleasure at the thought of being manhandled by the two men.
Ashley's tongue danced across Chris' fingers, her mind roaming and alighting on the idea of the janitor's cock. She pictured him standing there, his eyes ravenous as Clayton fucked her from behind.
Chris groaned, bucking his hips against her as he felt her suck on his fingers. He was close as well, his body trembling with pleasure.
"Fuck, Ashley," Chris growled. "You're going to make me cum."
Ashley merely moaned in response, writhing against him as she sucked on his fingers. "Do it, Clayton. Cum inside me. Drive the big cock inside me and cum." Her orgasm was building in spirals, her breath gasping shallowly. "Fuck...don't stop. I want to feel every last drop of your cum inside me."
With one final thrust, Chris was deep inside her. The movement pulled a sudden cry from her. He could feel her body clench around him, coming and shaking with the force of her orgasm.
Ashley's mouth shot open as Chris' fingers were released. "Oh fuuuck yes", she cried out. A mind-shattering orgasm exploded and coursed waves of pleasure through her body. Her entire body tensed up as her body fell forward onto the sofa.
Chris soon followed her, shaking as he came inside of her. He fell on top of her, breathing in ragged gasps to catch his breath.
As they slowly regained regular breathing, Chris and Ashley lay entangled on the couch as the heat from their session began to dissipate. Chris ran his fingers across Ashley's back, still reeling in his head from their steamy roleplay.
"I don't think I've ever seen you so turned on before," Chris whispered, his tone carrying both amazement and some discomfort.
Ashley sat up, a mischievous spark in her eye. "What can I say? The idea of Clayton and the Janitor at once really gets me going," she teased playfully, though with an undercurrent of something more.
Chris's hand stilled on her back. He swallowed hard, gathering his courage. "I've been thinking."  He could suddenly hear the beat of his heart in his ears. "If you wanted. I mean, Do you want to..."
He cut himself off, the words sticking in his throat as Ashley's gaze met his. In that instant, his nerve deserted him. The question and all its possible answers were, all of a sudden, too much to handle.
"Want to what?" Ashley asked, one eyebrow arched in interest.
Chris forced a laugh, shaking his head. "The party. We probably ought to finish getting ready for the party. Those lights aren't going to hang themselves." He mumbled his way through dressing, not quite able to get rid of the feeling he'd just missed the moment. Ashley gave him a curious look; her mood faltered, as if sensing his shift, but she said nothing more.
Chris busied himself with the party preparations once more, but his movements were distracted, his mind replaying their conversation and wondering what Ashley's answer might have been if he'd found the courage to finish his question.
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"God, I love Halloween season," my husband, James said as we watched a group of college girls skipping down the street eager to get to whatever party they were heading to. One girl appeared to be Wonder Woman. Or perhaps more accurately what Wonder Woman would have looked like in a cheesy 80s porno. She wore a red bandana across her chest. My gaze lingered over her large chest straining against the thin material, a silent bet going on in my head as to just how long that would stay sprung. The crisp autumn air carried pumpkin spice and excitement as the bandana flapped in the breeze, barely clinging to its precarious position. Her friend was a bubbly blonde with smaller boobs, dressed as Catwoman. Her black spandex suit leaves little to the imagination. Under the streetlights, her suit gleamed, accentuating every curve as the sound of her high heels clicked rhythmically upon the pavement. Girlie laughter resounded through the night, mingling with the distant thumping of bass from the parties nearby.
I gave a soft chuckle as I sipped my margarita, the jagged texture of the salt on the rim coating my lip as I swiped it off with the flick of my tongue. This had become a yearly tradition of sorts for us since we got married nearly a decade ago. The week leading up to Halloween we would sit on the porch and people watch as neighbors made their way to various parties. James, for obvious reasons, seemed to enjoy it more than me, but I couldn't deny the wicked thrill I would get remembering my college days.
"There should be a law that men have to wear just as revealing of a costume as women," I said, placing my hand on his. He gave it a quick squeeze, his callouses pressing into my palm.
James turned to me, his blue eyes twinkling with amusement beneath his unruly mane of brown hair. The streetlight caught the hints of grey in his beard, giving him a distinguished lumberjack demeanor. At 38, he wore his age well, the creases around his eyes deepening as he smiled.
"I think you just want to see Daniel wearing something like that, Erica?" he teased, tilting his head toward a dark haired girl in a short toga. His fingers danced around the intricate Halloween-themed tattoos that adorned my right arm- it's my favorite holiday. His touch sent a shiver through me, despite the unusual warmth of the evening.
I tossed my hair over my shoulder, the red curls resting on my back as my green eyes narrowing playfully. At 34, I still felt the rebellious energy of my punk days coursing through me. "Oh, now there's an image I'd like to see," I mused, my gaze sweeping over him appreciatively.
Daniel was the husband of my good friend Cori. The two of them had been married almost as long as us. While all of us have dabbled in "the life style", we've never actually been intimate with each other. Don't shit where you eat and all that. But still, I could see why Cori married him. Daniel was a former special forces sergeant, which judging by his arms, I assume meant he spent every possible second in the gym. The image of Daniel in such a costume flashed through my mind. His 6'2" frame would tower over most, his broad shoulders and chiseled jawline demanding attention. The intricate tribal tattoo that snaked from his right shoulder down to his elbow would be on full display, its black ink a stark contrast to his sun-kissed skin. I imagined him in something like a Spartan warrior outfit, his muscular thighs and calves exposed, a short leather skirt barely covering what needed to be covered. The thought of his usually serious face, with that small scar above his left eyebrow, trying to maintain composure in such an outfit almost made me laugh out loud.
James laughed, the sound deep and rich. "I can see you, you know!," he laughed breaking me from my daydream as he leaned close to nuzzle my neck.
I giggled, pushing him away half-heartedly. "Behave yourself," I scolded, though there was no real heat in my words. "We're supposed to be watching the parade of scantily-clad co-eds, remember?"
"You know, they're having their annual party next weekend. It's supposed to be the best one yet. Maybe we should go?" James words sent a thrill through me straight to my core. I adjusted in my seats, the possibilities of what would happen at such a party running through my head.
"I thought we agreed to stay away from those parties after what happened last time?" I teased as I felt his hand slowly circling my bare knee. I felt goosebumps forming all over my body, unsure if it was due to his touch or the thought of the last party we were at.
"We did," James whispers his breath now hot on my neck. I reached up pulling him toward me, my hands snaking through his dark hair. His lips rested on my exposed neck, for just a moment as if he too were thinking about that night.
"Did you forget what happened at the last party of theirs that we attended?" I whispered, my voice husky with desire as I saw a final party goer rushing down the street through half-lidded eyes. James pulled back, his blue eyes dark with want.
"How could I forget?" he murmured. "Truth or Dare..."
I nodded, biting my bottom lip as the memories flooded back. "Three years ago now. God, I was so nervous." His hand had moved further up my leg now; gripping my inner thigh possessively.
James chuckled softly his eyes staring daggers into my soul. "We both were. But then Cori dared you..."
"To let that guy go down on me," I finished, heat rising to my cheeks as my hips pushed toward his hand. "God, I still don't even know his name."
His hand tightened on my thigh causing me to growl in pain and arousal. "I remember how you looked. How you trembled. It was so fucking hot."
"I felt so exposed," I whined, willing his fingers to push through the confines of shorts. "Everyone was looking at me."
"Daniel couldn't take his eyes off you," James added fueling my fantasy. "You were mesmerizing. I thought he was going to push that guy off you and take you himself."
I gripped his arm, my fingers digging into the flesh of his wrist. "You're making that part up!"
"I swear I'm not," he laughed, pulling me into a kiss as he pulled his arm away.
"Maybe we should take this inside," I suggested, my body thrumming with need.
As we stumbled through the front door, the playful mood shifted. James pressed me against the closed door, his body firm against mine.
"James," I said softly, placing a hand on his chest. "That night... it nearly cost us our marriage."
He took a deep breath, resting his forehead against mine. "I know. But we're stronger now, Erica. More... experienced."
I searched his eyes, seeing the same desire I felt. "Are you really ready to go down that road again?"
Instead of answering with words, James captured my lips in a passionate kiss. His hands cupped my face as he poured everything into that kiss - love, desire, and a promise of adventures to come.
When we finally broke apart, breathless, I knew we'd be RSVPing to that party. But for now, we had our own private celebration to attend to.
****
The week seemed to drag by painfully as I thought about the party at the end of the week. I was surprised that he wanted to go after what happened a few years ago, but I'd be lying if I didn't say that wasn't exciting. Those early days of our marriage really were some of the best in our life.
Absently stirring my coffee, the spoon against the ceramic mug clinked away, wafting odors of pumpkin spice into my nostrils. At first, when James and I got together, we were the envy of everyone. Our love was infectious, always making out in public and announcing how much we loved each other. This was only strengthened by the adventures we went on together. James and I used to be so carefree, so ready to embrace every adventure that came our way. We were that couple that everyone else resented. They couldn't believe that we could be as in love as we were even after the crazy nights with other couples.
But then came the party. The one that nearly tore us apart and changed everything.
I closed my eyes, feeling the weight of that night settle on my shoulders. It had started normally enough. We were at one of Cori's infamous parties that often ended with people going home with someone who wasn't their spouse. James and I were no stranger to this and we were excited to see where the night would go. That's when Cori announced the game for the evening. Truth or Dare, innocent enough, or so I thought. While James and I were no strangers to swinging, one thing we'd never done was hook up with someone else in front of each other. At the time, I didn't think it was that big of a deal; but as I came down from that earth-shattering orgasm and looked at James I saw the hurt in his eyes.
The aftermath had been brutal. Weeks of awkward conversations, weeks of tiptoeing around each other's feelings. We'd both been forced into confronting parts of ourselves-and each other-that we really weren't ready to acknowledge. The easygoing couple we'd been seemingly disappeared overnight, replaced by two people struggling to reconnect.
It had taken time, and more than a few tearful nights, but we'd found our way back to each other. Our relationship had deepened, matured. We'd learned to communicate better, to truly listen to each other's needs and fears. But something had changed -- a carefree spark had dimmed, replaced by a more cautious approach to life and love.
In the years since we've talked a lot about that party. James claims he sees it in a whole new light now. That he's able to look back on that night and see just how sexy I looked. But the thought of seeing that hurt in his eyes... I don't know if I can go through that again.
I glanced at the clock, knowing James would be home soon. We'd need to talk about this, really talk. If we were going to step back into that world, we needed to be on the same page. No misunderstandings, no unspoken fears. I needed to know we were going to leave the party stronger than when we got to it.
When James finally got home I was keeping myself busy cleaning the house. I had just finished vacuuming the living room, Paramore blaring in my AirPods as James stepped through the door. His tie hung loose on his neck, a smirk playing on his lips as he watched me hopping around singing "Still Into You" over the hum of the vacuum.
"Hey," he said softly, crossing the room to plant a kiss on my forehead. "Looks like you're having fun."
I smiled up at him turning off my music and unplugging the vacuum cleaner. "How was work?" I asked leaning up to kiss his cheek as he made his way into the kitchen.
"Terrible. I hate being stuck in an office all day when it's such a nice day outside." He let out a long breath and sat at the table. His steel blue eyes locked with mine and I felt my heart flutter. Even after all these years, just one look and he can still give me butterflies.
"I'm sorry, babe. Anything I can do to help?" I asked batting my eyes.
"I have a few ideas," he said picking up on my not so subtle flirting.
"Well before you get too many big ideas we really should talk about the party." I watched his face for a moment. Wondering which direction the conversation was going to go.
"What is there to discuss, costumes? I'm thinking I'll go as a sexy Aquaman." He smiled at me, knowing full well that wasn't what I meant. This was his defense mechanism. He liked to use humor when shit started to get real.
I played into it slightly, understanding his hesitation. "Mmm now there's a costume I could get behind. Maybe I'll go as Ariel. We'll have the nautical theme on lockdown. My smile matched his, and for a heartbeat we just stared into each other's eyes. When it was clear he wasn't going to start, I decided to.
"I'm... scared," I admitted, my voice soft as I reached for his hands and he ran his thumbs over the top of mine. "What happened last time, it nearly broke us. I don't know if we can survive that again."
James nodded the hum of the AC kicking on breaking the silence in the room. "Erica, I need you to hear me. I've had years to process that night, and I see it differently now."
I raised an eyebrow, prompting him to continue as the cool air from the vent blew through my hair.
"Back then, I was caught off guard. I thought I was ready, but I underestimated what it would be like to see... that." He paused for a moment his tongue wetting his lips. "Now, when I think about that night, all I can see is how beautiful you looked, how sexy you looked when you let yourself go." He blinked and when he opened his eyes again I could see the desire burning inside them. "I miss that. I miss us being that couple that everyone envied because we were so in love, so adventurous. I miss feeling the way your body would react to mine when I reclaimed you. The way you'd sigh when I enter the first time after."
My heart raced at his words, I could feel my nipples harden against the soft fabric of my sports bra. Heat began to radiate from my core as I remembered the exact feeling he was describing. "But what if something goes wrong again?" I asked against my body's protest. "What if-"
"Then we'll face it together," James interrupted gently. "the way we should have back then. We're stronger now, Erica. We've learned how to communicate, I've learned how to communicate. I want to go to this party because I believe in us, in what we have."
I studied his face, searching for any sign of doubt or hesitation. Finding none, I felt a small smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. "You're sure about this? Because I swear to God if Daniel is dressed like a fucking Roman soldier you may have to wait a lot longer than the next morning to reclaim me."
We both laughed so hard he had tears rolling down his face. His grip on my hand tightening slightly. "I guess you better call Cori and tell her her rule about not involving friends is off the table."
"If I do that she may lock me in a room before Daniel ever gets the chance," I said with a giggle.
"Now there's something I'd like to see."
"I bet you would, perv." We laughed again and it felt like a weight had been lifted from both of us. I wasn't sure how much of the banter was due to nerves and not wanting to have a much deeper conversation, but it felt good to laugh with him like this again.
Finally, I let out a soft chuckle. "I guess we should get to the Halloween store to find our costumes then."
James's face lit up, his smile as bright as I'd seen it in years. He leaned across the table, capturing my lips in a kiss that held the promise of adventures to come.
As we broke apart, both slightly breathless, I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement. We were taking a risk, yes, but we were doing it together. And somehow, that made all the difference.
****
The only Halloween story in the city is across town in an old JC Penney building that lies dormant until spooky season arrives. For two months, The Haunted Hallows rents out the space and turns it into every scary movie fan's wet dream. The parking spots are marked with gravestones, there's blood spatter and spider webs on the windows, and at the entrance is a fog machine complete with a strobe light giving a truly scary vibe as you walk in the door.
"Enter if you dare," an old skeleton taunted as James and I walked into the old building. As my eyes adjusted to the light, the smell of old latex and cheap rubber wafted through the air. I scanned the dimly lit store. There weren't many people in here today. With Halloween just a few days away everyone had what they needed and James and I were going to be left to dig through the scraps. As I made my way down the aisle, the artificial sound of a thunderstorm played somewhere in the back. My eyes scanned the near empty shelves of cheap decorations and wash-away body paint. The costumes were near the back of the store, didn't want the children seeing just how scandalous their parents actually behaved when they weren't around.
"How about a sexy Harley Quinn outfit?" James suggested as my footsteps echoed through the shelves.
"Too much makeup," I said, chewing on the side of my cheek. I wasn't sure yet what I wanted to wear, but I did know it was going to be daring. If James really wanted to go through with this, then there wasn't going to be any half steps. Maybe my choice of outfit would make him rethink his position on it.
His hand found the small of my back and I pulled myself into his touch as we walked, bringing my fingers up through his unruly mop of brown hair. We may be an old married couple, but we still love feeling the touch of each other on our skin.
"You can always go as a Playboy Bunny," he said with a laugh holding up a pair of ears and nothing else.
"I'm sure that would get people talking," I said with a laugh as we browsed through the hangers of other potential candidates.
"Everything is buy one get one half off," was the voice from the other aisle by a deep male voice. I was inhaling air. James and I looked at each other, both of us with that wide-eyed look on our faces.
"Oh no," I mouthed, but it was too late.
"Let me know if there's anything... " The footsteps from the aisle halted in front of us and I closed my eyes in defeat. "James? Erica? Fancy seeing you two here."
"Hey George," I said, trying to keep my voice sweet as I put on my fakest smile. I turned to see our neighbor emerging from behind a rack of slutty nurse costumes. His round face was flushed; his ill-fitting store uniform straining against his paunch. George, in his mid-fifties, was widely regarded in our social circle as a creep, and he didn't even try to hide it. We'd caught him openly ogling the women in our friend group multiple times, and when called out, he'd just wink and laugh, yellowed teeth on full display. The only reason we tolerated him was because of his wife, Melanie. She was fun and engaging, though more reserved than the rest of us. We often joked that we didn't understand why she was with him, but she'd just blush and say he made her happy. I'll never understand it.
"George, we had no idea you worked here," I said, trying to keep the surprise out of my voice. James's hand tightened on my waist, a subtle reminder to play nice.
George's eyes roamed over me, lingering a bit too long as I fought the need to vomit. "Oh yeah, just picked up some seasonal work. You know how it is." He chuckled, his gaze finally returning to our faces. "Now, what can I help you two lovebirds find?" With each word he spoke, he seemed to step closer to us. The smell of stale cigarettes and cheap cologne overloading my senses.
James cleared his throat. "We're just browsing, thanks."
"Nonsense!" George exclaimed, moving closer and invading our personal space. "I've got just the thing for you, Erica," he said with a wink. He rifled through a nearby rack, pulling out a costume that made my eyes widen. "This little number would really show off your... assets."
The outfit in question was a 'Naughty Librarian' outfit. It was a see-through white button-up blouse that left little to the imagination along with a minuscule plaid skirt that would barely cover the essentials. Fishnet stockings and a pair of thick-rimmed glasses completed the look. I must say, I would have looked sexy, too. But once it had George's recommendation, suddenly it lost its appeal.
I felt my cheeks burn as James stiffened beside me. "That's very thoughtful, George, but I don't think-"
"Or how about this?" He produced another costume, equally revealing. "The 'Seductive Sorceress.' It comes with a wand, you know." He winked, and I fought the urge to cringe.
The 'Seductive Sorceress' was somehow even more risqué. It featured a deep purple, velvet corset with silver star patterns that pushed everything up and out. The bottom was little more than a sheer, flowing skirt with high slits on both sides. A pointed hat and a glittery wand completed the ensemble.



"I think we can manage on our own," James said firmly, steering me away from George.
We spent the next few minutes quickly browsing, hyper-aware of George hovering nearby. James quickly settled on a vampire costume consisting of tight black leather pants, a mostly unbuttoned white shirt, and a cape with a high collar. The shirt was designed to show off his chest and abs, ensuring he didn't break my new rule about revealing men's costumes.
I, however, was still searching. "I want something that screams 'punk rock,' but also matches your vampire theme," I mused, rifling through the racks.
Then I saw it - the perfect combination of edgy and sexy. It was labeled "Punk Rock Vampire Slayer," and I knew immediately it was the one.
The costume consisted of a tight, black leather corset top with silver studs and buckles. It came with a matching ultra-short skirt that had chains dangling from the waistband. Fishnet stockings and fingerless gloves completed the look. To tie in with James's vampire theme, it included a fake stake holster and a choker with a cross pendant.
"What do you think?" I asked James, holding it up against me.
His eyes widened appreciatively. "That's... wow. I can't wait to get home and let you slay me."
I grinned, and rolled my eyes but was unable to hide my excitement. This costume definitely checked all the boxes and it had the added benefit of not being signed off on by George, even though I was confident he would love it.
As we made our way to the checkout, George reappeared. "So, you two hitting up any good parties this year?"
"Oh, you know, the usual," James replied vaguely fishing for his wallet so we could get out of there as fast as possible.
George nodded. "Yeah, shame about Cori's party. Melanie and I always enjoyed those."
I froze. "What about Cori's party?"
"Well, they're not having it this year, are they? At least, that's what we heard."
"Oh, no, they're definitely-" I started, I felt James's hand tighten on mine, and realized what was happening. But it was too late.
George's eyebrows shot up. "They are? Well, isn't that interesting. Maybe Melanie and I misunderstood. Perhaps we'll try to make it after all."
James could barely contain his laughter before we made it out of the building and were assaulted by the brightness of the sun. "Well that was a shitshow," he laughed elbowing my side. "You're going to have to call Cori now and tell her what you did."
My face burned with shame, I couldn't believe I just told George about the party. Now the night of fun and letting loose was going to have to be throttled back on the account of George.
"Look on the bright side," James mused. "Maybe you'll get to see George in a sexy firefighter outfit."
"I think I'm going to be sick," I replied smacking his side as we made it back to the car.
****
The night of Cori's party arrived, and the butterflies in my stomach seemed to multiply. I had given James several more chances to change his mind, but each time he would kiss my neck and tell me how excited he was for the party. As I got ready, I could feel James's eyes on me, his excitement evident as his gaze burned with desire.
I cast him a wicked smile as I slid on my fishnet stockings up my leg, deliberately taking my time. I could see his eyes sliding up my leg along with the mesh, stopping at the faintest peak of blood red thong that was already wet with anticipation. The mesh of the stockings clung to my skin, accentuating every curve. Judging by James's hungry stare, he approved.
"See something you like?" I teased, slowly standing and turning to face him as my pushed-up chest soaked up his attention.
James's eyes darkened. "You know I do," he growled, his vampire costume already on, the tight leather pants leaving little to the imagination.
I sauntered towards him, my hips swaying. I wrapped my right arm around his neck pressing my lips to his as his beard tickled my face. My left hand dropped down to the front of his pants as I slowly ran my fingers over his length.
"Tease," he murmured, his hands finding my waist in a more possessive nature.
"Just making sure you're ready for tonight," I whispered, my lips brushing his ear.
"You mean to watch you throw yourself at Daniel?" He teased dipping his hand under my skirt and eliciting a soft moan from me.
"It's not too late to back out. We can stay in, maybe watch Buffy?" His fingers continued to dance over the soft fabric between my legs causing my hips to push toward him.
"You're way sexier than Buffy," he whispered pushing his fingers into the fabric of my panties causing my eyes to half close. "Besides, I can't wait to get you back here after the party. To hear about all the naughty things you did."
He pulled his fingers from under my skirt causing me to let out a disappointed sigh. His steel blue eyes locked with mine, a growing smirk forming under the mangled hair on his face. "Ready to see where the night takes us?" He asked bringing his fingers to my lips.
He was so fucking sexy when he acted like this. I had to stifle a moan as I felt his eyes piercing into my soul. Slowly I opened my mouth accepting his fingers into it. I could taste the hint of my desire as I rolled my tongue over his digits hollowing out my cheeks. After several seconds, never breaking eye contact, he pulled his fingers from my lips with a "pop". "Ready," I said in a soft whisper as he took my hand and led me out the door.
Fashionably late, we pulled into Cori and Daniel's, excited to see the party was in full swing. As we made our way up their long, curvy driveway, I could already feel the thump of the bass from inside the house. The drive was lined with jack-o'-lanterns, each one more suggestive than the last, as flickering candlelight gave way to all sorts of inappropriate shadows. The front door, as we approached just seemed to be framed by the thin layer of fog that had wrapped itself around the front yard, creating just that right amount of ambiance outside against the flickering lights within the window. It was Cori who answered at the door. Her eyes were wide as she took in our costumes; she herself was a sultry witch, her body curvaceous in a black dress that was tight and full of strategically placed cutouts.
"I'm glad that the two of you made it. I thought, perhaps, you decided against it," she said, wrapping me in a warm hug.
As she hugged James, I took in the view behind her. The huge living room now was one big Halloween fairyland. Cobwebs dripped from every corner, while plastic skeletons and rubber bats hung from the ceiling. At one end was a DJ booth, the DJ fully dressed as an alien; his green hands moved with speed over the turntables.
Cori leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear. "Daniel's in the kitchen. He'll be excited to see you," she said with a suggestive tone, her eyes twinkling with mischief.
I felt a flush creep up my neck, surprised by her forwardness. Cori knew I thought Daniel was attractive, but we'd never crossed that line. Her casual encouragement, without so much as a preceding conversation, caught me off guard.
As we entered the kitchen, I immediately spotted Daniel. He was dressed as a Viking, his muscular physique on full display in a fur-trimmed vest that left his chest bare and a leather kilt that showed off his strong legs. I felt a flutter in my stomach as he approached.
"You two look amazing," Daniel said, as his eyes met mine then lingered over my body for a moment longer than necessary.
James leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear. "I saw that," he whispered his fingers setting fire to the back of my thigh. "Why don't you go say hello properly? I know you've been thinking about him."
I felt my cheeks flush, a mix of embarrassment and excitement coursing through me. James knew me too well.
As we mingled, I couldn't help but notice the appreciative glances thrown our way. The party had a charged atmosphere, couples and groups interacting with a familiarity that hinted at more than just friendship. I recognized most of them. It was a pretty close circle and even though we'd been out of the lifestyle for a while we still kept in touch with most of them.
Just as I was about to suggest we get a drink, I heard a familiar voice that made my blood run cold.
"There's my favorite couple!"
I turned to see George, his round face flushed with alcohol and a thin sheen of sweat oozing off his forehead. To my utter surprise, he was decked out in what only could be described as an '80s adult film star. He sported a cheap, shaggy fur vest, stretched to its limits as it tried to contain the bulge of his gut, while his trousers were tight, glossy leather shorts that left way too much of pale thigh on view. The plastic "gold" chain nestled in his chest hair and what I assume was supposed to be a pimp hat covered his balding head. The costume was uncomfortably familiar due to Daniel's getup, yet the difference between George's doughy figure and Daniel's chiseled form couldn't have been more profound. I couldn't help it: at the sight of him, I started laughing.
"George," James said, his voice warm and inviting. "We wouldn't have expected to find you here."
 
George's eyes toured over my costume, waiting much too long. "Wouldn't miss it for the world," he slurred. "I was so happy when Erica cleared up that little misunderstanding for me. You look absolutely delicious by the way." he said, as I watched his tongue slither past his lips moistening them.
I felt James tense beside me, he knew George gave me the creeps, I placed a calming hand on his arm, silently urging him not to make a scene.
"Thank you, George," I said, forcing a smile. "You look... festive. If you'll excuse us, I think I hear Cori calling."
We made a hasty retreat, weaving through the crowd until we found a relatively quiet corner.
"I can't believe he actually showed up," I groaned, leaning against the wall.
James ran a hand through his hair, messing up his painstakingly styled look. "We're not letting George ruin our night," he said firmly. "Remember why we're here."
His words sent a thrill through me as I eyed Daniel across the room.
As though on cue, the music quieted down, and Cori was already next to the DJ booth. A mischievous grin spread in her face as she announced, "Alright, ladies and gents!" It is now time for the main event. Who's up for a game of Hide and Seek?"
A unison whoop of excited whoops and giggles rebounded from the crowd. I looked at James-my heart pounding with a nervous energy.
He stared back at me, his eyes gleaming, as if to devour me. "What do you say, Erica? Ready to make some new memories?"
I did the deep-breathing thing and felt that now-familiar thrill of anticipation. "Bring it on," I said, my voice coming out stronger than I had anticipated because I did not want to appear as backing down from his challenge.
"The rules are easy," Cori began, surveying the room full of drunk, anxious guests. "When the game starts, all the lights go out. The girls will have 15 minutes to find a good place to hide. After that, we let the guys loose.
More whoops and cheers exploded from the men in the room, James included. They suddenly sounded like a pack of hyenas hungry for their next meal. An electric jolt shot to my core at the thought of that.
"Once you're found... well I'm sure you can imagine what will happen," Cori said with a laugh. I scanned the room, my eyes locking on Daniel a flirty smirk appearing on his lips as if he had the same thoughts as me.
"Tell me where you're going to hide," James whispered causing me to break free from my daydream about Daniel.
"And why would I do that?" I asked playfully.
"Because..." his lips dipped to my neck and I felt his teeth graze it. Goosebumps shot up my arm and I gave an appreciative moan. "I can tell Daniel where to look."
"Mmm any other reasons?"
"I may stick around to try and catch some of the excitement," he admitted causing my pulse to race.
"Naughty... I like it," I gave a seductive laugh as I thought about the possibilities. "Upstairs, Cori's closet." I said feeling my heart skip a beat at the thought of what was about to happen.
"I love you," he whispered in an attempt to reassure me one last time.
"I love you, baby."
The lights flickered, then plunged us into darkness. I held my breath, waiting for the initial scurrying and stumbling around to occur before I raced upstairs my heart pounding in my overly exposed chest.
****
Darkness enveloped the house as I released James's hand, and made my way upstairs, my heart pounding in sync with the muffled music from below. The plush carpet muffled my footsteps, but every creak of the floorboards sent a jolt through me. I could hear giggles and whispers from other rooms as the other women scrambled to find their hiding spots.
I slipped into Cori's bedroom, fumbling in the dark until I found the closet door. As I eased it open, the scent of Cori's perfume wafted over me and I couldn't help but wonder what kind of games had been played in this exact room. I stepped inside, carefully navigating around hanging clothes and shoe boxes. Finding a spot in the back corner, I stood with my back against the wall, the cool surface calming my skin that seemed to be on fire.
The closet door clicked shut, and the darkness seemed to consume me as my other senses became hyperalert. My breath sounded impossibly loud in the confined space. I tried to calm my racing heart, but anticipation and nerves had my pulse thrumming.
Minutes ticked by, feeling like hours. Every sound from outside the closet made me tense. Was that footsteps on the stairs? A hand on the bedroom door? My imagination ran wild, conjuring images of what might happen when I was found as I rubbed my thighs together.
I was thinking of James. Had he actually told Daniel where I was hiding? Was he actually going to watch? I felt my nipples harden against the softness of my bra. Was he actually going to be ok with this?
The sweat beaded on my forehead as I realized just how warm it was in this closet. The leather of my costume clung to my skin and I shifted to find a more comfortable position. As I shifted, I felt something against my arm- probably one of Cori's dresses- and I all but jumped out of my skin.
More minutes passed, how long was it? Surely it must have been that the 15 minutes had now elapsed. I strained my ears, listening for any sign that the men had been released to search. Anticipation was nearly unbearable.
Then I heard it - heavy footsteps up the stairs. My breath sucked in and got caught in my throat. The creaking of the door as it opened to the bedroom seemed loud in my ears. I pushed farther into the corner, the hammering of my heart so loud I was sure it would give me away.
The footsteps crossed the room, deliberate, slow, stopping right outside the closet. I held my breath as every nerve in my body came on high alert.
The closet door creaked open. In a rush, cooler air whizzed over me, and the hairs on my arms stood to attention. This was it, I told myself, chewing the inside of my lip as anticipation grew.
Not able to see him in the dark, I felt his presence with a second sense. He stepped into the closet, the door hanging open behind him, and we were so close in the confined space that I felt the heat emanating from his body.
A hand found my arm in the darkness, gently pulling me closer. The touch sent sparks across my skin. Lips found my neck followed quickly by teeth, and a soft gasp escaped me. The fur of the vest tickled my exposed skin, a stark contrast to the warmth of breath against me. My hands instinctively went to his chest, curling my fingers in the fur as I pulled his body closer to mine.
I opened my mouth to speak, but yelped as I felt him suddenly spinning me around and press me against the wall. I felt him pulling at something on his body, and I knew he was freeing his cock, as he pinned me there and my body suddenly ached with desire. His lips were back on my neck, his callused hands lifting my skirt. My heart was racing. This was so primal, so... manly. I felt my juices leaking down my leg and I was suddenly thankful it was dark. I didn't want Daniel to see the embarrassment on my face.
With my free hand I reached back, my hand unable to wrap around the slab of meat extended from his hips. I gasped the want coursing through me now in overdrive as I imagined him burying that magnificent prick inside me. I suddenly hated that the lights were out. I wanted to see it, examine it up close. I felt him pull my panties to the side and I bent my waist bracing my free hand on the wall as I moaned.
"Fuck, it's even bigger than I pictured," I whispered as I gently stroked that massive tool against my exposed folds coating it in my juices.
His hands on my hips grew tighter, possessive and I knew he wanted me almost as bad as I wanted him. "Do it baby, fuck me. I've been thinking about this all night." I released my grip on his shaft as I felt it pulse with excitement. Both my hands now pressed against the wall.
"I'm so happy to hear you say that," he whispered biting my ear. The smell of stale cigarettes flooded my nose and my eyes went wide in shock. It wasn't Daniel... it was George. Before I had a chance to gather my thoughts he drove his hips forward, his giant mushroom head parting my wanting lips and filling me in a way I'd never been filled before.
"Oohhh fuuuuck," I moaned going up on my toes as I felt his hot sword pierce me. My hands went from the wall, to his chest then back to the wall as my brain malfunctioned unsure of what to do.
"I knew you'd be one hot fuck," he whispered his teeth grazing my skin as I felt him pull out slightly and push even deeper threatening to lift me off of my feet. Another grunt left my lips as my traitorous body responded to him.
"Fuck... George. I thought you were... oh fuck," I moaned again as his hand came around my body and ripped down my corset before squeezing my breast. My body was fire and failed to listen to any of the logical reasoning of my brain.
"I had no idea you'd be so fucking tight," he taunted pinching my nipple between his sausage-like fingers as I felt myself starting to come undone at the rough treatment.
My mind raced, torn between shock, disgust, and an unwelcome surge of physical pleasure. George's sweaty bulk pressed against me, his ragged breathing hot on my neck. I felt trapped, not just physically but by my own body's betrayal.
"George, I... Fuck, Jesus" I moaned unable to form words as I felt him finally bottom out inside me. I could feel the staggered rise and fall of his hairy chest pressed against me as he continued to push into me touching places I didn't think possible. He mauled at my chest, pinching and twisting my nipple until I whimpered.
"Say it again," he panted and I felt his large hand swat my ass. "Say my fucking name again."
I felt sweat from his body drip onto my back as another swat landed on my ass and George jackhammered into me. I saw stars as my body exploded into the most intense orgasm I ever experienced in my life. "Ohhhh fuck. George. Fuck, I'm cumming. Fuck me, George. Ugggnnnhh." I whined as my body convulsed around his monstrous cock.
George slowed his pace but never stopped. Every time he thrust his large gut would press against my ass and a soft murmur would escape me. I wanted to hate myself for cumming for someone like George, but as he started to pick up his pace again all I could focus on was the delicious feeling between my legs.
"Do you want me to stop?" George taunted just as I felt myself about to approach what was sure to be another massive orgasm.
"Wh... what?" I blinked as I felt his cock slide out of me and disappointment washed over me. I wiggled my ass in search for it but his hand on my hip controlled my movement.



"I said do you want me to stop? Or do you want me to keep fucking you?"
"I..." my hips continued to wiggle, my head in a fog of desire. I could hear the amusement in his voice. The venom in my words as he spoke them. "I... I want you to fuck me, George." I whimpered already past the point of caring.
I heard him chuckle and his hand curled in my hair pulling my head back. "Fuuuck," I moaned through gritted teeth.
"Not good enough. I want to hear you beg for it," he taunted and I immediately hated myself for what I knew I was about to do.
"Please George," I whispered. "Please fuck me. Please make me cum on your big dick." I felt my mouth water as I said the words. As much as I hated to admit it, I'd never felt anything like this moment in my life and my body was on fire.
"Not good enough. Louder," he demanded swatting my ass with a force that sounded like thunder reverberating off the walls.
"Uhhhh," I whined pushing my ass back into his hand. "Please fuck me." I was practically yelling now, and could feel the spit flying from my mouth. "Please put your big fucking cock back inside m... ohhh, fuuuuck yes," My mouth hung open as George slammed back into me. The entire length of his shaft pressing into me in one long powerful stroke.
As George thrust into me, I felt a mix of humiliation and intense pleasure. My body reacted to his rough caressing as my mind was reeling from the shock and revulsion of it all. I could hear the slaps of our bodies meeting with wet sounds, the impact of his flesh against mine, and his grunting exertion.
"Fuck, you feel so good," George groaned, pulling my hair tighter still. "I knew you'd be a little slut once I got you alone."
His words were coarse and demeaning but somehow plugged into some deep connection in me. I desperately tried to suck him deeper into the core of my body. I could feel another orgasm coming, with my body betraying my will and responding to the filthy language and rough hands.
"Erica?" I heard from the bedroom door as a light flipped on in the bedroom and I turned my eyes to see James standing there a look of disbelief in his eyes.
"What's going on here?" He asked a confused look on his face as he watched George push deeper into me.
George slowed his movements but didn't stop, a smug smile spreading across his face. "Your wife was just telling me how much she loves my big dick," he said, emphasizing his words with a deep thrust that made me gasp.
I was so close to another release I could taste it. I locked eyes with James for a moment before pushing myself back on George's cock. "Don't stop, fuck me George," I whispered watching James as my mouth opened in a silent scream as his pace picked back up.
"Tell your husband what a slut you are," George demanded his tongue sliding across my exposed neck. "Tell him who's slut you are."
His words sent me over the edge. My body convulsed, my pussy clenching around George's cock as I came hard. I cried out, my voice echoing in the small closet. "Yours... I'm you're fucking slut, George. Oh fuck don't stop. Fuck me I'm cumming, I'm cumming..."
As I struggled to catch my breath my eyes fluttered opened searching for James. For a moment I didn't see him and the fear of losing him again washed through my body. Before the panic truly set in however, I saw movement from the corner of my eye. James was by the bed, now completely naked his cock nearly as hard as George's.
I smiled at him weakly seeing the hunger in his eyes. Placing my hand on George's chest I turned my head to look at him. "Let me ride you on the bed while I blow my husband."
To George's credit, he seemed to understand the situation as he nodded and stepped backward, his heavy cock sliding out of me with a pop and I couldn't help but steal a glance at it. It was easily at least eight inches and full of deep veins. It had a slight curve to it and I couldn't help but lick my lips as I stared. As my eyes drifted back up to George he gave me a knowing smirk and I felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me.
My legs trembled as I made my way over to the bed. My eyes stayed locked on James as he stood off to the side of it, looking every bit as sexy as I remembered him. "Hi," I whispered pressing my lips to his as I found his tongue hungrily push past my teeth.
"Hi," he whispered back after a quick make out session. We stayed like that for a minute just staring into each other's eyes. The sound of George clearing his throat behind me snapped me back to reality and I suddenly felt self conscious.
"He's... I thought he was Daniel. And he's so fucking big. I couldn't. I mean, I didn't want to..."
James put his finger to my lips and smiled warmly. "Shhh. It's ok. Go have your fun."
I bit my lower lip as I studied his face for a moment then turned around and straddled the troll of a man on the bed.
I dropped down onto George, feeling every inch of his thick cock stretching me. I let out a low moan and closed my eyes for a second, before turning to James. He was standing by the bed, his cock in his hand, just watching me a look of pure lust on his face.
I began to ride George, my hips moving in slow, circular motions. Each time I plunged down, a wash of delight mixed with a pang of dismay at the size of him. George's hands reached up and clamped onto my hips, pulling me up and down upon his shaft. His grunts and the sloppy noises our bodies made as they came together filled the room.
"You love this, don't you?" George grunted, thrusting upwards to meet my movements. "You love being stuffed full of my cock while your husband watches."
I turned my head and looked at James, my mouth opening in a silent apology. His jaw was clenched but his cock remained hard in his hand. I reached out wrapping my hand around his shaft, needing the connection to him.
I leaned forward, I braced my body against George's chest. My breasts jiggled with every motion, his hot, sweaty skin was sticky against my own. I took James into my mouth, trying to focus on him, but George's harsh words and rough thrusts made it difficult.
"Look at you," George sneered. "So eager to please. You're nothing but a dirty little cock sleeve. I knew you wouldn't be able to get enough."
I moaned around James's cock, my body betraying me as George's filthy talk sent waves of pleasure coursing through me. I could feel my orgasm building, my body responding to the brutal fucking and the degrading words.
"You're going to let me fuck you whenever I want now, aren't you? You're going to beg me to come fuck you when James is at work."
He grabbed my hair ripping my face away from James as his cock slide from my mouth. "Ugggh fuck," I moaned putting the palms of my hands against his hairy chest as I rode him faster.
"Tell me!" George demanded, pulling harder on my hair.
"Yes! Fuck, yes. Whenever you want. Fuck... fuck me whenever you want." The words came out before my brain could even process them. I was so lost in the feeling all I could focus on was pleasing him and getting my release.
George released my hair and brought his hand back to my hips as I worked up a faster pace. Through half-lidded eyes I saw James the look of shock plastered on his face. I slowed my movement and bent back forward to take him in my mouth.
George's grip on my hips began to tighten and his hips started to pound into me until it became difficult to keep James in my mouth. "You're close, aren't you, whore?" he sneered. "I can feel your cunt squeezing my cock. You love being treated like a dirty slut, don't you?"
I whimpered, my body quivering with the intensity of the feeling. I could feel James's on the back of my head; his touch light compared to George's brutal grip. I looked up at him tearfully, trying to convey with my eyes how much I loved him and was sorry.
George's thrusts became erratic, his breath coming in short gasps. "That's it, cum on my cock, you little slut. Show your husband what a dirty whore you are. Show him how good George makes you feel."
His words sent me over the edge. I cried out, my body convulsing with pleasure as I sat back up and dropped James's cock from my mouth.
"Fuck! Yes, Fuck George don't stop. Cum for me baby, let me feel you cum." I was coming undone as the orgasm washed over me. My toes curled into the blanket as I came hard on George's cock. I felt him pulse inside me, filling me with his hot cum. His own cries of ecstasy washed mine out as I rode out his release.
Just as I thought it was over, and George released his clutch off of my hips, there was a warm splash over my cheek and chest. Panting, I looked over to see James. His cock was in his hand, and he slowly stroked the remainder of his hot seed over my body. George's cock slipped out of me, and I felt his cum mixed with my juices dripping down the inside of my thighs. I was a mess inside and out. I looked up at James and the smile that formed at his lips was all it took; we erupted into a fit of laughter. "Holy shit," I muttered as James helped me from the bed. I placed the majority of my weight on his arms, my legs too tired to hold me up.
I looked to George, a knowing smirk was on his face as he looked me over. "You served your purpose. Now get out of here so my husband can help me clean off." The words weren't harsh, but George got the message and he slowly sat up on the bed.
****
As James helped me toward the en-suite bathroom, I caught my reflection in the mirror. My costume was disheveled, makeup smeared. But the most striking thing about me was my eyes-a guilt and satisfaction combo.
James reached in and turned on the shower, then fiddled with the temperature until it was just right. As the room started to steam up, he carefully helped me out of the tattered remains of my costume. His touches were soft now, affectionate-the complete opposite of hard and brutal. And there was something different in his eyes when he looked at me now-something deeper, hungrier.
"Are you okay?" he whispered, his blue eyes searching mine.
I nodded, the warmth of the shower embracing me. "I think so. Are we okay?
James joined me, pulling me close. The warm water cascaded over us as he held me, his strong arms a comfort I didn't realize I needed so desperately.
"We're more than okay," he murmured into my hair. "God, Erica, watching you tonight... seeing you completely let go... I've never felt more connected to you."
I turned to face him, my hands finding his chest. "Really?"
His eyes burned into mine as he cupped my face in his hands. "Really. Seeing you like that, knowing you trust me enough to be so completely uninhibited... it made me fall in love with you all over again."
"Even with...?" I couldn't finish the sentence even as the images of him flooded my brain, but he knew what I meant.
"Especially then," he said, a small smile playing at his lips. "Knowing that you were so lost in the moment, so carefree that you would let... him have you." James paused and let his fingers slide over my chest. I hissed slightly, a testament to the rough treatment from just minutes before. "I've never felt more certain of us."
As we washed away the physical evidence of the night's activities, we talked. Really talked, in a way we hadn't in years. About our fears, our desires, our love for each other. With each word, I felt the connection between us grow stronger. We were "that" couple again.
Once we had dried off and changed into the spare clothes we had brought with us, we said our goodbyes to Cori and Daniel. The party was really dying down now; there were only a few stragglers left. I noticed George passed out on a couch in the corner, snoring loudly. A small part of me felt a twinge of pride that was quickly replaced by disgust. I pushed the feeling aside, focusing on James's hand in mine as we walked to the car.
The coolness of the night air was refreshing after the stuffiness of the party. We sank into our seats, and a comfortable silence descended on us. James fired the car and we began the homeward drive. After a few minutes, a question that had been gnawing at me finally arose. "James," I began, stumbling over my words, "why didn't you come up with Daniel? I thought that was the plan."
James glanced at me before turning his attention back to the road. "It took me longer than expected to find Daniel," he explained. "By the time I did, I... well, I heard you in the bedroom. I thought it would be best to send Daniel somewhere else."
I processed this information, a mix of emotions swirling within me. "Oh," I said softly. "Yeah that was... unexpected," I laughed nervously.
"Hey," James interrupted gently, reaching over to take my hand. "Remember what we talked about? This was about exploring, about strengthening our connection. And honestly? Seeing you like that... it awakened something in me I didn't know was there."
I squeezed his hand back, I too had something awakened in me I didn't know was there, but I wasn't ready to talk about that yet. "I love you so much, James. Thank you for being so understanding."
"I love you too, Erica. Always have, always will."
We drove in silence for a while, and I placed my cheek against the glass, enjoying the coolness against my skin.
"So... George," James started, a smirk on his lips. I know what he was asking. Hell, I was asking the same thing.
"Fucking George," I said shaking my head.
"I guess now we know why Melanie stays with him."
The comment was exactly what I needed and I let out a long sigh before giggling like a school girl. "I can't believe that happened," I groaned placing my hands over my eyes.
"We brought out a side of you I've never seen." James's voice was soft and reassuring. He put his hand on my bare thigh and squeezed softly.
"I didn't know it was there either. Jesus, that thing is wasted on a pig like him."
James snorted, and for a while we just let the humor of the situation hang over us.
"So... you're going to fuck him whenever he wants?"
The question surprised me, and a wave of heat crossed my cheeks. "I... Jesus, I don't even remember saying that," I whispered, closing my eyes in a bid to recapture the moment in my mind.
"That was one of the hottest things I have ever seen in my life, Erica." James' words were words of assurance, yet all I could think about was George's large gut and his thinning hair. I couldn't believe I let someone like that do and say such demeaning things to me.
James studied my face and could tell I didn't want to talk about George anymore. Instead he grabbed my hand and brought it to his lips, kissing it softly.
"So... Cori mentioned something about a Christmas party," he said, a hint of mischief in his voice.
I laughed, the sound light and free. "Already planning our next adventure, are we?"
"Well, you know me. Always thinking ahead," he teased.
As we pulled into our driveway, that feeling of contentment washed over me. Tonight had been risky. We had stepped outside of our comfort zone and made it out okay. Our relationship felt revitalized; the spark that had dimmed these many years now burned bright once more.
James yanked me out of the car and into his arms for a kiss that left me panting. Smiling, I walked toward the front door as he led the way.
"You know," I said with a playfully lilting tone in my voice, "I think I might need some help getting out of those clothes too."
James grinned, his eyes twinkling with desire. "Well, as your loving husband, I believe it's my duty to assist you in any way I can."
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The next morning, Emily woke up still tingling from the experiences of the day before. She sat up and stretched, realizing that she was naked. In a flash, the image of Brother George's guiding touch leapt into her mind, and her body felt that familiar warmth between her legs.
A pang of guilt gnawed at her conscience, and for a moment, a mental image of Jacob flashed through her mind. Had she forsaken him? No, she was doing what needed to be done for their future together, for The Father. She had pleased The Father. Her guilt was cast aside as the warmth between her legs began to course. Biting her lip, Emily lay back down on her bed. Her fingers explored her body, raising the hairs on her arm. She let out a soft sigh, finding her wet folds as images of The Father washed over her.
When Emily sat back up from her bed some minutes later, she was even more at peace than before. She hoped Jacob found his place here, but she couldn't let him hold her back from continuing to win The Father's good graces. As if on cue, The Father's deep, resonant voice filled the room.
"My children," he began from his pristine garden. Like before, Emily noticed the women in the background, all smiling and carefree. Their bodies moved with a certain elegance, dancing around the scene as their fingers effortlessly glided over one another's most intimate parts. Emily realized she was jealous of them. Jealous not only of their carefree nature but of their close proximity to The Father. "Each day brings us closer to true enlightenment. Follow the path that I have set before you now, and you will know complete fulfillment and happiness."
As Emily watched, on-screen, the women began to dance closer to The Father. They kissed each other longingly, their hands caressing body after body until they finally came to rest on The Father's hairy chest. Images from yesterday continued to flash in Emily's mind. The sharp, vivid visions in the Chamber of Enlightenment, the overwhelming sensations. Her hands, as the women in the video, were pawing at The Father. Yearning to be closer with him with a want she'd never felt before. A shiver ran through her body as she rubbed her thighs together.
"Cast aside the shackles of your former life," The Father added. His words felt like a direct address to the confusion in Emily's heart as the guilt resurfaced; she did not worry about Jacob. "Embrace the love and pleasure that await you in our family."
Emily's breathing hastened as her nipples began to harden once again while she absorbed The Father's words. The guilt she felt had ebbed, replaced by an intoxicating mixture of arousal and spiritual passion.
As The Father's sermon came to a close, Emily rose from her bed, more energized than ever. A renewed sense of purpose flowed through her veins, her skin still tingling from her earlier activities. She dressed quickly, slipping on her flowy white dress and running her fingers over the fabric to help smooth it out. She slipped on her well-worn sandals and adjusted her choker-style necklace. With a smile on her face, she practically skipped on out the door, ready to start her day.
At breakfast, Emily seemed to scan the room till her eyes fell on Grace. She got a couple of slices of bacon, an omelet, and toast. Then, pouring a glass of orange juice, she made her way over to Grace. The powerful words of The Father still echoed in her ears.
"Good morning, Grace," Emily said, sitting down next to her friend while working her teeth over a crispy strip of bacon. She had quite the appetite worked up. "Did you hear The Father's words this morning? They were so... inspiring."
Smiling, Grace took a sip of her orange juice. "I did. His words are always just what I need to hear. This is the family I've always wanted," she said, reaching out to take Emily's hand. Her brown eyes sparkled. "And I'm so happy you're a part of it now."
Emily's lips curled into a smile. She had never had a sister before, but she imagined this was what it felt like to have one. Even though she had only just met this girl, the bond that was there between them was so powerful.
They sat in comfortable silence for a moment, savoring their breakfast and each other's company. Emily just marveled at how she had found her place in this new family. She thought of the events that had transpired to bring her here, and as if reading her mind, Grace suddenly spoke up.
"How are you feeling after yesterday? The Chamber of Enlightenment seemed to hit you pretty hard."
Emily felt a blush creep up her neck. Images of The Father filled her mind, followed closely by the aftermath with Brother George. As she took a bite of her omelet, she felt her pussy pulse with desire. "It was... overwhelming," she admitted, afraid to look Grace in the eyes.
Grace saw the reaction and wanted to press her on it, but she knew it wouldn't be wise. Emily would open up more when she was ready. She squeezed Emily's hand reassuringly. "I'm so glad you're embracing the teaching, Emily. The Father has great plans for all of us."
As they ate, Emily found herself opening up more to Grace about her life before coming to the island. She spoke a lot about her parents and how strict they were, an experience Grace knew all too well. Yet, she barely mentioned Jacob at all. It wasn't that she was consciously excluding him; she just seemed to focus on her own experiences and would mention Jacob's presence almost as an afterthought.
Once they finished eating, the girls slowly walked toward the feminine education pavilion. Emily's mind eventually drifted toward Jacob. Where was he? She had hoped she'd get to see him again today. Was he finally learning to embrace The Father's teachings? She made a mental note to ask Brother George about it the next time she saw him. The thought once again caused her to rub her thighs together.
****
Jacob's eyes opened slowly, the harsh morning sun filtering through the holes in the roof of his makeshift cell. His lips were cracked and dry, and swallowing was becoming increasingly difficult as the minutes passed. His stomach growled with a vengeance, but he knew getting out of his cell had to be his first priority. The guards would be coming soon with his breakfast, and that might be his only chance to escape.
As he lay there, memories of Emily flooded back. All that she had endured to ensure they stayed together. He remembered her fights with her family and how she had nearly been kicked out on more than one occasion. He could still smell her, lavender and vanilla, some fancy bodywash she would spend way too much money on. The memory was so vivid it almost hurt.
Jacob clinched his hands into tight fists as his fingernails dug into his palms. He wanted a distraction from the pain in his chest, anything to stop the memories. Emily's face flashed in his mind, her soft smile, the way her eyes crinkled when she laughed. He sucked in a ragged breath, slowing his pulse just enough to be able to focus.
The dark walls of his cell seemed to close in, but beyond them lay the vastness of the compound. He pictured the map he drew, noticing key places. Somewhere within its maze of trees and buildings, Emily was waiting. Jacob's muscles coiled, ready to spring into action at the slightest opportunity.
Right on schedule, he heard the familiar jingling of keys outside his door. He positioned himself near the door, trying to steady his breathing in order to appear as if he were near death. As expected, the creaky door opened, and two guards entered. One was carrying a tray of food, while the other nervously looked over his shoulder to make sure that no one saw the near-death prisoner.
"Hey, you think this one's still breathing?" the first guard grunted, as he looked over Jacob's lifeless body and walked inside.
The second guard whipped his head around, scanning the area. "Keep it down, will ya?" he hissed, his voice tight with anxiety. "I don't want anyone seeing us with him like this. Let's just drop the food and go."
"Relax, you worry to much. No one comes down here anyway," the first guard replied, rolling his eyes.
"Yeah, well, I'm not taking any chances," the second guard muttered, glancing over his shoulder again. "C'mon, hurry up. This place gives me the creeps."
Their casual disinterest in his existence fed Jacob's determination. In one smooth, swift motion, Jacob was charging at the first guard, who had knelt to check that Jacob really was breathing. His shoulder connected with the guard's sternum, and he reeled backward, the sickening crunch of bone meeting concrete as his head snapped back against the wall. Without missing a beat, Jacob wrenched the door shut.
The second was caught completely off-guard, and Jacob launched himself at him, sending him crashing to the ground. They wrestled for a moment, but desperation and adrenaline surging through his veins proved to give Jacob the added strength he needed. He got his hands around the guard's neck and squeezed hard. His eyes bulged, and his face began to purple as he was clawing desperately at Jacob's vice-like grip. The seconds ticked into eternity until finally his struggles weakened, then ceased altogether.
Jacob stopped, panting hard for a moment as the weight of his act bore down on him. He could never have thought he was capable of such bloodthirstiness, but then sometimes it was the things that life did to a man that he was not proud of. He cast the thought aside and dragged the guard into a nearby bush, managing as well as possible to conceal the man's body.
As he straightened up, he caught the scent of food from the breakfast pavilion just over the hill. His stomach growled loudly, dictating where he was going to go next. But first, he needed to get his bearings.
Jacob paused a moment, taking in his surroundings. Before him sprawled the Sanctuary's compound: a mix of reused and new buildings alike. Farther on, he could just make out the high walls that separated them from the outside world. A pang hit him, making him think of the freedom beyond those walls.
He waited for some time for an opportunity to slip inside without being seen, since he knew he couldn't risk it. Finally, the woman at the table got up to refill her water, and Jacob seized the opportunity. He ran inside, snatched food onto a plate, and scurried around a nearby tree, his back pressed against the rough bark.
In a matter of seconds, he wolfed it down without really tasting any of it, his mind still preoccupied with surviving. When he was done, he approached much more cautiously the water jug, filled a cup, and drank greedily. The water slowly soothed his parched throat and gave him a new sense of determination.
Jacob knew he needed to find Emily, but he had to be smart about it. He didn't want to be seen by the wrong kind of people, and he didn't wish to draw attention to himself if he didn't need to. Mentally, he went back over his steps, trying to recall the layout of the compound and where the different buildings were. He moved stealthily through the trees as he listened for any sign of Emily or her whereabouts.
****
As they walked to the Feminine Education Pavilion, Emily and Grace continued talking about their lives before coming to the island. Tears of sorrow welled in Emily's eyes as Grace recited the events of her traumatic past, but Grace was just telling her story with a smile, as if it no longer pained her. In that very moment, Emily found herself growing closer to Grace. She was happy to have someone like Grace here with her whom she could talk to if things got hard.
Just before entering the pavilion, Emily's mind wandered to Jacob. She regretted how they had ended things yesterday. She knew her words had hurt him. She had just gotten caught up in the emotion of it all. She wanted to know why he wasn't trying, why he was saying such insane things. She almost asked Grace about it. Did Grace not feel like she was being groomed for something? Grace elbowed Emily, bringing her back to the present and her dark musings aside.
"You okay? You look deep in thought," Grace said as she started taking off her dress.
Emily reddened as she took in Grace's naked body close up for the first time, before she, too, took hers off. The first thing she noticed was a scar just beneath Grace's right breast and the burn marks all up her right leg. Grace saw the pained look on Emily's face and smiled warmly.
"These are just reminders of a past life. A life where I was alone and frightened. They help me to appreciate what my life here really means," Grace replied as she took Emily's hand and began to slowly move it over her scars. As Emily's hand came into contact with the tender skin, it felt as if it were on fire. She felt the roughness of the scar, the bumpiness of the burns. With every passing second that her hand was on Grace's skin, she had mixed feelings of curiosity, compassion, and an uncanny warmth that quickened her pulse. She shifted her feet, unable to look her friend in the eyes, drawn into and unsettled by the intimacy of this moment.
"My scars are now the map that guide me unto gratitude. Gratitude for The Father. Thanks for you, Emily." Emily's face grew hot as finally she looked up and met Grace's eyes. They stared into one another's for what felt like an eternity. Grace moistened her lips and took a step forward, erasing space between them. Smitten with the beauty that stood before her and the way she wore her pain like some badge of honor, Emily froze.
The harsh squeak of a side door opening broke the spell between them. Emily flushed, stepping back from Grace as her heart raced. She let out a nervous giggle as she sat down hastily, her mind reeling from the intensity of the moment they'd just shared. Sister Abigail's entrance had apparently sucked the warmth from the room, replacing the laughter and chatter that had gone before with a singularly uncomfortable silence. Emily felt so exposed-as if her crimson cheeks and quickened breath were shouting out her thoughts to all in the room. She steadied herself, but her heartbeat seemed to drowned out everything else. The sudden weight of Sister Abigail's gaze scanning the room caught Emily between the faded touch of Grace's soft skin beneath her fingers and an instantaneous fear that Sister Abigail was somehow going to read her mind.
Good morning, my dear children," Sister Abigail greeted them in a voice firm but softly assuring. Her eyes made a sweep around the room, briefly locking onto Emily before continuing their sweep. "Today, we delve deeper into the depths of The Father's sacred teachings. You may think your initial cleansing washed away your filth, but oh, how naive you are!
A murmur of excitement and nervousness rippled through the women that had gathered. Emily leaned in closer to Grace, whispering in her ear, "What do you think she means by 'proper cleansing'? Is it going to be some sort of initiation? " Emily's mind flashed back to that icy water on her first day here on the island, the burning in her lungs as she was held underwater. The way George was touching her. The way his hand. She shook the thoughts from her head, trying to focus on the present.
As she squirmed on the floor, she realized with a mix of arousal and shame that her body was reacting to the memory in a way it didn't in the moment.
"Your souls are still stained with the putrid sins of your past lives. Perhaps the initial purification saved you from each and every lie, from each and every impure thought. But the deeper sins, carnal in nature, still cling to you like a festering wound!"
Sister Abigail's voice dropped an octave to hear her voice even more threatening. "But fear not, for today, you shall undergo a grand transformation. In the hallowed personal garden of The Father himself, you shall be remade anew. The sins of your past shall be washed away, leaving only purity in their wake.
She paused, her gaze seemed to fix on Emily. "You will be paired up, and sit together to watch your other sisters. When you reach the podium, you will be asked to confess your sins, which will help you further connect with The Father and your fellow sisters." Her voice rose once more with a newfound conviction. "Prepare yourselves, daughters of sin. Today, you will be put to the ultimate test of the divine. It will be the most difficult one yet. Some of you will miserably fail to let go of the past. Others, through them sisters' help, will be welcomed into the family. Actually saved and free to share in The Father's words and wisdom. And only a few of you may just receive the greatest gift of all.
An opportunity to be one of The Chosen.
Emily gasped, and Grace turned to her, looking confused. The Chosen, that was one of the things Jacob had said to her when he was going on about this place not being what she thought. As Emily found herself paired with Grace, she desperately tried to recall that conversation with Jacob. It had just happened yesterday, yet it felt like it was years ago, and she was failing to remember any of the details.
****
Jacob walked through the woods carefully and silently. He remembered what George had told him on his first day: the women attended classes at the Feminine Studies Pavilion while the men were out in the fields. He didn't know exactly where it was but had noticed some of the other women going off in this general direction after lunch.
The island's layout was a problem. The Feminine Studies Pavilion was towards the middle of the island, so a head-on approach was too risky. Jacob knew he'd have to use the forest for cover, circling around in a less direct manner to evade possible detection.
His aim was to circle around the edge of the woods in such a way that he would make his way gradually to the back of the pavilion, where he hoped to find sufficient cover-bushes or outbuildings-to observe and plan his next move. It was an indirect path and would take longer, but it was the best way to be able to reach Emily without the girls getting spooked or guards spotting him. Jacob's heart raced as he crept through the dense forest, his senses on high. The rich scent of pine filled his nostrils, his forehead already damp with sweat. He was grateful for the shade of the trees. Still feeling a little dehydrated, he knew standing in direct sunlight for too long would zap the moisture from his body.
Twigs snapped underfoot no matter how careful he was; each crack seemed a gunshot in the taut silence.
Then, without warning, a burst of static rent the air. Jacob froze, jamming his body against the rough bark of a tree nearby. The crackling of a radio grew louder, and he strained to catch the voices.
"...escaped... violent." The voice was metallic and far away. Jacob closed his eyes to hear better.
"Copy that, Control. What's the full situation?" This voice was closer, no more than a hundred feet away.
"We've got a runner. Male, early 20s. Potentially dangerous. Last seen near the isolation chamber."
"Any idea where he's headed?"
"Intel suggests he'll try to reach his girlfriend. We need extra guards on all the female areas. Pavilions, dorms, everywhere."
"Got it. You think he knows what's really going on here?"
Doesn't matter. Can't risk him spreading doubt. If you spot him, detain him immediately. Use force if necessary. But The father wants him taken alive."
"Understood. I'm on the eastern trail now. No sign yet, but I'll keep my eyes peeled."
"Good. Stay alert and report any suspicious activity immediately."
"Will do. Eastern patrol out.
As the footsteps grew more and more distant, Jacob's thoughts tumbled into a roar of apprehension. Emily. He had to reach her. What if he was too late? What if she was already. He didn't dare finish that thought out loud. It made his stomach roil with disgust and fear.
Anguish washed over him as the final conversation played in his head-the argument, the cruel words, the pain in her eyes. Why hadn't he reached out and pulled her into his arms, told her how he felt? The weight of his regret was nearly beyond endurance. He should have been able to find a way to get through, to help her to see beyond the lies they'd both been fed.



With more than physical distance separating them, the hollow ache in his chest felt even deeper. The thought of never getting the chance to set things right, of never being able to protect her, was almost too much to bear. A mix of determination and desperation churned inside, clenching his jaw. He had to find her, had to make this right, no matter the cost.
Jacob fisted his hands and forced down the wave of self-hate. He needed to focus. There would be time enough later for indulging in his self-pity, but first he needed to make certain Emily was safe. Pressing on through the woods, he was drawn closer to both Emily and the unsure fate awaiting them both.
As the minutes ticked by, the sounds of the woods began to mock him-birds chirping light-headedly, leaves rustling in a light breeze. How could the world seem so normal when everything was falling apart? Jacob's mind wandered back to the parents. Maybe they were right; maybe Emily was better off without him. Trouble did seem to find its way to him.
A twig snapped, and in an instant Jacob was on high alert. Frozen, every muscle taut, poised to flee or fight, he peered into the darkness. Footsteps neared, closer than comfort allowed. Then a voice-a voice he knew: "Brother Jacob? Is that you?"
Relief washed over him as he placed David's voice. Jacob whirled around, locking gazes with the closest thing he had to a friend on this god-awful island. "David? What are you doing out here?"
David's face split into a grin. "I was just watching Amanda," he said, an unsettling pride threading into his voice. Jacob nodded mechanically, fighting to keep his expression neutral. His mind raced, remembering the vacant look in Amanda's eyes the last time he'd seen her. "David, you've got to help me," he pleaded, his voice strained and panicky. "I need to find Emily." The thought of Emily ending up like Amanda sent a chill down his spine.
David's face grew somber, his eyes calculating as he considered Jacob's words. "Everyone is looking for you, ya know," he said slowly. "They gave us all a break from the fields. Told us that anyone who found you would be given a great reward and earn The Father's favor."
Jacob's face drained of color, and he instinctively took a step backward. His eyes darted around, searching for something, anything, he could use as a weapon if needed. "David, please..." he started, his voice just above a whisper.
"Relax, Brother," David said, raising his hands in a placating gesture. "I'm not here to turn you in. As long as I have Amanda, I have everything I need."
Jacob felt his hands unclench and he let out a shaky breath. "Emily," he said, refocusing on his mission. "Do you know where she is?"
David shook his head, his eyes measuring Jacob with an unsettling intensity. "It won't make a difference, Jacob. You know what will happen when they find out?"
Jacob dismissed the warning with a wave of his hand. "David, please. I don't care what happens to me. I need to find Emily."
David's eyes softened, a flicker of pity crossing his face. "You don't understand," he said, his voice low and urgent. "Today's the day when they select the next Chosen."
The words hung in the air between them, heavy with implication. Jacob felt the blood drain from his face as the full weight of David's statement hit him. His mind raced with horrifying possibilities, each worse than the last.
"What... The Chosen... today?" Jacob's mind raced. "No, Emily wouldn't do that. She loves me. She would never..."
David opened his mouth to respond, but before he could, a distant shout cut through the air. Both men tensed, their heads snapping toward the sound. The hunt for Jacob was intensifying, and time was running out.
"I have to go," Jacob said urgently, his eyes pleading with David.
 "Please, if you know anything that can help me find Emily..."
David hesitated, conflict clear on his face. Finally, he spoke, his voice low and quick. "The ceremony should be beginning soon, in The Father's garden. If you continue along this treeline you should see The Father's quarters in the distance. The garden is surrounded by large hedges. But Jacob, if you go there..."
Another shout, closer this time. David's head whipped around, fear evident in his eyes. "I have to go," he said. "Good luck, Brother. May The Father guide you." With that, he turned and disappeared into the underbrush, leaving Jacob alone with his racing thoughts and the growing sounds of pursuit.
Jacob stood frozen for a moment, David's words echoing in his mind. The Chosen. The ceremony. The Father's Garden. None of these words make much sense to Jacob. But he had to press on. To save Emily from becoming anything like Amanda. With renewed determination, Jacob plunged deeper into the forest, his heart pounding with fear and resolve. He had to reach Emily before it was too late, before she became the next Chosen.
****
Emily's heart fluttered as she and Grace followed Sister Abigail around the familiar building that housed The Father's quarters. The last time she was here she saw The Father's imposing figure in its rawest of forms. Her pulse raced as she recalled his touch on her shoulders, his dominance of the room, and perhaps most of all, his large, menacing member between his legs.
This time, instead of entering, they were directed towards the back. The scent of roses and other fragrant blooms filled the air, growing stronger as they approached a high garden gate partially obscured by dense shrubs and growing vines. Emily had never seen such an assortment of colors all in one place before. It looked like something out of a movie.
A strange, creeping warmth spread through Emily's body as she inhaled the intoxicating aroma. She couldn't place it, but the scent seemed to stir something within her, a tingling sensation that made her shift uncomfortably.
As they walked, the stern voice of Sister Abigail cut through the whispers between them. "Listen well, my children," she started, the eyes afire with feral intensity. "The ritual you are to attend is sacred. It's not only a cleansing of the soul, but it's an opportunity to bare your deepest sins in front of The Father and your chosen sister.
Emily turned to Grace, who gave her a reassuring squeeze. Sister Abigail did not stop speaking. "You will walk toward the podium in the middle of the garden two by two. One of you will stand to the right of The Father, the other taking their eyes and confessing. Only He and your partner will hear the words, but all will bear witness to your fragility, your acceptance of cleansing.
As they stepped out into the garden, Emily and Grace found themselves enveloped in flowers and trees, wrapped on all sides by high, thick, manicured hedges. A wood podium stood halfway in the middle of the sanctuary; it was as tall as the walls of foliage around it. Emily thought to herself that this must be what Alice felt when she was in Wonderland. A smile played on her lips now, displacing her trepidation, as she jestingly hoped The Father wouldn't say "off with her head!
Before the podium, chairs were lined in long rows, each draped in white like something one might see at a wedding. Sister Abigail motioned them to sit down, in a stern whisper. "Sit, my children. Observe the redemption of your sisters' souls."
Emily and Grace were ushered to the front, where the scent of roses hung heavy in the air, making Emily's head swim as the all-too-familiar warmth radiated out from the center of her body. She continued to look around the garden, an awed expression on her face at everything she saw. Just as the last of the girls were taking their places, something caught Emily's attention. A flicker of movement beyond the hedges, barely noticeable. Emily thought it was an animal, perhaps a rabbit that was late. She stifled a laugh at the absurd thought. She continued to scan the hedges for movement, but there was none. Why was she suddenly so giddy?
Perhaps a mix of nerves and surrealness about this situation was setting in.
What is it?" Grace whispered, her face etched with concern as she took in Emily's sudden movement.
Emily blinked, staring hard at the spot where she had thought she'd seen. something. Someone? But there was nothing there now, except the soft swaying of leaves in the breeze. "I. I don't know," she whispered, a feeling she couldn't explain nagging at her insides. "I thought I saw.
Emily's words died in her throat as a hush fell over the garden. The wooden steps of the podium groaned under new weight, and all eyes were drawn upward. Emily's heart skipped a beat as The Father ascended, his white robe rippling with each wave-like step, taut over his imposing figure, yet moving with a fluidity of grace that belied such a size.
His eyes swept the room, passing over the assembled girls, and Emily felt her body respond to the weight of those commanding eyes. She noticed the sisters on either side of her were leaning forward, faces tilted upwards and hungry. She mimicked their pose before she was even aware of it, captivated by The Father himself. A soft smile played on his lips as he raised his hands, palm-outwards in benediction.
As he spoke, his voice rolled through the garden, soft yet powerful enough to make roses shiver on their stems. "My beloved children," he crooned, and Emily watched as Grace all but shivered beside her, eyes wide with adoration. "Look around you-at this paradise, at your sisters. This. this is but a taste of the glory that awaits those that are truly cleansed.
His voice dropped to a low whisper, forcing them all in closer. The craning of their necks moved in his direction. "But make no mistake, my children, the path to enlightenment is not an easy one. It requires sacrifice. It demands you bare yourself, offering up to me your deepest and darkest of sins to be judged.
His tone was different this time, sharp and rumbling like thunder: "The world beyond these walls is a crucible of temptations, each day casting you into the fire of evil!" His hands fisted and rose upward. "Its false prophets have so closely etched their lies into your very bones that they've turned your flesh into a prison of deceit!"
The Father paused, looking over the women before him, all hanging on every word. "Let us be free of their lies, of their deceit. Let us stand, and bare ourselves to one another. Free of the judgment and sickness they have poured into us."
Sister Abigail was the first to rise, opening her robe slowly and letting it crumple at her feet. The girls in attendance quickly did the same. All standing as one, ripping their dresses from their bodies without hesitation. Their eyes fixed on The Father as he did the same. There were sudden gasps and whispers in the crowd. Many of them seeing The Father's naked form for the very first time. Emily made no such sound. She bit her lip and closed her eyes as her mind was flooded with memories of the Chamber of Enlightenment.
The Father waited for the movement and hushed whispers to die down. A small smile crept across his features as his eyes located the familiar shape of Emily near the front. He resumed, his voice low and intense.
But here, in this sanctuary, I offer you the chisel of truth. With every confession, every act of devotion, we shall chip away at those shackles of sin." His voice rose again to fill every corner of the garden. "And I, The Father, your guiding light in this darkness, is uniquely possessed of the sacred touch which can reshape your very essence!"
The Father opened his arms wide, as if embracing the whole gathering. "Surrender to me, and watch as I mold your impure souls into beacons of purity!"
Emily shivered as she opened her eyes to find The Father still looking at her for a fraction of a second longer before moving on.
"To be cleansed by my hands," he went on, his voice now a husky purr, "is the greatest gift you can receive. It is the ultimate testament to your devotion, my children. For in that moment of purification, you are seen - completely seen - perhaps for the first time in your lives."
He paused, allowing the gravity of his words to fall over the crowd. "Some of you," he said, his eyes flashing, "may even prove worthy of a special favor. To be one of The Chosen is to know a closeness to me that few can even dream.
The Father's chest swelled with pride. "But that gift is reserved only for those who prove themselves truly devoted. Who among you will bare your true souls today? Who among you is worthy of my personal attention, my touch, my. cleansing?"
And with those words hanging in the air, a wave of awe and unease washed over her. There was simply no denying the charisma of the Father, his words stirring something deep inside of her. Yet a small voice in the back of her mind seemed to whisper caution.
The Father spread his arms wide once more. His smile was radiant. "Come, my children. Let the ritual begin.Emily and Grace sat side by side, their bodies tense with anticipation as the first pair of girls approached the podium. The garden air was thick and heavy, perfumed with roses and an underlying musk that made Emily's head swim.
"Sisters Olivia and Sophia," The Father's voice boomed, "come forward and bare your souls.
Emily watched as Olivia, a small blonde with wide, scared eyes, climbed the steps. Her companion was Sophia, a tall brunette standing close to her, her eyes riveted on her feet. Sophia was standing next to The father, and Olivia stood no farther than arm's length away, facing them both. Though she couldn't hear the words being said, their body language spoke volumes. Olivia's quivering form, contrasted by The Father's domineering stance, was a tableau that coursed conflicting emotions through Emily.
Emily's eyes were glued to the podium while her heart danced at each passing second. Olivia knelt nude and helpless before The Father, her body shaking with anticipation. The hands of The Father moved appropriately against Olivia's lips and danced across her bare skin, leaving a trail of desire across her contours. Olivia did not rise from her knees, her face crimson as she regarded Sophia.
A maelstrom of emotions raged within Emily. For one instant, that wicked pang of envy that hounded her every waking moment revisited her, reminding her of the intoxicating feeling The Father's touch had on her and how it set her blood aflame. But imbued in that longing was ever present a dose of disquieting dread-the sense that one was witnessing something at once sacred and profane. Fragments of Jacob's warnings found their way back to her mind: what did it mean to become one of The Chosen?
Women around her gasped, holding their breaths in hushed awe. Emily looked at Grace, drawing upon her eyes, and found nothing there but a somewhat seraphic acceptance that caused the hairs on her neck to stand. She felt Grace release her hand, resting it on her leg. She gasped at the sudden intimate touch of her friend.
Women around her hushed, eyes widened in silent awe. Emily looked at Grace, drawing upon her eyes, and found there but a somewhat seraphic acceptance that caused the hairs on her neck to stand. She felt Grace release her hand to rest on her leg. She gasped at the sudden intimate touch of her friend.
As The Father's caresses grew bolder, Emily felt her breath catch in her throat. She knew she should turn away and defend herself against such explicitness, but her gaze could not help but linger. It was as if the line between spiritual devotion and raw, carnal desire blurred before her eyes, and she was left breathing harder, aching for more. She reached her hand out to set it on Grace's, which had slid up just above Emily's knee.
Emily's eyes flashed shut, and she struggled for command over her labored breathing as her body ignited from the scene in front of her and the unwanted proximity to Grace. Eventually, she opened her eyes once more to discover that movement over the hedges had drawn her interest-a flash of something too big to be any animal she had ever known.
The thought had barely registered before Grace's gasp yanked her attention back up to the podium where the action had turned even more graphic. Olivia was on her knees, lips parted as she struggled to take The Father's impossibly large cock into her mouth. The sight of it that thick and engorged, sent a racing pulse through Emily.
The other women around her seemed to be murmuring their approval, their eyes aglow bright with lust and devotion. Emily felt her own arousal continue to build in fervent pressure between her thighs. She clutched Grace's hand tightly, a desperate search for some semblance of control against the treacherous response of her body. She realized Grace's fingers slid further up her thigh. Instinctively, Emily parted her legs wider, and her body was aflame.
"Soon will be our turn," Grace breathed back, her voice full of restrained excitement, the scene above them playing on. Emily turned to her friend, caught off guard by the intensity in Grace's eyes. There was a joy there-but something more smoldered in the depths, heat that made Emily's breath catch in her throat.
Love? Lust? The look was familiar, reminiscent of the way Jacob's eyes lingered on her, or the hungry stares of Brother George. Yet there was something about seeing that same look in Grace's eyes, soft and yet inescapably fervent, that directly brought color to Emily's cheeks. It was a look she had never seen from another woman, exactly that way before, and the realization sent her electrified and confused at the same time.
Emily's heart pounded against her chest as she focused on Grace's words, while her mind was bothering her with the erotic display before her. She could feel the heat of Grace's hand on her thigh, the pressure from her fingers sending shivers to her system.
The scene at the podium had reached its crescendo: The Father's groans of pleasure echoed across the garden as Olivia's body had shaken with release, lips still wrapped around his shaft as he spilled himself into her mouth.
The women around her broke into applause, their faces crimson with excitement and lust. Emily felt like she was in a kind of daze, as if she'd been somehow whisked away to another world. She felt like it was an out-of-body experience as she watched Oliva stand. The Father whispered softly to her, words that made her smile before he took her place from Sophia.
Emily watched in a trance as the ritual continued, her heart pounding in her chest. Some of the women knelt before The Father, taking him greedily into their mouths. Others allowed him to pleasure them, their moans of ecstasy echoing through the courtyard.
Grace's fingers continued to tease, dancing along the edge of her inner thigh, stopping just a hair's breadth from sending her over the brink of sanity. She wanted to give in to the craving that ran through her veins-to feel Grace touch her wet lips. More than once she almost reached down and directed Grace's hand where she so desperately needed it, but something held her back.
Just as Emily felt she could bear it no longer, Sister Abigail's voice cut through the haze. "It's your turn to present yourself to The Father and bare your sins," she said, firm but soft.
As Grace stood up, so did Emily, and her legs took to shaking in anticipation, her heart lodging itself in her throat. She didn't know what was expected of her, and she was terrified, yet exhilarated, at such a prospect.
The Father's eyes shone as Emily and Grace went up the podium, their feet seemingly propelled by some unseen force. With a mundane gesture, he motioned to Emily's side. His hand hovered within inches of her lower back, but never quite there. Emily felt the warmth of his big hand. She wanted to lean back into it, feel his presence on bare flesh. He faced Grace, who was standing before them, trembling.



"My dear Grace," he began, his voice low and husky, like an intimate murmur that spoke directly to the nerves. "For true purification, you need to confess your deepest and darkest sins." His eyes bored into Grace's, unflinching and so serious. "Tell me, child, have you succumbed to the desires of the flesh? Have you allowed others to defile your body with their touch?" The Father leaned forward, his voice dropping even lower. "Speak truthfully now. Have you had carnal relations with those who have not followed the path of God?"
Emily watched as Grace's face turned red while nervously chewing on her lip. She was fidgeting nervously with thoughts of all the things she and Jacob had done that came to mind, which she would have to confess--not only to The Father but to Grace too. "My stepfather, he... I... I had him in my mouth," Grace whispered. Her hands trembled beside her slight frame, clenching and relaxing in spasmodic mannerisms.
"My child," The Father's voice was a low rumble, "your honesty is the first step towards salvation. I can absolve you of this sin, but it requires complete surrender to my guidance." The Father took a step toward Grace and Emily felt her heart race. She knew what was next, she had watched the other sisters, and now it all made sense. "Do you surrender yourself to me, Grace? Will you make your body a vessel of love and good, or will you continue to carry around your sin?"
Emily watched as Olivia's breathing quickened. Her eyes, very slowly, travelled up from the ground over The Father's imposing body.
'Yes Father, I... I surrender myself to you.' Emily heard herself gasp at the words, even though she knew in that instance she would have said the same.
Her eyes grew wide as she watched The Father's thick fingers tightly grip Olivia's hair, forcing her to kneel. Emily's breast began to swell, her nipples hardening as The Father guided Olivia's face toward his huge, erect cock.
As Emily watched the scene unfold before her, she couldn't help but be amazed by The Father's sexual prowess. She wondered how a man of that age could be hard again, especially after he had just cum less than an hour earlier. It was as if his desire was unquenchable, she realized she was turned on aby such dominance and virility. 
She felt a surge of jealousy mixed with excitement as she watched Grace follow every command The Father told her, shaking as she took his huge cock into her mouth. Knowing that she would be the next one to be touched by him. She realized the nervousness she felt wasn't trepidation, it was excitement. 
She moaned softly, her body responding to the charge of erotic energy in the air as she locked eyes with The Father. A wide smile played on his lips. He knew full well what he was doing to her, and he reveled in every second of it. 
Realization dawned, sending a wave of nervous energy coursing through her body. She was totally in his hands, and she knew she would do whatever he wanted her to do.
A soft whimper escaped Grace's lips, forcing Emily's eyes to dart back to her friend. The Father's cock had disappeared into her mouth, and she had tears welling in her eyes. Her hands gently rested on his thick thighs as her jaw strained to accommodate his girth.
Emily's own arousal grew as she witnessed the scene unfold before her. She never imagined that watching something so explicit like this could be so intoxicating. Emily looked out below her to the other sisters watching the scene unfold. Their own faces flush with arousal.
Deep groans of pleasure from the Father began filling the garden, and Grace's eyes started to water with her struggles to take his massive length. The sight washed over Emily with a strange mix of emotions: arousal at the scene, jealousy that it wasn't her, and concern for her friend. She just couldn't rip her eyes away. She could feel her own desire start to slide down her leg, silently hoping no one below could see.
As The Father continued to force more of his cock into Grace's mouth, he looked down at her with a mixture of lust and compassion. "My child, I am doing this for you. To cleanse you of your sins," he said in a low, soothing voice. "Do not be afraid. Surrender yourself to me, and I will guide you to redemption."
Grace whimpered in response, her eyes squeezed shut as she focused on taking in The Father's massive cock. The Father's hands tightened in her hair, pulling her closer as he thrust deeper into her mouth.
"Tell me, my child," The Father continued, his voice low and rumbling. "What other sins do you wish to confess? What other transgressions do you wish to be cleansed of?"
Grace's response was garbled gibberish as she tried to speak around The Father's cock. Reluctantly, he pulled her head from his cock so she could speak. The massive tool shined with spit that still partially clung to Grace's mouth.
"I...I've had sex," she confessed, her voice low as she gasped for air. "I...men used to use me. I'm sorry Father." Her voice broke as she began to sob softly. Emily wanted to reach out and hold Grace. She knew she had a troubled past, but she had no idea it was that bad.
The Father's eyes flashed with approval. His voice soothing. "Your candor serves you well, my child. We will cleanse you of these sins as well. For there is no sin in which you can't repent as long as your soul wants salvation." As he spoke, he slowly walked around Grace, his fingers untangling from her hair but never leaving her body. His touch was gentler now, causing Grace's sob to cease as he placed his hands on her back pushing her forward onto her hands.
As The Father positioned himself behind Grace, Emily's eyes were drawn to the large, throbbing member that hung between his legs. She couldn't tear her gaze away as he guided it towards Grace's entrance. She knew it was wrong, but something was drawing her to it. Her body reacted to it almost as aggressively as in her vision.
The Father's voice was soothing as he whispered words of encouragement to Grace. "Relax, my child. Open yourself to me. Let me relieve you of your sins."
Grace moaned softly as The Father slowly entered her, his thick shaft stretching her to the limit. The pain and the pleasure were etched into the face of her friend, and Emily could feel her own arousal growing. She crossed her thighs, trying to control the ache that was building between her legs.
As The Father began to move inside Grace, the thought that fleetingly crossed Emily's mind was that this now somehow connected her with her in a way. She knew they were sharing something deeply personal, a bonding of sisters in faith, and felt pride and gratitude that she had been witness to such an act of redemption.
As The Father's thrusts grew more insistent, Emily felt like her own desire was once again spiraling way out of control. She wanted to join in, to be part of that sacred act, and found herself inching closer to Grace.
The sounds of Grace's pleasure filled Emily's ears as she stepped closer. She could hear the wet slapping of The Father's hips against Grace's ass, the low groans of pleasure from them both. Sex perfumed the air heavy, and Emily felt her own arousal growing by the second. She reached out tentatively, her fingers brushing against Grace's cheek.
Grace's eyes fluttered open, locking with Emily's. A low moan escaped her lips as Emily's fingers traced down her neck and over her collarbone. Grace pressed her upper body up, offering herself to Emily. She froze, unsure of what to do next. She had never touched a woman before, she had never even been remotely interested. Yet, her body was on fire. She yearned for release, to be Grace.
Emily's hand slid back up to Grace's cheek, the need to keep the physical connection between them strong, yet too frightened to do more. Grace's mouth opened in a silent cry of pleasure as The Father pushed harder and harder faster and faster into her. The persperation began to build on Grace's face as her cries grew louder. Suddenly Grace turned her head, capturing Emily's fingers in her mouth. Her wet tongue curled around them, an unexpected and intimate action that sent a jolt of pleasure right to the core of Emily.
Before even Emily could react, she heard The Father roaring with pleasure as he came inside Grace. She watched transfixed as Grace's body convulsed with her own orgasm, her mouth sucking deeper inside Emily's fingers. The Father's cock finally slid out-still half erect and glistening with their combined juices. Emily could see the thick white cum leaking out of Grace's body. She had never seen so much in her life, but in it, she felt a strange mixture of awe and disgust.
The Father leaned forward and cupped Grace's face, gazing into her half-closed eyes with a tenderness that startled Emily. "You are clean now, my child," he breathed tenderly. "Your sins have been cleansed by your devotion and obedience."
A weak smile played on Grace's lips as she slipped Emily's fingers from her mouth, her eyes shining with tears. "Thank you, Father," she whispered. "Thank you for saving me."
Emily's eyes refused to let go of Grace's face, whose expression lit up with innocence and gratitude. It overwhelmed her to experience so much pride and love for her sister in the faith.
"Emily!" boomed the Father's voice across the garden. Both girls jumped. "Assist your sister to her feet and then come before me to confess your sins." His voice was commanding, authoritative. It chilled Emily, but she didn't hesitate.
She leaned over to Grace's side, pulling her up and embracing her tightly. She could feel the hot body of Grace, the sweat and cum still clinging to her. The arousal flared again in Emily, but she stamped down on it, focusing instead on what needed to be done.
As they drew apart, Grace's eyes met hers, and the love and gratitude were shining there. She smiled softly at her friend before turning to The Father.
Emily's heart pounded against her chest as she turned to face The Father and Grace. She looked down nervously at her sisters; every eye rested on her. She took in a deep breath to settle nerves already shaken from her very core. She knew what was coming, and maybe even worse, she was looking forward to it.
"Father... I've had," Emily fidgeted unsure of how to say the words. "I've had Jacob's penis in my mouth." Jacob... saying his name caused a wave of emotions to wash through Emily. How could she be here, like this, about to...how could she do this to Jacob? Her mind raced as the flood of memories of her beloved boyfriend hit her like a freight train. Emily sank to her knees, disoriented.
"Do you surrender yourself to me, Emily?" The Father had already begun moving toward her, his heavy cock swaying between his legs. He had mistaken Emily's kneeling as submission. "Will you make your body a vessel of love and good, or will you continue to carry around your sin?"
There were no words forthcoming when she opened her mouth to speak. As strong as the memories of Jacob had been, the pull of The Father's presence-of his huge cock-had proved an equalling powerful force. She couldn't concentrate. The Father was in front of her now, his hands wrapped in her hair. She could see Grace juices coated on his cock as it twitched with need.
 
"I...
"Emily, NO!" A voice called from afar. Emily's head jerked around, eyes scanning in all directions. It couldn't be. Yet, there he was - Jacob - vaulting over the large garden hedge, now in clearer vision as he hurried toward her.
Panic overspread the garden as Jacob sprinted toward the podium. Sisters ran helter-skelter all over, screaming. On Jacob's face, a mask of determination and fear with respect to his completion toward Emily made her heart leap into her throat.
"Jacob, no!" Emily screamed, fighting to get loose from The Father's clutches. She felt her heart pang as the guards suddenly emerged from the hedge fronts and tackled Jacob onto the ground. Their heavy boots pressed into his back as he wrestled.
"No, Emily, don't do this!" Jacob hollered, the vibrations of his voice trembling with pain and despair. "You don't belong here; you're supposed to be with me! They only want to manipulate you!
The Father's voice bit through the mayhem, calm and controlled. "My child," he said, laying a comforting hand on Emily's shoulder. "Do not let this display perturb you. This is just like Jacob, is it not? Always attempting to restrain you, trying to prevent you from obtaining what is rightfully yours, what you truly deserve. It is he who seeks to manipulate you; can't you see that?
It was comforting and familiar to hear The Father's words; yet Jacob's eyes spoke of raw panic. She had never seen Jacob so agitated; there must be a logical reason for it.
"He doesn't understand our ways," The Father said, his voice now calm and smooth. "He can't grasp the importance of what we do here. He is selfish, Emily. He would keep you from your destiny, from the purging you so desperately require."
As the guards began to drag Jacob away, he thrashed violently, his eyes locked on Emily. "Emily, please! It's all a lie! They're planning something terrible! You're not safe here!"
The Father's grip on her shoulder tightened. "You see how he tries to scare you? To drag you back into the world of sin and confusion? Stay with us, Emily. Stay with us where you belong. Where you are surrounded by love, not chaos and confusion."
Emily's eyes darted from The Father to Jacob as she gasped for breath. She knew all the sisters were staring at her, anticipating that she would say or do something.
"I. I don't understand." she said, her voice awkward with trying to set into place pieces of the jigsaw puzzle so that it would somehow make sense.
"Trust in me, child," The Father whispered. "Trust in the path we've shown you. Trust in Grace, and Brother Jacob. All who love you and have shown you the path to salvation" The soft and tranquil voice of The Father stood in contrast with the fear and anger in Jacob's.
The farther Jacob was dragged away, the more desperate his warnings became. "Emily! The ritual isn't what you think! They're going to--" His words abruptly cut off as a guard clamped his hand over Jacob's mouth.
Emily took a stumbling step towards Jacob, but it was a restraining hand from The Father that stayed her.
"Let him go," The Father whispered. "He is no longer part of your world. You, on the other hand, have a choice to make, Emily. Will you turn your back on everything we've built here? Or will you stay and receive the blessings you've been yearning for? The one you've worked so hard to achieve while Jacob did nothing but try to hold you back and break the rules. You belong here, Emily. All you need to do, is just say yes.
Emily stood paralyzed, her body trembling as Jacob's muffled shouts faded away. With his disappearance, the certainty she once felt crumbled, leaving her between two worlds and suddenly unsure which path to choose.
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** Note to Reader - This is a continuation of "what Happens in the Dark". It can be read as a standalone story, but to understand the full backstory it's best to start there. **
Jingle Bell Rock blasted through the speakers of the small boutique of La Perla. I hummed along to myself as I pulled off my winter hat and combed a few flecks of snow from my fire red hair. I walked through the racks of clothes idly, admiring the Christmas tree that sparkled in the corner of the store, perfectly placed against the window as a fresh dust of snow covered the ground. Halloween may have been my favorite holiday, but Christmas was a close second. I loved the way the ground looked covered in snow, and the smell of the fireplace as James and I lie next to it rediscovering our love for one another.
"I'm so glad you called," Cori said breaking the spell and holding up a crimson negligee against her chest. "It's been ages since we've had a chance to talk. I haven't seen you since Halloween. I was starting to think you and James were on the rocks again after... everything." Three years ago, a party at Cori's had nearly destroyed my marriage, creating a distance between us once-inseparable friends that had only recently begun to heal. Now here we were, shopping for lingerie together like old times.
I ran my fingers along a rack of silk scarves, wondering if they could be used for more than just keeping warm. A smile formed on my lips as I looked up, my emerald green eyes meeting my friend's concerned gaze. "Actually, we're better than ever," I admitted, surprised by how true the words felt. "Halloween was... unexpected. But good unexpected."
"That's good to hear," Cori replied with a smile of her own. She placed the negligee back on the rack and continued to browse, the click of her 6-inch heels echoing through the store. She pulled her raven black hair away from her face, tossing it over her shoulder. "I was worried that after what happened with George..."
A gasp escaped my throat. My pulse rose along with my body temperature. "That was... not what we had planned." I laughed nervously, walking down the next aisle to look at the more risqué outfits, and also to get a little distance between us.
"There's no need to be embarrassed, love, I'm not here to judge." She picked up another negligee, this one green, and placed it over her arm. "We were just surprised, that's all. Daniel was really hoping the two of you would finally... connect."
Memories of Halloween came flooding back. I gripped the silk garment in my hands, I couldn't shake the image of Cori's closet, the anticipation that had coursed through my veins. I'd spent the whole night stealing glances at Daniel, imagining his strong arms around me, picturing that small scar above his eyebrow as he found me in the dark. The memory of fur against my skin made me bite my lip, not Daniel's Viking costume, but George's ridiculous vest. My cheeks burned now, recalling how quickly confusion had turned to desire, how my body had betrayed my better judgment. Even now, months later, I could still hear myself begging, still feel the shame mixed with animalistic lust inside me as James watched it all unfold.
"Fucking George," I whispered, shaking my head at the memory.
Cori's laugh rang in my ear as she materialized by my side, a dark green teddy dangling from her fingers. "This would look amazing with your complexion," she said, then grabbed a second identical one. "Can you imagine their faces if we both walked out in these?" She held the green silk against my shoulder. "Maybe not, you would look hot as fuck in this with your hair. It would wash me out though, and my brown eyes and dark hair don't help."
"Cori!" I hissed, but couldn't help smiling. We'd always been like this, even before the lifestyle - Cori pushing boundaries while I pretended to resist.
"Oh please, like you haven't thought about it, the two of them drooling over you." Her fingers brushed my arm as she adjusted the fabric. "You know, Daniel hasn't stopped talking about what might have happened if he'd found you first. Though..." She paused, close enough now that I could feel her warm breath on my neck. "From what we could hear, you weren't exactly disappointed with your consolation prize."
Warmth crept up my neck and I buried my face in my hands. "I don't know what you're talking about," I mumbled, cheeks flushing at the memory.
"That's funny, because even if we couldn't hear exactly how much you were enjoying yourself, which we definitely could, you left quite the impression on our bedspread. Had to buy a whole new one." Cori's laughter completely drowned out Silent Night as she guided me toward the fitting rooms, adding a black lace bodysuit to the growing pile in my arms. "Reminded me of that girls' trip to Cancun not long after you got married. Remember that cabana boy the next morning?"
"That was different," I protested, ducking into a fitting room. "He was more my type. Tall, dark, gorgeous. Not..." I paused and felt my face flush. "Fucking George."
"Mmhmm," Cori hummed, slipping into the room with me. "That's exactly what you were doing."
"Here, help me with this zipper," Cori said as the dressing room door shut behind her. The small space filled with the rustle of fabric and quiet giggles as we tried on various pieces. Through the mirror, I watched Cori adjust the red teddy, her eyes never really leaving mine in the reflection.
"So..." Cori's voice dropped to a playful whisper. "Just between us girls - was he really that good?"
I focused intently on adjusting my own garment, avoiding her knowing gaze in the mirror. I felt my nipple harden against the soft fabric, and convinced myself it was due to the cold and nothing else. "I mean, it wasn't terrible," I mumbled, then caught her raised eyebrow. "Okay, fine. It was... surprisingly good. Really good." My cheeks burned at the admission.
Cori's playful expression softened as she turned to face me. "And James? How did he really handle it?" The question hung heavy between us, memories of that night three years ago casting a momentary shadow. "I know last time..."
"Actually," I interrupted, adjusting my top in the mirror, "he's been amazing. Better than I could have expected." I adjusted the strap of my teddy, turning to my side as I gathered my thoughts. "It's like... it awakened something in both of us. We're talking more, opening up more. The spark is definitely back."
"Yeah?"
"Last week we even went to that new bar downtown, looking for a couple to play with." I laughed, remembering James's eager anticipation. "We didn't find anyone we clicked with, but God, the way he looked at me all night... I felt like the sexiest woman alive."
"And he wasn't jealous? After what happened with George?"
"If anything, it turned him on more. He says watching me let go like that, knowing I was coming home with him..." I trailed off, blushing. "Well, let's just say we barely made it to the bedroom that night."
"Now there's the couple everyone is so envious of," Cori grinned, turning back to the mirror. "God, look at your ass in this. I would kill for a butt like yours."
"Please," I scoffed, grateful for the subject change. "Your chest is twice the size of mine. And trust me, that's what most guys notice first."
"Daniel doesn't. He's definitely an ass man." Cori's eyes twinkled mischievously. "Speaking of... Has James ever...?" She raised her eyebrows suggestively.
"Cori!" My face flamed even hotter as I caught my bottom lip between my teeth. "We're in public! Do you have a filter at all?"
"Oh come on, we used to share everything. Remember spring break senior year?"
I ran my tongue over my top teeth, "Once. It was... nice actually. But I never got a chance to really get into it. He got a little too excited and it ended pretty quickly."
"Only once?" Cori's smile turned wicked as she held up another piece of lingerie that would put my butt on full display. "Maybe you need more practice."
We tried on a few more items, the conversation flowing easily between old memories and current confessions. Finally, we sorted through our selections, each choosing a few pieces that had earned mutual approval.
As we gathered our purchases, Cori casually mentioned, "So, the Christmas party is definitely happening. Two weeks from Saturday." She paused, then added with practiced innocence, "Should I add George to the guest list?"
"Oh my God, stop," I groaned, but my protest lacked conviction. I busied myself with my wallet, deliberately avoiding both an answer and her knowing smile.
"Just asking," Cori sang, leading the way to the register. "You know, for planning purposes."
I rolled my eyes, but couldn't quite suppress the shiver of anticipation that ran through me.
****
The heat of the fire warmed my face as I took another drink of wine. My cheeks flushed as I leaned my head back against James's strong chest, running the fingers of my free hand up his exposed forearm.
"Thanks again for dinner, love," I said, straining my neck to kiss his cheek. "I knew there was a reason I married you."
"And here I thought it was just for my dashing good looks." His laugh reverberated against my skin. His lips found my neck causing me to shudder.
"Can't it be both?" I teased, reaching back to run my fingers through his unruly, brown hair.
His fingers found the exposed skin of my hips from my shirt riding up slightly. "So... you going to tell me what you and Cori did all day? Maybe start with what's in the bag?"
"Oh you know, just girl talk," I teased following his gaze to the La Perla bag I'd deliberately left visible by the couch.
A sharp jolt of pain shot through me as his teeth locked onto my neck causing goosebumps to form on my arms. His hands tightened on my hips possessively.
I sipped the last of my wine, setting the empty glass down. I enjoyed this little game between us, basking in knowing just how much I was making him squirm thinking about what was in the bag. "If you're a good boy, maybe I'll show you."
His hands slid up from my hips, tickling my ribs while simultaneously causing heat to build between my thighs. "I'm always good."
"Oh please," I laughed leaning into his body as his fingers rested just below my chest causing my heart to beat louder in my ears. "I thought **we** just agreed it was because you were my trophy husband?"
"What can I say? I'm a man of many talents." His hands went for my chest, a move that was beyond predictable for him. I pushed them away with a laugh, despite the fact that my body was already aching for his touch, and got to my feet.
"Don't get ahead of yourself, mister." I wagged a conspiratorial finger at him while making my way to the couch. "I thought we were talking about my outing. We talked about you, ya know." James has always had a thing for Cori, and I knew this would get his attention.
"Oh yeah? What about me?" As expected, he sat up a little straighter. Was he puffing out his chest?
I rolled my eyes, he was such a guy. "Well, she found this really sexy green teddy." I lowered my voice, giving him my best bedroom eyes. "You should have seen how good her tits looked in it. Doesn't she have such good tits?" I teased reaching over to grab the La Perla bag.
"I um... I guess they are ok." Color rushed to his cheeks, sensing my trap immediately. We'd been married for too long.
"Oh please, they are great and you know it." I rustled around in the bag torturing him a bit longer before pulling out the green teddy. "Anyway, she was wondering how you would react if we both showed up to the Christmas party in something like this."
I held the silk fabric up to my chest, turning my body to try to give him an idea of what it may look like. His mouth hung open, and for a moment I thought he forgot how to breathe.
"That... I wouldn't be mad at that," he was finally able to say once he found his tongue. "Is that's what's going to happen at the Christmas party?"
Desire flooded my core at the thought of that. I hadn't actually considered a threesome with Cori before. "Mmm, you sure you'd be able to handle that big boy?" Judging by the strain of his pants I assumed this conversation was having the same effect on him as it was on me.
"I think it'd be a night to remember." There was an edge in the way he looked at me that made me squirm in my seat.
"So, the two of you talked about the Christmas party? Is that something I should I expect?"
"Mmm, I think it's fair to say you should expect the unexpected," I hummed, as I ran the silk fabric between my fingers, making a show of how little it covered. "She mentioned it's in a few weeks. Said she's finalizing the guest list now."
James's eyes followed my hands as I played with the teddy not hiding the fire in his eyes. "And?" He shifted in his seat, trying to appear casual. "Who's invited?"
"Why? Someone specific you're hoping to see there?" I teased, enjoying the way his jaw clenched. The firelight caught the grey in his beard, making him look distinguished and making my nipples press against to coarse fabric of my bra.
The fire crackled in response. The darkness in his eyes capturing the flames perfectly as he stood from his spot on the floor. I bit down on my lip as I watched him cross the living room floor, towering over me. "Are you hoping for another surprise visit from a certain someone?"
I watched the features of his face tighten, a lump forming in my throat. "You mean Daniel? Yeah yes, I'm sure he'll be there. Seeing as him and Cori are married." I wasn't sure if I was playing coy for him or me, but I told myself that it was the thought of Daniel that caused me to press my thighs together.
James leaned forward, his forehead pressed against mine. "You know exactly what." His steel blue eyes locked with mine, and I felt my pulse quicken. "What games is she planning this year?"
I let out a measured breath, glad that we were moving on from the topic of the guest list. "She didn't really say. I heard that last year they played hide the candy cane and I can only imagine what that entailed."
"Guess it's too much to think she would opt for hide and seek again?" The way James was staring at me made it hard to focus on much of anything as I absently twirled the thin fabric still in my hands.
Warm breath slid across my neck and I closed my eyes to stifle a moan. "You know, that was one of the best nights of my life," James whispered his fingers closing around my thighs.
I felt my cheeks flush, and this time it had nothing to do with the wine. "James..."
"What?" Sparks followed his fingertips as it slid to just inside my knees. My heart beat against my ribs as his touch danced along my inner thigh. "You can't tell me you haven't thought about it."
The teddy in my hands fell forgotten onto the sofa as I allowed his digits to tease me just a second longer. "Maybe," I admitted, my voice cracking. "But right now, I think you should be more interested in how this looks on me." I squirmed away from his grasp again with a giggle as I made my way to the stairs.
His laugh, deep and hungry, bounced off the walls of our small house as he turned toward me already half way up the stairs. "You're not making me wait until the party?"
Warmth spread through me as I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it down the stairs at him. "Oh I bought something else for that. No peeking." I heard him give a grunt as I rounded the corner. "Meet me in the bedroom."
In the bathroom, I changed quickly, my nipples hard as diamonds while my hands trembled in anticipation. I adjusted the green teddy, handpicked by Cori, over them. The silk felt cool against my heated skin, and I had to admit - she was right about how it complemented my hair. I took a deep breath, steadying my nerves before opening the door.
James sat on the edge of the bed, his shirt and pants already discarded. My eyes traveled over his body, smirking at the eggplant boxers he wore. His stomach was toned, the faint outline of his abs still visible underneath the mat of dark hair. His chest, sculpted from years of early morning workouts that I refused to wake up for. A thin scar from his appendix surgery created a small valley just above the band of his boxers, and I licked my lips in anticipation of tracing it. My eyes met his, fully capturing the darkness in them as they roamed over me in similar fashion.
I stood in the doorway, knowing the soft glow from the hallway light would silhouette my curves through the delicate green fabric. The teddy hugged my body like a second skin, the silk cool against my heated flesh. The neckline plunged dangerously low, drawing attention to my modest breasts, the image of Cori in it still dancing in my head. The hem barely skimmed the top of my thighs, and I knew when I turned, the bottom curve of my ass would peek out beneath it, my best feature. My red hair tumbled loose over my shoulders, a stark contrast to the emerald silk. I did a slow turn, letting him take in the full effect, feeling powerful as I heard his sharp intake of breath.
A surge of confidence washed over me while Criminal by Fiona Apple drifted through the bedroom speakers. It seemed James was trying to set the mood, and who was I to argue with that. I saw him catch his tongue in his teeth, the fire in his eyes growing, much like the front of his boxers, as I swayed my hips along to the music. "Now, where were we?"
I did another slow turn to the beat of the music, letting him take in every angle of the teddy. The silk felt luxurious against my skin, and knowing how it looked on me - how it made James look at me - sent shivers down my spine. I ran my hands down my sides, and through my hair doing my best Carmen Electra impersonation.
"You like?" I asked, moving closer but staying just out of reach. I turned again, looking over my shoulder at him as I bent slightly, giving him a view that made him grip the edge of the bed as I wiggled my hips taunting him.
"God, yes," he breathed, reaching for me. But I danced away, continuing my show.
"I still think Cori would have looked better in it," I said, finally moving within reach. He gripped my hips as I stood between his legs. "She has excellent taste, don't you think?"
James's fingers played with the lace edge of the teddy, his grip firm and commanding. "I think you look perfect," he murmured, pulling me closer. "Good enough to eat."
I straddled his lap, enjoying the feeling of his growing hardness against me. I ran my fingers through his hair, and tugged gently, exposing his neck to my lips. He groaned as I placed soft kisses along his throat.
"Speaking of Cori," he said, his hands sliding up my back. "Did the two of you finally talk about Halloween?"
I nipped at his neck, the same way he did to me earlier, and enjoyed the way his hands tightened on my back. "Mmm, she might have mentioned it," I teased, rolling my hips against him. The swell of his member against my barely covered center made me gasp.
"And?" His voice was rougher now, deeper. One hand tangled in my hair while the other slid down to cup my ass.
"And what?" I whispered against his ear, letting my tongue trace the outer edge. He growled in response causing my thighs to tighten around him in response.
James pulled back slightly, his eyes boring into mine. The intensity of his gaze made my heart skip. Even after all these years, one look from him could still make me feel like the only woman in the world.
"You know what," he said, squeezing my ass. "What did she say about that night? About... him"
Blood rushed to my face. Did his cock just flex, or did I imagine it? My head was starting to spin a little. Between the wine, and the way James looked at me, it made it hard to concentrate. "She said we left quite an impression. Had to buy new bedding."




His laugh rumbled through his chest. "Is that so?" His hand slid higher, fingers dancing along my spine. "And how did that make you feel? I'm sure you can guess how it made me feel." He tilted his hips up, my gasp louder than I intended. I felt the thin fabric of my panties start to bunch together.
"Embarrassed," I admitted, but my body betrayed me as I ground against him harder wanting to feel his reaction. "A little proud too, maybe."
"Just a little?" His teeth grazed my collarbone, making me shiver. "Because from what I remember, you were very..." he nipped at my skin, "very..." another bite, "proud that night."
James groaned, his hands sliding up my back. "God, that was so hot. Watching you completely let go like that... Hearing the way you talked to him. The sounds you made for him."
I closed my eyes, intending to focus on James's touch and the fire burning desperately hot in my core, but instantly an image of George flashed in my mind - his rough hands, his commanding voice. I pushed the thought away, grinding harder against James, my juices turning the thin fabric transparent.
"What else did you two talk about?" James's whisper was turning into an interrogation. One that made every memory of that night crash back over me despite telling myself I wanted to move past it. His teeth found my neck again and I opened my mouth in a silent moan. The words spilling out of me.
"He felt so big," I admitted, rolling my hips against him. "She said everyone could hear us."
"She..." I gasped as his teeth grazed my skin. "She asked if he was really that good."
"And?" James's hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back with the same force, the same intensity George used that night.
"I told her..." Another flash of George, stronger this time. The memory of his voice calling me his slut made me whimper as James pinched my nipples. "I told her it was surprisingly good.".
James growled, flipping us so I was beneath him on the bed. "You're thinking about how good he was now, aren't you?" he commanded, and for a moment, I heard George's voice overlaying his.
My back arched as James's hands explored my body through the silk. Every touch seemed to trigger another memory - George's massive cock stretching me, his degrading words, the way I'd begged for more. I tried to focus on James, on his familiar touch, but as his fingers found their way between my legs, I couldn't stop the flood of images.
"You're so wet," James groaned. "Is it because of me, or because you're thinking about him?"
"James," I whimpered, torn between shame and arousal.
His mouth was on my stomach now, burning a path between my legs as I bucked against his fingers.
"It's okay," he assured me, his mouth on my hip as i ran my fingers through his hair. My breathing was coming in short gasps, my eyes squeezed tight as I remembered George surprising me in the closet. The way he took me with an animalistic hunger I'd never seen. The way he hit places that had never been hit.
Stars exploded in my vision, as he took my swollen clit into his mouth. My hips rose from the bed as I threatened to suffocate him with my thighs. I rolled my hips against his face, his fingers pushing deeper inside me as I felt the orgasm crash over me.
"Ohhhh fuck, baby. Oh God, don't stop!" My palm pressed into his scalp, my fingers curling around his hair. My back arched off the bed as my walls contracted around him.
"I... I need you to fuck me," I whispered as I struggled to catch my breath and finally released his head from the death grip of my thighs. He kissed his way back up my stomach with an eagerness I hadn't seen in years, tugging at his boxers. My body was still trembling in post-orgasm bliss as he positioned himself over me. The silk of the teddy had bunched around my waist, and I felt exposed, vulnerable. His eyes locked with mine as he slowly pushed inside me, and I gasped at the familiar intrusion.
"You feel amazing, baby. What's got you so worked up," he whispered against my neck, setting a steady rhythm that had me clawing at his rippled back.
"Uggghhhh. You," I whined lifting my hips to meet his thrusts. It wasn't entirely a lie. I held his gaze, and focused on his face, the way it would contort with pleasure every time he slid back into my dripping core.
"Don't lie to me." His voice had an edge to it as his pace quickened. His hips slamming into the back of my thighs at a delicious pace "Are you thinking about that night? Are you thinking about him?"
I turned my face away, but James caught my chin, forcing me to look at him. "Tell me, baby. Tell me what has you so worked up that you're making a mess of the sheets."
Something snapped inside me. The sound of my palm connecting with his cheek echoed through the room. "Just shut up and fuck me," I snarled, then felt my cheeks burn as the words tumbled out before I could stop them, "fuck me like he did."
For a heartbeat, time seemed to stop. Then James's eyes darkened, and without a word, he grabbed my wrists, pinning them above my head. His hips slammed into me with a force that knocked the breath from my lungs. Every thrust hit deeper than the last, and I arched beneath him, meeting his savage pace. The headboard banged against the wall as James took me with an intensity I'd never felt from him before. My nails raked down his back as pleasure built inside me, sharp and urgent. No more words, just the sound of skin against skin and our grunts of ecstasy filling the room.
"Yes, just like that," I moaned. My tongue hung from the side of my mouth, my body threatening to burst into flames. George's smug smile stared back at me behind my closed eyes. His words, filled with vile and venom bringing me closer to another earth-shattering orgasm. How he'd called me his cock sleeve, how he'd known I'd want more. The memory alone made my walls clench around James as my body betrayed me again, just like it had that night.
Sweat dripped from James's forehead onto my chest as he pounded into me. My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper with each thrust. The silk of the teddy had twisted around my torso, the fabric damp with our combined sweat. I could feel another orgasm building, more intense than the last.
His words rattled through my brain as my orgasm drew closer, demanding I tell James whose slut I was. The smell of alcohol and stale cigarettes filled my nostrils A wave of tension rippled through me and my eyes shot open. James's grip on my wrists tightened as he shifted slightly, the new angle making me cry out. Through half-lidded eyes, I watched his face - the clench of his jaw, the fire in his eyes, the way his tongue caught between his teeth.
"Oh god," I whimpered as he hit that perfect spot again and again. My vision started to blur as the memories overwhelmed me - George's voice demanding my pleasure, making me beg, making me his. Each thrust from James brought another flash of that night, until I wasn't sure whose hands I felt on my body anymore, whose grunts filled my ears.
The pleasure built higher and higher until I couldn't take it anymore. My back arched off the bed as the orgasm ripped through me, more intense than anything I'd ever felt. I screamed - maybe a name, maybe just nonsense - as waves of ecstasy crashed over me.
James's rhythm faltered, his thrusts becoming erratic as my body clenched around him. He buried his face in my neck, muffling his own cry of release as he emptied himself inside me.
We collapsed together, both gasping for air. James released my wrists, and I immediately wrapped my arms around him, needing to feel his weight anchoring me to reality. For several long moments, we just lay there, our hearts racing in sync as we caught our breath.
I felt James's lips brush against my temple, soft and tender - such a contrast to the savage act we'd just shared. I inhaled through my nose, filling my memory with his scent not wanting to believe I had thought of anything or anyone else.
As our breathing slowly returned to normal, James rolled to his side, pulling me with him. The teddy was thoroughly ruined, twisted and damp between us. I reached down to adjust it, my hand brushing against the pool of liquid that ruined not just the teddy but also the bed. James reached down, bringing my hand to his lips.
"Leave it," he murmured against my knuckles. "I like seeing you like this."
Heat bloomed in my chest at his words, but for a different reason now. Shame crept in as I remembered what I'd said, what I'd felt in the heat of the moment. I buried my face in his chest, unable to meet his eyes.
"Hey," James's voice was soft as his fingers combed through my tangled hair. "You okay?"
I nodded against his chest, still not looking up. The post-orgasmic haze was fading, replaced by a confused jumble of emotions - satisfaction, guilt, embarrassment
"I'm sorry," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "I shouldn't have..."
"Slapped me?" James chuckled, the sound rumbling through his chest. "I think that may have been the one of the hottest things you've ever done."
Finally, I forced myself to look up at him. Instead of judgment or hurt in his eyes, I saw only warmth, mixed with a darkness that had consumed him earlier.
"I don't know why..." I started, but James pressed a finger to my lips.
"Don't," he said simply. "Don't apologize. Don't overthink it." His hand slid down my back, pulling me closer. "Just be here with me now."
I relaxed against him, grateful for his understanding, even if I didn't quite understand it myself. I felt the beat of his heart in my ear and let it calm my breathing as I tried to take his advice and not overthink what I'd just experienced. Outside, snow had started to fall, dusting the windowsill with white.
"So," James said after a while, his voice playful. "About that Christmas party..."
I groaned and swatted his chest, but couldn't help smiling. "Shut up," I mumbled, but my mind was already racing ahead to what might happen.
****
I twisted in the passenger seat of our black Prius as James rolled over another bump causing me to nearly smear my lip stick. I shot a death look in his direction, and he eased off the gas as I applied the last of it to my thin lips before admiring myself in the mirror. The black dress seemed like a good idea when we were home. Now, under the bright lights of Luigi's valet station, I wasn't so sure. The way the fabric clung to me in all the right places made me feel sexy. However, the hem continued to ride dangerously high on my thighs despite my best efforts to keep it in place. When I'd bought it last week, the saleswoman had called it "classic cocktail length." But as I shifted in my seat, I wondered if maybe I should have gone with something a little less revealing.
"You look great," James reassured me, noticing my fidgeting as he handed the keys to the valet. His eyes caught mine in the rearview mirror, the hungry look in his eyes made my cheeks flush as I stepped out of the car onto four inch heels. "Though I still think we could've had more fun staying home."
"Behave," I warned, but couldn't help smiling as I remembered his hands on the zipper earlier, how long it had taken us to actually leave the house. "We never get to spend much time with Cori and Daniel. It will be nice to be able to talk before the Christmas party."
"Right. Daniel. That's why you spent an hour getting ready," he teased as he exited the car.
I ignored his teasing, focusing instead on not flashing the valet as I swung my other leg around onto the ground. The dress really was shorter than I remembered. A blast of winter air hit my exposed shoulders, and James wrapped his large paw around me pulling me into his chest as we made our way to the entrance.
Luigi's was easily the nicest restaurant in town. An upscale Italian restaurant with crystal chandeliers and white tablecloths. The kind of place where the menu didn't list prices and the wine list was longer than some novels. The maître d' led us through the maze of tables, his gaze more than once drifting to my exposed skin.
"The rest of your party called ahead," he explained, placing leather-bound menus before us as his eyes examined my collarbone. "They're running about fifteen minutes behind. Can I get you something from the bar while you wait?" I felt my cheeks begin to redden from his gaze. A drink suddenly sounded perfect.
"Martini, extra dirty," I said, earning another knowing look from James across the table. I shot him a playful wink hoping I looked a lot more calm than I felt.
"Scotch, neat," James added, never taking his eyes off me. Once the maître d' disappeared, he leaned forward. "You really do look incredible tonight. I saw the way he was looking at you." He reached across the table taking my hands. His gaze bore into me, like we were the only two people in this crowded room. "Do you think he realized you have nothing on underneath?"
The heat I felt at my cheeks just moments ago intensified as I adjusted in my seat, once again pulling at the hem of the dress. This was a game James and I would play from time to time when we left the house. He would dare me to go out in a dress, although not usually this short, and not wear panties. I would spend the entire time a nervous wreck convinced I was going to flash someone while James whispered complete filth in my ear. Most of the time we'd barely make it through the door before we were all over each other. I hadn't planned on allowing him to talk me into it today. However, after slapping him a few nights ago in the bedroom I felt like I owed him.
"You clean up pretty nice yourself," I replied after I felt my heart rate begin to normalize. And he did - the charcoal suit fit him perfectly, his broad chest and shoulders threatening to rip the suit in half like Hulk, while the bottom half of the jacket fell loosely past his stomach, his usually unruly hair somewhat tamed for the evening.
"Think Daniel will notice?" The question was casual, but there was an edge to his voice that made my pulse quicken.
"Oh sweetie, I'm sure Daniel will tell you that you're pretty if you just ask real nice." His lips curved into a smile behind the wall of hair on his face as he realized the blunder in his wording. I relished in the small victory, but still had to press my thighs together at the thought of James's actual meaning.
"You know what I mean," James said through his laughter as his thumb rubbed a small bruise on my wrist, a battle scar from the other night. His touch, mixed with the way he was looking at me, caused heat to pool between my thighs as I imagined Daniel getting a peek while I slipped away from the table.
A familiar laugh from somewhere behind me caused me to focus on the present as a jolt of electricity shot through my core. I pulled my hands away from James, spinning in my chair and bumping the table in the process. The sound of silverware clattering on the floor filled my ears, but as my eyes darted around the restaurant there was no trace of him.
"You okay?" James asked as I turned back to face him, embarrassment written all over my face. "You look like you just saw a ghost."
"Sorry, just... nerves I guess. You know how I get around Daniel." I gave a playful wink as I reached for the martini that had appeared while my back was turned. The warmth of the drink as it slid down my throat calmed my nerves slightly and I reached across the table for James. "Now what were you saying? Something about how you hope Cori's neckline was even lower than mine?"
My foot slid up his leg under the table, a not so subtle reminder that I was still the one in control tonight. I heard his sharp intake of breath as my foot inched higher up his calf before he capture it in his hand. His fingers massaging the deep tissue of my leg.
"I'm not sure it could get much deeper than yours. I'm pretty sure the guy who sat us got a clear view of your nipples."
I ran my top teeth across my lip slowly as I took in his reaction. His hands slid a little further up my leg, his touch digging deeper into my skin. Then I heard it, this time it wasn't just a laugh, it was a voice... his voice.
"It's not my fault you're too incompetent to make it right the first time. Do it again!" I felt my nipples harden against the fabric of my dress. James must have noticed too, his touch got more aggressive, his eyes going to the now clearly visible nubs poking out the front of it.
He leaned closer, his fingers slipping to my ankle as he leaned against the table. "Oh, you like that thought of that, huh?" He had misread the situation, assuming it was his teasing that caused them to erect. In that moment I wanted him to be right. His fingers resumed their teasing circles. "I bet anyone looking at us right now can see how hard your nipples are."
I opened my mouth to respond, but Cori's voice cut through the restaurant. "Sorry we're late!" I turned my head toward her voice, my jaw dropping as I took her in. The material of her red dress strained against her chest, the neckline plunging between her breasts in a way that caught James's immediate attention. Before I could tell how just how marvelous she looked Daniel appeared behind her, and my mouth went dry. The tailored black suit emphasized his military bearing - broad shoulders tapering to narrow hips, biceps testing the limits of his jacket sleeves. A thin scar from his deployment days peeked above his collar, and I found myself wondering how far down it went. I prayed they weren't looking at me as closely as I was them, as my nipples begged for attention.
I stood to hug them both, shifting my dress as I moved in hopes to hide my current state. Cori's perfume enveloped me as she pulled me close, her breasts pressing against mine. "That dress," she whispered in my ear. "Absolutely perfect."
She pulled back, keeping her hands on my shoulders as her eyes roamed over me. "Isn't she perfect, Daniel?"
Daniel's eyes swept over me, lingering, the small scar above his eyebrow twitching as his gaze traveled down my body. "Perfect." The word rolled off his tongue, sending a shiver through me and making me bite my lip like a schoolgirl with a crush.
"Here, let me sit by you," Cori insisted, sliding into the chair next to mine rather than taking her usual spot next to Daniel. "Let the boys sit together and stare at us all night."
As if on cue, both men's eyes dropped to Cori's chest as she leaned forward to adjust her napkin. She caught them looking and laughed. "See what I mean? They're not even trying to hide it anymore."
"Welcome to Luigi's. I'll be your..." The voice behind me made my spine stiffen. "Well, if it isn't some of my favorite people."
George stood at the end of our table and a felt a chill run down my spine. I forced myself to look up, immediately regretting it. His eyes bore into me like a starved animal desperate for his next meal. His white button-down shirt fought a losing battle against his gut, the top button crying for mercy. His thinning hair was slicked back with too much product, and his bow tie sat slightly crooked against his neck. Yet somehow, despite all of that, he carried himself with an air of authority that made my pulse quicken.
"George!" Cori exclaimed, genuine surprise in her voice. "We had no idea you worked here. What happened to the Halloween shop"
"Oh, that?" He waved his hand dismissively. "Had to do something after they turned the lights off at the Halloween store." His eyes locked with mine. "Though sometimes the dark can be exactly what we need." He winked at me causing bile to rise in my throat at the same that I felt a familiar tingle between my now crossed legs.
"Do you need a minute to look over the menu or do you already know what you want?" The way he stared at me, unblinking, made it clear he wasn't talking about the menu. I studied the leather-bound specials page, cursing whatever cosmic force had put me in this situation.



Before anyone could react to his clumsy innuendo, he suddenly spun toward a passing server who had just stumbled slightly. "Antonio! You nearly made me spill wine all over these lovely people!" The young server started to protest, I hadn't seen any near-collision, but George left no room for argument. "This is exactly why we review proper traffic patterns during pre-shift."
The server scurried off as George turned back to us, adjusting his bow tie with an air of superiority that left me chewing on the inside of my cheek. "You have to be firm with them," he said, as if sharing a profound truth. "Now, what can I get started for my favorite guests? Perhaps something... wet and full-bodied?"
Cori brought her hand to mine under the table and gave it a soft squeeze. It was like she knew exactly what I was feeling. I wanted to look in her eyes, to see if she was feeling the same thing I was, but I didn't trust myself to look away from the menu.
George disappeared with the food order and I let out a soft sigh. Cori's hand was still clutching mine under the table and she gave it one more squeeze before letting go. "Fucking George," she whispered, rolling her eyes as I finally risked looking away from the menu in time to see her roll her eyes.
"Well," Daniel cleared his throat, adjusting his tie. "That was... unexpected."
The tension at the table broke as we all let out a laugh. "Unexpected is one word for it." James's eyes met mine across the table, and I held my breath waiting for him to call me out. "I've never seen someone so... unkempt be so full of themself."
Another bout of laughter ran through the table and I gave James a shy smile, thanking him for not making me melt into the table with shame. The playful banter continued as the appetizers rolled through and, with the help of a second glass of wine, I found myself letting my guard down and just enjoying the evening with two of our closest friends.
George brought our entrees to the table, this time with no witty remarks or conversation, although I felt like he was undressing me with his eyes the entire time.
"Now that everyone is nice and... lubricated I propose we discuss this year's Christmas party. It has the making to be the best yet." My heart skipped a beat as both James and Daniel's eyes fell on me, filled with a darkness that made me squirm in my seat.
"Please not hide and seek," I said in mock terror pressing my head to her shoulder.
"Why not?" James's foot found mine under the table. "That worked out pretty well last time."
Heat crept up my neck as Cori and Daniel shared a knowing smile. "No, I was thinking something more... intimate this year. Although..." She leaned across the table ensuring the guys got a good look at her ample cleavage. "Maybe we could arrange a private game afterward. Just the four of us."
I nearly choked on my wine as I processed what she'd said. I looked to James, but he was still too distracted by the two large orbs bouncing ever so softly in front of his face. I turned my attention to Daniel. His attention was solely on me with a look that once again turned my nipples to diamonds. We had talked about playing together multiple times, although we never really took it seriously until Halloween. But then that had fallen through after George...
"I need to use the ladies' room," I managed, pushing back my chair. Cori didn't move to join me - too busy watching James and Daniel squirm under her teasing. Daniel's eyes followed me as I stood, a smirk forming on his face. Shit, I forgot I wasn't wearing panties. Did he see? Was that why he was grinning or was it simply the anticipation of the Christmas party? My heels clicked against the marble floor, each step echoing in my ears as I tried to focus on anything except how warm the room had become.
The restroom was tucked away in a back hallway, far from the main dining room. Each click of my heels against the marble echoed louder as I left the buzz of conversation behind. The wine, the flirting, Daniel's heated looks, it was all too much. I needed a moment to collect myself.
I pushed through the heavy wooden door, grateful to find the bathroom empty. Bracing my hands against the marble counter, I studied my reflection in the ornate mirror. My cheeks were flushed, my pupils dilated. The dress had shifted higher on my thighs, and I tugged it down, remembering too late about my lack of underwear. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath. Cori's suggestion about the four of us lingered in my thoughts. Years of friendship had brought us to this moment. Countless parties at Cori's, stolen glances, bated suggestions. Yet tonight felt different. My body thrummed with an intensity I hadn't felt since those first experimental college days. The wine, I told myself. Just the wine and possibilities of what the Christmas party might bring. I smoothed my dress one final time before pushing back through the heavy door.
"For the last time, Marco, that's not how we serve the '82 Bordeaux!" George's voice boomed from somewhere nearby. I froze, my hand on the bathroom door. "Just... just go polish the glasses at table twelve. Again."
I eased the door open, hoping to slip past unnoticed. The hallway was dimly lit, the sounds of the dining room a distant murmur. I made it three steps before George rounded the corner, nearly colliding with me.
"Well," his surprise lasted only a heartbeat before that predatory smile spread across his face. "Isn't this a pleasant surprise?"
I backed up a step, my shoulder blades pressing against the textured wallpaper. "I should get back..."
"You seemed distracted at dinner." He moved closer, blocking my escape route without actually touching me. "Something on your mind?" His fingers reached for my neckline, adjusting the fabric and setting my skin on fire. "Or someone?"
"I... I need to get back." My throat felt dry, despite the two glasses of wine I consumed, and my body once again betrayed me, my breasts tightened with need as his fingers ghosted over the fabric.
"Oh?" The corner of my dress slipped, exposing the top curve of my breast. I should stop him. Should slap his hand away. Should scream. Instead, I stood frozen as liquid fire pooled in my core. "You know, I think about Halloween quite often." His fingers toyed with the edge of my dress, sand filled my mouth. "I think about the sounds you made. How desperately you begged."
"That was... I thought you were someone else." The excuse sounded weak even to my ears as the cool air of the air conditioner hit my exposed fleshed.
"Until you didn't." The fabric shifted again, my nipple now barely contained. I chewed on the inside of my cheek, my eyes fluttering closed. His authoritative growl was the same one he'd used with the servers earlier, and I cursed my body's response to it. "Tell me about the Christmas party."
"We haven't... there isn't..."
"What was it you told me again? That I can fuck you whenever I want?" I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came out. His fingers continued their torturous teasing of my neckline, threatening to expose me completely. "I can tell you want me there. Want a repeat performance." He leaned in close, the smell of stale cigarettes assaulted me. "You want me to fuck you again, Erica." His thumb glided over my barely covered nipple, and a voice in the back of my mind begged him to expose it. "The only question is, do you want to me to do it here... or at the party?"
"Next Saturday," I whispered, hating how breathy my voice sounded. "At eight."
His scent weakened and my eyes fluttered open just in time to see him stepping back to straighten his tie. "I can't wait." Then he was gone, leaving me trembling in the hallway.
I told myself I'd only told him to make him stop. That the ache between my legs was from the wine, from Daniel's heated looks, from James's teasing. Anything except the truth I wasn't ready to face.
I took several deep breaths, straightened my dress, and headed back to the table. Back to James's knowing looks and Cori's teasing and Daniel's heated gaze. Back to pretending my body wasn't humming with need from an entirely different source.
I rounded the corner back to the dining room on unsteady legs. The buzz of conversation and clinking glasses felt surreal after the intensity of the hallway. James spotted me first, his brow furrowing slightly at whatever he saw in my face.
"Everything okay?" he asked as I slid back into my seat.
"Fine," I said, reaching immediately for my wine. "Just needed a minute."
Cori's hand found mine under the table again. When I glanced at her, she was watching me with a mix of concern and understanding that made my chest tight. Did she know? Could she tell?
"Well," Daniel's voice cut through my spiral. "Should we order dessert?"
"God yes," I said too quickly, earning a laugh from the table.
James's foot found mine under the table as conversation resumed. I forced myself to join in, to laugh at the right moments, to meet Daniel's heated gaze across the table. But every time the dining room door swung open, my skin prickled with awareness.
When the check finally came, delivered by a server I didn't recognize, I felt myself relax marginally. We could leave. Go home. Forget this night ever happened.
But as James helped me with my coat, I caught a glimpse of George through the kitchen door. He winked, and I knew with crushing certainty that forgetting wasn't an option.
****
Christmas lights blinked in my peripheral as we made our way to Cori's house. Each house seemed to try to outdo the last as a barrage of red, green, and blue flashed in every direction. James navigating the winding road, taking the corner slow as a fresh layer of snow fell from the sky. I tried to ignore the flutter in my stomach, my mind racing with what transpired at Luigi's. The scandalous game Cori was planning, the after party, George... fucking George.﻿
"You're quiet," James said, his hand finding my stocking covered knee. Even through the fabric of my emerald dress, another perfect find from my shopping trip with Cori, his touch sent sparks through me.
"Just thinking about everything that's happened since Halloween." I turned to study his profile, the grey in his beard catching the glow of passing Christmas lights. Aside from the elf hat he was wearing and the green and black checkered flannel he didn't look very festive. "Did you ever imagine we'd end up back here?"
His laugh echoed, and his smile stretched wide and genuine. The very smile I had fallen in love with all those years ago. "Here being about to play dirty party games with our best friends?" He squeezed my knee. "Or here meaning the happiest couple in the world?" His hand slid a little farther up my knee, taking the hem of my dress with it.
"Both," I admitted, enjoying the heat radiating off his palm as Cori's house came into view. "God, what do you think Cori has planned?"
"Nothing we can't handle I'm sure." The smirk on his face told me he hoped she would try. "Though knowing Cori..."
The sound of our shared laughter helped carry away my nervous energy and for the first time that night I felt excited to be there. Of course I would still need a drink, or three, if we were really going to do what Cori had suggested. Either way, the nerves were gone for now and a different type of excitement filled the air. Music and laughter spilled from the house as James helped me from the car, his hand closing around my waist making me feel safe. The dress, while festive, left little to the imagination and I once again thought about just how unfair it was that women were the only ones expected to dress so scandalous.
Warmth and the smell of cinnamon and pine washed over us as we opened the front door to Cori's two-story house of debauchery without bothering to knock. Cori stood in the hallway, putting a tray of cookies on a table. Her extremely short red dress left little to the imagination as she bent over the small table giving James the best view in the house. I suddenly worried I was overdressed as I saw a flash of uncovered butt cheek before she straightened up and looked over her shoulder noticing our arrival.
"Finally!" She said with a shriek, rushing over to us as quickly as her 6 inch Christmas boots would let her. Her chest was barely confined behind the white fur trim of her red dress as pulled us both into a hug. "I was starting to think you'd chickened out."
Daniel's gaze caught mine over Cori's shoulder, and the warmth in his smile made my stomach perform an Olympic-worthy flip. My heart hammered as I took in his outfit, or rather, lack thereof. Suspenders traced the curves of his muscles, the absence of a shirt beneath them leaving his sculpted chest and Zac Efron style abs on shameless display. The deep V of his hips disappeared into low-slung red Santa pants that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. I forced myself to look away before my staring became obvious, only to have my eyes land on George adjusting his fake beard in the hallway mirror, dressed in full Santa regalia. The room held maybe ten people total, most faces familiar from Halloween, but in that moment, I was acutely aware of only two of them - and the very different ways they made my body react.
"Sorry about George" Cori whispered in my ear. "He just showed up. I don't even know how he knew it was today." I felt my face burn with shame, thankful that she couldn't see my face. George must have sensed my gaze. He locked eyes with me, a menacing yellow toothed smirk forming at his lips.
"Drink?" Cori asked as she walked back over to the table with the cookie and grabbed two cups of what looked, and smelled, like spiked egg nog. She pushed the cup into my hand before I could formulate a response, not that I would have turned it down. "You're going to need it. Wait until you hear what I have in store for us." The admission turned my blood into liquid fire and I pressed the cup to my lips.
Two hours and several drinks later, I found myself perched on the arm of the sofa, watching as Cori explained the rules of "Hide the Candy Cane" to the increasingly tipsy crowd. The party had thinned slightly, with only about four couples remaining, and of course fucking George, creating a more intimate atmosphere that did nothing to calm my racing heart.
"The rules are simple" Cori announced, her speech slurring slightly as she held up a striped candy cane. "Spin the bottle. Whoever it lands on hides this somewhere on their person. The spinner gets blindfolded and has to find it using only their hands or mouth." She paused for dramatic effect. "If things get too intense then anyone in the group can call time and the turn ends." A couple of laughs and soft boos filtered in through the drunken guests causing Cori to swat an arm at them. "We are going to teasing sexy fun, not... well Halloween." She shot me a wink and I wished I could shrink into the sofa in that moment.
"Host goes first!" someone called out, and Cori's delighted laugh rang through the room.
The bottle spun, its neck coming to rest pointing directly at James. My husband's eyes met mine, a silent question in them. I nodded, surprised by how much I wanted to watch this unfold even as my pulse began to race.
Daniel materialized beside me. His gentle fingers tickling my exposed shoulder. "Now this should be interesting."
Cori made a show of being blindfolded, her hands immediately finding James's broad shoulders. He placed his hands on her hips and I wasn't sure if it was for balance or something more intimate. "Now, where could it be?" she purred, fingers trailing down his chest. "Hmm not here." Her touch was soft, her voice low and seductive. I felt my core begin to heat up and I adjusted where I was sitting. Daniel's grip on my shoulder seemed to tighten, his thumb slowly rubbing the base of my neck.
I watched, mesmerized, as her hands explored my husband's body. She slid to her knees in front of him his fingers grazing the top of his jeans. I bit down softly on my tongue, not wanting to be the first person to call time. But the look in James's eyes as Cori kneeled in front of him told me this was a view he'd fantasized about for a long time. The candy cane, I knew, was tucked into his back pocket. I'd seen him place it there with a wink. But Cori seemed in no hurry to find it. Her head inched closer to him. Her perfectly manicured nails slid across his thighs causing him to let out a low sigh.
"Mmm there's something here, but it feels too big. Too thick to be a candy cane." I heard Daniel suck in air at his wife's comments. His fingers now digging into the soft flesh of my neck in a way that made my own hands form a fist.
After what felt like an eternity, but probably wasn't more than a couple of minutes, Cori's hands slipped around James's waist finding the object she was looking for in his back pocket. The room erupted in applause as Cori rose to her feet taking the candy cane deep into her mouth.
"Mmm delicious," she said to the room as she pulled the blindfold from her eyes. When she finally retrieved the candy with a triumphant flourish, the room erupted in applause. James caught my eye again, his heated gaze making me squirm.
Rounds passed in a blur of laughter and increasingly daring touches. Daniel finding Cori's candy cane nestled in her cleavage. A woman I vaguely remembered from Halloween discovering hers tucked behind her husband's ear.
Then Cori's spin landed on me. I swallowed the lump in my throat as our eyes met across the circle, her teeth biting down on her full lip as she arched an eyebrow at me. While she applied the blindfold, I took the striped candy cane between my lips, sinking half of it into my mouth suppressing a giggle. The wine hummed pleasantly through my veins as Cori made her way toward me.
Her hands found my shoulders first, sliding down my arms with deliberate slowness. "Now where could it be hiding?" she purred, fingers dancing across my collarbone. I fought to keep still as her touch wandered lower, skimming the sides of my breasts then across my erect nipple.
I caught James's eye as Cori's hands cupped my ass, giving it an appreciative squeeze. His pupils were blown wide with desire as he watched his wife being touched by their best friend. Daniel's scar twitched as he shifted in his seat, clearly affected by his wife's performance.
"Am I close?" Cori hummed, her breath hot against my neck. Her fingers teased my sides before finally reaching my face. A soft "ah" of discovery escaped her as she found the candy with her lips.
The kiss that followed was slow, deliberate, and so fucking hot. Cori took her time as she claimed her prize. Her tongue wrestled with mine as it wrapped around the dissolving stick and increasingly lewd images played in my head. When she finally pulled away, candy cane between her perfect teeth and a small string of spit still connecting us, the room felt several degrees warmer.
"My... my turn to spin," I managed, my voice huskier than intended as I tried to catch my breath. The bottle rotated, seeming to move in slow motion before stopping on George.
Our gazes locked, his dark with promise while heat raced through my body. "Ho ho ho."
"We can sto-" James started, but I cut him off with a squeeze of his hand.
"It's fine," I said, proud of how calm my voice sounded despite the wine and adrenaline coursing through me. "It's part of the game, right?"
The bottle spun again, slowing until it pointed squarely at me. My pulse quickened as Cori held up the blindfold, her smile wicked in the soft light.
"Don't have too much fun," Cori whispered in my ear, as she moved behind me to secure the silk over my eyes. The world went dark, heightening every other sense - the brush of fabric against skin, the scent of cinnamon and pine, the sound of movement as someone approached.



"Are you on the nice list... or naughty," George's voice came from somewhere in front of me, carrying that same commanding tone that had undone me in the closet. My cheeks flushed as I remembered Halloween, remembered the restaurant hallway.
I reached out tentatively, my shaking hands finding large shoulders covered in velvet. My fingers traced downward, carefully avoiding anything too daring. "Getting colder," George taunted, and I heard several chuckles from around the room.
"Maybe you should check lower," Cori suggested, her voice full of mischief. "Much lower."
My clothes felt more constricting as I realized where the candy cane must be hidden. My hands skimmed the bulge of his gut, then retreated. "Don't be shy," George's voice was pure sin. "It's nothing you haven't experienced before."
"I..." my head was spinning and I found myself sliding to my knees in front of him. It suddenly felt like it was a hundred degrees inside as I reached for his belt with shaky hands.
"I don't remember you being so... timid last time." George's word propelled my fingers forward, the moisture in my mouth gone as I struggled to swallow. The belt felt heavy as my fingers glided over it finding the waistband of his pants.
"Time!" Cori called much to my relief. "Such a shame," she laughed as I removed the blindfold. "You were so close."
George's eyes met mine, darker and more promising than ever before. The candy cane hooked on the inside of his waistband.
My heart was still racing as I accepted another drink from Cori, desperately trying to avoid George's heated stare from across the room. The game had shifted something in the atmosphere - charged it with an electricity that made my skin tingle. One by one, the other couples made their excuses and gathered their coats, knowing smiles on their faces as they headed out into the snowy night.
George lingered by the door, adjusting his fake beard as he struggled with his coat. "Sure you don't want one last chance to find it?" he asked, not hiding the fact that he was eye fucking me. Before I could respond, Cori appeared beside me.
"Sorry Santa, private party time." She gave him a gentle but firm push toward the door. "Maybe next year."
His eyes found mine one last time before the door closed behind him. Cori leaned against the door releasing a long sigh.
"Finally," she whispered, turning to face us with a smile that made my stomach flip. Her hands found my hips as she pressed against me. "Now the real party can begin."
****
Cori's fingers laced with mine as she led us upstairs, the sway of her hips hypnotic in her barely-there dress. Daniel and James followed, their low murmurs of appreciation adding to the excitement. The master bedroom felt different than it had on Halloween - warmer somehow, more intimate even with four of us.
"Come here," Cori purred, pulling me close, a wave of alcohol hitting my nose. Her lips found mine, soft yet demanding as her hands slid down my sides. I melted into her kiss, surprised by how natural it felt. Her tongue teased mine and I wrapped my arms around her neck pulling her closer.
When we broke apart, I caught James watching us, his jeans tighter than I remembered. Daniel approached the bed, his eyes never leaving mine as he slipped his strong arms through the straps of his suspenders causing my mouth to water.
"Your turn," Cori whispered, giving me a gentle push toward them. I stumbled slightly, caught between her and Daniel as hands began to explore. James watched us with an intensity I hadn't seen since Halloween. Daniel's lips found my neck making me cry out as Cori began to unzip my dress, building a fire in my core.
Clothing began to disappear. My dress pooled at my feet, followed quickly by Daniel's pants. James was walking toward us next, unbuttoning his shirt as he took up his position behind Cori. I turned to watch them, but Daniel's fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me into a fiery kiss that made every nerve in my body tingle with anticipation. A soft sigh escaped Cori's lips behind me and I saw her dress crumpled onto the floor next to mine.
"God, you're beautiful," Daniel murmured, his mouth hot against my shoulder as he pushed me onto the bed. I was vaguely aware of Cori next to me, her hand finding mine in an act of solidarity. Daniel's lips began their torturous path down my body, his hands gripping my hips. I turned my head, and through half-lidded eyes saw James. His mouth was crushed against Cori's chest. Her nipple between his teeth as she moaned in pleasure. Her eyes found mine, a brief smile passing between us before she pulled me into another hungry kiss.
The room filled with soft sighs and whispered encouragements as Daniel's mouth continued its journey south. His teeth grazed my hip bone and my back arched off the bed long enough for him to pull down my now soaked panties. Cori's lips left mine as she shifted position, and I felt the bed dip as James joined us
"Mmm even better than I imagined," Cori cooed and through the haze of pleasure I watched as my husband's cock disappeared between her soft lips. A pang of jealousy washed over me, but it was quickly replaced by my own needs as I felt Daniel's breath on my soft folds.
"A landing strip? I haven't seen one of these in forever." His words caused me to blush, but neither James nor Cori seemed to be paying us any mind. I ran my fingers through Daniel's hair, pulling him toward my hips with a need I didn't realize I had.
"Glug glug," The indecent sound filled my ears as I looked over at my best friend who was trying not to choke as my husband face-fucked her with an aggression that caused me to pull harder on Daniel's mane.
Electricity raced through my body as Daniel's tongue parted my needy lips. "Yessss," I hissed rubbing my hips across his lips, refusing to look away from James and Cori.
"Please," I whimpered as Daniel's skilled tongue pushed inside me. My eyes stayed locked on James and Cori, mesmerized by their passionate display. Cori came up for air, a thin string of saliva still connecting her to James as she caught my eye. Her lipstick was smeared, her chest heaving. Her left hand wrapped around his meat and I watched with an odd fascination while her wedding ring caught the light as she stroked him.
"He's great at that isn't he?" She asked with a wink before diving back down. James's head fell back, a guttural moan escaping his throat as his fingers tangled in her hair. The sight of my husband losing control, combined with Daniel's relentless attention between my legs, made tremors ripple through me.
"Fuck, baby. Just like that," James growled, his hips thrusting forward. Watching him dominate my best friend while her husband pleasured me should have felt wrong, but instead it awakened something primal inside me. My mind flashed to Halloween - to rough hands and commanding tones in dark closets. To George's voice making me beg...
The thought made me pull away from Daniel slightly. My head was suddenly spinning and I felt parched, despite the river of juices running from between my legs.
"I need..." My voice cracked as Daniel's fingers replaced his tongue. I tilted my hips forward, my hands tangling in the sheets. "Water. I need water." My hands fell to Daniel's forearm. Another sigh escaping my lips as I pushed his digits away from me.
"Now?" Cori released James with an audible pop, her lips glistening. "We're just getting to the good part, love." Her hand slid up my thigh, making me shiver.
"I just..." The room tilted slightly as James guided her back to his throbbing member. "I'll be right back."
"Well," Cori laughed before taking him deep again. Her words were muffled but clear enough: "I suppose I'll just have to keep these two entertained myself."
I managed to slip on James's discarded shirt, the fabric still warm from his body as I made my way to the door on unsteady legs. Behind me, Cori's muffled moans mixed with James's deeper groans of pleasure. The last image I saw was Daniel taking up his position behind Cori.
****
The hardwood stairs creaked beneath my feet as I made my way down, James's shirt barely covering me. From above, Cori's high-pitched gasps mixed with deeper groans echoed through the house. My body still thrummed with need, Daniel's touch ghosting across my skin even now.
The kitchen was dark except for moonlight filtering through the curtains. Ice clinked against glass as I poured water with trembling hands, trying to ignore the ache between my legs. I closed my eyes, seeing the way James had dominated Cori, how natural it felt watching them together. Why wasn't he ever that dominate with me? I chewed on the corner of my lip as images of Cori's smeared lip stick played in my head, her gagging ringing in my ears. I pulled on the hem of my shirt lifting it slightly as the noises upstairs grew louder. My fingers felt hot against my flesh as my fingers slid across the top of my thigh.
"I do love that the carpet matches the drapes."
The glass nearly slipped from my fingers as my other hand released the shirt. George emerged from the shadows by the back door, still in his Santa suit though the beard and hat were gone. His eyes roamed over my bare legs, and I fought the urge to tug James's shirt lower.
"The party's over," I managed, though my voice lacked conviction. Above us, a particularly loud cry from Cori made my cheeks burn. The sound triggered a flash of Halloween night - George's voice in my ear, demanding I be louder, making me beg. I shook my head, trying to clear the fog.
"Is it?" He moved closer, his large frame pressing against the island. My body tensed, caught between the urge to flee and the traitorous heat building in my core. His smile held that same edge from Halloween, the one that had undone me in Cori's closet. "Sounds like it's just getting started." His gaze traveled over me, reminding me of how he'd looked at me in Luigi's hallway, how close I'd come to giving in then. "Though I notice you're down here."
I gripped the counter behind me, trying to ground myself. The sounds from upstairs had changed - slower now, more intimate. James and our friends sharing something I was meant to be part of. Instead, I was here, my breath catching as George's presence filled the kitchen. Just like Halloween, just like the restaurant, I felt myself being pulled into his orbit despite every rational thought screaming to leave.
"I just... needed water." I took another large gulp of it, as if to prove my point while he continued to close the distance between us. My eyes shifted to the living room and then the staircase, but there was nothing there just darkness. Why hadn't I screamed yet? Not that I thought they would hear me over the noises they were making.
"Water huh?" His voice dropped lower, commanding, my knees buckled. "Or did you need something else? Something they can't give you?"
My mouth went dry despite having just taken a drink. Memories of Halloween flooded back - his rough hands, the way he filled me, the things I said. "I... I should go back upstairs. And you should leave."
He didn't respond. Instead, his fingers brushed my hip where James's shirt had ridden up. "Or should we finish what we started earlier? After all, it's hardly fair that the game ended before you got your... prize."
Another grunt drifted down from above, I couldn't tell if it was James or Daniel. That alone should have made me race back upstairs. But all I could focus on was George's presence, the soft hum radiating from his body growing with intensity, and the shameful need building inside mine.
"Is that what you want, Erica? For me to leave?" His hand remained on my hip, his thumb inching dangerously close to my overheated core. "Or do you want to be my slut again?" I sucked in air. I wanted to be offended by his words, to spit in his face. But the fire inside me only burned hotter. My nipples drew tight, sharp as points beneath the rough fabric of the shirt. His other hand came up to cup my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. "Tell me you haven't thought about Halloween every night since."
I opened my mouth but no words came out. Upstairs, the sounds grew more intense. A rhythmic thud from the bed banging against the wall, followed by Cori's breathless "Oh God, Daniel!" mixing with what could only be James's deep grunt of pleasure. The same sounds I'd made when George had me in the closet on Halloween. The same desperate need in their voices that I'd fought so hard to suppress.
"That's what I thought." His cocky laugh burned like acid in my ears, but I wouldn't, couldn't turn away. "You're such a good girl, aren't you? Always so proper on the outside." His hand slid higher under the shirt. "But we both know what you really are."
"George..." My voice cracked as his bulk pressed me against the counter. His free hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back to expose my neck. I held my breath the sounds from upstairs suddenly silent. My heart pounding against my chest, the chest his fingers were now dangerously close to, was the only sound I could hear.
"Tell me what you are," he demanded, causing my heart to flutter. His breath smelled minty, mixed with the smell of stale cigarettes. His fingers paused under my shirt, a fraction of an inch away from my aching nipple. "Tell me!" He commanded again pulling on my hair with a force that made my knees buckle slightly.
"I'm..." I gasped, the words falling from my lips before I could stop them. "I'm a slut."
His laugh was dark against my neck, his fingers finally finding my nipple and pinching hard enough to make me cry out. "And who's slut are you?" His teeth found my exposed neck, biting down on my beating pulse and making me see stars.
"Oh fuck, yes. Right there." Another loud cry from Cori made me bite my lip. Was James making her feel that way? Was he letting go the way I had? Knowing what he was doing upstairs, that I was supposed to be part of it but instead was down here with a man I should despise only seemed to make it hotter. The ache between my legs grew more urgent.
George's fingers closed around my neck bending my upper body against the cool surface of the island. I could feel him on my thigh, his anticipation matching mine. "Who's slut are you?" He growled.
"Yours... I'm your slut."
His grip loosened around my neck, but I still felt like I couldn't breathe. His scent, his entire presence was suffocating me with a desire I couldn't seem to control. His fingers caught my chin and turned my face to him. Without warning he brought his lips to mine and all the air seemed to be sucked out of the room. His kiss was hard, demanding, and it sent an electric surge straight to my core. I pushed up from the countertop, telling myself it was so I could push him off of me, but that was a lie.
The taste of cigarettes pushed against my tongue and I flung my arms around his neck, pulling myself into his disgusting kiss. George seemed to realize what was happening, pulling back for just a second to remove my shirt. His mouth crashed back into mine, his greasy hands pawing and tugging on my ass. Our tongues continued to wrestle each other, as I clung to his body like a dog in heat. Eventually, George broke the kiss, leaving us both panting. He took a step back, his hungry look never leaving me as his fingers went to the belt of his Santa outfit.
"You never found your candy cane, Erica." His voice was equal parts taunting and hypnotic. I smirked, pushing myself away from the counter and standing on wobbly legs.
Something in the back of my mind was telling me to stop, to run away, but my body was on fire, and I convinced myself George was the only one who could put that fire out.
"Yes, yes, give it to me. Give me your cum!" Cori screamed from above us as I watched George's Santa outfit hit the ground with a soft thud.
My eyes locked on his exposed form in the moonlight. Even in the darkness I could make out every vein, every ridge of his impressive length. The same cock that had stretched me beyond belief on Halloween. I let out a small whimper remembering how full he'd made me feel. On instinct, my hand reached for it, wanting to feel the weight of it in my hand, but George pushed my hand away.
"Slightly different rules this time. You can only look for the candy cane using your mouth." A cruel smile formed on his lips as I felt my desire dripping down my leg.
When I didn't move his hand came to my face, gentle and strong. His thumb slid across my chin, parting my lips slightly as I stood in a daze, my eyes still locked on the large, powerful appendage between his legs. His fingers ran through my hair, raising goosebumps on my arms. Finally, it came to a rest at the top of my head, applying the slightest bit of pressure that still made me kneel before him like he was applying the pressure of 100 men.
Seeing it this closely, and in the light was even more impressive than before. I licked my lips as the heat in my core threatened to consume me. I leaned forward, my hand sliding between my thighs.
"No touching yourself," George commanded, his authority making me whimper the same way it did in Cori's closet. "Good girls keep their hands to themselves until they're given permission."
I pulled my hand away from my aching center, placing both palms flat on my thighs as I knelt before him. The tile was cold against my knees but the heat radiating from my core threatened to consume me. Above us, the sounds had changed - slower now, more intimate. I could hear a voice, was that James, though I couldn't make out the words. Had he noticed I was gone yet? Or was he too caught up in his own debauchery to realize my absence?
"Now," George's fingers tightened in my hair. "Show me what a good little slut you can be." His other hand wrapped around his girth holding it in front of my face. "Find your candy cane."
I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to taste him. The salty texture caused my nose to crinkle as the tangy flavor washed over me. He was larger than James, than Daniel, than anyone I'd ever been with. The sheer girth of him made my jaw ache just looking at it. The crown of his head was smooth and velvety, a stark contrast to the firmness beneath, and as I explored him further, I felt a heat radiating from his skin, pulling me deeper into the moment. The memory of Halloween, of being stretched and filled beyond belief, made me moan around him as I took him deeper.
"That's it," he growled, his grip tightening. "Show me how much you've missed this. How much you've thought about it."
And I had thought about it - in quiet moments alone, in dreams that left me aching. Even as James and I had grown closer, even as our marriage had strengthened, part of me had craved this. Craved his dominance, his control, the way he could make me come undone like nothing I'd ever known possible.
"Fuck," I moaned, releasing him from my mouth so I could come up for air. I hadn't even made it halfway down his shaft yet. "It's so big."
"You didn't seem to have any trouble taking it last time," he sneered. "Maybe you need more practice going forward." The thought of this being a regular occurrence made my walls contract. What would people think? What would James think?
George pushed his hips forward, his cock sliding across my chin and cheeks. I reached up to bring it back to my mouth, but he once again pushed my hand away. I whined in frustration. Unsure if it was from being denied, or from feeling pathetic at how quickly I'd fallen back into his web.
"No fucking hands," he commanded then drew his hips back and buried half of his magnificent meat into my mouth.
I moaned around it, savoring the way it hit the back of my throat, letting my tongue run against the bottom of the veiny shaft. My cheeks hollowed out and I heard him suck in air through his clenched teeth. My body dripping with the thought of having it inside of me again.



"Fuck, you're good at that. Such a natural little cock-sucker." He thrust his hips slightly, making me choke. My mind drifted to Cori and James earlier. The noises she was making, the way he used her mouth. I forced myself further down on his shaft, his untrimmed pubes tickling my nose as I started to make the same gagging sounds. "You wanted this all along didn't you? Wanted to down here with my cock inside you while your husband was upstairs with your friends."
"Mhhhmmmmm," I moaned around his thick shaft, not wanting to answer his twisted question. I forced myself further onto him, my jaw aching as I reached my goal. The noises upstairs seemed to pick back up and I found myself trying to match their movements.
I felt George match my rhythm, his cock pulsing in my mouth lewdly as my hands began to inch back to the inside of my thighs. He must have sensed my movement because he stopped thrusting his hips, my mouth still eagerly sliding around him unwilling to stop. His piercing gaze met my eyes as they struggled to stay open, tears running down my cheeks. "I can see it in your eyes. You need to feel this inside of you. You want me to fuck you again, don't you Erica?"
All pretenses of my reluctance were gone. His slipped from my lips as I looked up at him, my chest heaving. "Please," I whispered, surprised by how needy my voice sounded. "I need you inside me."
"Oh, now you need it?" George's voice dripped with cruel amusement. His hand cupped my chin roughly, forcing me to meet his gaze while his other hand stroked himself inches from my face. "Earlier you couldn't get away fast enough, could you? Made quite a show of avoiding me during our little game." His thumb pressed against my bottom lip, and i opened it, sucking his thumb into my mouth like my life depended on it. "Embarrassed me in front of everyone, acting so disgusted, so timid."
My face turned red, unsure if it was from the shame or desire twisting through me. He was right. I did pull away earlier, I didn't want anyone to know he had this kind of effect on me. I didn't even want to admit it to myself. "I... I'm sorry," I whispered, my walls clenching at nothing.
"Sorry?" He laughed darkly, as I watched the first bead of pre-cum leak from his head. I chewed on my lip, desperate to lean over and taste it against my tongue. "The good wife, on her knees begging now that no one can see what a slut she really is." His fingers tightened on my jaw. "Maybe I should leave you like this. Let you go back upstairs wet and wanting, the way you left me earlier."
"Please," I whimpered, pressing forward as he tried to pull away. "I'll... I'll prove it."
"Prove it?" His smile was predatory as he released my chin. "Stand up and show me just how you plan to prove it."
I rose on shaky legs, my body humming with need as I stepped toward him. But George's hand on my shoulder stopped me.
"No," he said, his voice carrying that same commanding tone that had undone me in the closet. "Turn around. You haven't earned the right to look at me yet. Sluts like you get fucked from behind."
His words stung, stripping away the last shred of dignity I had. Yet I still obeyed, turning to face the counter, shame written all over my face. The granite was cool against my palms as I bent forward, arching my back the way I'd imagined a slut should. The noises above us had stopped. Were they done? Were they going to come down to check on me? The thought of them discovering me like this, displayed so wantonly for George, had my pulsing thundering.
"Look at you now," George growled, his hands rough on my hips. "No more playing shy. No more pretending you don't want this." His fingers dug into my flesh, marking me. "Tell me again what you are."
"Your slut," I whispered, pressing back against him. The words came easier now, each admission stripping away another layer of pretense. "Please... I need..." His hand landed on my ass, a loud powerful slap echoing through the silent house. I let out a small yelp, my ass wiggling in search of him. Another powerful slap, this time on the other cheek. "Fuuuuck, George please." I begged welcoming the third slap that burned with an intensity I knew I deserved. "I need it," I whimpered.
"Need what?" His massive length slid between my thighs, teasing but not entering. "Need everyone to see what you really are? Need them to know how desperately you beg for my cock?"
My legs trembled as pleasure built inside me. "Yessss," I moaned, past caring how wanton I sounded. "Please, George. Please fuck me. Make me cum so everyone can hear it."
His hand found the back of my neck, pinning my cheek to the cold surface. "Say it louder. Let them hear you beg."
"Please," I cried out, beyond caring who heard. "Please fuck me."
"I'm so glad James was here to hear you say that," George's dark laugh turned my blood to ice. I spotted James in the staircase, moonlight catching the grey in his beard as he watched his wife bent over in their friend's kitchen for a man who so far beneath them it was almost an insult to everything they had built.
Instead of backing away, George's grip tightened on my neck. His massive length pressed against me as my husband stepped closer. The moment George entered me, my eyes locked with James's, and I couldn't stop the cry of desperate need that escaped my lips.
"Fuuuuck," I cried out, as his magnificent cock slid into me with an effortlessness that would have made me humiliated on any other occasion. But not now, now I was desperate for it. I'd been thinking about this moment since Halloween and my walls welcomed his girth with a warmth that made him hiss.
"Tell him," George commanded, his pace deliberate and deep. "Tell your husband who you belong to now."
"George," I whimpered, holding James's gaze. "I belong to George. Ugghh yesss," I groaned feeling him pushing deeper inside me. His cock was hard as steel and it only made me want him more. "I'm yours."
"Damn right you are." His fingers dug into my hips. "I'm not sharing you this time. I want you all to myself. Tell your husband that you want to enjoy my cock all by yourself this time."
James's eyes went wide with disbelief, I wasn't sure if there was hurt in his eyes or not, but it didn't matter. "I'm s... sorry baby. I... oh fuck. I just want George. Go back upstairs and..." Another hard slap landed on my ass, the pain shooting right to my core causing me to greedily suck George further into me.
"No!" His words were breathy, like he was already winded, but it still had the same edge of aggression. "He needs to stay and watch. Watch what a slut his wife is for my dick."
"Ohhh oh fuck." The first mini-orgasm washed through me. My eyes fluttered closed as George's words slammed into me with the same force as his thighs against my ass.
"Show your husband what a good little slut you are for me," George taunted, his pace becoming more demanding. "Let him see how desperately you beg for my cock."
His words continued to trigger reactions from me. Fluid seeped from around his cock, the loud squelching noises rattling in my head as I felt him bottom out inside me. My vision cleared, searching out James's face. He still hadn't said anything. He just stood there mouth agape while George used me.
"J... fuck. Just watch, baby. Please." I hated myself for saying the words, but my body was in complete control now. All semblance of rational thought forgotten as George slammed into me.
"Good girl. Such a good little slut." George's lips were on my neck now. His teeth grazed the skin as he leaned over me, his hips connecting with a brutal force. My eyes held James's as long as they could, but another long moan escaped my lips causing them to squeeze shut.
George's thrusts slowed and I desperately rocked my hips backward to maintain the pace. "So eager now. But I think you've earned a reward." He pulled back slightly, the loss of contact making my body ache with need. His hand found my chin, turning me to face him with surprising gentleness.
"Good girls get rewards," he whispered, and something in his tone made my pulse quicken. His thumb traced my bottom lip as his other hand settled on my hip. Without breaking eye contact, he guided me around, the movement fluid despite my trembling legs. The edge of the counter pressed against my lower back as his bulk crowded me.
My hands found the granite's edge instinctively. George's fingers splayed across my lower back, lifting me with an ease that made my breath catch. The cold surface against my heated skin drew a gasp from my lips, but the sting of my well-spanked backside only heightened my arousal.
He claimed my mouth then, the kiss deep and possessive. Something inside me shifted, cracked, then shattered completely. I found myself grinning against his lips, overcome with pride at having pleased him enough to earn this gentler attention.
George's length pressed against me, the position somehow more intimate now that I faced him. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, drawing him closer. James's presence faded into the background. George demanded my full attention and my body yearned for something only he could give it.
"Look at me," he demanded as he pushed inside, filling me completely. My head had started to fall back, but his grip on my chin forced our eyes to meet. "Who fucks you better?"
"You do." My response was instant. The only thing that mattered in that moment was the pleasure I knew he was about to give. "Fuck, you feel so deep. So fucking good."
George opened his mouth, a wicked smile forming on his lips as my walls clenched around him. I pulled him down on top of me, my head knocking a basket of oranges from the counter as he plowed harder into my welcoming core. His cock slid in and out of me with ease, my juices smearing on the smooth surface. His face traveled down to my chest, licking and sucking every inch of my tits as my fingers ran through his thinning hair.
The new angle felt incredible and allowed his beefy meat to press against my g-spot making my toes curl. I felt the familiar ache between my legs start to grow. George's grunts intensified in my ears as I chased the climax I hadn't felt since Halloween.
"Fuck me George," I squealed, no longer caring who heard. "Don't stop fucking me. Please. Oh fuck. PLEASE. Ah ahhh, ooohhHHH, YES!."
"That's it," he growled, his pace building as my walls continued to milk him. "Show me how much you need this. How much you need me."
Pushing himself back up to a standing position, George continued his assault on my quivering pussy. My hand slid across my chest, pinching my nipple as George worked me through a second orgasm.
"Can James make you cum like that?" George's sweat dripped onto my stomach, his face contorting as I eagerly tried to push him over the edge.
"Fuuu, No. Oh fuck." I continued to moan incoherently, George's cock throbbing inside me making me feel even fuller. The admission should have brought shame, should have made me turn to seek James's forgiveness, but George's relentless rhythm consumed every thought. Each thrust ignited new fires inside me, until my world narrowed to just this - the way he filled me, the sparks of pleasure that threatened to consume me, the primal need that overwrote everything else. My marriage, my dignity, even my own identity dissolved in the wake of pure sensation.
"You gonna cum for me Erica?" He was panting now and I could tell his own orgasm was approaching and I couldn't wait to experience it. "Cum on my cock, slut. Do it. Don't hold back. Cum on this fffat ffffucking cock! Let James hear you!"
"FUCCCKKK," my body convulsed. Everything went black as the biggest orgasm of my life washed over me. "UHHHHHH Oh Fuck -yes yes-fuck me George. Fill me!"
"Fill me," I begged again as another wave of pleasure crashed through my body. "Please, I need to feel you cum."
George's rhythm became erratic, his grip on my hips bruising as he chased his own release. Even through my pleasure-hazed mind, I recognized the change in his breathing, the way his massive length seemed to grow impossibly larger inside me.
"UGGGH... take it," he growled through clenched teeth. "Take every fucking drop."
The first pulse of his release triggered another orgasm from deep within me. My body shook around him, greedily milking him as he claimed me in the most primal way possible. Each throb of his cock sent fresh sparks of pleasure through my oversensitive body until I couldn't tell where his pleasure ended and mine began.
As the last waves of our shared climax faded, reality began seeping back in. The kitchen came into focus - the scattered oranges, the evidence of our act dripping onto expensive granite, and James... James who had witnessed everything. But as George's lips found mine in one final possessive kiss, I eagerly accepted his tongue into my mouth. All thoughts of consequences taking a back burner.
George stumbled back, his chest heaving as he braced himself against the opposite counter. Even gasping for air, that predatory smile never left his face. Our combined release ran down my thighs as I watched him tuck himself back into his Santa costume.
"Next time," he panted, his eyes roaming over my well-used body, "don't play hard to get. We both know what you really want."
"Yes sir," I whispered without hesitation or sarcasm, surprising myself with how quickly I agreed. My body still hummed with aftershocks as his words sank in. Next time. There would be a next time.
Then I remembered James. My heart leaped into my throat as I pushed myself off the counter on shaky legs. Our mixed fluids dripped onto the floor as I turned to face my husband, suddenly aware of my complete nakedness, of the marks George had left on my skin.
James stood in the doorway, his face half-hidden in shadow. My heart stuttered, but his expression held no anger, no hurt - only dark hunger as he watched his wife come undone at another man's hands. Our eyes locked, and suddenly everything crystallized. This wasn't about shame or betrayal. This was about trust, about understanding each other's deepest needs. But before I could form words, George's hand found my ass, giving it one final possessive squeeze.
"Good girl," George murmured, smacking my ass one final time before stumbling toward the back door, leaving me trembling against the counter, our mixed fluids still running down my thighs.
"James..." My voice was raw from screaming, my legs barely supporting me. I couldn't read his expression in the darkness, couldn't tell if I'd destroyed everything we'd built.
How long were you..." The words died in my throat as reality crashed over me. Tears stung my eyes as I stood exposed - not just physically, but emotionally stripped bare. Evidence of my betrayal still ran down my thighs as I struggled to find words. He should hate me, hell part of me hated myself for what just transpired. the words I said, the awful things about George, about James. My skin still tingled where George's hands had been, my body aching in ways I'd only experienced once before - on Halloween.
"Long enough," James whispered, stepping closer. His eyes traveled over the marks George had left, lingering on the bite marks on my breasts. "Long enough to see what you needed. To hear the things you said"
"But upstairs..." I glanced toward the ceiling, aware of how quiet the house had become.
"It didn't feel right after you left. I had a feeling when you didn't come back that it was about more than water."
Tears streaked my cheeks, a dam breaking open. "I'm so sorry, baby. It wasn't planned I didn't mean for it to-"
His arms wrapped around me, protective yet possessive - as if claiming me back from George's lingering presence. His embrace held none of George's demanding heat but carried its own kind of power. Here I felt protected, cherished - everything George's demanding presence had stripped away.
"Shhh I know." His fingers slid across a bruise forming on my hip making me wince.
"But I heard... I mean. You and Cori did you..." I felt the jealousy bubble up. I tried to push it back down, disgusted with myself to think I had any right.
No," his voice softened. "What you heard was just them. I noticed you were gone almost immediately. Something felt... incomplete without you there. I came to find you and well... His laugh was a breath of fresh air, immediately melting away the tension I felt in my shoulders. "I found you. It was never about Cori or Daniel, Erica." He kissed me gently on the forehead. A kiss that made my body come to life in ways George could never. "It was about you. About us."
Something shifted between us then - an understanding deeper than words. My unconventional needs, my surrender to George, hadn't diminished our love. Somehow, impossibly, it had strengthened it.
"So you haven't..." I let my hand slide down his rippled abs. His hardness pulsed against my hand. "Oh, you poor baby." I kissed his neck with a tenderness that felt almost foreign after George's rough possession, my body remembering a gentler kind of desire.
"Let's go back upstairs," I whispered, pressing a tender kiss to his lips. My body ached, but seeing the mix of love and desire in James's eyes awakened a different kind of need in me. "Tonight was supposed to be about all of us. I want to make it up to you."
"I think they fell asleep waiting for us. It's been quiet up there for a while."
"Then maybe we should wake them up," I suggested with a playful smirk, my hand sliding down his chest. "I can think of a few ways to make it worth their while."
Behind us, I heard the back door click shut as George disappeared into the night. His presence lingered in my tender flesh, in the way my body still pulsed with aftershocks. But as James pulled me close, I felt something deeper - a connection that transcended physical pleasure.
"Lead the way," James smiled, understanding and acceptance in his eyes as he followed me up the stairs.
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The hamburgers sizzled on the grill, as the sun began to set. Chris flipped a burger, scanning the backyard with a sense of pride. He and Ashley had spent the majority of the day rearranging patio furniture until she thought everything was just right. The shrubs and small garden had been meticulously trimmed and pruned, a visual representation of just how far they'd come. Ashley had told Chris everything had to be perfect, and as he looked out over the yard it felt like it was exactly that.
Ashley emerged with a tray of deviled eggs, placing it on a table laden with dishes she'd spent all day preparing. She ran her hands over her dress, to try to calm her nerves. This gathering was their chance to solidify their new social standing. "That's the last of it." She placed a hand on her hip and looked over the yard.
Chris paused to admire her, still breathtaken by her beauty. He walked over to her, pulling her into a hug. His hands pressed into her back between her shoulder blades. As they embraced, she reminded him again about his "special present" later, causing Chris to flush.
"Christ, Ash," he muttered, "you can't say things like that just before people arrive." His cock started to swell and press against her leg.
Ashley laughed, "I thought you liked showing me off? Besides, it seems like somebody likes the idea." She ran her hand gently along his length to emphasize her point.
Chris forced a smile. "I love that I married the hottest girl on Earth, but let's not scare off the neighbors just yet." He placed a kiss on her forehead. "Besides, tonight, I want you all to myself."
The doorbell rang, and they exchanged an excited, nervous glance ending the playful banter.
"Let's get this over with so I can ravage you," Chris said, squeezing Ashley's butt with a smirk before greeting their first guests.
The backyard quickly filled with the buzz of conversation and laughter as friends, coworkers, and neighbors arrived. Chris moved through the crowd, playing the role of charming host, but his eyes kept darting to the gate. He knew Clayton would be arriving soon, and the thought filled him with a mixture of anticipation and dread.
Clayton's imposing frame appeared at the entrance to the backyard, almost as though he had been summoned by Chris's thoughts. He paused, surveying the scene before him, the same cocky grin spread across his face. In one hand he held a six-pack of expensive craft beer; in the other, a box of cigars.
"Now this is my kind of party," Clayton announced, making his way towards Chris. "None of that stuffy cocktail hour bullshit."
Forcing a smile, Chris accepted the beer Clayton offered him. "Glad you could make it, man. Burgers are almost ready." Chris did his best to not just hide the anxiety building inside him, but forget about it all together.
Ashley, caught up in a conversation nearby, hadn't yet realized Clayton had arrived. But as she laughed at something her friend said, she felt that familiar prickle at the back of her neck. She turned, her eyes locking with Clayton's just as he took a drink.
"Ashley," Clayton said, walking toward her and giving her a kiss her cheek. "You look absolutely ravishing."
Chris stood motionless, staring at this scene. The moment when Clayton's hand slid across her arm, the air around Chris seemed to thicken. His breath caught in his throat, and time seemed to slow down as the still frame of seconds each lengthened to eternity while Chris just stood there, watching.
A warm flush crept up Ashley's neck as Clayton's lips brushed against her cheek. The compliment made her belly twist with butterflies. Images from the last time together flashed through her brain in Technicolor: scorching heat from bodies close, the taste of him upon her tongue. Blinking, she looked up to catch his intense stare.
Automatically, Ashley's gaze darted to Chris; a jolt of thrill went through her recognizing what looked like arousal in his eyes. The tension in his clenched jaw and the way his fingers tightened around the spatula seemed to hint at excitement, maybe even possessiveness. In reality, Chris was torn between passion and uncertainty
"Chris, honey!" she called out, her voice light and teasing. "The burgers are burning!"
Chris startled, jerking back to the present moment. "Shit," he muttered, quickly flipping the sizzling patties.
Ashley gave Clayton an apologetic smile. "Duty calls," she said, gesturing to the gathering crowd. "Make yourself comfortable. I'll catch up with you both later."
As Ashley moved away to play the gracious hostess, Clayton sidled up to the grill, casually popping open two beers. He handed one to Chris with an easy grin, his mind racing beneath the calm exterior.
"So, how's it feel being king of the castle?" Clayton asked, gesturing to the backyard filled with laughing guests. He watched Chris carefully, he knew he was still feeling some reservations about last week. He had hoped that by now we would have come to terms with what happened and accepted his new role.
Chris accepted the beer gratefully, taking a long pull before answering. "It's... surreal, honestly. Sometimes I still can't believe this is our life now."
Clayton nodded, his expression thoughtful. "It's a big change, alright. You've come far. Ashley seems to be adjusting to the role well," he said with a smile as he watched her ass bouce as she went from guest to guest. He kept his tone casual, but inwardly, he was scrutinizing every micro-expression on Chris's face.
Chris shrugged, focusing on the grill. "Yeah, it's been nice not having to sweat the small stuff anymore. Just hope we can keep up, you know?"
"I hear that," Clayton said, his tone sympathetic while his mind worked overtime. He needed to find an in. He wanted Chris to finally admit that not only did he enjoy what happened but he wanted it to happen again.
"Must be a lot to process..." his eyes hadn't left Ashley's ass. "The change, I mean. How are you holding up with everything?"
Chris hesitated, and Clayton's internal alarms blared. That pause spoke volumes. "Yeah, everything has kind of taken off very quickly. It's a lot to process," Chris lied, flipping another burger. "But I'm managing."
"Well, I'm always here to help guide you. You can trust me with anything, Ashley too."
Chris nodded, forcing a smile. He noted Clayton's word choice and couldn't help but think there was more than one meaning to them. "Thanks, man. I appreciate that."
The two friends shared a quiet moment as burgers sizzled on the grill and a warm breeze swept through. Chris considered bringing up his conversation earlier in the week with Ashley. Making sure Clayton understood and respected the boundaries. But each time he started, the words caught in his throat, just as they had when Ashley mentioned their threesome.
Clayton, meanwhile, kept his eyes trained on Ashley. He remained committed to reaping the rewards of his careful groundwork. He could sense Ashley's growing receptiveness to the idea of their relationship evolving, even if she wasn't consciously aware of it. Chris, however, presented a more formidable challenge, he still wanted to deny his true feelings. His true place in this new...relationship.
"We've got a great life here, my friend," Clayton said, breaking the silence. Chris nodded in agreement, taking a swig of his beer as he added more patties to the grill. The flames leapt up, the sudden burst of heat against his face a welcome distraction from his tumultuous thoughts.
"Nice house, quiet neighborhood, smoking hot wife," Clayton continued with a wink, nudging Chris with his elbow.
"Great life"
"Ashley sure knows how to work a crowd, huh? Doesn't hurt that every guy is practically drooling over her."
Despite the history of the last few weeks, Clayton's boldness to openly talk about Ashley like that in such a public setting made his blood turn to ice.
Noticing Chris's discomfort, Clayton gave him a playful nudge. "Loosen up, man. I'm just fucking with you," he said with a boisterous laugh. The sound caught Ashley's attention, and she turned to look at them. Her face lit up, seeing their apparent camaraderie. She brushed a loose strand of hair from her face and offered a small wave, curiosity piquing as she wondered about the source of their amusement. An all-too-familiar warmth spread through her body, bringing a slight blush to her cheeks before she turned away.
Clayton's strategy was twofold: either provoke Chris to anger, letting Clayton know where he really stood, and possibly upsetting Ashley. Or, push Chris into uncomfortable silence with increasingly vulgar comments about Ashley. The latter would confirm Chris's willingness to stand idly by as Clayton made his move.
"But seriously, check out these guys," Clayton whispered, gesturing towards the gathering with his beer. "You can't tell me that one isn't eye-fucking her right now." Chris followed Clayton's gaze to find Ashley engrossed in animated conversation with one of their elderly neighbors. As she leaned in to speak, Chris noticed the man behind her struggling to tear his eyes away from her long legs, exposed by her rising dress.
Chris felt a conflicting surge of arousal, unsure if it stemmed from Clayton's explicit comment or his own imagination of Ashley in a similar pose later that night. Unable to formulate a response, he resorted to the only action he could muster. Raising his beer, he clinked it against Clayton's with a forced smile. "To having it all," he said, his voice barely masking his inner turmoil.
****
As the evening started to wear down, the party out in the yard began to subside. What was once vibrant chatter diminished to a small handful of hushed whispers, punctuated every now and then by clinking bottles collected and chairs across the patio.
Clayton came out of the bathroom, still thinking of his next step, and headed towards the hallway leading to the living room. That was where he heard Ashley's low, playful voice.
"Honey, why don't you start saying your goodbyes?," She traced a finger up Chris's chest. "I'm going to head upstairs and get comfortable."
Clayton froze, his heart racing with the implications of Ashley's words. He heard Chris's muffled response, followed by the sound of the back door sliding open.
Oblivious to Clayton's presence, Chris headed out into the night intent on the task of seeing their guests home. The smell of smoldering charcoal and the crisp night air did little for the excitement that was building in his stomach. Tonight had been a success he thought as he picked up a few empty beer bottles off the patio and threw them in the trash.
Clayton didn't budge, standing in the hallway, his mind racing. He could hear Ashley's footsteps on the stairs, the soft creak of floorboards overhead. A wicked smirk crept onto his lips as he pondered his next move, the possibilities playing out before him like a chess game in which he had all the pieces.
Slowly, with deliberate actions, Clayton started making his way up the staircase, his tread silent on the thick carpeted stairs. Sounds of Chris' voice were floating from the backyard, where he continued completely oblivious to what was taking place inside his very home.
But as the crowd started to disperse, a rising tide of panic beset Chris's chest. His eyes scanned from face to face, searching for Clayton among the departing guests. Where was he? Chris didn't remember his leaving, and he knew Clayton wasn't the type to slip away without a word.
Chris's eyes darted to the upstairs window as his heart quickened. The bedroom light was on, and against the darkening sky, he saw Ashley's shadow appear. Chris swallowed hard, feeling his mouth grow dry.
"Thanks for having us, Chris! We should do this more often," one of the still-lingering guests said, clapping him on the shoulder.
Chris nodded, forcing a smile onto his face. "Absolutely, we'll set that up soon."
Shaking hands and pleasantries were exchanged with the last few stragglers. Beads of sweat began to break out onto Chris' forehead. He had hoped that the coolness of the evening would dissipate this heat. Unfortunately, it merely mixed anxiety and another emotion with which he really didn't want to deal. "Where the hell is he?" he thought.
"You all right, man? You look kinda flushed," a different guest replied concern etched into their features.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine," Chris said, waving the concern off. "Just a long day, you know how it is."
Finally, the last guest made their way down the driveway. Chris watched their taillights disappear around the corner, his heart pounding in his ears. He needed to get upstairs. Now.
He locked the door with shaking hands and ran to the staircase. It was an eternity with every step; the quiet of the house closed in around him. What would he find when he reached the top?
****
Upstairs, Clayton mounted with slow deliberation, his steps succinct. At the landing, he paused, listening. The muffled sounds of Chris's voice drifted up from the backyard, an unreal background to what was taking place.
He walked to the bedroom door, which was open a crack, letting a slice of warm light leak into the hallway. Clayton's heart was racing, not from nerves, but from the thrill, knowing full well that he was going to cross a line that couldn't be uncrossed.
With a light touch, the door swung open.
****
Ashley lay on the bed, her soft blue lingerie molding to her figure. She positioned her body, having one leg be slightly bent, with her hair cascading across the pillow. As she heard the sound of footsteps, she felt her heart pound in anticipation. She knew just how much Chris would enjoy this view on her. He had been working hard lately, he deserved this treat.
She closed her eyes, a coy smile on her lips as she heard the door open. "I've been waiting for you."
"Mmm, the picture doesn't do it justice," came a deep voice - but not the one she was expecting.
Ashley's eyes flew open, her body tensing as she saw Clayton standing in the doorway, his gaze intense and hungry. Shock and disbelief washed over her, followed by a confusing mix of fear and... something else she was ashamed to admit.
"Clayton?" She scrambled to cover herself as she sat up. "What are you- He showed you the picture?"
Clayton stepped into the room, closing the door behind him with a soft click. He realized he had just made his first mistake since starting this game. He cursed himself silently, trying to think of an excuse for when Chris inevitably said he didn't share the picture. "Chris is still saying goodbye to the guests," he said, his voice smooth and controlled despite the mental exercise he was doing in his head. "We have some time."
Clayton's eyes roamed over Ashley's form, and he licked lips. "Why don't you lay back and give me a little show?" he said in a smooth, low voice. "Get yourself nice and warmed up for when Chris gets up here."
Ashley's mind reeled, a storm of emotion swirling in her brain. "Wait, Clayton," she started, the slightest tremble in her voice. "Did. did Chris send you up here? Did he set this up?"
No sooner were the words out of her mouth than Ashley felt her body respond to Clayton's proximity. She felt herself sliding back onto the bed, fluidly and almost involuntarily. It was as if some deep, primordial instinct she didn't comprehend was urging her on.
"I don't understand," Ashley whispered, returning Clayton's searing gaze. "Is Chris on his way?"

"Shh," he whispered softly, his tone almost hypnotic. "Don't think about it, Ashley. Just feel."
Ashley bit her lip, the gesture at once hesitant and seductive. She could not deny the thrill that coursed through her body with the thought of being alone with Clayton. Her hands began to move, tracing languidly over her body, outlining the curves accentuated by the soft blue lingerie. She felt as though she was disconnected, that she was once again in that closet at his office.
"Chris said tonight was just going to be the two of us. Why did he send you up?" Ashley continued trying to make sense in her head but her body was already ablaze. Her large chest was cupped in her hand while her tongue slid lightly over the bottom of her lip.
By this point in time, Clayton was confident in Ashley's subordination; he took a step closer to the bed. The unmistakable lust in her eyes watched him as he closed the space between them; her fingers already slid across her chest, and a low moan escaped.
"Don't act so surprised that I'm here. You've wanted this moment for months. You both have." Clayton's shins tapped the end of the bed. Ashley was within striking distance now. His cock swelled at the possibilities.
This is crazy. Ashley thought, her arousal growing with each passing second. This is wrong. I should wait for Chris. But... why would he show Clayton the picture and have him come up here if he didn't want this? The guilt began to subside, replaced by excitement, each sensation amplified by the forbidden nature of the moment.
Clayton watched intently, his eyes dark with desire. Inwardly, he marveled at how easily Ashley had fallen into his plan. She's even more receptive than I thought, he mused, a mixture of triumph and unexpected tenderness washing over him.
"That's it," Clayton murmured. "You're body is astonishing." As he spoke he began to unbutton his shirt.
Ashley's breath hitched at his words. Her eyes blazed with lust as she watched him slowly strip. Her tongue darted out past her lips as her hand slid under her bra and cupped her bare breast. She wondered how far this was going to go before Chris came in the room. Maybe he was already at the door, watching? The thought sent a jolt to her pussy as his other hand slide down her toned stomach.
Clayton pulled out his phone, his eyes bouncing with mischief. "Let's make sure we remember this moment." He snapped a few quick photos of her touching herself. The soft click of the camera caused her to panic. Why was he taking pictures? She should tell him to stop.
Clayton reached out, his fingers swept over the bare skin of her leg causing her to forget her though. This is it, he thought. The moment everything changes. Clayton tossed his pants to the side, and sat his cell on the dresser, now standing between Ashley's spread legs in just his boxers.
Ashley's body was going into overdrive. Her fingers danced over the front of her wet panties causing her to lift her hips off the bed.
"It seems these are getting in the way," Clayton said with a grin hooking his fingers inside the waist band of her sexy underwear. Ashley moaned in response, lifting her hips from the bed as Clayton slowly dragged the thin blue material off her legs and tossed them behind him, leaving Ashley's bald folds exposed and glistening with desire.
Clayton's eyes devoured the sight before him, his hand reaching for his mobile again. "You're too perfect not to capture." He snapped a few more quick photos of Ashley's naked body before tossing it back onto his pants.
****
As Chris climbed the stairs, he heard a soft moan come from the bedroom. At first, he thought his mind was just playing tricks on him. But then he heard another, followed by a louder "uhhhhh." It suddenly felt like the world began to spin faster. He clung to the guardrail for support as his vision blurred.
"Fuuuck, that feels good. Just like that. Fuck yes, don't stop." Ashley voice rang out again as he reached the top of the stairs. Chris stood just outside the closed bedroom door. Panic racing through him. He opened the door cautiously, first noticing Ashley's discarded lingerie by the door next to, what he could only assume were Clayton's pants.
He wondered if he was going to be sick. Vomiting felt like the appropriate response to this discovery. He doubled over, putting his hands on his knees as he tried to keep from passing out. But as his breathing returned to normal, the steel-like erection that his pants couldn't contain stood as a stark reminder that no matter what he should have felt the indiscretion turned him on.



Almost as if he were in a trance, Chris pushed the doorway open wider and stepped inside. He stood there for a moment, frozen, his chest heaving as he tried to process the scene before him.
"Ashley?" he managed to choke out, his voice barely above a whisper.
Ashley's eyes flew open, wide with shock and something else - guilt? Fear? She scrambled to sit up, her face flushed and hair disheveled. "Chris! I... I thought... We... oooh fuuu. Jesus." Ashley collapsed onto her back as the orgasm washed over her. Her eyes fluttering shut as she felt the energy draining from her body.
Clayton turned slowly, wiping his face with the back of his hand. He seemed unsurprised by the interruption. His expression was one of challenge and defiance. "Hey man," he said, his voice steady. "We were wondering if you were going to show up." There it was again, that cocky smile. "I've got to say, she tastes even better than she looks."
Chris opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. Instead his eyes fluttered to Clayton's hands as he slowly discarded his boxers. "I see you're already enjoying the show," Clayton jabbed, motioning at Chris's strained pants.
Chris suddenly felt embarrassed, self-conscious even, like he was somehow intruding on their intimate moment. "This is wrong," Chris thought, his heart racing. "I should stop this." But as he looked to Ashley her face was flush with pleasure, another voice whispered, "But look how much she's enjoying it. How much you're enjoying it."
Clayton saw Chris's hesitation for what it was, submission. He wasn't going to be a problem, not tonight anyway. With a triumphant smile he grabbed Ashley's legs. Admiring her naked body as she slowly recovered from her orgasm. He pressed his cock against her, hard and pulsing, sliding the length of it over her sensitive pussy and brushing her clit as he pushed his hips forward.
"Ohhh, God," Ashley yelped, her clit still sensitive. He dragged it a few more times over her lips, her juices coating his cock. This would end up being Clayton's second mistake of the night.
Through lazy eyes Ashley looked to Chris. Her foggy mind trying to put the pieces of what was happening together. Chris had slumped down in a chair at the corner of the room. His eyes were distant, his cock strained against his pants.
Chris sat frozen, his breath quickening as he took in the scene before him. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his hands clinched into fists. He tried to stand up, opening his mouth to object. But, the words didn't come out as he heard Ashley let out another loud moan as Clayton's cock threatened to split her in half.
Ashley's breath caught as the realization of what was about to happen dawned. A million things raced through her head. How would a dick that size feel inside of her. How much would Chris enjoying seeing it? Would her marriage be able to survive it? Was this really something Chris wanted?
As Clayton drew his hips back a final time, the head of his dick positioned at Ashley's warm entrance, he felt her hand wrap around his shaft. "Not so fast," she teased as she stroked it softly ensuring she kept it pressed against her clit away from her entrance.
Clayton growled softly, realizing he had missed his opportunity. "Don't pretend like you don't want it. Like you haven't wanted it since that night in the office," he teased as he began to fuck Ashley's fist. He noticed the way her body responded every time the head of his cock pressed against her swollen bud.
"Mmm I want it soooo bad," Ashley teased as she tried to catch her breath. She looked at Chris again, who had only moved to remove his pants. His cock pulsing in his hand as he took in the scene in front of him. Her voice was soft but firm as she addressed Clayton. "Come up here," she said, gesturing to the head of the bed as she licked her lips.
Clayton hesitated, glancing at Chris with a smirk. The air was thick with tension and desire as he made his way to the head of the bed.
"You can't fuck me...," Ashley reached out stroking his cock slowly. "But if you ask real nice, maybe I'll..." Ashley was cut off as Clayton grabbed the back of her head and pushed his cock into her mouth. "Mmmph." He held the back of her head as he pushed into her. Her hands pressed against his thighs trying to control his movements.
"Mmm," Ashley moaned once she regained her composure. Her body was responding to Clayton's forcefulness in ways she couldn't imagine. The way he just shoved his cock in her mouth with no sense of regard for her made her desire harden.
Ashley's resistance waned, her touch softening against Clayton's form. Sensing this shift, Clayton eased his hold, allowing Ashley more control. As he did, Ashley's mouth never left his cock. She was setting the pace now.
Clayton's hands wandered, caressing and teasing as they moved across Ashley's chest. His touch elicited a soft gasp from her. As he heard movement behind him, his attention briefly shifted to Chris.
****
Chris was still struggling with all that had happened. The sickness he had felt coming upstairs, the overwhelming sense of arousal when he thought Clayton was fucking Ashley, the relief when he realized they weren't having sex, and now the humiliation of sitting in the corner, just... watching. This wasn't a threesome; neither of them made any attempt to include him. Yet, his dick was painfully hard. His gaze fell on Ashley's discarded lingerie, and for a moment, he tried to imagine exactly how it had gotten there. Had Ashley even had time to put it on before Clayton was on her? Or had she given him a seductive dance while taking it off? Perhaps they pulled it off together as they made out like two lovers, rekindling after an extended time apart? Each painful thought made his dick pulse with newfound desire. He wasn't sure he'd ever been this hard before in his life.
Ashley's muffled moan brought Chris back to the present, as he watched Clayton start to fuck her face. Her makeup was smeared, but judging by the way her free hand was rubbing her glazed clit, she didn't seem to mind the forcefulness of it all.
Chris knew he could walk over there right now and bury himself inside her. With the noises coming from her fingers, he knew he could be completely sheathed in one thrust. But he couldn't bring himself to interrupt them. Instead, he walked back to the door and grabbed her discarded underwear before sitting back down in the chair.
****
Clayton saw Chris grab the underwear only to sit back down. He silently laughed at the poor broken bastard. He knew he had won. Chris was no longer going to be a problem. Now he just had to make Ashley see it too.
"Looks like Chris isn't interested in playing. He just wants to watch," Clayton growled at Ashley. "He wants to watch us together."
"Mmmmfff," Ashley groaned as she pulled her mouth off Clayton's cock and looked over at her husband. Chris was still sitting there with his jaw hanging. Only this time he had her blue panties wrapped around his swollen dick.
Ashley began to apologize to Chris, but Clayton abruptly pulled her head towards him, inserting his cock into her mouth. Although Ashley initially placed a hand on his thigh in objection, she eventually resumed sucking Clayton's cock willingly.
"I told you she couldn't resist it," Clayton smirked, as he forcefully thrust himself into Ashley's mouth. His hand roamed freely over her body. His fingers pinched her erect nipples as the sloshing sounds of her own fingers digging into her pussy filled the room.
"You like to watch, don't you, Chris?" Clayton taunted, his voice dripping with amusement. "Watching your wife suck my big dick. You always knew she was a slut, didn't you? This was inevitable."
Chris sat there, staring at the scene unfolding in front of him. He had never seen Ashley like this, so uninhibited. Ashley was moaning and gagging as she struggled to take all of Clayton's massive length into her mouth, her hands frantically working his shaft as she did her best to please him. Chris felt like all the blood in his body had rushed to his groin as he stroked himself faster.
Ashley's fingers began to gently roll the nub of her clit. The manual stimulation was overdue; she was ready for another release regardless of how recent her last one had been.
Clayton leaned forward, his lips close to Ashley's ear as his fingers moved from her nipple down her toned stomach. His whisper was too quiet for Chris to hear, but the words were meant for Ashley alone:
"Your husband is on the verge of exploding. He loves seeing you like this, with your lips stretched around my cock. Imagine how he's going to react when he sees me fuck you."
The words were like electricity through her body. She moaned around the hard cock in her mouth as her fingers pushed inside her. The squelching sounds of her hunger echoing off the walls. He didn't say "if" he sees me fuck you. He said "when," as if it was just a matter of fact.
Ashley glanced over at her husband, watching as he continued to pleasure himself. With a playful flash in her eye, she released Clayton's cock and purred.
"I'm sorry, baby. I tried waiting for you but then..." Her tongue circled Clayton's large head, the taste of his precum assaulting her taste buds. "It's so fucking big."
She kept her gaze locked on Chris. He didn't respond verbally, but she saw his excitement visibly increase as she spoke. With a mischievous smile, she leaned forward and extended her tongue to the base of Clayton's cock. She slowly licked up the entire underside of his shaft until she reached the head, then took him into her mouth for several seconds before backing off again, her eyes never leaving Chris's.
"Mmmmm, soooo fucking big," she cooed. "It tastes so good, Chris." She continued to tease her husband seeing the way his cock pulsed every time she said something to him.
Chris's gaze locked onto the glint of light reflecting off Ashley's hand, her wedding ring. The same hand he had held while vowing to love and cherish her was now wrapped around another man's cock, slick with spit and precum. His throat tightened, a lump forming as he watched Ashley, utterly consumed by the act. Her lips slid up and down Clayton's massive shaft, her breath hitching with each gasp and moan.
"Mmm," Ashley moaned as she pulled her mouth free, pausing to catch her breath. Her body was trembling, a storm of sensation building deep inside her. She could feel an orgasm clawing its way to the surface, the thrill of being on display sending shockwaves through her.
"You're such a good little cocksucker. Your husband should be proud," Clayton sneered, his voice dripping with arrogance. His fingers found her clit, pinching and massaging in perfect rhythm with her own movements. "Tell him how much you love my cock."
Ashley moaned around him, the sound vibrating through her throat. Chris felt a pang of jealousy twist in his chest, but it was quickly eclipsed by an even stronger surge of arousal. He couldn't deny it, watching her like this, so uninhibited, was intoxicating. His cock throbbed, threatening to explode.
Ashley's eyes fluttered shut, her body tightening as Clayton's fingers pushed her closer to the edge. "Ohhh," she whimpered, barely registering his command through the haze of pleasure. Her eyes cracked open as his words sank in, her voice trembling with arousal and a teasing edge. "You want me to tell him?"
"Tell him," Clayton growled, sliding his slick shaft across her cheek. "Tell your husband how much you love my big cock."
"Oh, fuck," Ashley moaned, the sensation of Clayton's cock gliding over her face sending shivers through her. Her tone shifted, growing desperate and breathless with need. "I love it. God, baby, his cock feels so good. It's so thick, so hard... I can't get enough."
With a final, desperate moan, Ashley's body convulsed, her orgasm ripping through her as she came harder than she ever had before. Chris could only watch in amazement as his wife writhed and moaned, her body shaking with pleasure as she submitted to Clayton's dominance.
"Oh, fuck, fuuuuuuck," Ashley moaned as her body was rocked by another orgasm. "Oh, uhhhh."
Chris gasped, shocked at Ashley's words and unbridled lust. Unable to hold out anymore, he let out a low groan, his cum splattering the inside of Ashley's blue boy shorts.
Clayton held her head tightly with his free hand as she came, pressing his cock into her face. She held the base with one hand as it stretched up and over her beautiful features.
As she came back down to Earth Clayton gave her no time to recover. He grabbed Ashley's head and forced himself deeper into her throat, his hips bucking as he fucked her mouth with reckless abandon.
But she didn't fight back; instead, she seemed to relish in the rough treatment, her body writhing with pleasure as she submitted to Clayton's dominance. Her lips encircled it delicately, and she took it as deep as she could, until Clayton's heavy testicles pressed against her chin.
Clayton glanced over at Chris with a smirk, pulling Ashley from his cock so she could look at her husband. "Looks like someone enjoyed the show a little too much. He must really love seeing you work my cock," he mocked as his fingers started moving along her clit again.
Ashley, her lips glistening and cheeks flushed, followed Clayton's gaze towards Chris. Her eyes widened slightly, taking in her husband's state, the evidence of his climax covering her blue boy shorts. A shiver of excitement ran through her, as she realized the effect their display had on him. She squirmed under Clayton's touch, her hips grinding against his hand as he expertly manipulated her clit. A soft, desperate moan escaped her lips, her eyes rolling back as she turned away from Chris, burying her face back into Clayton's crotch, eagerly taking him into her mouth once more, her body betraying her heightened excitement.
"Mmmm, yeah, that's right, suck my cock, baby," Clayton beamed. "Suck my cock right in front of your husband. Tell him what you are," Clayton said boastfully.
Ashley's eyes shifted to Chris once more while she kept Clayton's cock in her mouth.
"Mmmm," Ashley moaned as Clayton's cock slipped from her mouth, her tongue instinctively following it, craving its return. Her voice was a breathy mix of desire and apology as she turned her gaze to Chris. "I'm sorry, baby. I'm such a slut... it feels so good. I can't help myself."
Chris's thoughts spun in chaotic loops, but no words came to his lips. He wanted to say something, anything, to ground himself--or her--but he was paralyzed, simply watching. His cock stirred, hardening faster than it had in years. He couldn't believe how quickly he was responding, even as his emotions waged war within him.
Clayton groaned in satisfaction, relishing the control he wielded. He wanted her talking, needed her to voice her surrender and force Chris to confront it. "Where do you want me to cum?" he asked, his tone dripping with smug dominance.
Ashley didn't answer right away. Her wide eyes flicked to Chris, assuming the question was directed at him. But Clayton quickly corrected that assumption, his hand gripping her hair and pulling her head back to ensure she knew exactly who he was speaking to.
From his chair, Chris was caught in an escalating storm of disbelief and arousal. He couldn't tear his eyes away, couldn't believe how rough Clayton was being--or how much Ashley seemed to be thriving under it. The way she responded, so pliant, so eager--was she really a slut, as she'd said? Or was she just feeding into Clayton's twisted fantasy?
Clayton's fantasy... the thought lingered in Chris's mind. Was this even about him and Ashley? Or were they just pawns being used by Clayton so he could get off?
"Ugh," Ashley whined at the sudden pain. "My chest. Cum all over my chest again." She was gasping as Clayton continued to finger-fuck her. Stuffing two large digits into her cunt as his thumb played with her clit.
Clayton could tell by her ragged breaths that she was getting close again, close to cumming while she begged for him to cum.
"No, I've already done that before," Clayton said mockingly. "Besides, you've already admitted you're a slut, and there's only one place to cum on a slut."
"Mhmmmm," Ashley moaned as her hips pushed down onto his fingers. She was teetering right at the edge again. Finally, she felt it rise inside of her and come crashing down on every nerve ending in her body.
"Fuuuuck, Clayton," Ashley's body was convulsing as she gasped for air. Another orgasm rocking her to her core. "Cum for me, please. Cum... oh fuck, cum on my face."
Clayton grasped Ashley's hair tightly, guiding her face closer to his throbbing member as she continued to pump his swollen shaft. With a thunderous growl, he erupted, causing Ashley to feel his cock twitch in her hand. The initial spurt struck her left cheek, its warmth eliciting a moan of delight from her. Stream after stream of scalding cum rained down on her face, coating it in a warm, slick layer that only served to heighten her arousal.
As the subsequent burst struck her lips, she instinctively parted them, allowing the next stream to shoot to the back of her throat. Ashley moaned in ecstasy, her lips once again enveloping the massive head of his cock as she sucked out the remaining droplets. Her hand tenderly massaged his heavy balls, ensuring that not a single drop was wasted.
Ashley's face was coated in Clayton's cum. Her eyes looked glued shut as gobs of cum dripped from her lashes. Even her wedding ring was covered in wads of his spunk. Chris felt a pang of jealousy as he took it all in.
The sight of Ashley, covered in another man's semen sent a wave of emotions crashing through Chris, all seeming to converge in his dick. Despite his earlier release, he found himself hardening again, unable to tear his eyes away from Ashley.
Chris's hand moved of its own accord, gripping his dick tightly. The fabric of Ashley's delicate underwear twisted in his grasp as he stroked faster, caught in a whirlwind of debauchery. Tension built rapidly, an unstoppable force racing towards release. With a muffled groan, he surrendered to it, his second orgasm tearing through him and leaving Ashley's panties sticky with his essence.
With a heavy sigh, Clayton slowly extracted his cock from Ashley's mouth as she fell back on her pillow. Below him, this once confident and defiant woman lay coated in his seed. As her breathing slowed, she licked her lips clean and looked up at him, her eyes wide with astonishment at the sheer volume of his release. Their gazes locked, and for a moment, they shared an intimate connection, a silent acknowledgment of the intense experience they had just shared.
Chris pulled Ashley's underwear away from his cock, the thin fabric now drenched in his emasculation, while his once again inflating cock told a different story. He had told Ashley that tonight he wanted her all to himself. She had even selected that lingerie set specifically for him. Instead, she was once again covered in Clayton's cum, and he didn't even participate. He just sat in the corner and jerked off while his wife had one orgasm after the next. He had never heard Ashley talk like that before, never seen her act so... primal. It was like Clayton had unlocked something inside her.
Chris watched as Clayton backed away from the bed, holding his deflated member in front of him. He was smiling from ear to ear. Ashley was still trying to catch her breath as she came down from the powerful set of orgasms. She was staring at Clayton with the bedroom eyes that Chris had seen so many times before, but mixed with a sense of disbelief.
Clayton strode towards Chris. It was only then that Ashley seemed to register he was still there. Her eyes quickly regained their focus as she tried to compose herself.



Clayton never broke eye contact with Chris as he invaded his personal space, his now-flaccid length slapping against his thighs as he walked. "See, I told you next time would be better," he said with a snort as he grabbed his clothes by the door and walked out of the room.
For several minutes, Ashley and Chris just stared at each other, no words spoken. It wasn't until they heard the front door close that Chris stood up and slowly walked over to his wife.
She looked up at Chris and smiled hesitantly, "How... how are you feeling after...that."
Chris stared into Ashley's eyes, trying to ignore the mess on her face. "I... don't know what to say. It was... Holy shit."
"Yeah, it was..." Ashley averted her eyes, suddenly ashamed. "Chris, I'm so sorry about the things I was saying. I was just trying to add to the experience for you. I got carried away."
Chris felt a wave of guilt wash over him. Had he pushed her too far? But beneath that guilt, a voice whispered that he'd never seen her so uninhibited, so raw. It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.
"Amazing," Chris said softly as he shook his head. "You were amazing. I can't believe all that just happened." He looked over her ravished body with a different eye. It was like discovering a whole new side of her, one that both thrilled and unnerved him.
"Neither can I," Ashley said as she rose from the bed, trying to clean herself up. Her eyes drifted to her discarded lingerie set. The light blue boy shorts now stained white. Her eyes grew soft as she looked at Chris. "Oh, baby, I'm sorry you didn't get to see me in those. I picked them out just for you, and now they're ruined."
Chris placed his hand gently on her thigh. He could still feel her muscles contracting from the intensity of what she just experienced. A part of him felt possessive, proud even, that he'd been witness to her pleasure. Another part felt a twinge of jealousy mixed with an undeniable sense of arousal that Clayton had been the cause. "It's ok. I got to see you. And you were... you looked so sexy."
"Is it true?" Ashley asked softly. Her hand coming to rest on his, "Was it... better than last time?"
Chris's response was immediate, surprising even himself with its honesty. "It was the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life," he admitted, not only to Ashley but to himself. The realization hit him like a thunderbolt - he'd enjoyed it, truly enjoyed it. The shame he expected to feel was there, but it was overshadowed by a newfound excitement, a hunger for more.
"But Ashley, I need you to know, I love you so much." He felt tears start to sting the corner of his eyes. "You're not... what he called you. What you called yourself... you're not... a slut. You're my wife, and I love you."
Ashley smiled, both relieved and excited by Chris's response. "I love you too, Chris. But I still can't believe you showed Clayton that picture and had him come upstairs. I thought tonight was just going to be us. What changed?" Her body still tingled from the intensity of what had just transpired, and Chris's acceptance sent a new thrill through her.
Chris opened his mouth to protest, to say he didn't know how Clayton knew about the picture, or when he snuck upstairs, but he stopped himself. He worried that revealing this might suddenly make Ashley feel uncomfortable or vulnerable. He made a mental note to do some digging.
"It was just..." Chris hesitated, hating to lie, especially now when Ashley was being so vulnerable. But the truth was, he didn't know how Clayton knew about the photo. "Heat of the moment, I guess," he finally said.
Ashley smirked, "You're full of surprises, that's for sure. But we need to be careful. Your 'no sex rule' was almost broken today. If I hadn't stopped him... you need to be able to stop things when they go too far. We need to be careful."
Chris nodded. ⁤⁤She was right; had she not stopped Clayton, Chris would have sat by and watched the entire thing happen. ⁤⁤But, why did she call it "your rule"? ⁤⁤It was "their rule," wasn't it?
As he pondered this, Ashley's body suddenly shifted. Positioning herself on her hands and knees as she wiggled her ass playfully at Chris. "You know, I'm still waiting for you come here and claim what's yours."
As he moved towards her, Chris pushed these thoughts aside. For now, he decided, he would focus on the present - on Ashley, on their connection, on reaffirming their bond. The deeper questions could wait for another day. Right now, all that mattered was the two of them, finding their way back to each other after the intensity of the evening's events.
****
Chris woke up the next morning, feeling more refreshed than he had in days, months even. As the sun crept through a small crease between the curtains Chris turned toward Ashley nestled comfortably at his side. He pulled her closer, inhaling the familiar scent of her hair, and felt an unexpected sense of calm wash over him.
For months, he'd been wrestling with a tempest of emotions - desire, jealousy, fear. But now, in the quiet of the morning, a sudden clarity descended upon him. The fear that had been gnawing at him, the constant worry of losing Ashley, began to dissipate like mist in the morning sun. He had cum three times last night. He hadn't done that since high school. He knew the reason why, and now there was no more denying the truth.
He gazed at Ashley's sleeping body, running his fingertips along the curve of back. He allowed his fingers to travel over her shoulder to the swell of her chest feeling her nipple stiffen to his touch. The events of last night replayed in his mind, but instead of the usual emotions, he felt a strange sense of... acceptance. Perhaps even excitement. For the first time, he didn't feel the crushing weight of shame or fear. Instead, a thrill of possibility coursed through him. Maybe embracing this could actually strengthen their bond.
"I love you," he whispered, planting a soft kiss on her forehead. Ashley stirred slightly but didn't wake.
As Chris carefully extricated himself from the bed, his mind was already racing with possibilities. Today was going to be a whole new beginning. He could embrace this fantasy - their fantasy - without the paralyzing fear of losing her. The realization was liberating, energizing. For the first time in months, he felt truly in control of his emotions, if not the situation.
He dressed quickly, his movements purposeful. Today would be different. Today, he was taking back control.
Traffic crawled as Chris's mind raced. He'd spent months fighting against these desires, but where had that gotten him? Always on the back foot, always reacting. A new path forward began to crystallize - one where he could channel this energy into something productive. Clayton's desire for Ashley was his weak spot, but how could he exploit it? Chris mulled over the possibilities.
As Chris started to formulate a plan, he realized he was about to miss his turn. He glanced in his rearview mirror and quickly changed lanes, and that's when he saw it: the dark sedan he had seen yesterday was there again, keeping a constant distance behind him.
Chris's heart quickened. Once could be a coincidence, twice was starting to feel like a pattern. He thought about calling Ashley, or even the police, but what would he say? He'd seen the same car for two days now on a busy street?
He watched as it drove on past him without tapping their brakes once. "You're losing it," he said as he got out of the car and headed inside. The old familiar scents of coffee and grease enveloped him like a hug when he pushed through the door.
"Same as before, hon?" Mabel called from behind the counter, already reaching for a to-go cup.
"You know me too well," Chris replied with a grin, reaching into his pocket for his wallet.
As he waited for his order, Chris's mind started to wander back to the last time he came here. The vivid, unexpected fantasy that had assaulted him at the time no longer filled him with shame or confusion; it was more like the feeling of a missing piece clicking into place.
"Here you go, sweetie," Mabel said, sliding a paper bag across the counter. "You look different today. Got a spring in your step."
Chris chuckled, accepting the bag. "Just feeling good, Mabel. Things are... looking up."
Back in his car, Chris took a deep breath, savoring the aroma of fresh coffee and bacon. He felt reinvigorated, ready to face Clayton at the office today. Chris remembered Ashley's face the first time Clayton touched her - the mix of shock and undeniable pleasure. He'd been terrified then, but now... now he understood the power in that moment.
Chris caught sight of himself in the rearview mirror. On impulse, he loosened his tie, then removed it completely. He reached into the glove compartment, retrieving a bold red tie he'd received as a gift but never dared to wear. As he knotted it with practiced fingers, he felt like he was donning armor, prepared to tackle any obstacle in his way.
As he pulled into the BitGuardian parking lot, the outline of a plan began to take shape in his mind. He'd been reactive for too long, always on the back foot, scrambling to keep up with Clayton's machinations. But not anymore.
Today, he would start putting his own plan into motion. A plan to regain control, to turn the tables on Clayton, to explore this new dynamic on his own terms. The thought sent a thrill of excitement through him.
Chris stepped out of his car, squaring his shoulders. He felt like a different man from the one who'd left this parking lot yesterday. Today, he wasn't just Chris the VP of sales, or Chris the conflicted husband. Today, he was Chris the strategist, ready to play the game on his own terms.
With a determined stride, he headed towards the office entrance. It was time to change the rules of engagement.
****
Clayton leaned back in his leather chair, a self-satisfied smirk playing across his lips. His eyes were fixed on the screen of his smartphone, thumb swiping through a series of intense photos and videos from the previous night. Each image showcased Ashley in various states of ecstasy, her face flushed, body arched in pleasure.
As he scrolled, Clayton's mind raced with possibilities. He had them exactly where he wanted them, but he wasn't done yet. There were still more boundaries to push, more control to exert. He began formulating his next move, anticipation building with each swipe of his thumb.
A sudden burst of laughter from the main office area snapped Clayton back to reality. He quickly locked his phone, composing himself as he heard familiar footsteps approaching. Pushing thoughts of Ashley aside, he turned his attention to the day's business matters.
Meanwhile, out in the main office area, a different scene was unfolding.
"Well, well, look who's back," Chris called out, a genuine smile spreading across his face as Katie rounded the corner.
Katie leaned against his desk, her posture radiating confidence. "Miss me?" she laughed, her voice carrying that familiar seductive undertone. Her eyes traveled from his face down his body, a spark of interest igniting in her gaze.
Chris chuckled, leaning back in his chair. "How was the trip? Did you manage to seal the deal?"
A slow, triumphant smile spread across Katie's face. Her face beamed with pride. "Oh, I sealed it alright. Let's just say I can be very... persuasive when I need to be." She paused, studying him intently. "There's something different about you today, Chris. It's... alluring."
Chris felt a surge of confidence at her words. "Just embracing a new perspective," he replied, matching her tone. "Sometimes you've got to take control of the situation, you know?"
Katie's eyes sparkled with approval. "I like it," she said, her voice low and appreciative. "It suits you."
As Katie sauntered away, Chris took a deep breath, feeling energized by the exchange. He was ready to face Clayton, to put his plan into action. With purposeful strides, he made his way to Clayton's office, each step filled with newfound determination.
Meanwhile, Clayton had just settled back into reviewing his footage from last night when he heard a knock at his door. He looked up to see Chris standing there, an air of determination about him.
"Got a minute?" Chris asked, his voice steady.
Clayton's lips curled into a knowing smirk. "For you? Always. Come on in, close the door behind you."
As Chris settled into the chair across from Clayton, the atmosphere in the room shifted. The weight of unspoken tension between them hung in the air, neither of them acknowledging the events of last night directly.
Breaking the silence, Clayton leaned back in his chair and began, "So, I've been thinking about our upcoming visit to Larken Industries. I've got some ideas on how to deal with Tom."
Chris nodded, his mind racing. This was his moment, the opportunity he'd been waiting for. Before Clayton could continue, Chris cleared his throat, interrupting him mid-sentence.
"Actually, Clayton, I've got a better idea," Chris said, his voice steady and confident.
Clayton's eyebrows shot up, a mixture of surprise and intrigue crossing his features. "Oh? Do tell." His expression remained neutral, but Chris could see the wheels turning behind his eyes.
Chris leaned forward, his heart racing but his voice steady. "Push the Larkin trip to mid-next week."
Clayton tilted his head, a flicker of confusion crossing his face. "Why would I do that? Tom is already on edge about us getting out there."
"Because," Chris paused, savoring the moment, "you'll need time to draw up the paperwork announcing my thirty-three percent stake in the company."
A bark of laughter escaped Clayton's lips, but his eyes narrowed slightly. "You lost that bet, remember? No reason to make it again."
Chris felt a surge of confidence. This was it, his moment to take control. "No more bets," he replied, his smile unwavering. "It's a simple deal. You give me thirty-three percent, and I give you what we both know you want."
Clayton leaned back in his chair, his fingers drumming on the armrest. He studied Chris with newfound intensity, trying to decipher this sudden shift. "Just so we are clear, you're saying..."
Chris thought he may falter, with the next sentence, but he surprised even himself. "I'm saying, give me 33 percent, and you can fuck my wife."
Despite his hardened resolve, as the words left his mouth, Chris felt a familiar knot in his stomach. He had prepared for this moment all morning. He knew Clayton would try to make him uncomfortable, to use his perverse fantasy against him. But Chris was determined to take back control in this situation.
Clayton sucked in air, his head reeling. He knew he had them on the ropes, but he never expected this. "I thought you didn't like involving Ashley in our deals."
Chris's jaw tightened almost unnoticeably. "I don't, but she won't find out," he said firmly, his gaze locked on Clayton's. "Swear to that, or there's no deal." This wasn't just about indulging a fantasy anymore. This was about securing their future, about finally getting what he deserved. And if Ashley enjoyed herself in the process... well, wasn't that a win-win?
"And how exactly do you expect her to believe you got this deal? Out of the kindness of my heart?"
Clayton snickered, she'd never believe that.
Chris nodded slowly, his own grin never leaving his face. "No, she wouldn't. You're an asshole, we all know that." Clayton sat in shocked silence. He'd never seen this side of Chris. The Chris that was cool under pressure and knew how to close a deal had been paralyzed by fear and unknown arousal for too long.
"But what she would believe, is that I've busted my ass since working here. I've brought in five of the largest deals in the company and I've made selling machines out of most of those guys out there. No one has the skills I've brought to the table."
A tense silence filled the room. Clayton's mind raced, searching for a way to regain the upper hand. "How about twenty percent? That's still-"
"Thirty-three," Chris interrupted, his voice brooking no argument. His palms were sweating, but he kept his expression neutral. "Take it or leave it."
Clayton felt off-balance, unused to being on the defensive. He weighed his options, his eyes never leaving Chris's face. He knew he could play hardball and probably still fuck Ashley, but this side of Chris was a new wild card he hadn't expected. The wheels in Clayton's head turned rapidly, reassessing the situation. Sure, he could push back, but at what cost? This newfound assertiveness in Chris could become a problem if not handled carefully. Besides, with Chris offering her up like this to him it opened the door to so many more possibilities. Finally, a slow smile spread across his lips. "There's the man I hired to run my sales team. I was wondering when you'd show up."
Chris's heart nearly leapt from his chest, but he kept his voice level. "So, we have a deal?"
Clayton nodded, extending his hand. His mind was already plotting, trying to find an angle to exploit. "We do. Let's meet at your place tomorrow night to... celebrate with Ashley. I'm sure she's just as excited as I am."
As they shook hands, Chris forced himself to keep eye contact with Clayton. He hated the casual way Clayton spoke about her. Yet deep down, he knew Clayton was right: Ashley was going to be excited, and the thought of that made him giddy. He wouldn't let Clayton unnerve him, not now. This was his moment. It was about getting back control. He was taking back his fantasy.
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***Caleb***
The heavy iron gates of Millhaven Correctional Facility groaned open. The air was thick and heavy, like an invisible weight was sitting on my chest. I felt my skin prickle as a soft breeze swept through my hair, feeling like someone opened an oven door in front of me. My heart pounded against my ribs as I stepped further out into the sunlight, momentary blindness forcing me to shield my eyes. So this was it then, freedom? Five long years since I'd seen the outside world. Five years of brawling in the yard, sleeping with one eye open, and counting down the days. Good behavior my ass. I couldn't wait to get out of this Arizona shit hole.
Scanning the parking lot, half-expecting to see no one, my gaze locked onto a sleek black Audi idling by the curb. Leaning against the hood was Alex Rothschild, my childhood friend and the reason I'd spent the last five years inside, his face hidden behind designer sunglasses. He drove all this way to pick me up? Of course he did. I should have known.
Part of me, the part from before those five years ago, wanted to believe he was just being a friend. That he knew I'd paid a hell of a price for having his back, and he was here out of gratitude. But the more cynical part -- the part prison had nurtured -- knew better. There were strings attached, always were with Alex. I guess I should've been grateful. After all, only serving five years for murder -- sorry, _involuntary manslaughter_ thanks to his family's lawyers -- wasn't too bad.
I plastered on my best fake smile and gave him a wave, slinging the prison-issued duffel over my shoulder as I made my way across the near empty lot.
"Hey, stranger," Alex said, voice harder than I remembered. He'd changed, no longer the scrawny rich kid I'd known. "Ready to rejoin the real world?"
I grunted, tossing my bag in the back seat. "Define real." Alex pulled me into a quick embrace. The expensive fabric of his suit felt alien against my skin.
I returned the hug stiffly, still unsure as to what I owed this pleasure. "Thanks for coming," I managed, voice gruff.
Despite his new look, that glint in his eye was the same. That look that always spelled trouble. I wondered how he'd managed without me watching his back. He had a bad habit of starting fires he couldn't put out. Back then, he would always be at the center of all the drama. Whipping people into a frenzy then when the shit got real and people were ready to come to blows he would duck behind me and let me clean up his mess.
Alex stepped back, looking me over. "Damn, prison's been good to you. You could snap a man in half."
I rolled my shoulders, feeling the pull of muscles that hadn't existed five years ago. He was right, prison had changed me. Standing a few inches taller than six feet I was always bigger than most of the people my age, but now I had a lot more muscle mass to go with. "Not much else to do in there," I shrugged.
"Nice ride," I said, gesturing towards the car.
Alex's grin widened. "Only the best for your homecoming. Hop in, we have lots to discuss."
For a while, we drove in silence. I stared out at the passing landscape, drinking in the sights I'd been missing. Endless stretches of sunbaked earth and scrubby vegetation. Stark, unforgiving -- felt about right.
"So," I said, breaking the silence. "You gonna tell me what this is all about? I mean, don't get me wrong, it's good to see you, but I don't think you came all the way out here just to see my pretty face."
For several seconds Alex didn't respond. At first I thought maybe he didn't hear me, but as I opened my mouth he finally spoke. "Good to have you out, man. These last five years... well, at least my folks got your sentence reduced, right?"
I grunted. The subject of Alex's parents was touchy. Their connections had helped, sure. But they had only visited once, and when they did they made sure that I knew all the hoops they were jumping through. "Yeah. Thanks for that."
Alex nodded, a hint of smugness in his expression. "Least we could do. You did take the fall, after all." Yeah, no shit.
I bit back a retort. No point in starting shit now. "So," I said, changing the subject, "what made you come all the way out here to pick me up?"
Alex's fingers drummed on the steering wheel. I couldn't see his eyes behind those expensive shades, but I knew that look. He was thinking. He didn't want to say the wrong thing and immediately piss me off. "Patience, Caleb. First, let's get you a proper meal. I'm sure you're sick of prison slop."
My stomach growled audibly. While the crap they served us inside may have attributed to my chiseled frame, it did little to quench the need for fatty American style food. "You know what? A cheeseburger and milkshake sound like heaven right now."
He chuckled. "Simple man, simple pleasures. I know just the place." He pressed his foot on the accelerator as I stared out the window at the deserted wasteland. Other than a few trees scattered here and there, there was nothing but sand and shit for miles. We could have been going 200 MPH and it wouldn't have mattered, we were so far away from civilization.
Twenty minutes later, we pulled into a parking lot of a hole-in-the-wall diner. The neon sign flickered weakly, a few letters burnt out. Perfect.
Inside, the vinyl booths were cracked, and the air smelled of grease and coffee. Home sweet home. We slid into a booth, and I ordered without even looking at the menu. As I took my first bite of the cheeseburger, flavors exploding on my tongue after years of bland prison food, Alex leaned forward, elbows on the table.
"Alright, Caleb. Time we talk business."
I swallowed, washing it down with a swig of a chocolate milkshake. "Yeah, I figured this wasn't just a welcome home party. What's the deal?"
He sat back, studying me. "You know we took care of you inside, right? Made sure you were protected, got you that hotshot lawyer who pled your case down to manslaughter."
"Involuntary manslaughter," I corrected with a grin. He didn't seem to find the humor in my remark, but I didn't care. All I cared about right now was this deliciously fatty cheeseburger. After taking another bite I sensed he was waiting for a more serious answer. "Yeah, I know. And I'm grateful, really. But something tells me that wasn't out of the goodness of your heart."
"Smart man," Alex grinned, his eyes dark and soulless behind his shades. "You've got a debt to repay, Caleb. And I've got just the way for you to do it."
I felt a chill run up my spine, was he trying to ruin this meal for me? I'd known this was coming, but hearing it said out loud... "What kind of _debt_ are we talking about here?"
His grin widened, all teeth as he tossed his designer shades to the side. "Oh man, Caleb. You have no idea. This... this is gonna change everything."
I raised an eyebrow. "I'm listening."
Alex glanced around, the diner was practically deserted. But that didn't stop him from leaning in close. "What do you know about the dark web?"
I frowned, I hated where this was going. "Not much. Heard guys inside talking. Drugs, weapons, that kinda thing."
"That's just the start," Alex said, eyes gleaming. "There's a whole world out there, catering to the darkest desires of the rich and powerful. And I've found a way in."
A knot formed in my stomach that had nothing to do with the shake. "What you talking about?"
He took a deep breath, his eyes dancing with excitement. "It's called 'The Hunt.' High-stakes game, invitation only. We set up a controlled environment -- forest, abandoned town, whatever. Bring in 'prey' -- mostly willing participants, all vetted."
"Prey?" I echoed, not liking where this was going.
Alex nodded eagerly. "Yeah, mostly women. Young, hot. They get a head start, then the 'hunters' are released. Goal's simple -- catch your prey."
My jaw clenched. "And then what?" I asked. The milkshake ran out, and I suddenly felt sick.
Alex's grin turned manic. "Then the real fun begins. Hunters can do whatever they want -- within reason. We got rules, safewords, all that. But the thrill, Caleb... people pay insane money just to watch."
I stared at Alex, trying to square this with the kid I grew up with. "You're talking rape, Alex. Sexual assault. And who the hell is watching?"
He waved a hand. "Don't be dramatic. Everyone's willing, even if they don't know it yet. Hell, some come back for more. It's all about the thrill."
"What do you mean even if they don't know it yet?" None of this sounded like I was on the road to the straight and narrow, but then that was never in the cards for me anyway. Not since the day I met Alex fucking Rothschild.
"Look, you may not know this on the account of being locked up next to a bunch of guys for the last five years, but chicks have really fucked up fantasies." I eyeballed him unsure where this was going. "Some of them, the really fucked up ones, have a rape fantasy. Their husbands and boyfriends come to us for an... authentic experience. They pay double and the audience goes absolutely ape shit for it. But don't worry, the contract we get them to sign is iron clad. I had my parents' lawyers go over it three times."
I shook my head, disgusted. My brain still trying to process what he was saying. "Where do I fit in?"
Alex's eyes lit up. "I'm so glad you asked," he said with a smug look on his face. I didn't miss that look. "We need you as a hunter. You've got that whole ex-con vibe going on -- intimidating as hell. Our viewers will eat that shit up."
I laughed more out of nervousness than humor. "You want me to chase women for sport? After assault charges? You fuckin crazy?"
"Look, I get it sounds crazy, but hear me out," Alex pressed. "The money's ridiculous, Caleb. One night's work could set you up for years. And let's face it, your options aren't exactly overflowing right now, are they?
I fell silent. As much as I hated it, Alex had a point. Options were shit. Going back to scraping by made my skin crawl. Not to mention, if there was one thing I knew about Alex and his family it was that you only had the perception of free will. It was all an illusion.
I shook my head. "Dunno, Alex. Risky as hell. Fucked up, too. And what are these viewers? How's that work?"
Alex laughed. "Since when did you grow a conscience, huh? We crossed that line years ago, pal. Look at it this way -- we're providing a service. Helping people live out their darkest fantasies in a controlled environment. As for the viewers, that's my department. You just focus on your part. And ease up on the twenty questions, will ya?"
I snorted. "Right. Cops will love that explanation. She wanted it officer, really. She just didn't know it yet."
"We won't get caught," Alex said, confident. "Got it all figured out. Remote locations, NDAs, top security. Trust me, Caleb. This is our ticket."
I stared out the window, watching the harsh landscape. Part of me wanted to tell Alex I was just going to leave, go back to Millhaven. At least there, I knew who I was. But another part -- the growing part -- was intrigued. Excited, even.
"I'll think about it," I said finally.
Alex's grin was triumphant as he reached back over and grabbed those stupid sunglasses. "That's all I ask, man."
As we drove on, the diner fading behind us, I couldn't shake the feeling I was heading for something I couldn't control. Just like the fateful night five years ago, I was going to let Alex fucking Rothschild control my future.
****
"Run."
The word had barely left my lips before Jess bolted, crashing through the underbrush with a sudden, terrified burst of movement, like a startled deer. I couldn't help but grin. This was always my favorite part. I watched her stumble away into the darkness, her torn dress catching on branches, until she was no longer visible. My heart was pounding, blood coursing in my ears. I shouldn't have enjoyed that so much. But fuck, I did.
It had been almost a year since that car ride. Months of preparation, training, and sleepless nights wrestling with what remained of my conscience. Every time I closed my eyes, I would see faces of potential 'prey', hear their imagined pleas. But the further it went, the more loudly the promise of money and power spoke, drowning out the whispers of morality. Until finally, I made my choice. Now prowling through the forest for a third time, I knew I was hooked on the high.
I counted to twenty, letting her get ahead. It was part of the game, part of the excitement. Let them think they can get away with it, but the truth of the matter was they couldn't. Just like my life, it was all rigged from the start.
At twenty, I reached up and touched the small device nestled in my ear. "Target moving northeast," a voice, emotionless, spoke back to me. I smiled, tucking an elbow under to turn myself northeast. These rich bastards and their toys. Grunting, I shifted my course. Catching everything, the small camera on my shirt was broadcasting to who knows how many sick fucks who would pay for the POV experience. I thought about Jess as I went. That first capture. I was caught off guard by the intensity in her eyes. Most women in these hunts, they're scared, meek. Not Jess. She had fire. Fight in her, and I couldn't wait to break it down.
The forest around me came alive with tiny red lights, barely visible unless you knew what to look for. Cameras. Hundreds of them, hidden in the trees, tracking every movement. Poor Jess probably thought she was being clever, zigging and zagging through the woods. But to me, with this tech, she might as well have been leaving a trail of breadcrumbs.
Either way, she made my job almost too easy. These city folks, with their designer clothes and expensive perfumes, they were like fish out of water here. They had no idea how to move silently, how to cover their tracks, how to become one with the forest. Years of surviving in the harshest of environments, inside and outside prison walls, had taught me skills these pampered prey could never understand.
I set off at a leisurely pace, savoring the night air and the thrill of the hunt. The moon creating just enough light through the trees for me to see, without the need for night vision goggles. Perfect hunting conditions.
At a small clearing, I heard a muffled curse followed by a splash. Grinning, I quickened my pace slightly. The sound was from a muddy patch just ahead, obscured by a fallen log.
I cleared the log in one Olympic-like bound. Now this was a sport I'd medal in. My Olympic aspirations vanished, though, as I saw Jess wrestling in the mud. Her designer dress was covered in muck and she was tugging furiously, trying to pull her stilettos free of the sucking earth.
"Having some trouble there, princess?" I called out, my voice oozing with false solicitude.
Jess's head snapped up, her eyes wide with fear and. something else. Excitement? Anticipation? It was hard to tell in the dim light, but I couldn't wait to have another taste of her.
"Stay back!" she yelled, her voice trembling, as she stumbled backward on stockinged feet.
I tutted, shaking my head. "Now, now. Is that any way to talk to your savior? I could help you out of that mud, you know." I took a step closer, watching as she tensed like a cornered animal.
"I don't need your help," Jess spat, finally finding solid ground for her feet again. "Just leave me alone!"
I laughed, the sound low and menacing in the quiet forest. "But where's the fun in that? Besides, you seemed to enjoy our last... encounter."
A flush of heat crossed her face, visible even in the moonlight. Shame? Arousal? Both? "That was... that was different," she stammered, backing away slowly.
I matched her pace, keeping the distance between us. I could've closed it in an instant, we both knew that. But the chase was half the fun. "Was it? Or did you just get a taste of what you really want?"
She looked around, as if searching for a way to escape. I almost saw the wheels in her head, furiously working overtime as she weighed her options. "You're wrong," she said, her voice without conviction.
"Am I?" I took another step closer, greatly enjoying the way she twitched. "Then why are you still here, Jess? Why haven't you used that pretty little pendant to call for help?"
Her hand flew to her throat, her fingers closing around the teardrop necklace. For a second there, I actually thought she might just do it. That she might just end this wretched game here and now.
But then her hand fell away, and her eyes lit with a spark of defiance. "Because I don't need help in beating you at your own sick game," she hissed.
I couldn't help it, I burst out laughing. This one had spunk, I'll give her that. "Oh, sweetie. You have no idea what game we're actually playing."
With that, Jess spun and ran, crashing through the underbrush with renewed vigor. I let her go, counting slowly to ten before setting off in pursuit once more.
The chase led us deeper into the forest, the trees growing denser, the shadows longer. I could have caught her at any time, but where was the sport in that? Instead, I kept her just on the edge of panic, close enough to hear her ragged breathing, but never quite within reach.
I couldn't help but praise her determination as we ran. Most of them broke long before this point, falling down in tears or begging for mercy. But not Jess. She just pushed and kept fighting. I nearly regretted what came next. Almost.
A gust of wind picked up, and I caught a whiff of her perfume, some Chenille number that meant nothing to me, if I had to guess. The scent was coming from the direction of that damned clock tower. I shook my head, a wry smile on my lips. Why did they always gravitate towards that stupid thing? Maybe it was the false sense of security it provided, a landmark in the vast, dark forest. Or perhaps it was just human nature, seeking out the familiar when lost and afraid.
As the tower came into view, looming against the starry sky, I knew the game was entering its final phase. Jess was getting tired, the steps more jerked, the breathing more labored. She needed a rest from all the running, and I had the perfect idea of what would help for that.
I caught a glimpse of pale skin through the trees and picked up my pace. She was close now; the ragged breathing gave her away. As I closed in, I couldn't help but remember that sound in her voice earlier, not just the fear, but the desire, the way she said my name, the way she screamed it. Far from my first of these games I participated in since getting out, but it was shaping up to be my favorite.
"Come out, come out, wherever you are," I said in a low, teasing voice. A small gasp, followed by the rustling of leaves as she tried to hide. I made my approach slow, savoring this. This was the part I lived for: the anticipation, the power. In here, I wasn't just an ex-con paying off a debt; I was a predator, apex of the food chain.
As I rounded a large oak tree, I saw her. Jess was racing toward the base of the tower, her red hair a beacon in the moonlight. She was shaking, whether from fear or the chill night air, I couldn't tell. As I approached, I caught a glimpse of her slipping through a small doorway at its base. Clever girl, most people ran right past that.
I followed her, silent, not allowing my presence to draw her attention. The old wooden door was left half open; she hadn't even bothered stopping to close it behind her. She wasn't very good at this at all.
As my eyes slowly adjusted to the dark, I saw there was a spiral staircase that wound up the tower and escaped upward into darkness. Musty air hit my nostrils; it had probably been months since that door was opened before tonight. I started my climb, my every step carefully worked to minimize the noise. The air thickened with dust and the weight of time with every step I made. A faint scurrying noise, probably rats, echoed from somewhere in the shadows. Halfway up, I heard Jess's footsteps falter above me. Then, a sharp intake of breath.



What had she seen? I quickened my pace, curiosity overriding caution. As I neared the top, I heard muffled voices - more than just Jess's. It seemed we weren't alone in this tower. I crept closer, my back pressed against the cold stone wall. Jess stood frozen on the steps just ahead of me, her attention fixed on something in the room above. Her whole body was tense, caught between fight and flight.
Unable to resist, I leaned in close, my lips nearly brushing her ear. "Found you," I whispered bringing my hand to her mouth so her scream didn't alert who she was staring at.
The room atop the tower was poorly lit by flickering candles, their shadows dancing on the stone walls. After a while, with my eyes adjusted, I could make out two other hunters and a girl huddled in the far side of the circular space. The soft sounds coming from their direction left little doubt about what was happening.
Jess's body had gone rigid against mine. Her breathing caught in her throat, and I could feel her pulse racing beneath my palm still pressed firmly against her mouth. I slowly removed my hand, but she didn't say another word. Her chest rose and fell with each shallow breath in rapid succession.
I let my fingers trail down her arm, feeling her shiver under my touch. Her skin was cool from our run through the forest, but I could feel the heat radiating from her core. "Enjoying the show, princess?" I murmured, my lips brushing against her neck. She shivered again, involuntarily but that didn't stop her from trying to push me away.
She was entranced, unable to pull her gaze away from the scene unfolding before her. I took advantage of her distraction, letting my hands wander to trace the curve of her waist, the line of her hip. I felt her breathing catch as her body reacted, even as her mind resisted. The rough texture of the mud against my palm was a stark contrast to the smoothness of her skin. I chucked it away as I pushed closer to her. The floorboards creaked beneath us as I pressed closer, until my body flushed against hers. The sound seemed to echo in the quiet room, but the others were too engrossed in their activities to notice. I tore at the neckline of her ruined dress, baring her chest to whoever might be looking. Oh, the audience is going to love that, I thought and smiled to myself.
"Stop it," she hissed through gritted teeth, grabbing my wrist, but doing little to stop my fingers as they pinched her already stiff nipples. Her eyes left the scene in front of her cutting to the closed door behind me. No doubt she was trying to decide if she could get past me, but we both knew it would never happen.
I pulled her hips against me, my cock pressed firmly against her ass as she let out a soft gasp. Her body was reacting to my touch. I could feel her heart pounding, her breath already short and choppy. I let my other hand drift lower, slipping beneath the waistband of her pants.
"Fuck off," she hissed squirming against me, but it was a losing effort. How long was she going to keep this up? How long before she just accepted what her body was already trying to tell her.
"I'm going to enjoy every second of this," I whispered as her body tensed as I found my mark. She was hot and wet, partially due to our last encounter I'm sure. I stroked her slowly, feeling her grow more aroused with each touch. She continued to fight against me, but I noticed that it seemed to lack the same fire as just a few moments ago. The scene in front of us had turned into a full blown porn scene. The girl had already fully given into her captures. Her tongue bathing one man's dick while the other plowed into her from behind.
The arousal in Jess was building, her top teeth slowly capturing her bottom lip as she watched unblinking. My fingers pinched her clit and I felt her body tense, her mouth hanging open in a silent cry. I took a deep breath in from my nose, trying to hide the fact that I wanted to surround myself in her scent. "Enjoying yourself, princess?" I teased as my finger dipped into her depth. I loved the way she felt around my finger and couldn't even begin to imagine how it would feel wrapped around my dick.
"You're a monster," she spat through gritted teeth as I felt her clamp further down on my digit.
Jess's words were laced with venom, but her body betrayed her true feelings. She was already dripping and growing more aroused by the second. I chuckled softly, my lips brushing against her ear. "Maybe I am," I murmured, "But right now, I'm the monster who's making you feel this good." I bit her ear softly and felt her lean into it before catching herself and pulling back, always the fighter. The high pitched squeals from across the room told us our friends were reaching the end of their performance.
"Why do you keep doing this?" she whispered, her voice hoarse with pent-up need. I noticed she was no longer fighting me. Instead the hand on my wrist was just maintaining pressure. No pushing my fingers deeper into her, but not pulling it away either.
My tongue traced her ear, dipping past her lobe and piercing it. "Because I can," I murmured. "Because I want to. And because you like it."
She shook her head in denial, but her body told a different story. I slipped a second finger into her, knuckle deep. She let out a soft moan, her hips instinctively pushing against my hand. I was wasting time. I knew she'd let me fuck her right now if I tried. But I wanted to savor the moment, to forever remember the way her pussy gripped my fingers with need.
I slowed my speed, my fingers moving in and out of her at a languid pace. She stifled a moan, her body tensing as I curled my fingers inside her, hitting that spot that I knew would make her see stars. She shook her head still denying the inevitable, her hands clutching at my arm, her nails digging into my skin.
I picked up the pace, my fingers moving faster, harder. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps, her body writhing against mine. The sounds of her arousal filled the air, the squelching of her pussy with each hard thrust of my hand. I could feel her growing closer to the edge, her body tensing, her muscles clenching around my fingers.
But I wasn't ready to let her go just yet. I slowed my pace, my fingers barely moving inside her. She let out a frustrated groan, her body squirming, seeking more friction.
"Please," she begged, her voice barely audible. "Please, just... finish so I can go."
I smiled, satisfied. "Oh, the fun is only getting started, princess" I murmured. "I'm going to let you cum, but not until I'm ready."
I resumed my pace, my fingers moving in and out of her, my thumb pressing down on her clit. I brought her to the brink again, her body trembling, her breath catching. And then I slowed down again, denying her the release she so desperately sought.
"Caleb please..." She whimpered frustrated, her voice laced with despair. As much as I loved hearing it, as much as I craved hearing her say my name, I relented one last time.
My fingers dipped in her entrance then I quickly withdrew them. I watched in amusement as her ass wiggled back and forth in a desperate attempt to be filled again. I left her like this for a moment longer wanting her orgasm to die down just a little more. "I'm going to fuck you, Jess. I'm going to fuck you and you're going to cum all over my dick."
"Oh God..." she whispered unable to hide the desire in her words. "You can't. Caleb, please I..."
I didn't let her finish. I pushed my fingers back inside her. This time I added a third finger, stretching her in a way I knew she'd never experienced. She gasped, her body tensing around the intrusion.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to...". I could feel her muscles clenching, an avalanche of pent up aggression and frustration about to consume her. But still, I denied her. Her hand left my arm, wrapping around the back of my neck and pulling me into her.
"Caleb, Caleb... please," she whined her mouth desperately searching for mine. It took every ounce of self control to not give into her. To crash my mouth over hers and let her cum on my fingers. But I wanted more, and I was sure the people watching felt the same.
I brought her to the brink again and again, each time denying her the release she craved. Her body was slick with sweat, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. I could see the tears of frustration in her eyes, the desperate need in her gaze.
"Please," she begged, her voice a whisper as her fingers tugged at my hair. "Please, just let me cum." I smiled, she wasn't asking me to finish anymore, or even to let her go. She wanted me to make her cum. Small victories.
I pulled my hand away, leaving her empty and aching. She let out a cry of protest, her body trembling with unfulfilled need. I could see the desperation in her eyes, the raw, aching desire.
"Wha..." before she could finish the sentence I stuff my fingers into her mouth. Smearing her juices over her tongue to remind her just how much she was lying to herself. For just a moment I felt her tongue slide over my fingers. Then, as if remembered where she was, her hands flew up and grabbed my wrist pulling on it and she gagged, but never bit down.
"Not yet, sweetheart," I murmured, my voice low and dangerous. "I told you, I'm going to fuck you."
With that, I pushed her forward, pressing her face against the cold stone wall. Her body tensed as she spat my fingers from her mouth. Perhaps I got a little carried away.
"Ouch Caleb, what the fuck?" she complained, drawing attention from the others in the room for the first time as her desire was suddenly pushed aside by anger. God I loved the way my name sounded coming off of her lips. Even in anger it made my cock swell.
"Shh," I hushed her, my teeth brushing against her neck, finding the dried blood from earlier. "Now look what you've done," I chastised as the girl from across the room wiped her cum covered eyes and darted past us.
I felt her shiver, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through her. I released her hands, trusting she wouldn't fight me. Not now. Not when she was so close to the edge.
"Please just.. I..." she babbled realizing where this was heading. "I have a boyfriend, I can't... we can't. Fuck, just let me cum, please."
As I fumbled with my pants, my mind drifted back to earlier that evening, when I first laid eyes on her...
****
I stood on the balcony overlooking the grand foyer, nursing a glass of scotch that probably cost more than most people make in a month. The air hummed with anticipation, the guests below a sea of designer labels and barely concealed hunger. I wondered how many of them knew, really knew, the shit that was going to go down tonight. I saw a few familiar faces, a couple of girls from hunts before. While others were new but their faces, at least the face of their boyfriends, were glowing with excitement. But there were a few, there always were, who had that deer in headlights look. That look that said what the fuck am I doing here? Those were the most dangerous ones, but also the most fun.
"Everything's set," Alex said, joining me at the railing. "The forest is prepped, the hunters and female volunteers have been mixed in with the couples. Should be our most profitable night yet."
I nodded, only half listening. That's when she walked in.
The door opened, and it was like all the air got sucked out of the room. She hesitated for a moment, red hair cascading over bare shoulders, before stepping inside. The slinky black dress hugged every curve, making promises her nervous eyes couldn't keep. God man she was fucking gorgeous. In that moment, I knew the night had just gotten a lot more interesting.
"Well, well," Alex murmured beside me, a smirk forming on his lips. "Looks like our star attraction has arrived."
I couldn't look away from her. The way she moved, the nervous energy radiating off her - it was intoxicating. "Who is she?" I asked, trying to keep my voice neutral.
Alex's smirk widened. "That, my friend, is our golden ticket. Our top donor is paying big money to see her... played with tonight."
Something dark and possessive stirred within me. "I want to be the one assigned to her," I said, the words out before I could stop them.
Alex raised an eyebrow. "You? I thought you were more behind-the-scenes these days. Besides, we've got plenty of eager hunters chomping at the bit for this one."
"The other hunters are too green," I argued, my eyes still fixed on Jess as she mingled nervously with the crowd. "They'll rush it, go for the quick thrill. I can draw it out, make sure we get maximum returns."
"And it has nothing to do with the fact that she's exactly your type?" Alex's tone was mocking, but I could hear the edge of suspicion underneath. He wasn't wrong, since we'd started this game I always seemed to gravitate to the girls I thought would put up the biggest fight. But this was more than that. There was something pulling me to her in a way I hadn't felt before.
I forced a laugh. "Come on, Alex. You know me better than that. This is business."
We went back and forth, Alex listing all the reasons it was a bad idea, me countering each one. Meanwhile, I watched Jess. The way she laughed a little too loudly at jokes, her eyes darting nervously around the room-she was scared, excited, and completely out of her league. Perfect.
I saw the moment she spotted me. Our eyes locked across the sea of faces, and for a heartbeat, the world went black. I saw her eyes flicker with recognition, like she could see something inside me. Like she knew I was trouble. It was almost as though she was taunting me, begging me to come and take her. I'd never been one to shy away from a challenge.
"Fine," Alex's voice cut through my thoughts. "You can have her. But there's a catch with the boyfriend. This isn't the usual hunt."
I stood mesmerized by her, I couldn't bring myself to look away. "What kind of catch?" I asked, barely even registering his voice.
As Alex laid out the complication, I found my attention drifting, unable to focus on his words. I watched Jess as she crossed the room, whispering something to her presumed boyfriend as she kissed him lovingly. I felt a jealousy wash over me. I hadn't even met this girl and yet I was jealous she was kissing someone else. This was certainly going to be an interesting night.
I barely heard Alex finish explaining the boyfriend situation. All I could think about was how this night would play out. How I would hunt her through the dark forest, how I would make her pulse race with fear and excitement. How I would break down her defenses, piece by piece, until she begged for more.
"Are you listening, Caleb?" Alex's sharp voice cut through my thoughts. Not even a little bit.
I tore my gaze away from Jess, meeting Alex's suspicious stare. "Yeah, I got it. Don't worry about the boyfriend. I'll handle everything."
As Alex walked away, I turned back to the party below. Jess was at the bar now, downing a glass of champagne with shaky hands. I smiled to myself. Oh, this was going to be fun.
****
My cock sprung to life as I undid the buttons of my camouflage pants. It was even more eager to feel her than I was. Jess let out a soft gasp as I bit down on her neck and pressed the length of my shaft against her slick slit, coating myself in her arousal. I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear. "You're mine, Jess," I murmured. "No boyfriend is going to change that."
She shivered, her body telling me what I longed to hear. "No... don't," even while she said it I could feel her hips pushing back against me. I smiled, knowing I had her. She was mine for the taking.
But just as I was about to thrust into her, I heard footsteps approaching. I ignored them at first, too focused on the prize in front of me. But when a hand clapped down on my shoulder, I couldn't ignore it any longer.
"Hey, man, share the wealth," one of the hunters from across the room said, his breath smelled of leather and sex. I cursed myself. I should have known this was going to happen. I should have dragged her out the door and back outside, but I'd let my desire cloud my judgement. Fucking rookie mistake.
I shrugged his hand off, not bothering to turn around. "Fuck off," I growled. "You had yours already. She's mine."
The hunter laughed, and I heard his friend joining in. "Come on, man, don't be selfish. We just want a turn."
I felt Jess's body go rigid against me, her body struggling to free itself from my grip. I sank my fingers into the skin of her hip possessively, but I could feel her panic rising. I knew I had to deal with this quickly.
I spun around, my eyes blazing with anger as I assessed the two men confronting me. They were both around my height, maybe six feet tall, but neither exuded any real threat. The mouthy one had the build of a casual gym-goer, but nothing that worried me. "I said, she's mine. Now fuck off."
The hunters exchanged a look, then laughed again. "Or what?" the first one said, taking a step closer. "You gonna fight us both?"
I smiled, a cold, dangerous smile as I let them see me size them up. "I'd hardly consider it much of a fight."
The second hunter stepped up, his chest puffing out. "You're outnumbered, buddy. Might as well give up now." But I could already hear the fear in his voice. I saw the way his eyes quickly flicked to his buddy to ensure this was something they really wanted to do, it wasn't.
I shook my head, a low chuckle rumbling in my chest. "You have no idea who you're dealing with."
I saw the first hunter's fist coming before he even knew he'd thrown it. I ducked, his punch glancing off my shoulder. I retaliated with a swift uppercut, sending him stumbling back. The second hunter lunged at me, but I sidestepped, sending him crashing into the wall. Fucking amateur hour.
I turned back to Jess, ready to finish what I'd started. But before I could, Alex's voice crackled in my earpiece, dripping with fury.
"What the fuck was that, Caleb?" he spat. "Viewers are pissed. Do you have any idea how much people were paying to see that?"
I winced, the reality of my actions hitting me. I'd let my possessiveness cloud my judgment, forgetting about the cameras, the viewers, the whole damn game. "I don't share," I growled, more to myself than to Alex.
"Fix it," Alex snarled. "Or I'll find somebody who will."
I turned off my earpiece. I didn't need to listen to any more of his tirade. I had more important things to attend to. However, as I turned back to where Jess had been, I sucked in a mouthful of stale air. She was gone.
I scanned the room, my heart pounding. Where the fuck did she go? Then I saw it, the door to the staircase, swinging on its hinges. She'd run. Fuck.
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"Ohhh fffff, right there, baby." Wendy's manicured nails dug into the sheets as she lifted her back off the bed. Her long legs wrapped around Jon's lean build, locking her ankles behind his back as she pulled him closer. His tongue explored her freshly shaved lips with more vigor while his fingers circled her nub, every movement drew desperate gasps from her lips.
She lay writhing under him, her long blonde hair fanned out across the pillow as her full breasts swayed to the rhythm of each movement. Two years of marriage had done nothing to diminish their physical chemistry, even if their demanding careers often left them too exhausted for moments like this.
"Ahhh yes, don't stop, baby." Her hands drifted to her chest, fingers ghosting over her sensitive nipples. Her curves were her best asset, the things people noticed first about her. Her tongue slid from her mouth as she rolled the sensitive peak between her fingers. She just wished it wasn't the only thing they noticed. She tried wearing baggy clothes, and different bras, but nothing seemed to work. They were always there, always the only thing people saw. The marketing firm where they worked had quickly discovered the analytical brilliance of Jon and within a few years made him an account manager. As for Wendy, her marketing insight was lost beneath several appreciative looks and double-innuendos. Her innate creativity and intuition about the market were overlooked by the corporate pecking order as she fought her way not to be classified as just another pretty face with a great figure. 
"Uhhhnnng." The sound escaped her throat. The pleasure continued to build, as her body battled with her her mind for attention. It was one of those few moments when her figure felt like a gift and not an obstacle. She wanted to get lost in Jon's eager attention and forget the frustrations of feeling typecast, silence the voice that whispered she'd never be more than what others saw when they looked at her. Yet another moan filled the air. Wendy refused to let herself be torn from this moment, to allow her body to be desired instead of hiding under the hope of being seen as something more.
Wendy's ocean-blue eyes fluttered shut as her body was racked with pleasure. She ran her fingers through Jon's shaggy hair, tugging him deeper. His runner's build might lack the imposing presence she'd been drawn to in past relationships, but he made up for it in stamina. Those early morning runs were paying off in ways he'd never thought possible.
"Don't stop, Jon," she whimpered, her voice shaking with her need. Her thighs quivered on either side of his face as she tugged him closer, her fingers in his hair tightening with urgency. She rotated her hips into him, her pleas becoming desperate as she chased her release.
The pressure built in her like a volcano ready to erupt. "Oh God, baby," she moaned, her voice rising with each word. "Just like that. ohhhh, fuuuuck!"
Her walls clamped down around his fingers as he greedily savored every drop of her release. Wendy's orgasm rocked the bedroom, causing the walls to quake. Mercilessly, Jon's hungry tongue continued pressing against her core until she pushed his lips off her now over-sensitive lips.
"No more, no more," she pleaded happily, fighting to regain her breath. Jon wiped his mouth with his forearm, his tender kisses peppering up her body before stopping at her neck. The tip of his length brushed against her clit, and she flinched from the overwhelming feeling, still hypersensitive from her intense orgasm. "Mmm baby." She pulled his lips to hers, savoring the faint, familiar taste left behind. "You are so good at that. You know how sensitive I get afterward."
She felt bad, she didn't want to deny him. She knew he was just as pent up as she was. She could feel it in the way his cock pulsed against her slick entrance. Her fingers found his sensitive sac, squeezing and teasing it with a soft touch. "We can keep going. I don't mind." She felt his sharp intake of breath as he nudged his hips forward causing her to squirm.
He pushed forward, feeling her walls relax around his shaft. Her orgasm had passed and her fiery grip had already started to cool. "No, it's fine." The subtle disappointment in his voice wasn't lost on Wendy. "It's not the same when you're not really into it."
He pressed a soft kiss to her lips before rolling onto his back. She bit the inside of her cheek, her own disappointment washing over her. She half wished Jon would just take her anyway, despite her body's reaction. Although, she certainly didn't mind the chill of the ceiling fan against her drenched skin, and the way it gave her overheated body instant relief.
"You know." Jon rolled to his side, brushing damp strands of hair from her face with tender familiarity. "You could always return the favor."
Her cheeks flushed at Jon's words. Wendy ran her fingers over the sprinkling of hair on his chest, buying time. "You know that isn't really my thing." She pressed a gentle kiss to his shoulder, trying to softening the rejection. "But tomorrow after work, I promise I'll make it up to you. I'll even initiate so we don't end up like this again."
The sincerity in her voice even surprised herself. She really wanted it to be different this time, to be the kind of wife who could match his dedication both in and out of the bedroom. Her limited experiences in college had left her wary - the unpleasant taste, the way her throat would constrict, fighting against her own reflexes. That one attempt with Jon early in their marriage had ended particularly badly, with her nearly getting sick after he finished unexpectedly in her mouth. Since then, they seemed to silently agree on not having her give him oral. He said it was no big deal to him; still, sometimes she saw that longing in his eyes when she'd decline.
Her fingers drummed on his chest: four quick taps, a childhood habit surfacing as she began to feel anxious. The rhythm steadied her racing thoughts, yet she detested the fact that the old compulsion returned. She'd thought she'd left it behind with her modeling career, but here it was again, rearing its ugly head every time she felt guilty.
"I'll hold you to that." He pressed a kiss to her head. "It's probably for the best anyway. Marcus wants me to review those reports before tomorrow's meeting." She watched his silhouette move across their bedroom, illuminated by the warm glow of his desk lamp filtering in from their home office.
"It must be nice having an executive see your worth." She bit the inside of her lip. She hadn't meant for her voice to have such an edge to it. Jon was great at his job; she wasn't questioning that. She just hated how easily the recognition seemed to come his way. She was just as hard-working, just as smart, but Jon was Marcus's golden boy.
"You're brilliant, Wendy." He leaned against the bedroom door, putting on his glasses. "Besides, at least you don't have to stress about the quarterly numbers."
Wendy's fingers tightened in her hair, pulling it into a ponytail as she tried forcing frustration aside; she knew that he didn't mean to be patronizing. "Thanks, babe." It came out more forced than she intended, but Jon didn't seem to notice as he admired her nude form... predictable. "I don't know how I got so lucky to find a guy like you."
"I could say the same thing." He blew her and kiss then turned and walked to the office.
Wendy reached for her silk nightie, the cold material clinging to her still-warm skin. The soft, cotton sheets were inviting as she settled back and watched the rhythmic sway of Jon's monitor light dance gently across their wall. She had her own presentation to finish, but for now, she allowed herself to drift in the quiet aftermath of their intimacy.
***
Jon watched out of the corner of his eye as Wendy dabbed at her lipstick in the visor mirror. She didn't wear much makeup, just enough to accent her natural beauty. Despite having been together for the last four years she still managed to take his breath away whenever he looked at her. He put his hand on her leg, the fabric of her navy blue maxi dress riding up just past her ankle.
"Do you think this neckline is too low?" She put her lipstick back in her clutch, adjusting the dress. She cursed her large chest. No matter what she wore, it always seemed to draw attention before anything else.
"You look beautiful," Jon said, squinting his eyes against the glare of the rising sun to turn and admire his wife. His blue button-down brought out the warmth in his brown eyes behind his thick-rimmed glasses; his striped tie was perfectly knotted at his throat. Always put-together, always proper.
"Thanks." Wendy shifted in her seat, nude heels clicking against the floorboard. "Though I'm starting to regret these shoes. The elevator better be working today."
"Relax, you're trying too hard. A big project will come your way soon." Jon's fingers tickled her knee. "You keep this up you're going to make me nervous."
"Right, your big analysis." She forced a smile. "You'll knock it out of the park. Marcus believes in you."
The modest three-story office building of Buckeye Branding Company came into view. Its brick façade was unremarkable among the other downtown Columbus businesses. Jon circled the crowded lot twice before finding a spot near the back.
"At least we're getting our steps in," he joked, but Wendy was already thinking about her aching feet.
Nervous energy buzzed through the office as they entered. The fourth quarter earning report was always one of the most tense meetings of the year. It was typically the one that would determine their end-of-year bonuses and set the tone for the new year. Jon spent most of the night working on the projections for some of their larger clients. No one in the office could see the numbers quite the way he could. He understood market shifts and projection analytics like very few. Numbers told him this was going to be another successful year, perhaps not buy a new house and plan an expensive vacation successful, but successful enough that he wasn't worried.
The fresh aroma of coffee pulled him from his reverie. He gave Wendy a quick kiss at the end of the hallway and then made his way to his office at the far end, while Wendy made her way to the cubicles with the other marketing specialists.
"Well, if it isn't my favorite beauty queen!" Ava called across the office as Wendy set her bag down.
Wendy's shoulders stiffened. "Model, actually. Not a pageant girl." Her tone was light and playful. Ava was one of her favorite people in the office. "And it was one magazine spread that left me feeling--"
"Now that's something I'd love to see." Michael's voice materialized behind her out of nowhere. His presence filled her cubicle, his expensive suit straining against his bulk. But not even the starched material, nor the designer label, could fully mask the way his shirt bunched at his waist, or how his tie accentuated the thick fold of skin around his chin. Sweat beaded on his hairline, despite the aggressive air conditioning of the office, and his thinning hair clung to his forehead. "I bet you were quite the centerfold."
Ava gagged. "Gross, Michael. It's too early for your creeper vibes."
Wendy laughed, but Michael's gaze made her bite it back. Something in the way he looked at her crawled under her skin. She waited until his footsteps retreated toward the break room before muttering, "Maybe if he spent less time harassing women and more time at the gym, he'd have better luck dating."
A sharp intake of breath from Ava told her she'd spoken too loudly. Wendy's stomach dropped as she caught Michael's frame stiffen in the doorway.
"Don't worry about me, sweetheart." His eyes raked over her figure with deliberate slowness. His tongue slid across his lips. "Some of us don't need luck when we have... other advantages." He adjusted his belt, making sure the women caught his inference without hitting them over the head with it.
"Gross." Ava shuddered as they gathered their notebooks. "I don't need that image in my head this morning." She held her hands wide apart, raising her eyebrows suggestively. "I can only imagine the type of women that find him attractive."
"Stop!" Wendy swatted her arm playfully. "You're terrible."
"That guy gives me the creeps. You'd think after three marriages he'd learn how to talk to women."
"I guess there's a reason they all ended in divorce."
Marcus's authoritative tone cut through the playful banter. "Conference room in five, everyone." He barely broke his pace as he passed. "We still need to get through the quarterly numbers if we are going to get out in time for the party tonight."
"Oh shit." Wendy gathered her things and started heading toward the conference room. "I totally forgot that was today."
"Please tell me you at least got your gift. Who'd you draw?"
Wendy groaned. "Jon. And after last night..."
"What happened last night?" Ava appeared at her side, clutching her notebook to her chest.
"It wasn't anything serious." Wendy hushed her voice, her face a shade redder. "I may have finished a little early. Like before he even got started." Ava's laughter made her bury her face in her hands.
"You're a one and done kind of girl too, huh?" Ava asked through her giggles. "When it happens with David I usually let him finish in my mouth. He loves it."
"Yeah, that's not really my thing." Wendy's face grew hotter; she immediately regretted starting this conversation.
"Girl!" Ava's eyes lit up with mischief. "This is perfect. Write him a sexy IOU. Tell him he gets one night where you'll do anything he wants, no questions asked." Her eyes locked with Wendy's "And you can't say no. It will make him feel more confident and get you out of your comfort zone you prude." She bumped Wendy with her hip. "Besides with Michael making comments like that all the time, you need to get used to working on your gag reflex."
"Ava!" Wendy glanced around the hallway. "I'm not a prude. I just know what I like and what I don't." She lowered her voice already feeling uncomfortable about having this type of conversation in the office. "Besides, if I wrote a note like that I would get fired."
"By who? Michael?" Ava waved her hand dismissively. "Please. And Marcus would never let him touch his golden boy's wife. Besides, it's Jon we're talking about. He'll read the first line, turn bright red, and stuff it in his shirt pocket before anyone notices."
Wendy laughed despite herself. "You're probably right. He still blushes when he sees me in my bra and panties."
Ava gave Wendy a playful once-over. "With boobs like that, I'd blush too."
They were still giggling as they entered the conference room, too caught up in their conversation to notice Michael standing just outside the door. His expression darkened as he absorbed every word. So that's what they thought of him, was it? He was just some gross divorcee that they couldn't look at without gagging. His fingers absently toyed with the Secret Santa assignments in his pocket. He'd show them who would be laughing soon enough.
***
Wendy leaned against the back wall of the conference room, fidgeting uncomfortably in her heels as the quarterly meeting wore on. Her conversation with Ava replayed in her head as the sound of chairs sliding across the tile floor bounced off the walls. A dozen chairs surrounded the heavy oak table, each occupied by department heads and project leaders, positions that felt increasingly out of reach.
Michael Reynolds occupied one end of the table with all the magnetism of a fifty-something man in his natural habitat. He learned long ago that power reigned over appearance and it gave him the assurance he needed to thrive. His salt-and-pepper hair and expanding waistband were worn like badges of honor for a man that knew his power stemmed far beyond from any appeal of flesh.
"The OSU account." He clicked to the next slide, his voice lowering with the slope of the graph. "We see a projected decline of about twelve percent. They've struggle in recent years, especially against their rivals, Michigan. Brand engagement is down across the board."
Wendy snapped awake from her fog. She had noticed the same trend in social media engagement and had gone as far as to mention it to Jon last night while he worked. But he simply dismissed it, scarcely glancing at her from his spreadsheets. Now Michael was confirming it, giving her an unrecognized sense of validation.
Others might have gotten drawn into a lengthy argument, but Jon's voice cut clean through her recollection. "My analysis shows something rather different." He put on his reading glasses and pulled up his own slides. "Considering the admissions rates, as well as population density and how far traditionally markets have stood the test of time."
"No, you're flat-out wrong," Michael interjected, commanding the space again leaving no place for argument. "Some of us know this market long enough to know the means of loyalty. While your... numbers," he hypnotized the term, making a display that such a concept could indeed be of zero interest, "may indeed be acoustically thorough, they fail to perceive a fundamental human aspect. The passion. The culture." His hand swept the air at time intervals serving up as if he were the quarterback chasing his chance of winning, with a deliberate measure for each gesture to command attention. "By all means, go ahead and explain sports marketing to someone who has been in this business since you were practicing long division.
The dismissive tone caused Wendy's stomach to clench. Her eyes met Michael's for a moment, a smirk forming on his lips when she didn't immediately look away. She crossed her arms over her chest, trying to shield herself from his knowing smirk. She'd seen that kind of casual dismissiveness before, in photographers who could reshape a room's energy with a single word, in directors who commanded without raising their voice. Jon's data-driven certainty suddenly felt naive in comparison.
"Numbers don't lie." Jon spoke with the same academic certainty that usually reassured her. He launched into a detailed analysis of demographic shifts and market penetration rates, his hands sketching graphs in the air. Wendy watched the room's eyes glaze over, even as her own mind caught the patterns he was missing. He didn't understand the emotional resonance of losing to a bitter rival, the wounded pride of longtime fans, the complex psychology that statistics couldn't capture. The same intuitive understanding that Michael had voiced minutes earlier, though the way he looked at her made her wish she didn't share his insight.
"Tell that to their season ticket holders." Michael's laugh was thunderous and Wendy found herself smirking despite herself. He was right. If Jon had listened to her last night then he wouldn't be getting embarrassed. Michael's fingers drummed against the table as Jon launched into a detailed analysis of demographic trends, and for a moment Wendy imagined herself at the table delivering the same speech but with similar data as Michael's. Was her analysis really better than Jon's? As good as the Director of marketing?
Another authoritative shout by Michael brought her back into the meeting. She watched the color rise in Michael's neck, his jaw clench in a way that made it seem like he was ready to fight to the death on this issue.
"The seasonal fluctuations show a clear correlation-" Jon began, but Michael cut him off with a wave.
"Tell me, Wendy," Michael's voice cut through the air, making her jump. Every head in the room turned to her. She was parched. People who didn't have a seat at the table typically didn't speak during these meetings.
"When creating social media content, do you read the reports on demographics first or take a pulse of the comments section?"



One-two-three-four, her fingers pressed against her thigh. She silently counted in her head as she waited for her racing heart to slow. The question came out of left field. The intuitive kind of marketing she did but could never quantify for Jon.
"I... I start with the engagement patterns," she admitted, well aware of Jon's look of surprise. She cleared her throat, forcing herself to stand a little straighter. She didn't want this moment to pass her by. "Jon's numbers are right." She saw him smile and sit up straight. For one fleeting second, she thought of leaving it there.
She turned to Michael, who wasn't just looking at her but studying her, waiting for her to deliver the kill shot than Jon seemed oblivious to. Butterflies erupted in her stomach, but she pressed on. "But we should also consider the emotional response of our audience. A loss to a rival like Michigan isn't just a statistic. It's a blow to identity. Recovering loyalty isn't about the next season. It's about rebuilding trust, pride. That's where we need to focus our engagement strategy."
"Exactly." Michael's approval felt like a shot of espresso, even as Jon's dismissive head shake made her chest tighten. "That's the insight your husband's algorithms keep missing." Michael winked at her before launching into another point. The approval sent a very unexpected warmth through her body. Why did validation from someone who repulsed her feel so... alive? The thought sent her shifting uncomfortably in place, all too aware of how her body had betrayed her conscious disgust.
"Gentlemen." Marcus stood from the table, cutting through the confrontation. "You both make excellent points. Jon's data is solid, but Michael's market intuition shouldn't be dismissed. We'll base projections on the median of your figures."
The green in Michael's eyes seemed to burn brighter than usual. He nodded his head slightly in agreement, but Wendy knew that he had won the battle. His gaze swept the room, passing over Wendy where she stood in the shadows. She looked hastily down at her notebook, suddenly aware of just how intensely she had been watching the exchange.
"Great work, both of you," Marcus summarized. "Now, let's wrap this up. We've got a party to prepare for."
The meeting devolved into rustling papers and clicking laptops. Wendy pushed off from the wall, still trying to shake off the residual effect of the confrontation.
"I saw the look in your eye. You agree with me, don't you?" Michael was beside her in a flash, standing just that little bit too close for comfort.
"I um, you made some good points."
"You should speak up more. Prove that you're more than just-" Michael's eyes settled on Wendy's chest and his tongue ran over his lip. "Jon's wife." His eyes cut to hers, and she could feel the burning in her neck. She told herself it was just professional interest that had her so engaged, nothing more. So why did she all a sudden feel so flustered?
"Babe, you coming?" Jon appeared at the conference room door, his pleased expression suggesting he'd somehow missed the entire undercurrent of the meeting. Michael gave her a predatory smile then stepped aside, letting her retreat to her husband while his eyes looked over her body unapologetically.
She needed a drink. Thank God for office parties.
***
The mirror fogged over with steam as Wendy washed her hair in the bathroom. The heat of the water felt good on her skin, like she was washing the workday away. She did not know why she had felt so dirty after the quarterly meeting, but she'd spent the rest of the day feeling like she needed a shower.
"We're going to be late." Jon's voice came in from under the door. "Marcus wanted to go over the numbers again before the party. After Michael's outburst this morning, he doesn't believe the data."
Wendy rolled her eyes as she let water pour over her face. Her hands slid over her body to rinse off the soap. She let the water cascade over her face as she replayed the events of the day. Michael's face swam into view once more, not his features, which revolted her, but that raw power, the energy radiating from him. The way he demanded attention when he spoke. He had a way of seeing past people's walls and seeing the truth of what was underneath. He'd done that with her. He didn't see her as just a pretty face. He saw the work she did, made her feel validated. A gasp tore from her throat as her fingers brushed her folds, the intensity of her arousal sending a shock through her system. Heat pooled low in her belly, her body responding to... what exactly?
"I cannot believe Marcus is even considering his argument," Jon forged ahead, oblivious to her internal struggle. His voice grated on her nerves, even now condescending, even now still lecturing, still missing the point, still refusing to see her as an equal.
The memory of Michael's eyes on her made her skin crawl, yet her core ached to be touched. It wasn't attraction, couldn't be attraction. The very thought of him made her shudder. But the way he'd seen through her defenses, recognized her potential when everyone else dismissed her. She yanked her hand away, disturbed by the direction of her thoughts.
"...And that's just ridiculous, right?"
Wendy let out a groan of frustration, bringing her fingers to her hair. Did he not even realize she had the same argument last night? Tried to tell him the same thing that Michael did, but he just missed it. "I'm going to be awhile. Maybe you should just go without me.
The other side of the door was silent for several seconds. Wendy wasn't sure if he heard her or not over the water. "You... um, you sure?"
Wendy let out a sigh, suddenly very annoyed with Jon. "Yeah it's fine. I don't want you to be late to see Marcus."
"Oh. Ok."
"Wait," Wendy popped her head out of the shower, remembering the Secret Santa exchange. "Can you just grab my gift off the table and drop it off when you go? It's the small box wrapped in the candy cane paper."
"Sure. I'll um... I'll see you there," Jon's voice was soft. He could hear the frustration when Wendy told him to go. He just wasn't sure why.
He was halfway out the front door with his jacket clutched in his fist before he remembered the gifts. His mind was still preoccupied with the quarterly meeting. Marcus just needed to see reason. Numbers did not lie, never did. Michael might have decades of experience, but cold hard facts trumped gut feelings every time. He picked up the two presents off the table, barely registering how feather-light Wendy's gift was as he tucked them under his arm. He shouted a quick I love you, though he doubted she heard him over the running water. Then rushed out the door to talk to Marcus.
***
Wendy stood in front of her closet, hair still damp from the shower, wrapped in a towel while she weighed her options. The dark green wrap dress caught her eye, conservative enough for a work function but still sexy. She slipped it on, examining herself in the mirror. The hem hung just below her knees, offering a professional silhouette that didn't invite the usual unwanted attention. She pulled at the neckline, trying not to make it too obvious she was trying to minimize her cleavage. Even with the tugging and carefully worked adjustments, her chest simply would not stay completely hidden.
"Professional," she told herself, smoothing the fabric over her hips. "Sophisticated." The woman reflected in the glass looked polished and put together, exactly the picture she wanted. A person worth a seat at the table, not standing in a shadow somewhere.
Her fingers quivered slightly, coating her mascara; her mind strayed to Michael's hungry stare from the meeting, the way he'd validated her insight while making her skin crawl. She shook her head and refocused on the perfect wing of her eyeliner. A splash of her favorite perfume and classic black pumps, and she was done.
Music could be heard from just inside The Buckeye Building as Jon made his way inside. Several tables were pushed against the walls to make way for mingling and holiday cheer. Jon, however, paid little attention to the festive after-hours office transformation in his mission to reach the heap of Secret Santa gifts in the corner.
"Marcus will understand when I take him through the demographic changes," he muttered to himself, flinging both wrapped packages on the heap. The candy-cane paper crinkled as it fell. The tag fluttered in the artificial breeze coming from a nearby heating vent.
Sawing through the other side of the room near the drink table, Michael watched very intently as Jon deposited his gifts. He replayed again and again the hushed conversation he had heard between Ava and Wendy. When Jon disappeared down the hall toward Marcus's office, Michael moved with an agility that belied his size. His thick fingers worked quickly to find the gift with his name on it and swapped out its tag with the candy cane-wrapped package. He took a step back and admired his handiwork.
"Let's see how gross she thinks I am now," he said to himself, smoothing his tie. This party was just about to get interesting.
***
Wendy smoothed her dress as she entered the building. She second-guessed her choice of wardrobe as her heels made their resounding clicks on the floor. Even though her chest well contained, something about it still made her feel exposed. Sighing heavily, she tried to calm herself down. She was still broken up about how the quarterly review meeting played out, and Jon's dismissal of her was still so fresh. She was probably hyperbolizing things. She had to shake that off and and try to enjoy the party.
Through the open double doors to the conference room, Jon's lean form appeared, animatedly chatting with Marcus. Ava stood with them, her head thrown back in glorious laughter, one hand casually resting on Marcus's forearm as he completed whatever story story he was telling. The three of them looked relaxed, comfortable; a sharp contrast to the anxiety in her own life.
"Perfect timing." Michael's voice came from behind her, causing her to jump. "Come, walk with me a moment. There's something I'd like to discuss before you join the other guests."
Wendy developed a tight knot in her stomach while she followed him down the corridor into his office. With every step, the party noise faded, replaced only by the muted echo of their footfalls. Michael's office wasn't far, only a few rooms down, but at that moment it felt like several miles away, the glass walls now shaded for privacy. No overhead lights turned on; just his desk lamp cast its soft glow against his face, sesquicentennial like some sinister villain from one of those James Bond movies. "The OSU account," he said, settling back in his chair while he left her standing. "What did you really think?"
Even though she was expecting the question it still caught her off-guard. Her throat went dry as she weighed her response, her fingers digging into her palm four times exactly in an attempt to temper her nerves. She was loyal to Jon, and she didn't want to say anything that would harm his standing, but a part of her couldn't shake the feeling that this was her opportunity to finally be seen. "The figures look good," she said judiciously, searching Michael's expression. "Jon's numbers are always spot on."
"But?" Michael prompted, leaning forward.
"But you're right, about the human aspect." The words tumbled out before she could stop them. "Football culture here isn't just about statistics; it's religion, tradition. The trajectory will probably flatten once you factor in brand loyalty and emotional investment." She took a deep breath. It felt good to get it out. She felt lighter, like she just left a confessional. "We should adjust our marketing strategy accordingly."
A satisfied smile curled Michael's lips. "Finally, someone who understands both sides of the equation." His eyes locked with hers. "It's a pity your talents are so... underutilized around here."
Something in the way his gaze raked over her body made the hairs on her arms prickle. Despite the modesty of her dress, she felt exposed under his gaze. Heat crept up her neck as she remembered his earlier comments about her modeling days.
"I should probably--"
"There's a new contract coming our way." He rose from his chair, his bulk making the roomy office feel small and cramped. He walked toward her with measured steps, deliberate. "I need someone with your..." His eyes held hers as he inched closer. "Instincts." His gaze drifted from hers briefly making her wish she'd worn a turtle neck. "Is that something that may interest you?"
He was close enough now she could smell the cheap cologne he heavy-handedly applied. "Absolutely," she blurted out a bit too quick.
A wave of guilt immediately washed over her. The word had escaped before she could consider its implications. Would this opportunity have gone to Jon if she hadn't been so quick to agree? She hadn't really undermined him, had she? They were partners, for crying out loud, and here she was, making career decisions without even discussing it with him. "I probably should get back to the party," she said, suddenly needing to be near her husband. To remind herself of who she was, who they were together. "Jon will be wondering where I am."
"Of course," he cut her off smoothly. "Goodnight, Wendy. I have a feeling things are about to get very interesting around here."
She made her way back to the group, her heart lightening as Jon's familiar smile greeted her. She slipped her arm around his waist, pressing a kiss to his cheek. "Hey, handsome," she whispered, needing the comfort of his warmth.
"There you are!" Ava threw her arms around them both, the scent of vodka cranberry on her breath. "Where have you been hiding?"
"Just got here," Wendy said, squeezing Jon's side. He was already turning back to Marcus, his mind clearly still on their earlier discussion. The familiar ache of being second to his work settled in her chest.
"Well, you're here now," Ava grinned, linking their arms. "And you look gorgeous in that dress. Come on, I was just about to get another drink." She caught sight of Michael standing by his office watching them and she rolled her eyes in disgust.
As they made their way to the bar, Wendy turned back to look at her husband, still deep in heated discussion. She turned away, squaring her shoulders. "Make mine a double," she told Ava, the weight of Michael's proposition heavy upon her mind.
***
Two hours and several vodka cranberries later, the party had reached that sweet spot between professional gathering and actual celebration. The overhead lights had been killed, Christmas music hummed from hidden speakers, and Michael tried catching unexpected women under the mistletoe.
Even Jon relaxed, his prior intensity had mellowed out under the fine scotch and the fact that Marcus had finally consented to have another look over the numbers before arriving at a conclusion. He sat with one arm casually thrown across Wendy's narrow waist lovingly.
"Time to exchange gifts!" Marcus exclaimed while clapping his hands. "Take your chairs, people. Tim, you're first."
Ava pulled Wendy down beside her onto the small couch, jostling shoulders to get settled. "Watch this," she whispered, unable to contain her gleefulness as a young intern named Timothy from IT approached the gift table. "I got him something special."
"It says it's from Ava," he said to the room before he ripped into the paper with the confidence you'd expect from a barely legal intern. Timothy's face ran the gamut from confusion to shock to mortification as he pulled out the gift card. The golden 'Naughty & Nice' logo gleamed under the party lights. "I... um... thank you?" he stammered as his face turned several different shades of red.
Ava dissolved into giggles beside Wendy, pressing her face into her shoulder to muffle the sound. "His face! Oh my god, his face!"
Several other exchanges followed, mostly bottles of wine and gift cards. Wendy's nerves grew with each opening, her fingers twisting in her lap. When Marcus called Jon's name, she grabbed Ava's arm.
"I took your advice," Wendy said, fidgeting uncomfortably in her seat. "About the IOU." The words caught in her throat as Jon reached for a package wrapped solidly in red paper, nothing like the candy cane print she'd selected.
"It's from Michael," he announced examining the paper before opening it with delicacy ensuring not to rip the paper more than he needed to.
Something was wrong. Very wrong.
The room seemed to tip sideways as Jon held out a plain navy tie. Nice enough, but completely and totally ordinary. Completely and totally wrong. Her eyes flashed to the pile of presents, locking onto the familiar candy cane wrapping just as Michael rose from his seat.
"My turn," he said, his meaty fingers wrapping around her gift. Her thumb and index finger found each other in her lap, their tips dancing together in that old rhythm-one-two-three-four, one-two-three-four, the childhood habit taking over as time seemed to slow. He ripped open the paper like a wild animal. "Says it's from Wendy."
One-two-three-four. One-two-three-four. The spinning quickened with her heartbeat as he flipped the lid off the small box, the sound like a shotgun in her ears. One-two-three-four-one-two-three-four-onetwothreefour. This couldn't be happening. His eyes met hers, a predatory gleam reflecting in them. "IOU: One night of making your wildest dreams come true. A 24 hour pass to all of your deepest, and dirtie--"
"I think that's enough." Marcus cleared his throat from the back of the room. "Some of us still remember when office gifts were just mugs and candy, right Michael?" Marcus's intervention came sharp and quick, but did little to stop the laughter and thrown glances at Wendy.
Michael laughed too loud for comfort, and with too much enthusiasm. "Thanks, Wendy. This was certainly... unexpected. But, I'm definitely not going to complain." His eyes lingered on her, weighted with implication.
"There has been a mistake," Wendy screamed, hysteria giving pitch to her voice. The drink that had just minutes ago made everything warm and fuzzy now twisted in her stomach. "That was... it must have been the wrong tags. That was meant for Jon."
She turned to her husband, heat clawing up her neck. "Did you check the tags when you dropped them off? What happened?" The words were rushing out now, panic taking hold. "I trusted you with one thing-"
"Hey," Jon brushed her fingers with his, warm and steady. "It was a genuine mistake. No one actually thinks that it was meant for Michael." But even as he spoke, she could feel Michael's stare burning into her, could see the way he folded the note into his pocket all possessively.
Beside her, Ava watched Michael with thin eyes, her playful attitude from early gone replaced by something much darker. She knew Michael had a hand in this, she just didn't know how. Wendy hardly noticed anything at all. She was beside herself, trying to figure out how a gift exchange could turn into the worst, most embarrassing moment of her life. She was drastically spinning out of control. Ava put her hand on Wendy's leg, squeezing it gently but her eyes never left Michael's. She had to figure out what his end game was and put a stop to it before her hurt her friend.
"Next gift!" Marcus called out a little too brightly, eager for the moment to pass. But Wendy knew something had shifted. Something had been set in motion. She just wasn't completely sure what it was or how to stop it.
Jon's hand closed on hers, protective, reassuring. She squeezed back, despite the voices in her brain screaming to run somewhere and hide. Somewhere that she didn't have to see the hunger in Michael's eyes.
***
The drive home had been quiet, each lost in their own thoughts. Now, as Wendy busied herself in the en-suite bathroom, removing her makeup whilst Jon gazed at her reflection, ruminating on whether he took a cursory glance at the gift tags before dropping them off. Wendy claimed that the IOU was for him, and of course he believed her, but something about the turn of events gnawed at him.



The memory hit him like a cyclone: an entirely different bathroom, an entirely different time. Five years ago, Olivia came home under the cover of darkness after a dinner with her boss, joyously back to tell him all about the meeting. She had been drinking, made rosy by wine and victory. Jon had seen the lipstick smeared on her lip; looking back, he wondered if he might have just conjured up that detail to fit with his fears.
"Are you sleeping with him?" The words had tumbled from him that night, the final breaking point of weeks of suspicion. For weeks, she'd been coming home late from work, out for drinks with her colleagues; always a rehearsed-but-justifiable explanation that somehow felt like an excuse.
Hurt and disgust crisscrossed her mirrored visage. "Jesus, Jon, this again?" There was almost a squeak in her voice before the tears spilled down her cheeks. "Why do you always go there? Am I not allowed to be happy when you're not around? Do I need some kind of babysitter? I can't spend my life constantly proving my loyalty to you."
The relationship crumbled in a week. Jon had been heartbroken yet righteously confident-until he spotted Kyle in the gym. Kyle had been at the same restaurant that night, watching the whole dinner from across the room. "Everything seemed completely normal," he'd said, voice tinged with confusion. "I don't think there wasn't even a hug goodbye."
After that, Jon tried therapy, valiantly trying to get to the bottom of his possessive streak. He'd called Olivia to say he was sorry, but she'd moved on by then. He could hardly blame her. No one deserves to have every social interaction monitored under the suspicion of betrayal. He swore he'd never be that man again.
And yet...
"Are you happy?" The question flew from his mouth before he could wrest back control; he kept his gaze stuck on Wendy's reflection.
Wendy lowered the makeup wipe, meeting his gaze in the mirror. "Why would you ask me that?"
"It's just... " Jon fidgeted. "The card. I saw you go into the office with Michael. And then that happened, and I just..." He broke off, hating himself for sounding so insecure.
"Baby." Wendy turned entirely to face him, and her expression softened with understanding. "I am so horrified that happened. You don't really think I would do something like that to you, do you? With Michael of all people?" She reached across and grabbed his hand, squeezing it gently. "Michael called me to his office because he said they may be closing a big deal soon and he wants me in on it."
Instant relief swept across Jon's face. He couldn't believe how dumb he sounded. Of course, Wendy wouldn't cheat on him, especially not with Michael. He promised himself never to question her again. "A new project? That's great; you finally get a chance to prove yourself." He stepped forward and pressed his lips to her forehead.
"We'll see. I probably blew it with that stupid gift mix-up. I still don't know how that happened. Could the tags have slipped when you were carrying them? You weren't throwing them around or anything, were you?"
Dread filled him as he realized how careless he had been when he put them on the stack of gifts. He was so anxious to go see Marcus, he practically threw them on the pile. Was he the reason for the mix-up?
"I don't see how, but it's possible." He bent down, kissing her cheek. "It will be ok. It's just a silly card. Michael will probably frame it to tease us at the next office party."
The relief in Wendy's eyes tempered him of his anxiety. He was mad at himself for even thinking something so ridiculous. He pulled back, locking her gaze. "So, it was meant for me, huh? Anything I want?"
The shift in his tone caught Wendy's attention, and she turned from the mirror, her earlier insecurities melting into intrigue. "Anything," she purred seductively. She was taken aback by this more assertive version of her husband. The possibilities of what he had in store ran through her head. Was Jon going to tie her up to the bed? Force her to go down on him, even though she hated it? She wasn't sure why, but something about that made heat pool in the pit of her stomach.
He reached for her hand pulling her to the bed. She shrugged off the red silk robe she was wearing and followed him in just her bra and panties. Jon sat on the bed wrapping arms around her back and pulling her toward him. His lips pressed against her ribcage and trailed higher.
"I want you on top," he whispered as his hand slid over the front of her bra sliding the cup down. The chill from the sudden exposure made her nipple hard and she ran her fingers through his hair. "You look the absolute sexiest when you're on top." His kisses danced around her nipple, sending a gasp from her lips. "The way your body moves, the way your chest--" She cut him off, pulling his lips to her nipple as sparks of electricity shot through her. For a moment, Wendy felt a flicker of disappointment at the vanilla request.
But the pure adoration in Jon's eyes pushed the feeling aside and she couldn't deny the growing need building inside her. "Well then, hot stuff, I better get my cowboy hat." She playfully laughed as she pushed him backward onto the bed. She loved the way he looked at her. The way his mouth practically hung open as she reached back and unclasped her bra. She crawled over his legs, her fingers going straight for the button on his pants. "Maybe you deserve an extra special treat since you're cashing in the IOU so early." Her hands slid over the front of his boxers, cupping his length. Jon lifted his hips as eagerly as he could, wanting as little clothing between them as possible.
With his boxers no longer in the way, Wendy let her nails glide up Jon's thigh. She could feel him writhe beneath her touch as she delicately wrapped her fingers around his shaft.
"Ohhh," Jon yelped in surprise. Wendy's palm was cool to the touch, causing him to jump with the unexpected change in temperature.
"Poor baby, is it cold? Want me to warm it up?" Jon saw something in her bright blue eyes, an intensity he'd never seen before. Her thumb circled his tip as she watched his reaction.
Wendy wasn't sure what got into her tonight. Maybe it was the vodka cranberries, or maybe it was that somebody saw what she was truly capable of, not just Jon's wife or the former model, but someone with real insight. The same validation she had been craving in that office meeting now coursed through her veins and made her bold.
For a moment, she contemplated taking him into her mouth, pushing past her usual disdain, and showing Jon just how much more she had to offer. Her face hovered over his lap as she stroked him, her breathing warm against his sensitive skin.
"Tell me what you want," she whispered, her hand working him with growing confidence. She wanted Jon to take control, see her the way Michael had, push her head into his lap without any thought about what he thought she did or didn't want.
"Baby, you don't have to..." Jon's voice had that same cautious tone, like he was working out an equation instead of reading the signals from her body. Ever the analyzer, even in bed.
Wendy bit the inside of her cheek, frustrated by his hesitation even as she appreciated consideration. This wasn't about what she wouldn't do - it was about showing him everything she could do, surprising him the way she'd surprised everyone else in that meeting. If he wanted her to ride him tonight, then she was going to give him the ride of his life.
She straddled him, centering herself above his rigid cock. Her eyes stayed on his as she lowered herself until her wet lips pressed against his tender flesh. Then, she began to rock her hips, rubbing the length of his cock with her pussy.
"Hey there, handsome," she said, rolling her hips with deliberate slowness. "Ready to see what I'm really capable of?"
He moaned at the feel of her heat stroking him.
"God, you feel so good. I'm not sure how long I'll last if you keep teasing me like that." He desperately wanted to control his orgasm, but after not getting to finish yesterday he knew the odds were slim. And the numbers never lie.
She lost herself in the moment, her body undulating above him. Her slick folds slid back and forth, coating him with her desire. His cock grew larger beneath her, thickening and hardening with each movement.
"Are you ready, baby?" Her breath caressed his ear now. Her chest pressed against his, the hair on his chest tickling her nipples. "Are you ready for me to ride you?"
She didn't wait for an answer but leaned down, grasping his cock in her hand to guide the tip to her core.
They gasped in unison as his bulbous head slipped inside her.
"You feel so good, baby. So hard and ready." Wendy wasn't always particularly vocal in the bedroom, but the few times she was, she was always told it added to the experience. For reasons she didn't understand, her body was on fire tonight, she wanted it to be a moment Jon would remember for the rest of his life.
She started to slowly lower herself, easing him deeper inside her. When she felt him bottom out, she rocked her hips in a rhythmic motion, trying to take him that much deeper.
"Uhhhhhh," she purred. "You feel so good. So fucking good." Her eyes fluttered shut as she pressed down on his chest, sitting up straight.
"I can't believe how tight you feel right now," Jon whined, trying to keep his eyes open despite the pleasure coursing through him so he could focus on her magnificent body. "You have to slow down though, baby. I already feel so close."
Her eyes were half-lidded. Her hips continued their dance, gaining momentum with each thrust, uncaring of his pleas to go slower. Fire ignited from her core, every nerve ending alive as she felt her own release start to build.
Jon was in heaven. She felt like a velvet glove drenched in oil. The soft whimpers emanating from her lips only heightened the experience. Her heavy chest swayed back and forth with each motion. He leaned up, catching her nipple in his mouth. Praying the distraction would keep this from ending too soon.
"Yes, yes!" Wendy threw her head back, as Jon's mouth found her nipple. The sensation rippled throughout her entire body. Her hips bucked and swiveled faster, as her orgasm neared. Jon's hands gripped her hips, he wanted to slow her down. He tried thinking of something else, a dead relative, a car crash, his grandma. Nothing worked. He'd never seen her so worked up before.
"Wendy," he gasped, tearing his mouth away from her breast. "Baby, I'm close. You need to slow down."
But Wendy was lost in her own world, her body moving of its own accord. She could feel her orgasm building, the tension in her body coiling tighter and tighter. She leaned back further, placing her hands on Jon's thighs for leverage as she ground against him, his cock pushing deeper inside of her.
"Oh God, baby. Don't stop. I'm going to cum, Jon."
Jon's voice strained. Wendy gripped his cock in a vice-like grip, squeezing him for every bit of euphoric pleasure. "Wendy, I'm going to cum." He nudged her leg to get her attention.
But Wendy was too far gone to care. She could feel her own release just out of reach. She moved faster, her body chasing the much needed release.
"Oh fuck. Oh God, baby, just a little longer. Oh please."
Jon squeezed her hips a bit tighter now, his body trembling with the need to hold back. But he knew it was a lost cause, he was already too far gone. With one final thrust, he yelled out, bucking his hips into Wendy and releasing his seed deep inside of her.
Wendy felt his warmth fill her, but she was still chasing her own release. She began to move faster, desperate to finish with him. But it was too late. Jon's body relaxed beneath her, as his hands relaxed then fell from her hips.
With a frustrated groan, Wendy rolled off him, her body hot as unfulfilled need raged through her. She lay back on the bed, her chest heaving with each breath.
Jon turned to her, a soft smile on his lips. "Well, at least we are even now," he joked to lighten the mood.
When she didn't say anything right away, Jon pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her. He could feel her heart still racing, her body still tense. He pressed a soft kiss to her forehead.
"I'm sorry," he whispered. "I should have held back longer."
Wendy shook her head, her breathing slowly returning to normal. "It's okay," she said. "It's not your fault. I should have listened when you told me to slow down. I'll swing by the pharmacy at lunch tomorrow." The way she said it sounded casual, but inside Wendy was mortified. She'd never been the girl who needed the morning-after pill. She was safe, always careful. "Besides, tonight was about you, not me."
They lay quietly together, Jon's breathing evening out as he started to drift off. Wendy lay awake, aware of every sensation: the cool sheets against her skin, the residual throb between her legs, the hum of unmet need zipping along her nerve endings. She shifted in bed, hoping a change in position might offer some relief.
"I meant what I said earlier," Jon murmured sleepily, pulling her closer. "About the project. You'll finally get a chance to be seen." His words were sincere, but something about the way he said it made Wendy turn to face the wall. Jon didn't seem to notice the frustration, instead he pulled himself closer to her, spooning her back.
Wendy smiled softly in the dark, her frustration still simmering but appreciative of his support. Working with Michael should have felt like a victory, but every interaction with him carried an undercurrent that made her uneasy. Still, he was the first person at work to truly see her potential beyond the surface-not just a pretty face or Jon's wife, but as someone with genuine insight.
Her thoughts drifted to that moment in the party when he'd read the IOU card aloud, that same hungry look in his eyes matching his earlier "centerfold" comment. She pushed the memory aside quickly. Professional recognition didn't make him any less of a creep. This opportunity would require careful navigation, but it was still the break she'd been waiting for.
Jon pressed deeper into her back, his deflated member slick against her butt. She should be satisfied, she told herself. Jon had enjoyed his gift, even if it ended sooner than planned. And wasn't that what tonight was supposed to be about - his pleasure? Still, her body buzzed with residual desire, making sleep feel impossibly far away.
Tomorrow would be different, she told herself, deciding to focus on the positives. Tomorrow she would get a chance to prove herself, be appreciated for her brain and not her face, or worse, Jon's wife. Perhaps then this pent-up energy inside her would find its rightful outlet.



            Newlyweds New Desires Ch. 08

            Chris's fantasy comes true.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/newlyweds-new-desires-ch-08

Title: Newlyweds New Desires Ch. 08

Author: mad5226

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Chris's fantasy comes true.

Tags: ntr, boss, cuckold, seduction, date, voyeur, wife, loving wife, alpha male, friend

Series: Newlyweds New Desires


Chris opened his eyes slowly as he saw the light pouring into his bedroom window. Turning his head toward the night stand he saw he still had another ten minutes before the alarm went off. Normally, he would fight like hell to fall back asleep for those extra ten minutes, but today he was already smiling and shifting out of bed. He had a new spring in his step as he made his way to the bathroom. He couldn't remember the last time he felt this good, and he didn't want to waste the mood by sleeping.
In the shower, Chris sang along gregariously to the chorus of "Don't Stop Believin'." His voice reverberating across the tiles while he took a very hot shower to scrub the last vestiges of doubt from his mind that had plagued him for such a long time. As he lathered up his body, his mind raced with the possibilities of what the day had in store for him. Today was going to be the day he let Ashley in on his plan. While his stomach was still somersaulting, he now felt that the butterflies were not from fear or doubt but an anticipation, an anxiety similar to his wedding night.
After shutting off the shower and quickly drying himself off, Chris shimmied toward the sink, his body wrapped in a towel. Catching his reflection in the mirror, he winked at himself before breaking into some sort of impromptu dance routine as he applied shaving cream. The razor glided effortlessly along his jaw, as he hummed every so often stopping to make some sort of dramatic gesture with the razor.
"What in the world?" Ashley's sleepy voice came from the doorway. She leaned against the frame, hair tousled, eyes still heavy with sleep but sparkling with amusement.
Chris spun around, razor held high like a microphone. "Good morning, beautiful!" he crooned, then resumed his little dance. His eyes waltzed over her naked body appreciatively. How in the world did he get this lucky?
Ashley's laughter filled the bathroom. "Okay, who are you and what have you done with my husband?" She crossed her arms, a bemused smile on her lips. "Seriously, what's got you in such a good mood?"
Chris rinsed his face, then turned to her with a grin that could outshine the sun. "Can't a man just be happy to start a new week?" He pulled her close, planting a playful kiss on her forehead.
"Sure," Ashley said, eyeing him suspiciously. "But this isn't just happy. This is... manic. Did you win the lottery or something?"
Chris chuckled, "well, if you must know," Chris kissed her nose. "You're looking at the new managing partner of Bitguardian, one third ownership." Chris could barely keep the excitement in as he kissed along Ashley's jaw line. This was something they had dreamed about for so long, and now it was all but a done deal.
"Oh my God, baby that's... incredible. How did you manage to get Clayton to come around?" Ashley loved seeing Chris so excited. His happiness has always been what mattered most to her. He'd spend so long chasing the dream of financial stability, and now it seemed like they had achieved it.
"What can I say, I can be pretty persuasive, when I need to be," Chris brought his hands to the sides of Ashley's face as he gently pressed his lips to hers. "Plus I'm sure it helps that I continue to bring in big clients and finally have the team working as a cohesive unit."
"I'm so proud of you baby, we should go out tonight and celebrate."
"That's the plan, Clayton wants the three of us to meet up after work. Some high end restaurant he's been raving about."
Ashley purred as Chris pushed into her and let his towel fall to the tiled floor. His kisses becoming more urgent. "Clayton huh? And would that have something to do with this?" Ashley asked teasingly as she wrapped her hand around Chris's hard cock.
"Mmm it just might," Chris mocked pushing her against the bathroom wall and pinning her hands over her head. "I've been thinking," he whispered his teeth clamping down on her neck as he grab her left leg and hooked it around his body.
"Oh, fuck," Ashley sighed her body melting into Chris's. She loved it when he was aggressive, it was like her kryptonite. "What have you been thinking?" She asked her hips swaying with his trying to make a connection.
Chris's fingers dug into her ass, he could already feel her wetness as his meat slipped over her smooth lips. He could feel her ragged breath in his ear as she struggled to get her hands free. He closed his eyes teasing her clit against as he felt the heat between them grow. "I was thinking about the other night, with Clayton." He heard her suck in her breath as his tongue slithered into her ear.
"It was so hot, baby," Ashley's eyes were closed too, no doubt reliving the night as her hips desperately searched for Chris's shaft. "He was so rough with me, but God his dick felt soooooo-", her thought was cut off as Chris shifted his hips driving the entire length of his dick inside her.
She undulated against Chris, ripping a hand free and pressing it against the wall behind her. "You feel incredible," he whispered savoring the way her walls were trying to suck her deeper. "You looked so sexy, so unconstrained and free. It was like you were a different person. I can't get the image out of my mind"
"I was nervous you'd be upset. I didn't know you were going to send him up, but once he got there-"
Ashley whimpered doing her best to urge Chris to go faster, but he kept the same slow pace. With each thrust his cock sparkled with her juices before slamming back into her. She wrapped her other hand around his neck holding herself on his shoulders, her toes barely touching the cool tile floor. "I kept thinking to myself, it couldn't get any hotter. You couldn't possibly look any sexier."
"Faster baby, please. Fuck me faster." Ashley's pleas were soft her moans growing louder with each frustrating thrust. Chris knew what she wanted, but he wasn't ready to give it to her, not yet. He felt her swivel her hips trying anything to force him deeper into her.
"I thought you were going to join, I kept waiting for you to... oh fuck right there." Ashley's tongue was sticking out of her mouth. She could feel her orgasm approaching, she just needed him to go faster.
Chris smiled to himself, he could feel his wife growing impatient, frantic even. "I almost did, but I didn't want to ruin the moment. You seemed to really be enjoying yourself," Chris's voice was teasing and gentle. He didn't want Ashley to think he was being harsh or judgmental.
"Oh baby..." As Ashley searched for her response, her fingers ran through his hair, pulling him into a passionate, sloppy kiss. "Did you enjoy it? Did you enjoy seeing me act so slutty for you? For him? His dick really is huge. I wasn't sure I could fit it in my mouth. There was no way it would fit in..." Ashley felt Chris swell inside her his member pushing a little deeper making her toes curl. "mmm you thought about it too, didn't you? If it would fit?" She could feel Chris twitch every time she mentioned it. She felt the heat inside her start to swell.
Just as Ashley's orgasm threatened to consume her Chris slowed down again, his lips finding her ear. "I... I want you to do it."
"Do what?" Ashley asked slightly confused as she tried to will Chris deeper so she could find her release.
He finally gave in, increasing his pace, driving into her with a force that made her cry out in pleasure. "I want you to fuck Clayton... tonight," he whispered through gritted teeth. He felt her tighten around him, unsure if it was from his words or his actions.
The words sent Ashley spiraling. Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing around Chris. "Mmmm, baby. Jesus don't stop. Don't fucking stop." He would never dream of stopping now. He felt her release, her walls clamping down on him, and it sent him over the edge as well. He thrust into her one last time, his own orgasm ripping through him as he filled her.
They stayed connected like that for several long seconds. Ashley's hands ran through his hair softly as he pressed his head to her chest. Her heart was racing in his ear, no doubt from the orgasm she just experienced, but perhaps also from what he said. He felt his cock soften, then slowly slip from inside her, both of them giving a soft sigh as it did.
Chris was confident she heard him, but as the silence continued to stretch he began to question if she did. Or perhaps she thought it was just more dirty talk in the spur of the moment. Finally after what felt like an eternity she whispered, "are you sure that's what you want? What if... what if it's a step too far."
Chris took a deep breath, this was it the moment of truth, he pulled back slightly from the wall so he could look Ashley in the eye. He smiled softly, his fingers brushing the hair from her face. "I've been thinking about it a lot, Ash. After what happened at the company party and then, the other night..."
He took her hand and guided her to the bed. He sat close to her, their knees touching as they stared into each other's eyes. For a long time, they just sat there searching each other's eyes for the right thing to say. "You know how you always tell me you're happy when I'm happy?" Ashley nodded slowly her face blank not giving off any hint of what was going on in her head.
Chris pressed on, determined to get it all out, to make her understand exactly what he was feeling. "Well it's sort of like that. When you're turned on, so am I. Watching the way you were with him... the way someone else could..." he was struggling to finish the thought. His pulse suddenly quickening.
"You like seeing my naughty side. The side of me that's... slutty." Ashley said it almost in an embarrassing tone. Like she was afraid the neighbors would hear that she had a slutty side.
"Yes!" Chris blurted out almost too fast for his own good. "I mean, I love what we have, it's perfect. But that side of you... it's so sexy, Ash."
"Is there... is there another woman you want to be with? Is that what this is?" Her voice wasn't accusatory at all, she was just trying to understand what Chris got out of it. She knew how excited he got when she teased him about other men. She saw first hand what that excitement was like with Chris, but part of her was still worried at some point the other shoe would fall. That Chris would bring home a hot young thing from the office and she would have to be okay with it.
Chris shook his head emphatically. "No, baby. God no, you're all I ever need. This isn't about me being with someone else. It's about... us. About seeing you embrace that side of yourself."
Ashley nodded slowly, processing. "So you really want this? You want me to... fuck Clayton?"
Chris took a deep breath his cock suddenly filled with blood. "I do. i can't explain it, but I do."
Ashley bit her lip, her own arousal growing. "I'd be lying if I said I wasn't... curious. But Chris, what about our marriage? Our vows?"
Chris squeezed her hand. "Our marriage is stronger than ever. This isn't about replacing what we have. It's about exploring together."
"And you're sure you won't resent me? Or feel jealous?" Ashley asked, her voice tinged with concern.
Chris met her gaze steadily. "I can't promise I won't feel anything. But I know that what we have is unshakeable. And honestly, the thought of it... it excites me more than I can express."
Ashley's eyes widened slightly. "It really turns you on that much?"
Chris nodded, a flush creeping up his neck. "More than I ever thought possible."
"I'm sorry," Ashley said softly. Her fingers played with her ring. Chris felt the air go out of his lungs. Was she saying no? Was she about to end their fantasy?
"For what?"
She took a deep breath, her face searching for the right word. "Because I shouldn't be as excited about this as I am. It's not who I am."
Chris thought about what she said, his voice calm and reassuring. "But that's just it, right? It is who you are. Or at least, one aspect of it."
"I... you're right," she replied with a sigh. "And that really turns you on?"
"It really does."
Ashley was quiet for a moment, then a small smile played at her lips. "But why stop with just Clayton? I mean, I have so many admirers these days." She lifted her eyebrow the playfulness back in her eyes as he hand snaked around Chris's hardened tool.
Chris drew a breath. "I fucking love you," he said with a laugh as he fell backward onto the bed. "And I can't wait to hear all about them too."
"I can't believe this is who we are now," she said with a laugh as she lowered her hips down onto his waiting cock.
****
Chris decided to take the BMW to work today, with Ashley having a much needed day off work she wouldn't be using it. She told him she was going to hang out at the house today and tidy up after their party. As Chris merged onto the interstate, he stepped on the gas, delighted as his car quickly gained speed and passed other drivers. He wasn't used to having this much power, and as he buzzed by another cautious driver he began to understand why people enjoyed it so much.
His grip on the steering wheel was loose, his fingers occasionally tapping to the beat as he hummed along to some top 40 song that was playing. His mind was still on this morning, on what Ashley had told him, and the promises they had made to each other. This was really going to happen, on his terms, by his rules. As he whipped around another driver his eyes glanced in the rearview mirror. The dark sedan that he was convinced was following him for days was nowhere to be seen. Just regular Monday morning traffic and the grim faces of people all going to a job they loathed.
As Chris pulled into the parking lot of BitGuardian, he caught a glance of himself in the window, he looked good. He looked confident, like he was on top of the world. He grabbed his red tie of the glovebox and smiled to himself in the mirror as he tied it. "Your terms, your rules," he said to himself as he turned off the car with the push of a button and headed toward the doors.
As he entered the office he felt like all eyes were on him. He did his usual head nod or wave to friendly faces as he made his way to his desk. As he rounded he saw a set of tanned, toned legs sitting on his desk. As he looked up the body, perhaps a little too slowly, he was greeted by the smiling face of Katie.
"Well, hello there, boss," she purred, her eyes scanning him appreciatively. "Someone's looking particularly... invigorated this morning."
Chris felt a familiar tingle at her tone. "Good eye, Katie. It was quite the weekend."
"Oh?" Katie leaned in, her perfume teasing his senses, her breath warm on his ear. "Do tell. It can be our little secret"
Chris chuckled, matching her playful tone. "A gentleman never kisses and tells."
"Pity," Katie replied, her lips curving into a smile. "I do love a good story, but I can appreciate a man with... discretion." Her eyes seemed to travel over Chris like she was sizing him up. He was equal parts aroused and afraid being on that end of it.
Chris felt his manhood start to stir from Katie's usual charm. But he pushed it down as he grabbed a file from his desk and began walking toward the conference room. She fell into step beside him, their shoulders nearly touching. "By the way, Clayton's been holed up in his office all morning. Door locked, blinds drawn. Whatever's going on, it's... intense."
Chris felt a jolt of excitement, wondering if he was preparing for the announcement of Chris's partnership, or his... other plans. "Thanks for the heads up," he said, fighting to keep his voice casual.
Katie's eyes narrowed slightly, catching the hint of something in his tone. "Anything I should know about, Chris?"
"Let's just say things are... evolving," he replied, enjoying the little dance of words.
"Evolving, hmm?" Katie echoed, her fingers brushing his arm as she reached for the file he was carrying. "Sounds intriguing. I do hope I'm not being left out of any... exciting developments."
Chris met her gaze, the air between them charged with unspoken possibilities. "Trust me, Katie, if things go the way I plan I want you right there with me. You're a crucial part to this team."
A slow smile spread across Katie's face. "I'll hold you to that, boss." She turned to leave, then paused, glancing back over her shoulder. "Oh, and Chris? Confidence is a good look on you."
Before he could think of anything clever to say, Clayton's office door suddenly swung open. "Chris," he said, his tone bearing a hint of breathlessness. "A word in my office? Now?"
Chris nodded, fighting to keep his expression straight. "Of course"." He felt Katie's curious eyes on him as he made his way toward the office. He gave her a slight nod to indicate he would fill her in later, but disappearing behind the door.
****
Chris entered Clayton's office and took his usual seat in the sofa across from Clayton. His heart raced as he saw the paperwork sitting on the desk. The equity agreement sat between the two of them, physical evidence of his newly assertive stand. He fought to keep his expression neutral as Clayton rifled through the papers. His mind raced with memories of strained conversations between Ashley and him over bills.
"It's all here," Clayton said, sliding the document across. "Thirty-three percent stake, effective immediately." There was pain in Clayton's eyes. He didn't like feeling like he was getting bested and Chris knew he had done just that. He felt a sense of pride swell up at the feat. However, there was something else in Clayton's gaze. That cocky glare was back.
Chris reached for the documents, but Clayton was faster, snatching them back as if they were kids again.. "Not so fast," he said with a smirk. "We have a few... amendments to discuss."
A flicker of unease passed through Chris, but he pushed it aside. I can handle this. I'm in control. "What kind of amendments?"
Clayton relaxed back, a smile tugging on his lips. "Well, for starters, I want Ashley's number."
It caught Chris off guard, he hadn't expected such direct contact. A little voice in his head whispered caution, but another part of him was excited at the prospect. "Her number? Why?"
"Come on, Chris," Clayton chuckled. "You know why. I want to make sure she understands exactly how to dress tonight. I have big plans."
Heat climbed through Chris's cheeks, a potent mixture of arousal and residual doubt. This is what you wanted, he told himself. To see Ashley embrace that side of herself, isn't it? "I... I could relay any message-
"No," Clayton cut him off sternly. "I want to text her myself. Every. Little. Detail." His eyes danced as he spoke, he was back in control. He was the puppeteer and he was going to make these two dance.
Chris thought of the way she would react, would respond, when she received those messages. The way she would tease him as she prepared herself for him... for Clayton. The thought of it all was intoxicating. "Fine, whatever," he said failing to sound nonchalant about it.
After a moment of internal struggle, Chris relented. "Anything else?"
"During the meal, there will likely be... situations where you'll need to excuse yourself to the men's room"
Chris's tilted his head. "Why? What does that even mean?"
"Does it matter? I'm confident you'll recognize the situation when it occurs." Clayton countered. "These are my terms."
Chris mulled it over. The amendment seemed oddly specific, but relatively tame compared to what he'd been anticipating. Plus, it wasn't like Ashley was going to let him have sex with her in public. "Alright," he agreed, though uncertainty gnawed at him. "Is that all?"
Clayton's smile extended, his flawless white teeth showing. "Perfect. And now, regarding our future meetings-"
"Future meetings?" Chris echoed, for the second time, he was taken aback. He never considered the possibility of future meetings. How long did he expect this to go on? Still, despite the misgivings, he couldn't deny the thrill that ran through him at the prospect.



"Ah, come on," Clayton said, leaning forward on his elbows his stare burning a hole through Chris. "You really think Ashley's going to be satisfied with just one taste? After tonight, I wouldn't be surprised if she called me over every evening."
Chris's mind went haywire. He suddenly saw Ashley's face flushed, her body writhing in pleasure. He fidgeted on his seat, trying desperately to hide the tenting of his pants. "That's... that's not up to me," he managed. "Ashley is her own person. We're in this together. If she wants more, that's her decision."
"How evolved of you," Clayton laughed. "Trust me, after tonight there won't be any doubt that she'll want a repeat performance." Part of Chris wanted to protest, to re-assert control, but the thrum of excitement couldn't be denied. _This is what you've been fantasizing about, isn't it?_
"Do we have a deal?" Clayton asked while sliding a pen across his desk.
Chris stared at the pen, then at the equity agreement. Everything he'd worked for was right there. As he reached for the pen, a small voice of caution whispered in the back of his mind, but the thrill of anticipation drowned it out.
"On one account," Chris stammered, minding the steadiness in his voice, "Ashley gets the final say on everything. If she ever wants to stop, then it stops. No questions asked."
Clayton thought for a moment and nodded. "Fine. Now just sign the damn papers."
As he wrote his name, there was a knotted mix of emotions in him. Excitement, fear, anticipation, and arousal, and yet a touch of fear. But above all of them, a thrill for the unknown territory they were about to enter. He sat for some minutes trying to keep those thoughts at bay as he wriggled in his seat. If his excitement was any indication of where this was going then he was in for one hell of a ride.
"Make sure Ashley's phone is on," Clayton said as Chris finally stood up, adjusted himself, and made it to the door. "I've got quite the evening planned."
As he walked back to his office, Chris's head spun with possibilities. He'd gone into that room confident, and Clayton had tossed some curveballs his way, but the excitement beneath it all still lingered. What would Clayton text Ashley? How would she respond? The suspense was nearly too much to handle.
Sinking into his chair, Chris took a deep breath. Okay, so things had escalated quickly, but wasn't that half the fun? He picked up his phone, and dialed Ashley, he needed to make her aware that Clayton now had her number.
Chris's heart was racing in his chest as he dialed Ashley's number. He listened to it ring as he quickly moved outside, out of earshot of the rest of the individuals. He couldn't help but feel like everyone was watching him as he moved through the office, like they already knew this dirty little secret.
"Hey, babe," Ashley's voice came, warm and familiar. "How's work?"
"I just signed the papers, it's all official, babe." Even though Clayton had made Chris feel a bit off balance during their meeting he had bounced back fairly well. After all he had just outmaneuvered him for a third of his company. If he wanted to play head games about trivial things like what Ashley was wearing that seemed like a fair trade off to him.
"Congratulations again baby, I cannot wait to show you how happy you make me." The sultry tone in Ashley's voice said it all to him. "It also gives me an excuse to go shopping. Maybe buy another outfit in blue because you didn't get to see me wear it last time," she responded with a laugh immediately making Chris hard.
Chris sighed. "Yeah, about that." He paused, resting his body against the frame of the BMW. "Clayton wanted your number. He wants to text you... about what to wear tonight."
There was silence on the other end of the line for what felt like an eternity. Chris's mind raced. Is this too much? Have I gone too far?
Ashley finally spoke, her tone wary but curious. "Really? That's... surprising."
Chris detected the hint of fascination in her tone, and it excited him. "Yeah, I know. It's a bit weird, but..." He broke off, unsure how to articulate the enthusiasm building within him.
Ashley seemed to pick up on his tone. Her voice lowered, taking on a sultry edge. "Does that excite you, Chris? Is that part of this whole fantasy for you? The thought of Clayton telling me what to wear?"
Chris's breath caught in his throat. God, yes. "I. yeah... Yeah, it does."
"Mmm," Ashley purred. "Maybe I'll wear that little black dress you liked so much. Or perhaps I'll purchase something new. just for Clayton."
Images developed in Chris's mind, Ashley in various states of undress, all for Clayton's hungry eyes. His arousal increased, nearly to the level of discomfort. Was she doing this for him alone now, since she knew how much it aroused him? Or was she truly as aroused as she appeared at the thought of dressing so provocatively for Clayton? "Jesus, Ash."
"I cannot believe we are doing this, baby." Ashley's voice was sin itself. Chris could hear the pleasure in it, she was having the time of her life torturing him. "I cannot stop thinking about how it is going to feel when he slides into my..."
"Fuck Ash, you're killing me," Chris interrupted her before she could complete the thought. His dick was now pulsating in his pants as he slipped into the BMW for fear of being witnessed.
Ashley's gentle laugh was a mix of comforting and horrifying to Chris. Who was this sex goddess that was impersonating his wife. "I am not able to go back into the office like this."
There was a silence on the other end of the phone before Ashley responded. "Are you hard, baby? Are you hard at work imagining Clayton and me together?"
Chris was gasping. He was actually scared to touch himself right now for fear of cumming in his pants. He did not even realize he was panting until a few long seconds later when Ashley again broke through the silence. "Why don't you send me a picture? Show me how excited you are."
"I..." Chris started and paused, he had no clue what he was going to say. His eyes scanned the parking lot briefly to ensure no one was around. He fumbled with his phone, his hands shaking slightly as he unzipped his pants. Was he really doing this? he thought as he took the photo his cock harder than he'd ever seen it.
"Mmm, so sexy," Ashley purred. "You really are turned on by this." There was a pause again and Chris was curious as to what she was doing. "You know, what's even hotter? Getting two photos like this from two different men in a single day."
Chris thought with almost absolute certainty he was going to cum right there. This had to be a lucid dream he was having and he'd be waking up any moment. "Two? What are you talking about? Has Clayton... has he already texted you? Did he send a dick pic?" A rush of jealousy mixed with lust flowed through him.
Ashley's laugh was low and teasing. "Mmm maybe, would that make you happy, or jealous? To know that your wife was such a slut that she was getting dick pics from other guys?" Before Chris had even had a chance to respond to what she had said she was already going on. "I should go babe. It looks like I have some shopping to do. Let's talk later."
"I... I love you Ashley, so much."
"I love you too baby, even if you've turned me into a freak." She purred sexily over the line before she hung up.
The connection dropped before Chris could respond. He sat there, phone in one hand, painfully aroused and stunned. What had just happened? The night hadn't even started, and already things were taking unexpected twists. But despite the pang of jealousy, Chris couldn't deny the pure excitement sweeping through him. Tonight was shaping up to be one for the books.
****
Ashley stared at her phone, thumping heart in her chest, as she scrolled through Clayton's latest message. The screen illuminated her rosy-cheeked face against the dim dressing room lighting of the shop.
"You're at Elysian? Too formal. I have other plans."
How was it that in only a couple of brief text messages, he managed to make her feel so... helpless?Why did he say this place was too formal? Wasn't that what men liked, women all dressed up for them? She knew that he was just trying to get inside her head, but she couldn't help but admit there was something thrilling about it all.
"And what were you thinking?" She shot back, suddenly feeling stupid for being at the high-end shop.
"Oh, I have plenty in mind, don't worry. You're in for a night you won't soon forget. Tell me about your fantasies, Ashley."
Ashley's head jerked back and forth. He was such a self-centered idiot. She didn't understand why she appeared to be drawn to him. She detested men like him. She gritted out a small laugh - that wasn't true. She knew why she was drawn to him, and it wasn't because of his attitude.
Ashley glared at the screen again, biting her lip, trying to think of something to say. She replied a minute later with shy flirting, " Wouldn't you like to know?"
"I would. And I will," came his lightning-fast reply. "You're in the wrong place. Go here." He placed a pin.
Ashley considered her next move. She would be lying if she claimed she wasn't even somewhat curious about where he was leading her. To cover her bases, she texted Chris.
"Hey, I came to Elysian for a new dress, but was quickly told by Clayton that was too formal. He sent me a new location. If I'm murdered, just remember this was all your idea." She added a smiley face emoji before pressing send.
Ashley stood outside of a stylish boutique twenty minutes later. It certainly was more trendy and adventurous than Elysian. She breathed in deep and entered.
A salesperson approached her with a knowing grin. "You're Ashley, right? Clayton called ahead. I'm Amber, and I'll be working with you today."
Ashley's eyes flew open in shock. "He did?" Her eyes darted around the shop, scanning the racks of daring, seductive dresses.
"He had a very distinct vision in his head," Amber said, leading Ashley to a rack of short dresses. "Something that shows off your legs, and that beautiful chest."
Ashley flushed, was this woman flirting with her? Ashley looked around the store as her phone buzzed. Another text from Clayton: "Having a good time? Feeling a little off-balance, yet?"
Ashley licked her lips. Was he goading her? His ability to read her was unsettling, but she was determined to hold her own. "I'm fine. Just not used... to this kind of shopping."
The second message from Clayton: "At the end of tonight, you'll be begging for more. Just like you did that night in the office. I promise you that."
His self-assurance irritated and excited her. Ashley took a deep breath, remembering that night at the office. She felt her body start to tingle. "Pretty confident of yourself, aren't you? You're definitely overselling this. That generally means I'm going to get let down."
Amber returned with a dress that left Ashley's eyes wide with wonder. It was a whole lot more revealing than anything she'd ever considered wearing outside the house. She almost said, "Don't bring it back," but she didn't want to lose. She was not going to let Clayton win at chicken.
When Ashley wore the dress, Clayton's text came through: "How about a preview? Give me something to look forward to."
Ashley smiled, a flash of rebellion coursing through her. "No way. You'll just have to keep yourself in line until tonight."
Ashley looked in the mirror and was another person - vulnerable but strengthened, anxious but exhilarated. The dress hugged her curves, the hem riding almost to mid-thigh. The low-cut neckline left little to the imagination.
When she stepped out of the boutique with her purchase, her mind went wild with mixed emotions. Doubts crept into her mind when she remembered Chris. Was she overdoing this? What if he got cold feet? Clayton's words echoed in her mind - what if he wasn't being arrogant after all? What if she ended up pleading for more?
****
The clock on Chris's phone seemed to mock him as he looked at it for what felt like the tenth time in the past five minutes. The hours crawled by, each minute stretching into an eternity. His anxiety and arousal built steadily, leaving him feeling on edge and uncomfortably aware of every sensation. People at work were starting to worry, after he left Clayton's office several of them, Katie included, asked him what Clayton had needed. Chris couldn't even remember the lie he told, everything just melted away. His focus, along with his nerves were completely shot.
By the time he finally made it home, Chris thought he may vomit. He couldn't describe the emotions going on inside him even if he tried. The nervousness and jealousy was there, it was always there, but somehow it added even more fuel to this new twisted form of desire. There was a masochistic pleasure that came from the surrender.
Chris pushed the front door open, surprised by the silence inside the house. "Ashley?" he called out, his voice cracking.
Silence, for a moment he thought maybe Ashley was still out. Maybe she'd realized how crazy all of this was and went running for the hills. He wouldn't blame her, the fact that she let it go as far as it had already just proved how amazing his wife was. As he slowly made his way up the stairs the sound of running water, eased his mind. She was in the shower. She was in the shower... preparing for Clayton.
For a moment, Chris forgot to breathe. He pushed the bathroom door open slowly, steam fogged the mirror as Ashley stood looking away from him running her fingers through her shampooed hair. His eyes traveled down to her perfect heart-shaped ass. He never felt like he complimented her enough on just how great her butt looked.
"Do you need a hand in there?" Chris asked finally finding his voice, his hand already on his belt.
Ashley jumped and gave a nervous chuckle. "No, wait for me downstairs. I... I want to surprise you with my outfit."
Exhaling slowly, Chris gave a silent nod. He felt a twinge of disappointment, but he knew she was just trying to play the game with him. She was probably just as nervous, and excited as him. He slowly backed out of the bathroom and went back downstairs. Making his way to the living room he poured himself a generous measure of whiskey, the amber liquid sloshing against the sides of the glass as he lifted it to his lips. The burn of alcohol did little to calm his nerves.
Sinking into the plush sofa, Chris's mind was reeling as he replayed the events that had led to this moment. The company party, that night with Clayton, the deal he'd made... it all seemed surreal now.
"Is this really going to happen?" he whispered to himself, running a hand through his hair.
The faint scent of Ashley's perfume wafted down the stairs. Chris inhaled deeply, the familiar fragrance now carrying new implications that made his body respond in ways he couldn't ignore. He tried to distract himself by checking his phone, but found he was reading and re-reading the same words on the screen without absorbing any of it.
He tried to distract himself by scrolling through his phone, but found his attention constantly drawn back to the closed bedroom door upstairs. His imagination ran wild, conjuring images of Ashley preparing herself for what was to come. He wished he could see her face right now. Did she have the same hint of mischief in her eye she always got before the two of them went on a date, or did she have the scared doe eyed look she'd sometimes get when she didn't know what to expect? "She's excited," he told himself as he remembered their encounter this morning. "Nervous but excited."
She's up there right now, getting ready for him. To give herself to him. She's actually going to do it. She's going to let Clayton fuck her.
The thought sent a jolt through him, equal parts arousal and anxiety. He tried to picture what Ashley might look like, what Clayton had chosen for her to wear. Each imagined scenario left him more worked up than the last.
Chris loosened his tie, feeling as though he couldn't quite catch his breath. He drained the last of his whiskey, contemplating pouring another. But before he could decide, Ashley's voice floated down from upstairs.
"Chris? You can come up now."
His heart pounding, Chris took a deep breath and started up the stairs. Each step felt monumental, carrying him closer to a moment that would undoubtedly change everything. He paused outside their bedroom door, hand hovering over the doorknob.
Chris moved through the doorway, his eyes widening at the vision of her. Ashley was silhouetted against the fading light, her dress more intoxicating than anything he could have envisioned.
The dress was a masterpiece of daring sophistication. It hugged her body to perfection, the hemline merely grazing mid-thigh, baring her long legs. The plunging neckline left little to the imagination and yet still carried the effect of elegance. Its straps holding it in place on her were knife edge thin, exposing nearly the entirety of her shoulder and collarbone.
Chris's mouth dried up, his head reeling with excitement. "My God, Ashley, you look. wow," he breathed, his voice threatening to crack.
She smiled coyly, a mix of confidence and vulnerability on her face. "Too much?" she asked with a hint of self doubt. "It's not too late to call it off if." Ashley's eyes strayed to Chris trousers, noticing the strain at the front of them. Her eyes met Chris's both of them afire with arousal and desire. She drew her bottom lip between her teeth provocatively, and ran a palm agonizingly slowly over the visible shape in his pants. "I take it you approve, then? Clayton made the right decision?"
The mention of Clayton was enough to make his knees buckle. This was absolutely not for Chris. Ashley had never dressed like this before for him, despite Chris's persuasion, but she had done it for some other man. The jealousy also added fuel to his experience and his growing arousal.
Ashley gave him another slow stroke. Chris was worried that if she didn't stop he would have to switch. "It's not too late to back out, you know. Are you sure this is what you want?"
Chris's mind spun. Was he sure? The image of Ashley in this dress, the fact that it had been chosen by Clayton, the fact of what was to happen - all of it seemed surreal. Something inside of him wanted to call it off, to claim Ashley as his and his only. But something deeper, baser, raged with lust at what was to happen.
"I'm positive," Chris affirmed, surprised at the certainty in his tone. "You're gorgeous, Ash."
Ashley's phone buzzed. "Oh, Clayton says he'll meet us at the restaurant," she said, reading the message.
Chris felt a twinge of something -- jealousy? Excitement? "He's texting you play-by-plays now?"
Ashley looked up, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Is that making you jealous? Do I need to tell him to back off?" She stopped, taking in the state Chris was in -- his flushed face, his heightened breathing, the obvious tent in his trousers. Not waiting for an answer, she sneered. "You're thinking about it, aren't you? Me and him?" Ashley breathed, her arms around Chris's neck, her lips inches from his. Chris didn't bother denying it anymore. He nodded, his hands shaping around her buttocks.
"If it's too much, just tell me and we'll stop," Ashley whispered, her eyes locked with his, hers taking on a glassy sheen. "This is for us, not him. Regardless of what we do you are the man who holds my heart. He's nothing more than a tool, a real life sex doll." Chris heard her giggle no doubt thinking of a sex doll version of Clayton.
She paused, a mischievous sparkle in her smile. "But don't get too worked up in the middle, okay? I want to make sure there's still time for us. afterward."
Chris growled into her neck. He wasn't sure he was going to be able to stop himself from getting worked up, but something told him he would have no issue recovering. He pulled Ashley back into his arms, feeling the *thump thump* of her heartbeat against his chest.



"You ready for me to fulfill all your wildest dreams?" Ashley taunted, kissing his neck once more before she moved in the direction of the stairs.
Chris trailed behind her, his imagination running wild with all the things that could happen as he gazed at the back of her dress. He was convinced that if she stooped he would catch a glimpse of her panties, and still with every step his anticipation mounted.
****
Chris fidgeted with his hands as they walked hand in hand into the restaurant. Despite the low lighting Chris couldn't help but feel like everyone was looking at them. He approached the maître d', his hand resting protectively on Ashley's lower back, hoping she didn't notice the sweat on his hand.
"Good evening. Reservation for three under the name Clayton," he said, trying to keep his voice steady.
The maître d' nodded, consulting his list. "Ah yes, the rest of your party has already arrived. Please, follow me." Chris couldn't help but notice the appreciative smile he seemed to give Ashley as his eyes flickered over her body.
As they wove through the main dining room, Chris still felt as if every eye in the restaurant was on them - or more specifically, on Ashley. He saw at least two men visibly turn their head as she walked by, ignoring the stunned looks of their partners. Even a few women seemed to give Ashley a wanting look as she slipped by. Despite his nervousness, Chris couldn't help but feel a surge of pride. His wife was undeniably stunning and everyone in the restaurant knew they were together.
Ashley leaned in close. "I feel so exposed," she whispered, as she clung to Chris's arm. She was doing her best to try to hide herself, yet as she pressed into Chris's body it only seemed to make her chest look even more pronounced.
Chris squeezed her hand. "You look incredible," he murmured back, feeling her relax slightly at his words. Her body felt warm against his and he wondered if it was his excitement or hers causing the shift in temperature. "Every man in here right now wishes they were in my shoes."
"Do you think they would still feel like that if they knew that Clayton was going to be the one to..." Ashley couldn't bring herself to say the actual words. Instead she allowed her hand to brush the top of Chris's thigh confirming her suspicion on the effect it would have. She couldn't deny the sense of power she felt knowing how she was affecting so many people.
The maître d' led them to a small, secluded room just off the main dining area. Clayton stood as they entered, his eyes roaming over Ashley before meeting Chris's gaze with a knowing smirk. He almost felt sorry for the couple. They had no idea what they were walking into. Clayton spent the better part of the last 24 hours stewing over Chris's audacity. He thought he could call the shots? Clayton was going to show him just how powerless he truly was.
"Ashley, you look absolutely breathtaking," Clayton said, a hint of seduction in his voice. He leaned in, kissing her cheek, lingering just a moment too long. "I'm going to have so much fun with you tonight," he whisper low enough that Chris didn't notice.
"Thank you," Ashley replied, a light blush coloring her cheeks at his bold statement. Despite having done everything she had with Clayton over the last few weeks she couldn't help but feel a bit of nervousness tonight. All those other times were spontaneous heat of the moment type decisions. But this was deliberate. This dinner was premeditated, Clayton had set it all up. Right down to the very revealing dress she was wearing. It was even his... recommendation that she go braless tonight.
Their table was round and in the corner of the space with booth-like seating. Clayton insisted Ashley take a seat between the two men, a suggestion Chris seemed happy to comply with. Chris edged in close to Ashley. "I love you," he said softly, squeezing her leg beneath the table in an attempt to reestablish himself at ease here. She smiled as well, some of the tension literally falling from her shoulders. Clayton used this moment to order the most expensive bottle of wine without even asking, a display of dominance that was not lost on Chris. It was a power play Chris had employed hundreds of times on the sales floor, but he wasn't about to be deterred. Clayton was operating on old information. He felt that he could use Ashley to unnerve Chris,that he was still somehow unsure about where he wanted this relationship to go, but that couldn't be further from the truth.
As they waited for the wine, Clayton turned his attention to Chris. "How does it feel, finally, to be a partner?" he asked in a playful voice, his eyes still sharp. Ashley also turned toward Chris, a beam of pride on her face as she touched his hair.
Chris shifted uncomfortably in his seat. "It's exciting. It's nice to see all the hard work paying off. I was starting to feel a little unappreciated." Chris glared at Clayton. He wanted him to get the message that he wasn't going to take any guff from him for the rest of the evening. He didn't want to be bullied or embarrassed in front of his wife.
Clayton grinned, a wicked smile spreading across his face.
He noticed the defiance in Chris's eyes. He enjoyed a good challenge under any circumstances, this was no different. "Nonsense, your... contributions are more than welcome," his voice carried a slight sarcasm that Chris alone appeared to detect. Nor was this missed that Clayton was staring at Ashley while addressing him. "You're fortunate to have someone so supportive," he continued, his eyes now fully on Ashley. "Somebody who would sacrifice so much." Chris shot Clayton a warning look, but Ashley, oblivious to the undertone, nodded intently.
"Oh, absolutely. Chris has been working such long hours. But it's all worth it for this opportunity. We truly can't thank you enough for all that you've done for us."
Clayton's grin increased. "I'm more than happy to help. Cheers," he said, raising his recently arrived glass of wine. "To new partnerships and... mutual benefits."
While they clinked glasses together, Chris couldn't help but notice the way Clayton's hand ran over Ashley's hand. There was a spark of electricity that seemed to pass between the two, and Chris shifted uncomfortably in tension.
As the appetizers were brought to the table, Clayton's gaze wandered over Ashley again. "I have to say, that dress looks wonderful on you, Ashley. It really brings out your figure." He extended his hand, stroking the delicate material. The ends of his fingers touched Ashley's bare shoulder and goosebumps erupted.
Ashley smiled, a twinkle of mischief in her eyes. "Thank you, Clayton. I have to say, your fashion sense isn't so bad." She brushed against his arm, lightly. "You have a good eye for detail." Ashley turned to her husband, trying to keep him in on this little game. "Chris, don't you think Clayton chose a good outfit for me?"
Chris felt a jolt of excitement at the unintentional contact between them. He shifted awkwardly in his chair, trying to hide his reaction, but Clayton's keen eyes saw it all. "I um... yeah you do look good. You should have seen the heads turned when she walked in."
Clayton laughed, imagining the scene. "Oh I'm sure I can imagine how they felt. I'm sure they were wishing they'd get the same view we are going to have later."
Chris opened his mouth to respond, but stopped. He saw the way Ashley was looking at him, she had the same hunger in her eyes that he did. Hearing Clayton say "we" had caused her pulse to race as well, he could sense it.
Clayton broke their moment, holding Ashley's attention for once. Clayton picked up a slider that was shaped like a small lobster. "You have to try this one," he proposed, pushing the small nudge toward Ashley's lips. Ashley bent down to take, and Clayton's other hand somehow found its place on her leg, lying comfortably there. Ashley's eyes went wide for a moment at the bold move, but she didn't retreat.
She accepted the morsel instead, letting out a soft, pleased moan as she savored the taste, allowing only the barest tip of Clayton's fingers to slip between her lips. She was putting it on a bit thick, but she didn't think Chris would complain. In fact, she was having more fun than she expected. She had feared the evening meal to be strained, particularly given the dynamic but as they all settled into their roles Ashley was enjoying herself much more than she would care to admit.
"Mmmm," she breathed, her sultry, low voice dripping with pleasure. "Yummy. I so enjoy having such exquisite... meat in my mouth." She grinned over at Chris, winking a mischievous wink his way. Chris couldn't help but be amazed at how she managed to do it so effortlessly, fitting in so well with pleasuring two men.
Clayton's hand, energized by the teasing atmosphere, continued to move further up Ashley's exposed leg, his fingers moving along the smooth flesh of her thigh.
Not missing a beat, Ashley just pushed his hand back down, looking Chris straight in the eye when he did so. Unfazed, Clayton left his fingers hovering just above her knee, knowing time was on his side. If Chris noticed the exchange, he didn't react. Instead, he simply continued staring into his wife's eyes, his own passion already running high.
"Ahh hah," she teased jokingly as she diverted her attention to Clayton. "Your hand is wandering. I'm positive they taught you better manners than that at prep school." Having thought for a brief moment she'd gotten everything under control, Ashley reached for her wine, her lips breaking out into a superior smile.
Clayton leaned in, his voice low, and his eyes on Chris. "You know, Ashley, I was just thinking about how enthusiastic you were during our last encounter, and how unfortunate it was Chris wasn't there yet to witness it. The way you responded to my tongue, the sounds you made..." He trailed off, letting the memory hang in the air between them.
Ashley's face flushed, her pride dissolving as the reality filled her head. She had thought she got the upper hand on Clayton. That he was going to show some morsel of embarrassment for being called out, but suddenly found herself on the back foot, a mixture of embarrassment and arousal coursing through her.
"I... that was different," she faltered, trying to regroup.
Clayton's smile spread his hand with its own ongoing upward motion on her leg, confident he had struck a chord. "Was it? I remember you being quite... vocal in your enjoyment." Ashley reached down and took his wrist again before it could go too far, but this time she didn't push it away. She just exerted firm pressure on it.
Chris watched the exchange, his own anger mounting as he saw Ashley's fleeting lapse of control. The dynamics among the three of them were shifting, and he was excited and scared to think what this could portend. At the moment, he remembered Clayton's earlier demand - to get up twice from the dinner table. A sense of comprehension of why hit him with a gut-punch.
"I gotta go to the men's room, excuse me for a second," Chris said, getting up from his chair. His heart pounded with his decision, knowing that having Ashley off by herself with Clayton was the plan, but given their circumstances he couldn't help but wonder what he was going to miss. He cast one last glance at his wife before turning away, he could see the look in Ashley's eyes when he made the announcement. He wanted her to know, that he wasn't angry with her, that everything that was going to happen was ok with him. He gave her a soft smile and leaned in and kissed her. He was shocked when he felt her tongue press against his lips. He wasn't sure what was going on under the table, but with Ashley's remark and now this he could only imagine. "I'll be right back, I love you," he whispered and walked away.
As Chris disappeared from view, Ashley felt the long fingers of Clayton brush against the thin material of her panties. A soft gasp escaped her lips, her eyes flashing open in shock. Her own hand did not shift from Clayton's wrist, her fingers holding but not pushing him back. "Clayton," she breathed, her voice strict despite the gleam in her eyes. "We can't... not here. Anyone could see us, they know I am here with Chris."
But even as she spoke, Ashley couldn't quite resist succumbing to the shock of electricity his touch generated. She leaned in her chair as if to move away from him, but the movement only pressed his fingers against her folds tighter. Clayton inched in closer, his warm breath on her ear, when Chris was no longer around. "Oh, but we should, Ashley. This is what Chris wants. Why else would he leave us alone?"
Ashley's breath froze as Clayton's fingers continued to probe, pressing softly on the fabric, finding her warmth and dampness beneath. Ashley was gasping shallowly, her body acting in opposition to her desires. She glanced around nervously, very sensitively aware of where they were as much as possible under cover of their private room. She worried the waiter could at any moment appear and find them in the act. The soft clinking of silver and distant voices reminded her of their open surroundings, and the forbidden thrill was increased.
"But what if someone sees us?" she whispered, even though her body had already betrayed her, responding to Clayton's skillful touch. Her grip on Clayton's wrist eased, while her nails dug into his skin.
Ashley's breasts were prominently rising and falling under the thin material of her dress. the curves of her nipples exposed as her arousal increased. She grit her teeth trying to hold a moan back, her thighs trembling slightly as Clayton's fingers pressed against her sensitive clit.
As the anticipation grew, Ashley's reserve disappeared. Her hips now moved near imperceptibly, swaying slightly, against Clayton's hand. She was building up inside, the tension coiled within her. At the instant she was about to cum, Clayton withdrew his hand. Ashley's eyes flew open, confusion and rage on her face.
"Clayton, what-" she began, her voice husky with need. "I was so close... please."
He chuckled, his teeth scraping her exposed neck. "That's your punishment for making me wait, Ashley. You'll have to wait too."
Ashley squirmed in her chair, needing release. "Please," she panted, her hand extending to him.
Clayton had her wrist, his fingers wrapped hard around it. "No, it'll get here when I'm ready for it to" he answered, his tone low and commanding. "Instead, I want you to take off your panties and give them to Chris when he returns."
Ashley's eyes widened, her face lightening. "I can't do it, he'll-" she weakly complained, her hips still moving despite his fingers already being removed.
"He'll adore it, and you know it," Clayton replied, his tone leaving no doubt. "Consider it a gesture of good faith, for the future."
Flustered and randy, Ashley realized that she was trapped between her flaming desire and Clayton's emphatic insistence. Ashley froze, her mind racing. How did she always manage to let Clayton fluster her so easily? She knew it was a test, a challenge. And she also knew that if she gave way now, she would be admitting defeat. She took a deep breath, making up her mind.
She carefully reached under her skirt, her fingers scrunching into the waist of her panties. She raised up her hips slightly, pulling the fabric down over her legs and off her heels. She balled the fabric up in her hand, her heart pounding in her chest.
"Good girl," Clayton breathed and her juices dripped onto her thigh.
Chris walked back over to the table, instantly registering Ashley's rosy face and disarrayed appearance. Ashley bit her lip when he sat down, staring fixedly at him.
"Clayton instructed me to hand these to you," she murmured. At the same time, she had put her hand on Chris's crotch and her panties into his palm, registering his immediate physical response.
Chris's breath was caught in his throat as Ashley pressed a tiny, silky, damp thing into his hand. His eyes went wide as recognition hit him, his erection springing to life in an instant. Ashley's hand on his burgeoning erection was all she needed to see what he felt.
"Are these your..." Chris couldn't get the words out, his voice raw with need.
Ashley nodded, her cheeks aflame. "Yes," she said on a breath. "He... he made me remove them."
Chris swallowed hard, his mind reeling with the implications. What the hell did he miss when he used the restroom? He locked eyes with Clayton, who had a smug look on his face, and turned back to Ashley, noting how she fidgeted a bit in her seat.
"And you... you're okay with this?" Chris asked, his tone thick with desire.
Ashley's fingers tightened softly, and a soft moan came from Chris. "More than okay," she panted, eyes darkening with need. "Are you?"
Chris nodded, his dry throat. "Yes," he could hardly manage to whisper. He put Ashley's panties in his pocket, the silky fabric a reminder of it all. His hand stayed in his pocket wrapped around the damp fabric. He had only been away for less than five minutes but they were completely soaked.
Clayton coughed to get their attention. "Well, now that we're all comfortable, shall we order our main course?"
The rest of the meal came in a haze of need and tension. Clayton pushed limits gradually but relentlessly. His foot would "accidentally" brush up against Ashley's bare leg, or he'd edge forward to lean in close and whisper something, his mouth warm against the lobe of her ear. Every time he went to grab his glass of wine, his hand would graze Ashley's arm or shoulder.
Chris saw every touch, every glance, and heard every whisper. Each agonizing minute brought him closer to fulfilling his wildest fantasy. In an odd way he was thankful he was starting to feel like the third wheel. It gave him time to try to calm his nerves and quiet the doubt that was creeping into the back of his mind. the one asking him what would happen if Ashley suddenly thought he wasn't man enough, or big enough to make her happy after tonight.
As the main course was removed, Clayton's hand disappeared under the table. Ashley's eyes widened, and she clamped her teeth down hard on her lip, clearly trying not to lose control. Chris saw the characteristic movement of Clayton's arm, and Ashley's barely perceptible squirm.
Clayton stared at Chris and for a moment or so neither of them blinked, before Clayton gestured down towards door. "I... I need to go to the bathroom again," he declared, standing up. He stared at Ashley as well, silently conveying his readiness for whatever might occur in his absence.
As Chris walked away, Clayton turned to Ashley. "Now that we have a bit more space, why don't you show us how much you've been enjoying playing our little game?" He leered at Ashley, as he played with his easy erection.
Ashley attempted to play coy, gazing off. "I don't know what you're talking about," she said, nibbling on her lip.
Clayton chuckled, his hand moving to her bare thigh under the tablecloth. "Oh, I think you do." His fingers edged higher, depositing a mark of flame along her sensitive flesh.
As Clayton's touch became more urgent, Ashley's breathing became more wild. His fingers roamed across her already slippery and open folds, eliciting a small gasp from her. Instinctively, her hand crept up his leg until she reached the clear sign of his arousal against his slacks.
"That's it," Clayton prodded, his middle finger drawing a slow circle around her clit. "Demonstrate how much you need this, how much you've been dreaming about my dick."
Ashley's tongue slipped behind her lips that moistened with her touch, she knew that she was in a losing battle. Her body was already teetering towards desperation after the last round of action. Her hand began moving, stroking Clayton's erection through his clothes. She felt it come alive under her fingers, growing stiff as she kept up her fondling.



Clayton's fingers dipped lower, teasing her entrance. Ashley barely stifled the moan, hips shoving into his hand. Her own strokes became more desperate, palm stroking his shaft, fingers tracing its shape.
"You're so wet," Clayton panted releasing his lips to the lobe of her ear. "I'd bet you're dying to be filled to the hilt at this moment, aren't you?"
Ashley nodded, speechless. Her thumb found the sensitive tip of Clayton's cock under his pants, circling around it as he had her clit moments ago. She felt a rush of pleasure as Clayton's breath was caught, his composure fraying for a moment. She felt so powerful in that moment being able to elicit a reaction from him. She was slowly falling apart, part of her wanting to ride him here.
As Ashley's hand kept caressing Clayton, he moved closer. "You do seem to miss it so much, Ashley. Maybe you should say hello properly."
Ashley hesitated for a moment, nervously glancing around the room. But the desire raging in her blood was too much, and she could feel herself creeping towards his zipper, her fingers shaking ever so slightly. She could hear the pounding of her heart in her ears as she slowly opened him up. She instinctively moistened her lips as she touched the hardness in his pants against her fingers.
She crouched down, her heart pounding in her chest. Her tongue sprang out, tracing the delicately sensitive tip, tasting the salty precum that had accumulated there. Clayton's sharp gulp of air caught her ear; his hand wrapped around the base of her skull, pushing at her. She was winning here, she reflected. If not by outsmarting him, perhaps by outmaneuvering him... elsewhere. She parted her lips, slowly sucking him in, her tongue still playing around the tip, sucking in all of his arousal.
Despite the awkward positioning, Clayton's fingers found their way back to the back of her dress, his fingers slipping lower until they reached her hot, wet center. He thought about telling her to kneel in front on him under the table, but that would have to come another day. This was a delicate dance he needed to make and in order for it to work he needed to get her worked back up. Instead he relished in the fact that anyone who walked by would get treated to the view of his fingers stuffed inside her exposed slit. He began to stroke her gently, his fingers circling her clit in time with the movements of her mouth on him. Ashley moaned softly, the vibration causing Clayton to groan in response.
She was aware of her own hunger stirring as she continued to suck and lick, the slightest movement of her hips on Clayton's fingers. His fingers penetrated her, curling up to hit that sensitive spot, all while his thumb maintained its ruthless motion on her clit.
"Mmmm fuck, yes, don't stop," Ashley pleaded caught up in the sensation, her body clenching as she approached the peak. But just before she would have collapsed, Clayton gradually pulled his fingers from her, leaving her throbbing.
"Stop, Ashley," he breathed, his voice strained with desire. "You're getting too close, and I don't want you to cum. yet."
Ashley snarled in annoyance around his cock. She pulled him deeper into her mouth, determined to defy him as her lips went lower down into his root. He wrapped his hand in her hair and yanked her off his rod with a loud pop. Ashley looked up at him, eyes filled with desperation and rage. She was so close, her body raging for release. All they could do for a moment was stare into each other's eyes. At last, she dropped back into the chair, gasping for breath, her body still vibrating with frustration.
Clayton smirked, tucking himself back into his pants. "We need to work on your obedience," he said disdain in his voice. "When Chris returns, I want you to give him a loving kiss. Show him how much you appreciate him allowing us to play this little game," he instructed, his eyes gleaming with mischief.
Ashley chewed on her lip, she was beyond turned on, but she hated how he was speaking to her. She wanted so badly to tell him to fuck off, but the wet spot on her seat denied her the satisfaction. "And why should I do that?" she asked trying her best to mask the desire in her voice.
"Because once you do we will leave here and I will give you the best orgasm of your life. And it will be made more thrilling by the fact that your husband will be sitting in the background watching as it happens." Ashley could only manage a nod, her body still burning with passion.
Chris returned to the table, immediately noticing Ashley's disheveled appearance. Her lipstick was smudged, and mascara ran down her face. He was just about to inquire when Ashley enveloped him in a passionate kiss.
The unmistakable saltiness on her lips told Chris what had happened when he was gone. When Ashley ended the kiss, she gazed at him with a mix of guilt and excitement.
"I was bad," she panted, her hand resting on the front of his pants. "You're not mad are you?" She was stroking him faster, for a moment Chris thought she was going to actually let him fuck her here and now. But when Clayton coughed, she promptly came out of whatever her state was.
Ashley's eyes darted back and forth between Chris and Clayton. "I think we should leave," she suggested, her throaty voice husky.
Clayton's lips formed a satisfied smile. "Excellent idea. I'll take care of the check." He paused, adding casually, "My driver dropped me off earlier, so I'll need to catch a ride with you two. Ashley can keep me company in the backseat."
Chris looked at Ashley, hoping to gauge her response. She looked back at him, a wicked spark in her eye. "I can't wait to get home and make your wildest dreams come true," she cooed.
But as she spoke, Chris couldn't help but wonder - was it actually his fantasy she was so keen to realize, or hers?
****
Chris gripped the steering wheel tightly as he pulled away from the restaurant, his hands shaking slightly with anticipation. In the rearview mirror, he caught glimpses of Ashley and Clayton in the backseat, their forms barely visible in the dim light. As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he could see the silhouette of Clayton's hand resting on Ashley's knee, he was leaning close whispering in her ear. Her hand was on his leg as well. If anyone happened to look in the car they would mistake Chris for an Uber driver taking home a loving couple after dinner. He told himself he should be angry, or jealous, or something other than what he was, consumed with red hot lust.
As they merged onto the highway, Chris saw Clayton lean in, attempting to kiss Ashley. His heart raced, but to his surprise, Ashley turned her head, offering her neck instead. Clayton, undeterred, began trailing kisses along Ashley's neck, his hand now slowly inching up her thigh, pushing the hem of her dress higher. Chris noticed Ashley's sharp intake of breath and saw her hands gripping the seat, knuckles white. The distinct sound of Clayton's fingers sliding against wet flesh reached his ears, followed by Ashley's soft gasp. Chris forced his eyes back to the road, his foot pressing harder on the accelerator.
"Everything okay back there?" Chris asked, his voice strained.
"Just fine," Clayton replied, his tone low and suggestive. "Your wife is being quite... accommodating."
Chris swallowed hard, his mind racing. He'd agreed to this, hadn't he? So why did he feel this knot in his stomach?
"You're missing quite a show up there, Chris," Clayton said, his voice thick with desire. "Perhaps we should give you a better idea of what's happening." With that, he began to help Ashley out of her dress, leaving her completely naked in the backseat.
Chris's eyes darted to the mirror, but he couldn't see much in the darkness. However, his ears picked up the unmistakable sounds of Clayton's fingers moving in and out of Ashley, the wet sounds of her arousal filling the car. He heard Ashley's soft moans, each one higher than the last.
Then, he heard a different sound. A rhythmic, slick sound that made his heart pound. He realized it was the sound of Ashley's hand working Clayton, her movements eager and desperate.
"Jesus, you feel so good. Fuck," Ashley was panting now. Chris tried to catch another glimpse of her in the mirror but a horn blew beside him and he realized he was veering into the other lane.
Chris's heart raced as he heard Ashley's scream of pleasure. He knew that sound too well - she was enjoying herself, perhaps more than she ever had with him. The realization sent a messy mix of jealousy and lust coursing through him.
He was already going faster now, weaving in and out of traffic with a desperation he'd never known. He needed to get home. He needed... What did he need? To stop this? To join in? To watch?
As they reached her exit, Chris heard Ashley's gentle moan. She was close. Too close. The sounds of their mutual pleasure echoed through the car, Ashley's moans and Clayton's groaning growls creating a chorus of hunger.
"Wait," he heard himself say, his voice sounding foreign to his own ear. "We're almost home."
Clayton chuckled. "Poor Ashley, denied parole for the third time this evening. This time, not my fault at all."
Ashley whimpered in frustration, her desperation palpable. "Please," she whispered, though it wasn't clear who she was addressing.
Suddenly, Ashley leaned forward, her hands around the back of Chris's seat. She kissed his neck, her hands tussling with the buttons of his shirt. Chris inhaled sharply, struggling to keep his eyes on the road as Ashley's touch sent shivers down his spine. He felt her breasts heaving against his back, her breathing in harsh gasps.
"Ashley," Chris panted, struggling between desire and wanting to drive well. "We're almost home. Just... just wait for me."
But Ashley was beyond reason, her body trembling as she kissed and caressed Chris. Her little moans suggested Clayton was still providing her with just the right amount of stimulation to keep her on the verge. Chris heard the sound of wet slapping as Clayton's fingers moved inside her, her hips thrusting in time with his fingers.
"I'm so hot, baby. I need it so bad. I was so bad at the restaurant, and now... oh God," Ashley's tongue skittered over Chris' ear. A glimpse in the mirror explained why. Clayton had jammed two fingers into Ashley. He was fucking Ashley with a dizzying force. Her hands gripped at Chris's shirt. Her grunts were screams in his ear.
Chris stomped harder on the gas pedal, eager to get them home as soon as possible. The mix of Ashley's touch, the obvious desperation in her expression, and what was happening in the backseat left him in a daze of conflicting emotions.
The last few minutes of the ride were a blur. Chris navigated the familiar roads on autopilot, his mind concentrating on the sensations and sounds around him. Ashley's labored breathing, Clayton's low moans, the gentle creak of leather as they shifted, and the unmistakable sounds of their mutual pleasure.
As they finally drove into the driveway, Chris took an uneven breath. He turned off the engine, sitting there in quiet. For an instant, no one moved. Then, uncertainly, Chris turned around in his seat. Ashley's eyes were black with desire, her lips swollen. Clayton wore a smug smile on his face, his hand still gripping possessively on Ashley's thigh, his fingers wet with her desire.
"Shall we go in?" asked Clayton, his tone easy compared to the strained atmosphere.
"Ashley needs to put her dress back to normal first. What if the neighbors..." But she was already out of the door, modesty forgotten eons ago and her body exposed as she hurried up the path.
****
As they entered the house, time seemed to stand still. For an insane moment, Chris had thought Ashley really would take Clayton in the backseat of the car. Naked, Ashley strode confidently toward the stairs, her eyes dark with need. It didn't matter to her at this point who took her, as long as she could finally get the release she'd been chasing for hours.
Clayton, ever in command, broke the silence. "To the bedroom then." His broad palm cracked across Ashley's ass, resounding through the house. Chris gritted his teeth and nodded, his eyes wide as he watched Clayton splay a hand across the small of Ashley's back to urge her forward. He was expecting another swat, and was caught off guard when he saw the almost gentle way Clayton's hand landed on her skin. Ashley turned looking over her shoulder, back at Chris, her eyes filled with hunger. Chris was fairly certain that by this point she was beyond the the point of no return, but he still offered her a warm smile a gentle nod letting her know he was still in this with her.
Each step up the stairs felt like it came with a new emotion for Chris. Excitement, step. Jealousy, step. Fear, step. Anxiety, step. And most of all, arousal. His eyes focused on the sway of Ashley's hips as she went upstairs, her lips protruding slightly as she walked glistening in the warm light. He had wanted this, hadn't he? The reality of it was both terrifying and intoxicating. He wasn't sure how he would react once they got to the bedroom, but he found himself already pulling at the belt of his pants.
When they stepped into the bedroom, Chris's heart was racing, a mix of anticipation and nervous energy running through him. His gaze moved around the room almost in slow motion. He had seen it a millions times before, but this time it was like he was seeing it for the first time. Ashley sat naked on the bed, her legs spread and inviting. Her nipples were hard, and her breasts heaved with every breath, a delicate pink hue coloring her skin to attest to her arousal. The sight of her like this, knowing what was about to happen, filled him with raw animalistic lust and a strange sort of pride.
Standing before her, Clayton admired every inch of her body appreciatively with his eyes. He was still fully clothed, but the bulge in his pants was unmistakable, a promise of what was to come. He took his time, his gaze lingering on her curves as a smirk formed on his lips. He knew the power he held in this room and he intended to enjoy it.
Chris was standing in the doorway, frozen in place. He could feel his cock pressing against his pants, as his hands shook with anticipation He had wished for this moment, he had fantasized about it. Now that it was finally happening, he was terrified and thrilled in equal measure. He was suddenly, acutely aware of every sensation: the hiss of the ac as it tried to cool his ever rising body heat, the faint scent of Ashley's perfume mingling with the unmistakable scent of her arousal, the sound of his own ragged breathing.
Clayton turned to Chris, his smirk widened into a grin. "You just going to stand there, buddy?" He goaded. "Care to take up your usual spot in the chair?" Clayton's condescending tone wasn't missed by Chris, but his legs turned to lead as he took a tentative step forward, then another, until he was standing a few feet from the bed. He could see the wetness between Ashley's thighs, could see her body trembling slightly with anticipation. The mocking tone of Clayton had Chris turning slightly. "Ensuring you have a front row seat?" he taunted, his voice so full of the same arrogant superiority it seemed to always carry. Clayton turned his attention to Ashley, his hands reaching out to cup her breasts. She gasped arching into his touch, her eyes fluttering closed.
With his free hand Clayton slowly undid his belt. The swooshing sound it made as it quickly slide from the belt loops seems to vibrate in Chris's ears. Pinching Ashley's nipple between his fingers he pushed down his pants, and his boxers, revealing his cock. Chris's eyes widened at the sight. This was it, Clayton was going to slide that giant tool inside his wife. Chris could see the veins pulsing beneath the skin, could see the precum glistening at the tip. It was an intimidating sight, one that sent a mix of fear and excitement coursing through him.
Clayton placed a knee on the edge of the bed and pushed Ashley lightly to her back. He took his time exploring every inch of her body. He continued to squeezed her breasts, causing her to gasp at the forcefulness but she didn't shy away from him. In fact, as his thumbs circled her nipples she arched her back into it, drawing out a moan from deep within her. His fingers glided over the curve of her hips, dipping into the hollows of her waist. He was slow, deliberate, his touch designed to tease and draw things out.
Ashley was putty in his hands, her body responded to his touch. She squirmed on the bed, her mouth opening in a silent scream. Her skin was already slick with sweat, Chris couldn't help but ogle her. Under the soft lighting of the bedroom she looked like a picture from a magazine. A rare piece of art that perfectly captured her raw unadulterated state.
Chris's hardness grew painful as it continued to try to expand. With trembling hands he released it from its confines tossing his pants into the corner. He wanted to touch himself, to relieve some of the pressure, but he was frozen in place, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him.
Clayton's hands went lower now, tracing a path down Ashley's belly, down to her pussy. Teasing for a moment, his fingers hovered over her clit. Ashley whimpered, her hips bucking in desperation for his touch. A chuckle rumbled from Clayton as his gaze flicked to Chris, a wicked gleam dancing in his eyes.
"Look at her, Chris," he purred, the emphasis taunting. "Look how wet she is. How much she wants this. How much she wants me."
Chris swallowed hard, eyes darting between Ashley's face, twisted in pleasure, and Clayton's hand hovering above her pussy. He could see the wetness, see how ready she was. It was a heady sight, one that sent a rush of want through his veins.
The muscles of Clayton's back rippled as he climbed further and further toward her. He planted kisses on her collarbone, her jawline. He moved for her lips, but she denied him, turning her head with a seductive smile and smiling weakly as Chris, small victories. His large member pressed against her thigh, angry and swollen as he worked his way back down to her chest. He sucked her nipple into his mouth, his teeth grazing against it causing Ashley to moan in pleasure as her hands ran through his hair.
Each gasp and moan seemed to elicit a response from Chris's body. He was a silent participant, a voyeur in this dance of lust, but he was as much a part of it as Ashley and Clayton. He could feel the tension building, could feel the anticipation coiling in his stomach. He could feel the precum oozing from the head of his shaft despite not yet touching himself as fell back into the chair.
Clayton arched over Ashley. He grabbed his manhood and positioned it directly over Ashley's opening. He thwapped the tip of his dick on her swollen lips before using his hips to slide the entire length over the top of her opening.
"Please," she begged, her voice hoarse. "Please, don't stop."
Clayton chuckled, a sound that was both mocking and arousing. "You want it, don't you, Ashley?" he said, his voice a low growl. "You've wanted it since that day you watched me in the office haven't you?"
Ashley nodded her face red with embarrassment, "Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible. She turned her head to Chris. A look of bewilderment on his face. She thought it was because of what was about to happen, but in reality he was trying to make sense of what Clayton had just said. Did something happen between them that he was unaware of?
"I want it." Ashley whispered licking her lips and bringing Chris out of his trance. He needed to focus on what was happening now. His deepest, darkest, fantasy was playing out right in front of him, he wasn't going to let anything ruin it.
Clayton turned to Chris, a wicked gleam in his eyes. "Chris, grab that pillow," he commanded, pointing to the pillow on Chris's side of the bed. "Put it under Ashley's hips."



Chris hesitated for a moment before complying, his hands trembling slightly as he positioned the pillow under Ashley's hips, elevating her pelvis. He could see the wetness between her thighs, could see how ready she was.
"Did... did you remember to bring a condom like I asked?" Ashley whispered. With the way her hips were already searching for his meat Clayton wondered if it really mattered. He hated the way condoms felt, but it was a small concession to a much larger prize.
Clayton took a condom from his wallet, tearing open the packet with his teeth. He rolled it onto his cock, his eyes never leaving Ashley's. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock poised at her entrance.
Chris's mind was going in a million different directions and he found it increasingly difficult to stay in the moment. First it was what ever happened at the office and now the comment about the condom. What else had they texted to each other? He gave Clayton Ashley's number in the morning, were they texting all day?
"Tell me you want this dick," Clayton's continued taunts brought Chris back to the present.
She locked eyes with him. "I want your dick, Clayton." Chris sucked in air from his chair. The words a knife of betrayal that only seemed to make Chris's cock pulse with need.
With one swift thrust, Clayton entered her, pushing nearly half has cock into her before meeting any real resistance. Ashley cried out, her body convulsing as her first orgasm immediately washed over her. The work of the earlier teasing clearly paying off in dividends. It was intense, her body shaking with the force of it. Clayton groaned, his eyes closing briefly as he savored the sensation of her tight, wet heat around him.
As Ashley rode out her pleasure, she reached up, her hand wrapping around Clayton's neck. She pulled him down, her lips meeting his in a deep, passionate kiss. After denying Clayton all night she was now the aggressor. Her tongue attacking Clayton's mouth with a zeal that Chris had never seen. Watching his wife kiss another man with such eagerness and hunger made his cock swell in his hand. For a moment he though he may cum as well, but luckily the moment passed.
As Ashley's orgasm subsided Clayton began to make tiny thrusts, each one impaling him deeper into her warm depths. Breaking his mouth away from hers, his lips stroked her ear. "You like that, don't you, Ashley? You like feeling my cock inside you?"
Ashley nodded, her breathing coming in short jagged bursts. "Yes," she whimpered, her eyes still closed, her lips searching for his. "I love it. You feel so good."
Clayton chuckled, turning his head to look at Chris, who hadn't even blinked since Clayton entered her. "You're going to let me fuck you again, right?" he said, his voice taunting. "Whenever I want?"
Ashley looked up at him, her eyes glazed with pleasure, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. "Yes," she whispered, her voice shaking. "Whenever you want."
Clayton finally tilted his hips, burying the rest of his cock inside her, his balls pressed against her ass. Ashley arched her back in response, her tongue danced across his bottom lip as she desperately sought out his kiss. This time, Clayton was the one denying her, pulling his head away at the last possible second. She challenged him repeatedly, made him work so hard for this moment. He was going to make sure he got every ounce of satisfaction out of it while he could. "Tell your husband how deep it is."
"Oh fuck." Ashley moaned her eyes rolling to the back of her head as Clayton slammed back into her. "So deep. He's so fucking big." As the words left her lips Clayton finally gave her what she wanted and opened his mouth. Ashley's tongue disappeared inside of it her teeth crashing against his.
Chris's body responded to Ashley's words, a shrill throb in his hand as he stroked his cock. He couldn't believe she was talking like that, couldn't believe she was so eager, willing. He'd never heard her talk that way, or use such language. It was way too much for him. He pumped once more, eagerly, and finally found his release. His cock pulsed in his hand, his cum dripping from his hand and splattering his shirt.
It appeared that Clayton had finally satisfied himself and was concerning himself more with fucking Ashley than taunting either one of them. He raised Ashley's hips slightly adjusting the pillow under her for angle, as he continued to push his pole deeper into her.
"Ohhh, oh God," Ashley cried out as he seemed to drive even deeper with each thrust. She bit into her lip with such force, she could taste blood. "Nnnggghhh, yes, right there."
With every stab of power, Chris watched as Clayton's glutes would tense then relax, the rhythmic sound of his testicles slapping against Ashley's ass with each thrust filled the air. His thrusts were almost intentional in their motion, aimed at some spot. Ashley arched herself higher to accommodate him.
"Ooooh, ooh, fuck. Yes, yes, just like that, Clayton. Fuck, just like that." Clayton kept a steady rhythm, he couldn't get enough of the way Ashley's walls were squeezing him. He knew she was going to be a great fuck, but he had no idea she would be this tight or this vocal.
Chris could tell by her breathing and the way she was driving her hips up to meet Clayton's thrusts that she was close again. He began slowly stroking himself again. Amazed at how quickly he had recovered.
"OOOOHHHH GOD, FUCK DON'T STOP, JESUS. FUCK CLAYTON, RIGHT THERE, YEESSSSS," Ashley screamed. Chris had never heard her scream like that before. There were a few occasions where she would get loud, but never like that. For a moment he worried that the neighbors just heard her cry out for another man.
Clayton's movements slowed, and eventually stopped altogether as clear shockwaves of pleasure rippled though Ashley's body. Her fists clinched at the sheets her legs outstretched as she withered in pleasure, allowing another powerful climax to wash over her.
He flipped Ashley onto her stomach as she continued to experience the waves of pleasure from her orgasm. His touch firm and demanding now allowing Ashley a moment's rest. Her chest rose and fell as she caught her breath finally coming down from the massive wave only to have Clayton slam back into her from behind. Ashley gasped, her body trembling as she struggled to move. Clayton groaned, his eyes closing briefly as he savored the sensation of her tight, wet heat around him.
"You're such a bad girl," Clayton said. "You like it rough, don't you?" Ashley could only manage to nod with each thrust provoking a soft moan from her lips. Chris watched in awe as Clayton's cock glistened in the light of the room, still wet from Ashley's juices.
Clayton smirked, his eyes gleaming in triumph as he started going faster, his hips driving in with a force that shook Ashley's body. He was rough, his hands clinched tightly around her hips, his fingers sinking firmly into her meaty flesh, his cock filling her with every thrust.
Chris watched, eyes wide with wonder and excitement, he had never seen Ashley this way before, enjoying such rough treatment so thoroughly. It was a part of her he did not know existed, a part that turned him on and scared him at the same time.
"Has Chris ever made you cum this way, Ashley?" Clayton now asked, his ego evident. "Has he ever made you feel this good?"
Ashley shook her head, catching her lip between her teeth. She turned her head slightly, meeting Chris's gaze but at the same time giving Clayton a better angle. "No," she purred, she could feel the warmth building inside her again. "Never like this."
His laugh started low, then grew louder, almost villainous in nature. "That's what I thought," he said, his words oozing with hubris. He smacked her ass, as he felt her body start to lose some of its energy. The thunderous clap echoed off the walls as Ashley threw her head back. She climbed onto her forearms now and started playing with her chest.
Ashley whined louder, her muscles clenching as she moved toward her next orgasm. Clayton's strokes never slowed, his body pounding in a desperate unhurried pace. He reached up, his hand clenching in Ashley's hair, his bicep swelling as he increased his already frantic pace.
Flesh slapping flesh rhythmically filled the room as Ashley's cries grew louder and louder. "Ohhh Fuck. Fuck, Clayton. Don't stop, don't fucking stop." He didn't. Ashley's body jerked forward, for a second Chris thought Clayton would pull out her hair. Her hand shifted from her chest to her clit, her fingers a blinding blur.
Chris waited, his wife cumming towards another orgasm. He couldn't remember her having this many from him in one session. His mouth was dry, he realized that he'd been keeping it open all this while. He was certain he was going to cum again any moment. It took all his willpower not to keep pleasuring himself, he had to be ready to take Ashley back. That was something he was not going to get wrong.
Ashley cried out, her body jerking as another orgasm coursed through her. It was an intensity she'd never experienced before, her body convulsing with the force of it. She collapsed back onto the bed, her body slick with sweat.
As Ashley's climax ebbed, Clayton prepared himself for his own. With a sudden movement, he pulled out of her, ripping off the condom. Ashley whimpered at the sudden feeling of emptiness, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm.
Clayton let out a deep grunt "unnnngh FUUUUCK!" He stroked his cock and flung his head back with pleasure."FUCKKKKKKK" ropes of thick seed shot from Clayton's tip as he continued stroking violently, coating Ashley's perfect ass. After what seemed like 5 or 6 ropes, he appeared to finish, his body, hanging limply over Ashley's.
Ashley shuddered at the feeling of Clayton's warm semen on her skin, her body quivering at the sensation. She looked back over her shoulder, her vision still foggy as she felt the warmth running down her legs and onto the pillow below her.
Clayton looked down at her, a satisfied smirk on his lips. "That was great." He looked over at Chris, his smirk increasing. "You seemed to have liked it almost as much as she did."
Chris just stared at him blankly. He couldn't describe what he had just witnessed. He felt like he was in shock. He had enjoyed it, more than he had anticipated. Seeing Ashley so wild, so free, had stirred something primitive in him. He had watched the most profound, most carnal experience of his life, and he understood that this had changed something vital in their connection. But equally, all these insecurities sneaked back in with a force. He had never had a reaction like that from Ashley before, not even on his greatest night. He tried to push the thoughts out of his head.
While Clayton was getting dressed, Chris gazed across at Ashley, rising slowly. He didn't know what to say, what to do. He had dreamed of this, wished for this, but the reality of what was actually going on was a million times more real, more complicated. Ashley rolled over onto her side while he struggled to get it through his head.
Ashley looked back at Chris, her eyes soft with understanding. She reached out a hand, beckoning him to come to her. Chris slowly began to stroke himself, each step closer to Ashley felt like a new hot ember was being added to the fire. He lay down next to her, kissing her softly as she slowly came back to life for him.
They lay there in silence, their bodies entwined, their breathing synchronized. There was just so much to say, so much to consider, but as Clayton was leaving the bedroom Ashley slowly hooked her leg over Chris and slid down onto him. She felt different, he thought to himself, but that didn't stop him from driving his hips up to meet hers.
"Careful, baby. Go slow. I'm sore," she whispered as her lips touched his softly. Chris knew that this experience had changed something fundamental in their relationship, and he wasn't sure where they would go from here. But for now, he was content to make slow, sweet love to his wife. There was something almost therapeutic about it for him as he felt Ashley's walls close around him. Her body hung low against his, her smell calming his otherwise shattered nerves. He'd witnessed something primal, raw, and undeniably erotic. The image of Ashley, lost in ecstasy, crying out Clayton's name, was seared into his memory.
As Ashley's breathing steadied, Chris found himself wondering if things could ever go back to the way they were. He'd seen a side of his wife he never knew existed, a sexual hunger that both thrilled and terrified him. What if he could never satisfy her the same way again? But as Ashley nuzzled closer, murmuring "I love you" against his ear, Chris realized their relationship hadn't just changed - it had evolved. Every boundary they pushed, every secret they shared, had forged something deeper between them. Their marriage wasn't weaker for embracing these darker desires; it was stronger for facing them together, built on a foundation of trust that went beyond conventional limits.
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Wendy was awake before her alarm went off. She expected to wake up refreshed and ready to take on the day. Instead, her mind was instantly back to the events of yesterday. The embarrassing scene at the Christmas party, Michael's cryptic conversation about a new account, even her evening with Jon left her... frustrated.
She slipped out from beneath the sheets, not wanting to wake Jon. His light snoring followed her as she padded across the hardwood floor on her toes, she was freezing. She wrapped her hands around her shoulders, her nipples straining against the fabric of her nightgown. She couldn't wait until they got some warmer weather.
The shower hissed and stammered to life as she pulled her nightgown off and waited for steam to begin to rise before stepping under the spray. She let out a long sigh, running her fingers through her hair while the hot water pelted her skin. She closed her eyes, letting the water wash away her frustrations and fear of what the day would bring.
"Everything's going to be fine," she told herself, pouring body wash on her loofa and scrubbing her sensitive skin.
Maybe Jon was right, Michael would just laugh the entire thing off and things would go back to normal. Besides, what could he possible think would happen with that dumb IOU anyway?
"Ohhh." The coarse fabric of the loofa slid across her chest, surprising her with just how nice the texture of it felt against her chest. Images of Michael leering at her flooded her mind. Her nipple throbbing for attention. She bit her lip, giving into the sensation for just a moment before allowing the water to wash away the soap, and perhaps also the shame.
"This is ridiculous," she mutter to herself, lathering up her stomach. Even that simple touch seemed to ignite sparks between her thighs. Wendy peaked her head out of the shower, it was faint, but she could still hear Jon's gentle snores.
"It's his fault," she thought to herself as her hand began sliding lower on her body. "He got me so close last night and then just..." Her mouth opened in shock as her finger slipped across her smooth bolds to find them wet from something other than the shower. She consider turning the shower off and crawling back into bed with Jon. He would take care of her, and be happy to do so. But she was running low on time, and as attentive as Jon was at times, he was also slow to get her there.
She let her left hand dip between her folds, feeling her warmth as she spread it over her parted lips. "Mmmm, I can be quick." She dropped the loofa to the ground, her right hand cupping her breast roughly, allowing her pointer finger and thump to pinch the engorged pebble.
This sent an immediate thrill to her core, and Wendy let her fingertip tease her entrance. She'd asked Jon in the past to be a little rougher with her, and he tried, bless his heart. But he didn't have it in him. Jon was a kind, gentle lover.
She pinched her nipple harder, feeling the blood rush to it as she dipped her finger inside her sex. She felt her walls closed around her and her eyes fluttered shut. "Mmm yes, right there," she moaned squeezing her chest. God, she wished Jon would treat her like this. A second finger joined the first as she imagined Jon pushing her against the wall. His teeth trailing down her neck, across her collarbone, down the swell of her chest until he took her eraser sized nipple into his mouth.
"Ah, yes. Just like that baby. Fuck me, Jon. Fuck m-"
The image of Jon disappeared, replace by Michael. He had her glued to the wall, his large frame practically swallowing her as he fucked her without a care in the world. Wendy's eyes snapped open, her breathing heavy, her fingers still buried deep inside her as she tried to process what had just happened.
"What the hell is wrong with me?" Wendy hissed, shaking her head as if trying to physically remove the image. Yet even as disgust churned in her stomach, she couldn't deny the confusing heat that spread through her.
She thought back to Jon, to his tongue dancing over her clit. "Mmm yes, baby," she moan slipping her fingers over the sensitive bud. She could practically feel his tongue pushing past her folds, his lips creating a perfect suction on her clit.
Her pace began to quicken. Her fingers slipping back into her wet, hungry pussy then back out. She brough them to her mouth sucking them eagerly into her mouth, tasting her sweetness. Her tongue ran across the length of her digits, imaging it was Jon... his cock. She wished he tasted sweet like this, wished he would have nudged it into her mouth last night despite her protests.
"Ugh yes, baby. Use me, mmmmph, fuck me." She arched her back up from the wall, pulling her fingers from her mouth and slamming them back inside her. Her thumb circled her clit, light flicks that grew harder as her body began to come alive.
The chill of the tile on her back caused her to yelp, her hips driving to match her thrusts. She could feel Jon's hands on her thighs. Holding her in place as he lapped at her juices. "Uggh yes, baby. Don't stop. Don't fucking stop." Her orgasm was nearing, the water beginning to cool as it hit her skin.
Her fingers worked faster, her eyes shut tight as she imagined Jon's tongue boring deeper inside her. But then the fantasy morphed. Jon's gentle grip tightened, his fingers digging into her skin so much it hurt.
"Ffffuuu..." Jon's face was gone now, transformed into Michael's sneer. His thick fingers digging into her flesh, holding her in place with an authority that made her pussy drip with need.
"I knew you were the right choice," phantom-Michael growled against her slick folds, his voice reverberating through her pelvis. "Someone who understands commitment."
"No," Wendy gasped, shaking her head violently, droplets spraying from her wet hair. But even as disgust and shame flooded her consciousness, her fingers moved with renewed urgency, her body betraying her mind.
She forced Jon back into her fantasy, desperately focusing on his lean frame, his tender touches, the way he knew how to hit just the right spot. "Jon," she whispered urgently, pinching her nipple harder, the pain grounding her in reality. "Jon, Jon, Jon..."
Her fingers continued to tweak her nipple, the pain combining with the pleasure building between her legs and sending her body into overdrive.
Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, making her legs give out from under her. She slid down the tiled wall, her fingers working feverously inside her pulsing cunt. Goosebumps rose on her skin, as she threw her head backward, her ass splashing in the water underneath her. Her legs quivered in front of her, her belly rolling as the assault continued inside her.
"Ohhhh God. Oh fuck, yes, yes. Uggggh."
"Fuuuck," she sighed pressing the back of her head to the tile, ensuring Michael was the furthest thing from it. she couldn't believe she would think about him during such a moment. She blamed the stress, this was just more proof of how badly she needed this release. She sat on the floor of the shower trying to catch her breath, the sound of the water pulsing against the floor of the tub slowing her racing heart.
Ten minutes later, Wendy stood before her walk-in closet with a heightened sense of scrutiny. Her wet hair dripped down her back as she surveyed the outfits in front of her. Everything had to be perfect today, starting with what she wore.
"Everything okay?" Jon asked, yawning, stretching out his long body. "I could have sworn you were calling me in there." He noticed Wendy's face redden as she considered her choice of attire. _She does too much with her clothes_, he said to himself, his gaze on her heart-shaped bottom as it bounced from left to right deliberating.
"Oh, um... yeah. Thought I was low on shampoo, but I managed," she replied, not looking back at him. "I need today to go smoothly." Her eyes stayed on the green Roland Mouret dress that fell just above her ankles. The color was strong without trying. She held it against her hips, checking out her body in the floor-length mirror.
"Everything you wear looks great."
He wasn't lying. Wendy really was the definition of natural beauty. He still didn't understand how he'd ended up with her. One minute he was crunching statistical oddities for a local brewery while recovering from his breakup, and the next he was having drinks with Wendy, their heads bent together over a baseball betting sheet he'd brought to the bar. She had surprised him once before with challenging his margin estimates, her eyes sparkling with victory when he'd double-checked the math and found that she was right. That was what had first drawn him to her - not just her beauty, but the way she could cut through his careful analysis with quick, intuitive insights that were usually spot-on. Back then, he'd loved how she'd squeeze his arm whenever he corrected their friends' probability estimates, whispering "you're such a nerd" lovingly in his ear.
"Thanks, babe," she said distractedly. She wasn't listening. Instead, she was holding up a cream-colored blouse and comparing it to the dress. A smile crept across her lips as the combination was perfect - elegant and commanding. Her hands automatically smoothed the way the clothing fell, a residual habit from modeling. She'd left it behind, tired of being valued solely for her looks, but she couldn't help but admit the talent it had taught her was priceless. A glance was all it took to tell her exactly how others would react to a garment, what it would say. Today, that message was that she deserved a seat at the table.
She shrugged into the blouse, adjusting the collar as Jon finally emerged from bed. The neckline was respectable enough, though no amount of careful construction could completely conceal her figure. A problem that would haunt her, despite her best efforts.
Jon was a creature of habit in his own closet. His was mundane compared to hers. The same boring colors of black, white, and beige reiterated, and so did the same boring heap of khakis. It was functional, he'd always protest. Time wasted thinking about what to wear was time wasted. Every now and then, Wendy was jealous of its simplicity, the freedom that men had to wear the same thing day in and day out without criticism.
Right on cue, he appeared behind her, already dressed in his standard Oxford and khakis, fumbling with his striped tie. "Here, let me," Wendy offered, turning to face him. Her fingers making quick work of the half Windsor knot as he settled his hands on her waist. She couldn't help but smile at the warmth of his skin against hers. These quiet moments were when everything made sense, when the complications of work and ambition fell away. If only that clarity could follow her to the office.
"Thank you again for last night," he murmured, a slight flush coloring his cheeks. "I'm sorry I couldn't... you know. Last longer."
A smile edged its way around behind Wendy's firmly closed lips, replacing the lingering irritation she'd felt last night. "You enjoyed yourself. That's all that matters." She ran a smoothing hand down his tie, her palm hesitating on his chest. She glanced toward the clock on the nightstand. She was still slightly worked up from her time in the shower. If she had a few more minutes she wouldn't object to pushing him back onto the bed and taking advantage of his guilt, but today she had things to do.
"Still..." He kissed to her forehead. "I'll make it up to you this weekend."
The tenderness of the moment warmed her skin, but Michael's voice echoed in her head - "someone with your instincts" - sending an involuntary shiver down her spine despite Jon's warmth against her. Work wasn't just waiting. Michael was waiting, that damn note probably already framed on his desk.
"Do you think anyone will remember? The gift mix-up?" She turned back to the mirror, grabbing her mascara as an excuse to avoid his gaze. "God, Michael's face when he read that card..."
Wendy's fingers trembled slightly as she applied her mascara, the memory of the event made her stomach flip. The way Michael punctuated every word, the way his expression shifted when his gaze caught hers. She added another coat, steadying her hand, pulling at the collar of her blouse to fan her suddenly overheated face.
"Everyone was half-drunk by then," Jon assured her, already distracted by his phone. "Besides, Michael's probably done something inappropriate to three other people since. No one will even remember."
But Wendy remembered the hunger in Michael's eyes, the way he'd folded that note into his pocket without ever breaking eye contact. She added another coat of mascara, the repetitive motion helping steady her nerves. Power pose, she reminded herself, squaring her shoulders the way she'd practiced in countless casting calls. The irony wasn't lost on her - she'd left modeling to be taken seriously, yet here she was, still performing, still being judged on presentation. Only now the stakes felt higher. This wasn't about looking pretty; it was about looking powerful. About being seen for her mind rather than her measurements, even if Michael's lingering gaze suggested he noticed both.
"Ready?" Jon asked, keys already in hand.
Wendy nodded, grabbing her leather portfolio. "Ready."
***
As Jon and Wendy made their way into the building, they could already feel the shift in the atmosphere from last night. All of the party decorations were discarded, not a trace anywhere in sight. The floors had a high shine to them that suggested the cleaning crew must have put in long hours after the event to ensure nothing looked out of place. Wendy grabbed Jon's hand, taking a deep breath as she prepared to face the whispers and sideways glances of the day.
"Well someone looks like they are in bad bitch mode. What's up with the outfit choice?" Ava's smiling face called out from just behind her cubicle wall. "Did Michael go out and promote you after reading the card?"
Ava's voice was light and playful, but as the words fell from her lips Wendy's stomach tightened and her face went pale. "Fuck, I told Jon this was going to happen. I'm going to be the laughing stock of the office now."
"I was just playing with you." Ava's bright smile disappeared in an instant, as she didn't think Wendy was going to be this upset about it. "Honestly, it wasn't even that bad. Had it been anyone else it could have been laughed off. But of course creepy fucking Michael was the one to open it." She placed a hand on Wendy's arm. "How'd that happen anyway? Did you talk to Jon about it?"
"He doesn't know. Even implied I did it on purpose. Like I want to sleep with Michael or something."
"Tell me you're kidding."
Wendy managed to let out a stiff laugh, while she struggled to hold back tears. "Yeah, but it's Jon, you know. He didn't mean it like that. He was just as confused as I was." She stood up straight allowing the emotions to wash over her. "This is all your fault you know," she said with a laugh turning to look at Ava. "You and your slutty ideas about sexual favors."
Now it was Ava's turn to laugh. "Hey, I told you to be a good wife and give your husband a blowjob. It's not my fault you decided to give it to Michael instead." She took a step closer to Wendy so their playful banter couldn't be heard by others still coming into the office. "I'm actually surprised he didn't greet you at the door this morning expecting you to let him cash it in."
"Have you seen him yet this morning? I want to get whatever's going to happen out of the way so we can move on."
"Michael? No, not yet." She glanced around instinctively. "But this is Michael we're talking about. He's not just going to forget about it."
Wendy didn't get a chance to respond before Jon appeared at her elbow. "I'm going to go fill up my water bottle. Want to come with me?"
"I'd love that," Wendy responded thankful to not be discussing Michael anymore.
The industrial water cooler gurgled as Jon filled two paper cups. "Marcus seemed receptive to my demographic analysis this morning. I really think-"
He stopped in his tracks as a large shadow illuminated on the breakroom wall. Wendy cursed her luck under her breath as she turned to see Michael standing in the frame of the doorway his bulk causing him to turn slightly to fit through the passage. "Hell of a party last night, wasn't it?" He tightened the scarlet and grey tie around his neck, his gaze fixed solely on Wendy.
"Good morning Michael," said Jon friendly, completely missing the fact that Michael hadn't so much as looked at him.
"I was just thinking about you two," Michael continued, making a beeline for the coffee maker. His shirt was more wrinkled than usual, as though he'd slept at the office. "That creative little gift exchange last night set me thinking - did you know that in some jurisdictions, a written promise like that is legally enforceable?"
And there it was. She was a little surprised his comment was as muted as it was. Michael usually was much more direct in his harassment. Her thumb found her wedding ring, spinning it four times around her finger, the soothing habit stealing the seconds she needed to respond. By the time she got herself together, Jon already had stepped in.
"He's right, actually," Jon perked up, interest coloring his tone. "In British Common Law, specifically in cases like Edwards vs. Skyways, the courts have ruled that written agreements, even informal ones, can constitute binding contracts. Fascinating stuff really."
Wendy's face heated up. That was typical Jon, taking things so literally. She often found herself marveling at how someone as smart as him could be so blind when it came to social cues and suggestive innuendos.
Michael's lips grew damp. His eyes darkening as the aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air "See? Your husband understands." His eyes roved over Wendy's clothing slowly enough to make her writhe. "I like the wardrobe choice," he said to her, after he managed to work his way back up to her face. "It screams... commitment."
"Lucky we don't live there," Jon chuckled, giving Wendy a quick kiss on the cheek. "I need to get that market research finished for Marcus. Catch you later?" He was already heading for the door, his mind clearly on work and nothing else.
The silence left by Jon was shattered by the hum of the coffee machine, its steady buzz drowning out the usual office buzz of voices from the corridor. Wendy was aware of the windowless office shrinking with every passing second. The temperature was rising as Michael took a deliberate step forward, allegedly to access the coffee creamer.
"Yes," he murmured, fingers brushing against Wendy's arm for the slightest second. Where Jon's kiss had been butterfly-light, Michael's touch felt like a brand on her skin. "Good thing indeed."
Michael shifted his weight, managing to take up even more space in the small break room. His shoulders seemed to widen as he reached out to take the coffee, cutting off Wendy's path to the door without obviously moving into her path. The coffee machine spat and hissed, the sound oddly threatening in the confined space. Steam rose up between them, carrying the bitter scent of burned coffee that mixed with Michael's stale cigarette breath. She pressed against the counter, heart pounding as the cold metal rim bit into the small of her back.
"I should go," she said, amazed at how steady her voice was despite the sweat pooling at the back of her neck. "Lots of accounts to get through."
"Before you go," Michael stepped closer, and the last vestiges of Jon's innocent kiss were consumed in the suffocating warmth of Michael's nearness. The counter dug deeper into her spine as she fought to maintain the small amount of space that remained between them. His stomach grazed her arm, the unwanted touch causing her skin to crawl beneath layers of fabric. The hum of the coffee machine seemed to increase in volume, creating a sphere in which no one could hear her, no one could rescue her.



"Do some research on Fireball Whiskey while you're at your desk." The moisture of his lips brushed against Wendy's ear and she had to keep herself from recoiling. Was Michael helping her right now? "There's going to be a meeting announcement later. Coming prepared with some data would really show the team just how determined you are."
A wave of dizziness washed over Wendy as Michael stepped aside to let her pass. _Fireball Whiskey? Was that the project Michael was talking about yesterday? That's a global powerhouse. If she was on a project like that it could completely change the trajectory of her career._
Michael caught her hand as she was leaving through the door. She drew in a slight breath, the hairs on her arm standing on end. "And Wendy," he pulled on her, causing her to stumble in her heels. "Let's keep this between us. Wouldn't want any rumors about me playing favorites would we?"
All Wendy could do was nod.
"Good girl," he whispered, winking at her. "Let's just keep it between the two of us. Like... other things." He tapped the breast pocket of his shirt gently.
Her legs went on autopilot as she escaped the break room, her fingers digging into her thigh each step with a silent four count. The Fireball Whiskey tip ricocheted through her mind, each bounce illuminating a possibility she'd only dreamed about. A career-making account dangled just within reach. But why was Michael suddenly so eager to help her? Did she make that good of an impression during the quarterly review meeting?
Back at her desk, Chrome's search results populated her screen: "Premium spirits market share continues to grow." "Millennial drinking habits evolve beyond shot culture." "Craft cocktail movement reshapes industry standards." A pattern emerged with each click, each market analysis. While Fireball dominated the party scene, their competitors were aging up, capturing the sophisticated cocktail crowd. Wendy's pen hesitated over her notepad. The obvious move would be to abandon the party reputation entirely, push hard into the premium space. But something about that felt wrong. Fireball's wild spirit was what made them special - trying to become just another sophisticated brand would kill their authenticity. Her pen started moving again, faster now as the idea took shape. What if instead of running from their party roots, they embraced them while reaching higher? Signature cocktails that celebrated their boldness. Partnerships that brought their energy to upscale spaces. Marketing that said you could command the boardroom and still know how to own the dance floor.
She pulled her desk drawer open with a little too much force sending paperclips flying. She would pick them up later. Right now she was determined. Her pen danced across the paper, compiling notes with growing excitement. This wasn't just another account - this was the kind of challenge that could prove she belonged in strategy meetings, not just execution. Her cheeks flushed as she remembered the way Michael had seen through her in the meeting yesterday, recognizing her capabilities when everyone else saw just a pretty face. The same heat that had sent her recoiling from his touch now drove her research frenzy. She hated the way her body reacted to being seen for her mind, especially by someone like... him. But wasn't that exactly what she'd been fighting for? Recognition. Validation. Power.
She click on another tab, drilling deeper into industry trends and competitor growth. If this meeting happened, she'd be ready. Perhaps then they'd finally look at her as the capable, self-starter she'd been so desperate to prove herself to be. The prospect sent a surge of determination through her, almost enough to overshadow the phantom feel of Michael's fingers against her skin.
Almost.
***
As promised, a meeting invite popped up on Wendy's calendar around lunchtime. The information was vague, but it mentioned something about a new client and assembling a team for a rough pitch. Her fingers drummed impatiently on her desk as she scanned the research she'd done on Fireball Whiskey. While everyone else would be flying in blind, she'd have facts at her fingertips, trends analyzed, target markets defined. For once, she was not going to be another face in the sea of people. She was going to be ready. She accepted the invite by clicking on the accept button, resolve resolve rising up, overcoming all her previous doubts. She was going to get her opportunity to showcase what she was capable of and was not going to let that slip away.
Wendy took up her usual place on the wall, clutching her notebook of ideas to her churning stomach. She watched as the usual faces - account managers, directors, other higher-ups - came through the glass walls and take up their place at the solid oak table. Jon was one of them, spreadsheets tucked in a folder in front of him. There were some knowing glances exchanged between some of the executives, and she knew Marcus had already briefed certain players - and was pretty sure Jon was among them. That alleviated her nervousness - this wasn't any special treatment from Michael; she was just being brought up to speed on the game everyone else had been playing all along.
Michael was at the front of the room, a smug smile spreading on his face as he waited for the last person to come into the room. He had the same arrogant attitude around him. He appeared to have grown another foot taller. He commanded the room by force of personality, daring anyone to look at how his Italian leather belt bit into his waist or how his neck strained against his collar. Even from her position near the wall, Wendy could feel the change in his energy. The same man who'd cornered her in the break room now exuding an aura of command that made his physical limitations almost irrelevant. "Ladies and gentlemen," he began, turning off the lights for the presentation. "What I'm about to show you will transform this company."
The Fireball logo appeared on screen, but now with a level of sophistication Wendy had never associated with the brand. Wendy bit her cheek to prevent a smile, she was correct. Out were the cartoon dragons and college bar aesthetic. In their place, warm amber hues and upscale typography conveyed something entirely more premium.
"They wanna grow up," Michael said, crossing to the other side of the room. "Move past shot girls and spring break and compete in the high-end whiskey market." His eyes scanned the room's shocked faces before he locked eyes with Wendy. "We're talking global distribution, complete rebranding, eight-figure marketing budget."
Jon held his hand up in the air before Michael had finished speaking. "The figures support it. Numbers show that the premium whiskey circuit is more profitable than the party circuit. They must move away from the party circuit completely." He slid his glasses up, the gesture so familiar it ached in Wendy's heart. "Premium sporting events - baseball, golf - that's where the growth space is. My projections show an eight percent increase in revenue if we completely rebrand away from-"
"Numbers." Michael cut him off with a wave of his hand. "Always with the numbers." He turned to the larger room. "But what do numbers say about desire? About aspiration?"
"The demographics don't lie," Jon persisted, pulling up a chart on his tablet. "Our target market is evolving and-"
"And alienating all their current customers would only hurt their brand in the end." Wendy's retort surprised even herself, but she could not keep silent. Not even when she saw Jon hide behind his spreadsheets - a defense mechanism she was familiar with from their second date, when he'd told her how horribly he'd misread everything with Olivia. How his assumption that something was happening had destroyed a relationship where nothing was. He'd found comfort in figures since then. Data wasn't subject to misunderstanding like a late night at the office or a friendly dinner with a boss. Numbers didn't lend themselves to the kind of disastrous assumptions that had cost him someone he loved.
Yet, knowing all this, seeing him clutch his pen the way he did each time emotions seemed to threaten that carefully constructed world of facts, Wendy continued on. Her thumb found her wedding ring, spinning it through that familiar four-count rhythm that always steadied her nerves during casting calls. This was her moment. She might hate challenging the very foundation of certainty he'd rebuilt himself on, but it would be worse to let his fear of trusting instincts blind them both. The conference room fell still. She could feel Michael's gaze on her, heavy with expectation. A smirk on his lips suggesting this was exactly what he expected her to do with the information he gave her earlier. Her pulse quickened, but she pressed on, forcing her fingers away from her ring. "Sorry, but these customers aren't just data points. They're brand loyalists. They've made Fireball what it is. Sure, they may see an eight percent spike in growth now, but those college kids won't forget that their favorite whiskey just dumped them one day. And when they grow up and start looking to move to a premium drink, Fireball will be further from their mind as a result."
She moved nearer the screen, adrenaline coursing through her. She'd never felt this sort of adrenaline rush. All eyes were on her, and not just due to the fact that she was beautiful. They were concurring with her, nodding in agreement with her keen market insight. It was intoxicating. She half-turned to glance at Michael as he nodded in approval. She felt her nipples stiffen, probably from the rush of power she was experiencing now. "Yes, they do need to change, but not by abandoning who they are. They need to cling to their heritage while reaching up." She stood at the front of the room now, all eyes upon her. "Imagine signature cocktails that bring that same edgy feel to upscale venues. Marketing that says you don't have to lose your edge to be classy."
Jon's brow furrowed as he glanced back and forth between his charts and his wife. "The demographic studies show-"
"Shows us where we might go," Wendy finished. "But not at the cost of who we are. We don't need to choose between premium and playful. We can be both." The words tasted like betrayal on her tongue, even while she knew they were true. She'd never spoken against him in public before, and the thrill of rightness mixed with guilt made her lightheaded.
Michael's slow clap sent a shiver unexpectedly through her. "Exactly. We're not selling a different drink - we're selling a different version of themselves." He turned back to the room. "Great observation, Wendy. This is exactly the kind of forward thinking we need on this. Which is why I want you to lead the creative on this project."
Wendy's jaw fell open. She'd wanted to be involved in the project, of course, but head the whole Creative? That was bigger than her wildest dreams. She looked around the room expecting shocked faces from the others, but they all nodded in accord. All but one.
Jon's head snapped up. Behind his glasses, confusion was evident. "But I've already started the market analysis- "
"Which you'll continue to provide," Michael promised him readily. "But this campaign needs someone who understands both the numbers and the narrative. Someone who can translate data into desire." His eyes found Wendy again. "Someone who sees the big picture."
Pride swelled in Wendy's chest, momentarily drowning out the hurt from Jon's reaction. Of all the people she expected to be on her side, she couldn't believe he wasn't. "I. Thank you, Michael. I promise I won't let you down."
"I have every confidence in you, Wendy." Michael turned his entire body toward her, his expression suddenly serious. "But let me make something clear. There is going to be a great deal of work involved. A lot of late evenings working personally with me." His expression eased as he patted the pocket of his shirt. "But I get the impression you'll have no difficulty. I know that you won't back down from a commitment."
That small act made Wendy's neck burn. Could he be hinting at that foolish gift mix-up? No, she was just paranoid. Michael simply had the habit of saying something that was sometimes a bit vaguely inappropriate. This had to do with work, and recognition of all she could accomplish. If he occasionally made uncomfortable references, well, that was just Michael being Michael. Everyone knew how he was.
Other than that, this was exactly what she'd been working towards - a chance to show what she could do. She wasn't about to let one awkward moment at the party last night come between her and this opportunity. Even if Michael's hand lingered a moment too long on that pocket, even if his smile held something more knowing than businesslike - she could handle it. She'd have to.
The meeting continued, but Wendy didn't hear it. Her mind was already racing, thinking up slogans and images for the campaign. She'd never done a project this big, let alone been in charge of the entire creative direction. She knew that this would be the making or breaking of her career. If late nights and commitment were what Michael wanted then that's exactly what she'd give him.
She glanced at Jon, who slumped a little lower in his chair. He was upset now, but he'd understand. After all, how many late nights had he spent in the office with Marcus going over numbers and talking strategy? He knew how much she needed this, he'd see it for what it was. Maybe they could spend Saturday at the casino like they used to - settling into their favorite spot in the sportsbook, sharing knowing looks as they watched people bet against probability. She missed those moments, when his analytical mind and her intuition worked in perfect harmony, both of them whispering predictions about which unlucky gambler would ignore the odds next. As the room cleared, she became self-conscious of Michael's presence behind her. "Let's meet up in my office today at three and talk strategy," he whispered, close enough for her to feel the bulge of his stomach on her back. "We'll discuss how to properly... position things."
She nodded, her eyes finding Jon as he was gathering his papers with brisk, irritated motions across the room. She hated that he was the one she had to shoot down, but she was positive that she was right. Jon just wasn't seeing the big picture, he was too involved with the data to see what was the most reasonable solution.
Wendy stayed behind in the conference room after everyone had left, gathering her thoughts as much as her belongings.
The room was transformed now - no longer the war zone where she'd always been on the perimeter. She ran her fingers along the shiny oak table, allowing herself to imagine her presentations being made from the front of it rather than her usual spot beside the wall. The memory of standing there just minutes ago, commanding everyone's attention, shot through her body in another rush. "Impressive work today." Marcus's voice pulled her out of her reverie.
He stood in the doorway, a warm smile spreading across his face. "I don't usually say this, but I agree with Michael. Based on what I saw today, you're the perfect person to lead this project. Keep up the good work." With a slight nod, he continued down the hallway, leaving Wendy to process the weight of his words. Was it possible everyone was wrong about Michael? If even Marcus was taking notice then she couldn't help but admit Michael was already doing more for her career over the course of a day than others had her entire time at the company. She checked her reflection in the darkened conference room windows, adjusting her blouse with trembling fingers, still feeling the effects of the meeting rushing through her. She was ready to step into a bigger role, even as part of her wondered about the cost. She had an hour to refine her presentation for Michael, to prove his faith in her was justified.
***
Jon grasped Wendy's elbow just past the conference room, pulling her into the corner of the room near the copier. "Hey, that was... surprising." His tone was supportive but dipped between confused and defensive. "I didn't know you were interested in premium spirits marketing."
"Yes, if Michael actually understands the market." He ruffled his hair, already going over his figures in his head. "But the demographics here quite clearly-"
"Sure, if Michael actually understands the market." He ran a hand through his hair, already mentally reviewing his data. "But the demographics clearly show-"
"Could you just be happy for me?" The words spilled out before she could catch them. The excitement she had felt moments before disappearing right in front of her. "For once, someone is looking at me for my talent and not just..."
Jon's face dropped. "That's not fair. I've always been a supporter of your career."
"By explaining elementary marketing concepts to me? By undervaluing my suggestions because all you can ever do is see the numbers?"
"I wasn't--" He paused and took a deep breath. "You're right. I'm sorry. I'm happy for you. Really." He pulled her into his arms, his lips grazing her temple. "I just worry about you. It feels like Michael's attempting to make this project fail."
"Thanks for the vote of confidence," Wendy muttered, already turning away. She didn't want to do this right now. She needed to get back to her desk, to be preparing for her meeting later with Michael. She was going to make this the most successful campaign this company had ever seen. Then they'd have no choice but to show her a little respect.
"That's not what I meant!" Jon shouted after her, but she was already walking towards her cubicle.
Ava was already seated in her cube when Wendy came back to sit. "Girl, that was intense." She glanced around before leaning forward to speak in a hushed voice. "But listen, about Michael--"
"Don't start," Wendy warned, sorting through files with more force than necessary. "Jon already thinks this project is doomed. I don't need to hear it from you too."
"He said that?"
"Not exactly in so many words, but... yeah." Wendy saw movement out of the corner of her eye but didn't bother to turn around. She was already opening her computer set on proving herself.
She could feel Ava standing behind her and then suddenly she was wrapped in a hug. Her first instinct was to recoil - she was done being emotional, done being the office wife in need of comfort. But as her friend's warmth pierced her professional armor, something cracked. The tears were silent and searing, frustration and triumph and terror all mixed up as Ava hugged her close, understanding without having to speak the price of coming out of Jon's shadow.
"I just..." Wendy's voice cracked as she pulled back from Ava's embrace, wiping her eyes. "My whole life, it's been about how I look. Even in modeling - stand here, smile like this, be pretty and don't speak unless spoken to. Then in corporate it's the same thing. Be decorative, take notes, let the men handle the real decisions."
"Girl, you're worth so much more than that." Ava perched on the end of Wendy's desk, her voice softening. "I've seen how that brilliant mind of yours works."
"That's what I liked about Jon at first. He was the first man who saw past the surface, who'd rather debate about market trends than just stare at my breasts." Her voice softened with the memory. "He still does, actually. But he gets so hung up on his numbers sometimes, so convinced that information has all the answers, that he forgets to look up and see the human side of things. The side I keep trying to point out to him."
"And now you needed to validate your argument by shooting down his analysis in front of everyone," Ava said, understanding breaking on her face.
Wendy's throat clenched. "I didn't want it to end like that. God, Ava, I wish more than anything it hadn't been at Jon's expense. But he wasn't getting it - none of them were. None of them except..." Ava shook her head and opened her mouth to say something, but Wendy kept going. "I'd like to build something here, to show I can lead a project, make real decisions. Show everyone there's more happening behind this face than they suspect. I just. I didn't expect my first real chance to come about from having to disagree with my husband in public."



"You know," Ava traced her finger along the edge of Wendy's desk, "when David first saw my promotion letter last month, he went quiet. Not angry, just... quiet. I found him later staring at our wedding photos, all worried that my success would change us." She smiled softly. "We stayed up all night talking about it. About how supporting each other doesn't mean holding each other back. Sometimes love means watching your partner shine, even if it casts shadows on your own light."
"Jon isn't like that," Wendy sighed, even though she knew what Ava was getting at. "He doesn't resent the fact that I've done well - he just really believes that the information contains all the answers. Like there's no room for intuition or for humanity in his equations."
"Speaking of human nature..." Ava glanced around before leaning closer. "About Michael. I know you can handle the work - you're brilliant. But remember Lisa..."
"God, I haven't seen her in months." Wendy's stomach constricted as she recalled their former co-worker. "She just disappeared one day, huh? I always wondered what really happened."
"Marius talked more of it lately," Ava murmured. "She started showing up later and later with Michael, working on the Hardrock deal. Became increasingly withdrawn each week. And the bizarre letter of resignation..." She hesitated. "Marius mentioned there were no complaints lodged ever, so nobody could do anything. Michael just acted as amazed as the rest of us did."
"Lisa was different," Wendy protested, though her voice trailed off. "She was. vulnerable. New to corporate life."
"Just... be careful, okay?" Ava squeezed her hand. "You're tougher than Lisa, but Michael. I don't trust him."
Wendy returned the squeeze on Ava's hand but her attention drifted towards Michael's office. His eyes were fixed on his computer a look of half smile on his face. He had loosened his tie as he scrolled through whatever was on the screen before him. Whatever it was that he was doing, he was focused and Wendy must be so too.
"I get the worry," Wendy said, stiffening her back. "But this isn't about Michael. It's about getting an opportunity to finally show myself." Her fingers found her wedding ring, the reassuring four-count turn stabilizing her spinning thoughts. "Besides, Jon will be working the account too. Michael may be a creep, but he wouldn't do something wrong in front of Jon."
Ava's expression suggested she wasn't entirely convinced, but she nodded. "Just remember, if you ever need to talk I'm right here." She stood, smoothing her skirt. "Marcus asked me to stop by his desk before heading out today. Call if you need anything." Ava gave her friend one final smile before disappearing down the hall.
Left to herself, Wendy retrieved her presentation notes, but her focus was still divided between Jon's and Michael's offices. Her husband's recent words echoed in her head: "Michael's setting this project up to fail." But was he worried the project would fail or worried that she would be successful without him? 
At 2:45 Wendy gathered up her notes, fighting the flutter in her belly that she told herself was just pre-meeting nerves. She had worked for this moment. She wasn't going to let anyone - not Jon's doubt, not Ava's reserve, not even her own reservations regarding Michael - take that away from her.
However, as she was walking away, her thumb got caught in her ring for the fourth time. Four times, just like last time. Some habits were harder to break than others.
***
Michael's office was darker than she would have liked as Wendy made her way inside. He had drawn the blinds and dimmed the lights while he worked on whatever he was doing behind his desk. The leather sofa that was usually in front of his desk had been pushed aside, creating more space in the middle of the room.
"Shut the door," Michael barked without looking up from his monitor. "Let me finish what I'm doing real fast and we can get started."
The hum of the outside world seemed to disappear as the large door clicked shut. Everything suddenly felt very intimate. She dragged her fingers across her palm as she looked at the pictures Michael had on the wall. Anything to distract her from how alone she felt with Michael. Her gaze caught a picture toward the back of the room. A smile tugged at her lips as she took a few steps to get a closer look. Michael was kneeling on the ground, wearing a pair of jeans and a loose fitting t-shirt. On either side of him were two young boys no older than ten. They were all covered in mud and smiling from ear to ear.
"My nephews," Michael noted from behind her. Wendy spun on her heel, surprised to see Michael so close.
"They're cute." Wendy kept her eyes trained to the floor. The picture was so out of character with how she'd typically seen him that she felt like she had witnessed something she shouldn't have. "I'm not sure I've ever seen you-"
"Happy?" Michael laughed but it sounded rehearsed, mechanical.
"Yeah, I guess so," she said with a nervous laugh.
"Can you blame me?" He sat on the corner of his desk, his eyes never leaving Wendy. "Kids are fun. There's no politics or ulterior motives with them. They just want to play and have fun." He paused and Wendy found herself looking up at him, this wasn't the conversation she expected to have. "Adults are assholes. You always have to guess what it is they are really after. They hide behind bullshit policies and social expectations."
The weight of the conversation suddenly felt heavy. "I guess I can see your point." Wendy shifted her weight looking up at him through a different lens. "childhood does have a certain freedom to it."
"Exactly." Michael's eyes lit up, reminding her of the photo. "They haven't learned to be ashamed yet. Haven't been taught what they should and shouldn't want." His gaze stayed locked with hers, lingering just long enough to make her pulse quicken. "Society hasn't beaten that natural instinct out of them."
Wendy's fingers found her wedding ring, but Michael pressed on, catching her attention before she could spin it. "Take you, for instance. Your instincts in that meeting were spot on. But you hesitated - I saw it. Worried about proper protocol, about stepping on toes." He leaned forward slightly causing her to take a step backward into the wall. "About challenging your husband."
"That's different," Wendy protested, though something in his words rang true. "Being professional isn't the same as being repressed. No one forces you to be an asshole."
"I disagree." Michael stood, his presence seemed to expand, consuming the space between them as she pressed against the wall. "We're taught to silence our desires. To follow rules made by others." His eyes flashed to her ring and she quickly removed her fingers not wanting him to see how nervous she was. "Being an asshole, as you so eloquently put it, allows people like me to get to the point. No dancing around it."
"Structure isn't always bad," she managed, forcing herself to stand up from the wall despite his closeness.
"No, but neither is letting go sometimes." Michael moved to his chair, giving her space to breathe. "That's what I want for this campaign. Raw honesty. Primal appeal. The kind of marketing that speaks to what people really want, not what society thinks they should want."
His words struck a nerve. This wasn't just going to be a rigid look at the numbers type of campaign. It was going to be full of creativity and attitude. She felt her confidence swell. This was exactly the type of campaign she could excel at. "Like embracing Fireball's wild spirit instead of trying to tame it," she offered.
"Now you're getting it." His smiled widened filling Wendy with a sense of accomplishment. "Sometimes the best things in life happen when we stop overthinking and just... be in the moment."
Wendy found herself writing down the note. It felt like the start of a new tagline, she just needed to tweak it a bit.
"Now, your first lesson for the day is all about presence."
"Presence?" Wendy asked arching her eyebrow. She wasn't sure how this connected with the Fireball campaign.
"Exactly." He made his way back around the desk ushering Wendy to the center of the room. "We are going to have lots of meetings with executives over the course of this project. Some of them will be on the phone, but at least a few will require us to travel on site."
"O- on site?"
"That isn't going to be a problem is it?" Michael looked down at her hands studying her as she balled her fingers into a fist. "You can't expect a customer this size to do everything over the phone. Even with video calls there's still a lot you can learn about a person when you're in a room alone with them."
Wendy was finding it hard to breathe. She knew the project would require late nights with Michael and perhaps a couple of hours alone, but did she really trust him enough to go out of town with him? Her mind went back to Ava's warning and the conversation about Lisa. She couldn't remember hearing that they ever went out of town, but she also wasn't close to the project. She could ask Ava, but would that turn into another lecture?
"It's fine," Wendy said, forcing confidence into her voice while her fingers found her wedding ring despite her best efforts. Since stepping into his office, Michael had shown a different side - professional, insightful, even warm when talking about his nephews. Maybe she was letting Ava's warnings and her own prejudices cloud her judgement.
"I'm glad to hear that." He licked his lips as he stepped closer to her. "Now, presence. You'll be doing a lot of speaking and the way you command attention is just as important as the pitch itself."
The words triggered a flood of memories - photographers barking orders, agents critiquing every curve, casting directors treating her like a mannequin to be posed. But Michael's next words cut through the familiar panic:
"You're not here to be looked at," he murmured, his hand settling between her shoulder blades. The touch made her gasp, but instead of the usual urge to shrink away, something else stirred. "You're here to be listened to. To make them see past the surface to the mind beneath."
Wendy's breath caught. In all her years of modeling, no one had ever framed it that way - as taking control rather than being controlled. His palm remained steady against her back, radiating warmth through her silk blouse as her spine straightened instinctively.
"That's it," he encouraged, his voice carrying an intimacy that should have made her uncomfortable but instead felt... empowering. "Own the space. The second they sense weakness they will pounce." His hand lingered on her back just a touch longer than being professional or instructive.
Michael sensed the shift in her energy. He wasn't exactly sure what triggered it, but he knew he had discovered something. "Now," his fingers brushed her collarbone, seemingly adjusting her posture. He studied her face, her hands, the anxiety was gone for at least a moment she was letting her guard down. "The Fireball campaign needs that same balance of strength and sophistication. They're not just selling premium whiskey - they're selling transformation."
A smile formed on Wendy's lips another idea passing through her. "Like their target audience itself," she finished his thought. "Young professionals aging out of shot nights but not ready for their father's scotch."
He took a step back, disappointed to no longer be maintaining physical contact with this beauty, but genuinely impressed with how quick she was catching on. "I knew you'd be the right person for the job." He moved back to his desk, but not before noticing the look of accomplishment on Wendy's face. "Now we just need a slogan we can pitch them. Something to-"
"Evolve your fire."
Michael's face lit up like it was Christmas morning. "What did you say?"
For a moment, Wendy thought she'd said something wrong. She'd never seen Michael smile like that. "Evolve your fire. For the slogan, I mean."
Michael studied her, not with the same predatory stare he usually studied her with, but instead with a look of awe. After several seconds Wendy shifted her feet, the silence growing awkward.
"Picture this," he said coming back around the desk. "We showcase young successful executives, artists. All with a hint of rebellion in their eyes then above them... Evolve your fire."
Goosebumps covered Wendy's body. She could see it. In less than an hour Michael had managed to take just a few off-hand ideas and concepts she threw out and built an entire mental image from it. "Premium and playful," Wendy added with a grin. "We thread the needle between brand heritage and sophistication perfectly." Any hint of discomfort she felt earlier faded into the ether as their new creative energy filled the room.
"But with an edge." Michael stepped closer, enthusiasm making him seem less creepy, more mentor. "Instead of dragons, we use phoenix imagery. Transformation through fire."
"Rising from their old brand identity," Wendy found herself moving toward his desk, caught up in the creative flow. "We could do a whole social campaign about personal evolution stories-"
"Brilliant." His hand found her waist as he reached past her for a marker, the touch casual enough she didn't seem to notice. "And here's where it gets interesting."
He sketched rapidly on his whiteboard, ideas flowing. Each concept was brilliant, elevating her suggestions while adding layers she hadn't considered. Wendy found herself drawn in despite her reservations, offering insights that Michael shaped and refined with years of experience. Before long, the room grew even darker as the sun set behind the closed curtains.
Michael loomed behind her at the whiteboard while Wendy made some last minute addition. He was close enough that his breath stirred her hair. Each time she stepped away, he would shift position, always maintaining that suffocating proximity while keeping his movements just professional enough to seem innocent to an observer.
Wendy took a step back nearly colliding with Michael as they observed their handywork. "That's what people like Jon miss with their numbers," Michael whispered, making Wendy realize just how close they were. "Statistics can't capture transformation. Can't measure... desire." His breath was warm against her ear. "But there's something special about you, Wendy. Something tells me you understand it a lot more than you lead on."
A draft must have pushed in through the window, or perhaps it was because it was getting dark. Whatever the reason, Wendy felt a chill creep up her spine. She stepped forward, putting space between them, but Michael simply moved to adjust her stance again. "Confidence," he instructed, hands on her shoulders. "You have to own your power."
"Speaking of owning things," his tone shifted slightly as he circled to face her. The air in the room suddenly felt thicker as Wendy's breath caught. "We wouldn't want you growing a reputation for not following through on promises would we?"
The room grew smaller as Wendy watched Michael move closer to her. His gaze had the intensity of an inferno turning her legs to cement. She knew she should run, but she felt like a deer in headlights, unable to move. A knock on the door broke the tension and Wendy let out a long exaggerated breath. Marcus stood in the doorway, his expression carefully neutral. "Hope I'm not interrupting. Just wanted to let you know I'll be the executive overseeing this project."
Michael's face contorted. It was subtle, but Wendy saw it. There was a history between these two. Something she wasn't sure she wanted to know. Michael's hands slipped off Wendy's shoulders as he stepped back. "Of course. We were just discussing campaign concepts. Wendy already has a lot of great ideas." He gestured toward the whiteboard.
"Wendy," Marcus's voice was gentle but firm. "Would you mind if I borrowed Michael for a moment?"
She nodded, gathering her notes. The work they had accomplished today was nothing short of brilliant and reassured her that she made the right choice taking this opportunity. However, as she exited The Buckeye Building and looked up at the moon hanging low in the sky, she couldn't help but wonder what Michael was going to say before Marcus interrupted. She wrapped her arms around her shoulders making a mental note to bring a coat tomorrow.
***
Marcus stood at his office window watching as Wendy made her way to her car. He could tell by their reaction that he'd walked in on something between her and Michael, though nothing blatantly obvious. He tracked her until she reached her car. No visible signs of distress in her walk, no obvious discomfort - not yet. But he'd felt the tension when he announced himself in Michael's office. The same tension he'd dismissed nearly a year ago with Lisa.
His jaw clenched. Lisa's transformation had been so gradual he'd missed it. The way her smile seemed to dim with each passing week, her voice growing smaller in meetings, and then her sudden change in style. By the time Marcus realized something was off, it was too late. The resignation letter was already on his desk. He'd vowed not to let that happen again.
Turning from the window, he recalled Ava's worried state just hours earlier. "He's trying something again. I can feel it," she'd said, words tumbling out as she glanced around his office like she expected it to be bugged. "Wendy is too stubborn to listen. She thinks she can handle it, but I keep thinking about Lisa."
Marcus ran his hand over his bald head, pressing fingers into his temples. The Fireball account was too important to pull Michael from, but he'd be damned if he'd let another promising career get destroyed. This time he'd watch more closely. He pulled out a notepad from his desk drawer, jotting down the time and date followed by:
Late meeting just the two of them. Energy felt off when I walked into the room.
He knew he couldn't just go to HR without evidence. He needed concrete details, inappropriate behavior patterns they could use. The Fireball campaign would give him the opportunity to stay close and observe their interactions. Once he'd built a case, he could take it to HR and get some justice for both Wendy and Lisa.
***
Dinner was already on the table when Wendy got home. Between taking an Uber home so Wendy didn't have to and making dinner, Jon was clearly trying to make amends. She wrapped her arms around his wiry back, breathing in his scent as she felt the stress of the day melt away.
"I really am happy for you," Jon said as he finished putting the sauce on her pasta. "I did some research after our conversation in the hallway." He handed Wendy her plate and they walked toward the dining room table. "Did you know the demographic spread for-"
"Jon." Wendy sat her plate on the table and grabbed his free hand. "Can we not turn this into another lecture, please?" She smiled sheepishly at him. She was drained, and despite all that he'd done to make things right, she was worried he was going to take it a step too far.
He squeezed her hand, genuine confusion on his face. "I'm not lecturing. I'm just trying to be helpful." He returned her smile, though it felt more forced than it should have been. "This is a huge opportunity, and I thought if you understood the market segments-"
"Stop mansplaining marketing to me!" She felt tears sting her eyes. She closed them, counting to four in her head while she tried to control her breathing. "I understand the market and the demographic. I know what I'm doing."
The pain in Jon's eyes was evident, but he managed to smile and nod. "I'm sorry," he whispered as he sat down at the table across from her. "I'm just trying to contribute. To be supportive."
The genuine bewilderment in his expression deflated her anger. He was trying, in his analytically obsessive way. "I know," she softened. "But sometimes I need you to just be my husband, not my marketing consultant."



Jon chewed on the inside of his cheek. This wasn't going like he'd planned at all. He was trying to make amends with Wendy, but in doing so it seemed like he was only making it worse. He looked down at his pasta, steam still rising from the fresh noodles. "Tell me about your vision for the campaign," he said after taking a moment to rethink.
Jon moved behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist. His familiar warmth settled something restless inside her. "You're right. I'm sorry." His lips brushed her temple. "Tell me about your vision for the campaign instead."
Wendy's face lit up as she described the phoenix imagery, the evolution theme, the way they planned to thread that needle between premium and playful. All the ideas that she came up with and Michael helped bring to life. "It's about transformation without losing your essence," she explained, eyes bright with passion. "About growing up without growing old."
He smiled as he watched her. This was more what he had in mind. He could feel himself getting caught up in her enthusiasm as she painted the picture of what he was sure would be a great campaign. Her phone buzzed against the table cloth while she talked about ways they could use "Embrace your fire." She glanced at the screen and saw Michael's name appear. she tried to continue her thought, but the message had derailed her causing Jon to chuckle.
"You should check that," Jon said, nodding toward the phone. "Show him how committed you are to your new role."
Wendy's stomach clenched at his choice of words, as images of Michael tapping on his pocket flashed behind her eyes. Still, Jon's encouraging smile made her reach for the phone.
Michael: Great work today. Your fire evolution concept is exactly what we need. Looking forward to working closer with you.
The double meaning wasn't lost on her. She rolled her eyes, this was the Michael she was familiar with. Her fingers trembled as she typed a more professional response: Thank you. Excited to develop the campaign further.
"Everything okay?" Jon asked, noting her hesitation.
"Just Michael checking in about the campaign," she said, trying to keep her voice neutral. The screen lit up again almost immediately.
Michael: I knew you were the right choice. Can't wait to see how far we can progress things tomorrow.
Jon squeezed her hand. "See? He recognizes your talent. You should answer him - show him choosing you wasn't a mistake."
Wendy stared at the message, caught between her husband's innocent encouragement and Michael's loaded words. She stared at the words on the screen as she fought the urge to spin her wedding ring. Finally, she typed: Looking forward to proving myself.
Setting the phone face-down, she forced a smile for Jon. "Now, where were we?" But as she launched back into campaign details, she couldn't shake the feeling that things with Michael weren't what they appeared to be.
***
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Chris's heart rate escalated as he sat in the chair in the corner of the bedroom. His eyes were locked on Ashley, who was lying sprawled across the bed, her hair fanned out behind her, her body glistening with sweat, her chest heaving with each labored breath. He had never seen her so worked up. She was so loud, so vocal as her body shook with what must have been her fifth orgasm. She was not even looking at Chris anymore, her whole attention was on Clayton and the massive cock that brought her to staggering new heights. 
"You're gonna let me fuck you again, aren't you?" Clayton's voice filled the room, seeming to come from everywhere. "Whenever I want?" His blond hair was slicked to his forehead as sweat dripped down his face.
Chris's heart slammed against his ribs, each beat a war drum of warring emotions, lust and fear coiling like snakes in his chest as he waited for Ashley's response. Sweat broke out on his forehead, the room suddenly too hot, too confining. He knew what was coming, and yet it sounded new, like he was hearing it for the first time.
Ashley's eyes glossed over in ecstasy, and she looked at Clayton like he was the only man on earth. The look was different from any other, one that Chris had never seen her give to anyone but him. It was a look of love. "Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling as her hips lifted off the sweat-soaked sheet to meet his thrust. "Whenever you want. Never stop fucking me."
The words hit Chris like a train, even as he felt a surge of unwanted excitement. He wanted to run over to them, to tell them this was too much. But when he looked down at his naked body he saw that he was bound to the chair. He had no recollection of being tied up. He certainly could not remember ever wishing to be, so when had it happened, and why? Tied up and immobile all he could do was watch, his cock aching for freedom, as Clayton fucked his wife repeatedly. Her cries of pleasure as she climaxed playing on a loop in his head.
Colors swirled together before solidifying into a new terror. The walls seemed to shift around him, bending with each hammering pulse of his heart. Chris wobbled. He blinked and Ashley was on top, riding Clayton like her life depended on it. Her head was thrown back in ecstasy as she rocked her hips demanding Clayton deeper into her. Deeper than Chris could ever possibly go. He could see it all - the way her breasts bounced with every thrust, the look of pure ecstasy on her face, the way Clayton's hands gripped her hips with possessive fervor that was likely to leave a mark. Clayton's cock was wet with Ashley's fluids and his own cum as he rammed into the once innocent wife. Chris's chest tightened as he did a double take. Clayton was not using a condom.
"Oh God, Chris," Ashley groaned, briefly opening her eyes and locking his. "He's so damn big. I've never felt so full. You'll never be able to make me feel like this." As if to drive her point home, Ashley leaned forward thrusting her tongue into her lover's mouth as her cries of ecstasy rang in Chris's ears.
Chris was overwhelmed by a confusing mixture of humiliation and lust. He ought to be angry, to feel betrayed, yet here he was, painfully erect, unable to look away from the sexual tableau before him. Clayton was laughing at him now. A full belly laugh even as Ashley rode him like a wild stallion.
"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" Clayton's voice cut through the haze, a smug grin on his face. "To see your wife completely satisfied? To know that she'll never be the same after this? That you'll never be enough for her now."
Chris tried to talk, to object, but couldn't utter a word. He was paralyzed, forced to sit there and watch as Ashley came undone, crying out Clayton's name as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her.
He woke with a jolt in a tangle of sheets and a racing heart, sitting up straight in bed. He blinked dazedly before the comforting normalcy of his bedroom blurred into view. His eyes scanned the room as if to check he was alone. Ashley stirred beside him, her eyes flickered open.
"Chris?" she murmured, her voice innocent and sleepy. "Are you okay?" She placed a reassuring hand on his back, running her nails softly along his skin. Her touch had a calming effect on him as he let out a soft sigh.
He swallowed hard, trying to shake off the lingering effects of the dream. "Yeah," he managed, his voice hoarse. "Just a... an intense dream." He let out another slow, controlled breath before laying back down, placing his head on Ashley's exposed chest. She let her hand slide up his back and through his hair, her manicured nails grazed his scalp. With each pass of her hand his anxiety slowly melted away.
"Must have been some dream," Ashley said with a giggle as she felt Chris's hard cock against her hip. "Do you want to talk about it?"
Chris stayed silent for several minutes, enjoying the feeling of his wife's fingers in his hair and the slow steady sound of her heartbeat in his ear. He had so much he wanted to talk about after last night. After Clayton left Chris was inside his wife almost instantly. Their love making was a mix of intense jealousy and passionate embracing. But when it was over they both drifted off to sleep without so much as a word between them. They never got the chance to discuss everything that happened.
"Last night..." he started but stopped unsure of where to actually begin. He tried to push the dream to the back of his mind but it was hard to separate the real from the dream. "Was it... I mean, did you..." he trailed off again, unable to focus on just one question in his mind. His eyes drifted past Ashley's rising chest to the clock on the table. 6:52AM still plenty of time to talk through everything before he went to work. The smug look and villainous laugh of Clayton from his dream filled his ears. Maybe he could call in sick.
"Did I what, Chris?" Ashley's voice was soft, loving. She was just as confused and in need of a talk as Chris was. Why was he making this more difficult than necessary? They had already been through so much together what was he afraid of? The dream ran through his head again spiking his anxiety.
Chris took a deep breath kissing Ashley's soft skin tenderly. "Was Clayton... better?" The words came out in a rush, tinged with vulnerability.
"Oh, baby," Ashley whispered as she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him further up on her body so she could kiss his lips. The kiss was gentle and lingering. Her soft lips parting slightly as she took his lower lip into her mouth. Opening her eyes she placed his hand on Chris' cheek. "Look at me," she whispered her forehead pressed against his. "The sex was good," she paused for a moment thinking, her eyes never leaving his. "Honestly, it was probably way better than I expected."
Chris let out a groan and tried to turn his head but Ashley didn't let him. Her fingers dug into the stubble on his cheek. "But... he isn't you, baby." He gave her a soft smile not enough to convince either of them he believed her. To emphasize her point, she reached her free hand between them and curled her fingers around his hard shaft. "I'm serious. It was good, but it didn't come close to this," she tugged on his cock slowly her lips lingering on his. "What we have, it's so much better, baby. So much deeper." She felt Chris's tongue press against her closed lips and she smiled accepting it into her mouth. It wasn't a sloppy, wet kiss. It was slow and tentative. His tongue pressing against hers as if it was the first time.
The kiss lasted for several long seconds the intensity of it never changing. When Chris finally pulled his lips away she continued. "Last night, with him, it was just sex. It was great sex..." she said with a laugh, "but it was just sex. It was shallow and empty. It doesn't hold a candle to what we have."
Chris watched her face, measuring her responses. He believed her, of course, she had no reason to lie, but his own insecurities continued to rear their head. "So, you're saying I'm better?" He asked with a grin.
Ashley rolled her eyes. "you men are so predictable. Not everything is so black and white. It wasn't about better it was... different."
Chris nodded trying to following along with what she was saying. He wasn't sure if she was just telling him what she thought he wanted to hear, but her face seemed genuine. "He was so rough with you, Ash. So... demanding. Do you like that stuff?"
Twisting her hips, Ashley flopped onto her back, pulling Chris on top of her with a grin. She felt Chris shudder in her hand as she continued to slowly stroke him. "With him I did. That version of me, the carefree version enjoyed feeling..."
"Like a slut?" Chris asked feeling like he was starting to understand.
"yeah, like a slut." Ashley responded guiding his manhood to her warm opening. "But with you, this version of me. I love this version." she murmured as Chris slid into her. "Careful baby, still sore," she said as he flexed her hips pushing deeper into her.
"Sorry."
She shook her head. "Never be sorry. Just... be gentle."
Chris shook his head, relishing the feeling of her warmth pulling his cock as he moved at a slower pace. "You said so many things last night. Things I never thought I'd hear you say."
Wrapping her legs around him, Ashley smiled. "You said you wanted to see me let loose. That you didn't want me to hold back. Did I go too far?"
Chris's cock twitched inside her as she spoke. His body reacting to her words even before his mind could settle on an answer. "So it was all just a show then? an act?"
"Not an act," Ashley responded her eyes drifting shut as she slowly rocked her hips into her husband. Her body was starting to heat back up. She was never a sexual person when she was younger. She enjoyed sex and had a few boyfriends who she would fool around with. But, she couldn't remember a time when it felt like every day she was chasing a new release. This last few months had seemed to awaken things not just in Chris, but her as well. "Some of it may have been more exaggerated to help play up your... enjoyment. But it was real."
Chris continued to drive into her watching her face as he made love to her. Her eyes were still closed, her tongue sitting just past her teeth as she clamped down on him. Chris couldn't help but wonder if she was reliving that moment right now. If behind her closed eyes she was picturing Clayton. Her eyes fluttered back open and she smiled up at him. "You came... a lot. Harder than you've ever with me."
She saw the hurt in her husband's eyes and she brought her hand around his ahead pulling him into a passionate kiss. She moaned softly into his mouth as she felt her orgasm building then one coming on slower and stronger than ones before. "Harder because of you, because you were there," she corrected driving her hips into him.
This seemed to please Chris as he smiled down at her. He felt closer to her now that ever before. He wanted to finish and then lay back down on her chest and bask in her love. But something else was still eating at him. He didn't want to ruin the moment though. Instead he focused the feeling of her body under his. The soft gasps she made with each stroke. The warmth of her breath on his neck as her hands ran through her hair. "Are you close?" He whispered feeling his own orgasm building.
"Yes." She ran her hands from his hair to his ass pulling him into her. Encouraging him to push deeper. With each thrust she pulled him closer, deeper into her depths. Her soft moans filled his ears fueling the images from his dream to return.
"Fuck Ash, I'm going to..." he gave one final grunt as she felt his cheeks flex and he exploded inside of her. She gave a high pitched squeal as her walls contracted around him. Her own orgasm timed perfectly as she felt it wash over her.
As Chris collapsed on top of her she purred in his ear her hands running over his back feeling the droplets of sweat that had formed on his body. "It will never feel like that with Clayton," she whispered snuggling into his neck.
Neither of them spoke for several minutes. The intensity of their love making evaporating all the tension that was in the room. "You um... you said other things too," Chris said breaking the silence. "Like how Clayton could fuck you again. Whenever he wanted."
Ashley's body tensed she had forgotten all about that. "That was one of the exaggerated parts. I did that for you."
"Do you... do you want to do it again?"
"Only if you want me to." She replied, her voice laced with suggestiveness.
"I... I love seeing this side of you. It's all just so... intense."
"And I love sharing this side of me with you. Knowing that I'm not going to get judged or hurt," Ashley said feeling her pulse quicken at the thought of another night with Clayton.
"So, no regrets then?" Chris asked planting a kiss on her neck.
"Not unless you have some."
"None, but there is one thing that's been bothering me," Chris propped himself up on his knees to look into Ashley's eyes. She cocked her eyebrow unsure what he was going to say next. "Clayton said something about you watching him in the office. What was that about?"
Ashley sucked in air, she had forgotten about that, too wrapped up in everything that was happening. she chewed on her bottom lip cursing herself for not telling Chris sooner.
"I... I should have told you," Ashley's eyes suddenly filled with tears taking Chris by surprise.
"Told me what?"
"The day I went to the office while you were in Seattle for the Larkin deal. You told me to take some files to Clayton."
Chris nodded. "I remember," he said never breaking eye contact with Ashley, his soft cock sliding free from inside her.
"When I got there Clayton came on to me," Ashley saw the rage in Chris's eyes. "It wasn't anything serious, I shut him down immediately. But then.."
Chris was holding his breath. He still wasn't sure where this was going. "Then?"
"I was about to leave and there was a knock on the door. Clayton told me to hide in the closet. That people would get the wrong idea about me being there. I didn't want to cause any issues for you at your new job so I did."
Ashley continued her story sparing no details about the scene she had seen while she was in the closet. Chris listened intently his mouth hanging slightly open by the revelation.
"Holy shit. Clayton and Katie? I had no idea." The more Chris thought about it however, the more it began to make sense. Before he went on that trip Katie seemed like a meek self-conscious woman who wasn't build for the sales world. But now... his dick twitched at the thought of her.
"I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner," Ashley said squeezing his hand.
"It's okay. I understand why you did it. But no more secrets, okay?"
Ashley nodded relieved to have gotten that off her chest. Chris laid back down on her chest closing his eyes. His own lies playing in his head, while he rationalized that they were somehow different. As Ashley's breathing evened out, signaling she had drifted back to sleep, Chris found himself wide awake, his mind racing. He thought about the upcoming day, about facing Clayton at work, about the Larkin deal, and about the future of his relationship with Ashley. With a soft sigh, he pulled Ashley closer, taking comfort in her warmth as he tried to will himself back to sleep.
****
When Chris woke up an hour later he was relieved that there weren't any more dreams causing him distress. He looked beside him to Ashley still curled up peacefully a slight smile on her face. He watched her for a moment, he couldn't believe what happened last night actually happened. He thought he would chicken out, or the Ashley would call him a sick pervert. Instead, they'd actually gone through with it - he'd watched as Ashley fucked another man. The craziest part of all, was that he wanted to watch it again. He smiled, a big goofy smile, as he watched Ashley sleeping. What the hell was wrong with him? With a final deep breath he climbed out of bed heading toward the shower to start his day.
After his shower, Chris was surprised to see Ashley still asleep. Usually, Ashley was up before him on workdays. Of course, she didn't usually have marathon sex sessions on those days either, so perhaps her sleeping in was completely justified. Laughing to himself he made his way to the dresser only to stumble on the pile of dirty clothes next to the bed. They needed to do laundry. Especially those sheets and pillowcases.
Dressed and out the door, he still had enough time to swing by Mable's Diner and get his usual. He opted to eat breakfast in the car today hoping to get to the office a little earlier than normal. As much as he enjoyed last night, he wasn't in a hurry to see Clayton. He took a sip of his coffee, the warmth filling his chest as he thought about everything Ashley had said. Clayton and Katie. The revelation stunned him. Not only was it unprofessional on so many levels, it also meant Clayton wasn't just sleeping with Ashley. He replayed what Ashley told him about what she saw, he couldn't help but picture Katie in the same position as Ashley, making the same noises. He felt his dress pants start to strain and immediately tried thinking about anything else.
Chris pulled into the BitGuardian parking lot, his mind still swirling with the morning's conversation. He killed the engine, sitting for a moment in the silence. A deep breath. Then another. Time to face the day.
The office was quieter than usual as Chris opened the doors. Only a handful of people were there, mostly the guys in IT. He was happy that he decided to come in a little earlier, he needed a minute to adjust. He nodded to a few of the guys on the other side of the room, forcing a smile. His heart rate slowly started to decrease. It was just another normal day, as he approached his desk, a muffled voice caught his attention. Clayton's office door wasn't shut all the way, a sliver of light spilling into the main room. Chris slowed his pace, ears straining.
"Make the sale now, the news will break later," Clayton's urgent whisper carried through the gap. A pause. Then: "Move the money to his account."
Chris froze, his hand hovering over his chair. What the hell did he just hear? He leaned closer, trying to catch more.
"Chris?"
He jumped, every hair on his body standing up as he whirled around to find Katie standing behind him, a stack of papers in her arms. She tilted her head in confusion as she waited for his response.
"Jesus, Katie. You scared me." He tried to maintain eye contact, but the low cut blouse Katie wore begged him to catch a quick peek.
She cocked an eyebrow. "Jumpy this morning, aren't we? Something going on?"
Images from last night flashed through Chris's mind only this time it wasn't Ashley. It was Katie. Katie on her knees. Clayton's hands in her hair. He swallowed hard. "Just didn't realize anyone else on our team was here."
Katie's lips twisted into a sly smile. "Well, after spying, I have a favor to ask you." Her big brown eyes looked up at him. Her lower lip protruded in her best "puppy dog" pout.
Chris grinned at her weak attempt at humor. "What do you need?" He took another quick look at Clayton's office door, his interest still piqued. Then set it aside focusing instead on Katie's request.
A toothy grin spread over Katie's face. "You're so soft." She pumped her fist in victory. "When you get a spare minute, can you take a look at these sales figures on the Heilman account? They requested a fairly big discount and despite my best efforts to negotiate I managed to get them only a little lower."
"Sounds like someone needs more training," Chris joked, then winced at his own words.
Katie's eyes gleamed. "Oh yeah?" She took a step closer to Chris, an alluring look in her eyes. "Offering some one-on-one time, boss?" The way Katie emphasized the word boss caused Chris to shift his stance hoping to hide his arousal.



He could feel the warmth seep into his neck, hoping that his face wasn't as red as he was sure it was. "I um... I'll take a look and let you know."
Katie chuckled softly before looking Chris over one last time and turning on her heel. As she walked away, Chris couldn't help but notice the sway of her hips, the confidence in her stride. Was that really all because of Clayton?
He shook his head, forcing himself to focus on the documents. But the words danced in front of his eyes, making no sense. He could think only of Ashley's voice, telling him what she'd seen in that closet.
"You look more distracted than usual. Still thinking about last night?" Chris didn't have to turn around to know whose voice it was. His eyes swept the office to make sure that there was no one else around.
When he did turn around he saw Clayton leaning casually against the frame of his door. His foot was low on the wall, his arms crossed over his chest, and that infuriating smirk plastered on his face.
"You can't say shit like that here," Chris complained gritting his teeth.
"Relax, no one's here yet," Clayton laughed, rolling his eyes. "What do you got there?"
Chris chewed the inside of his cheek, trying to let his frustration pass. "Just... going over these papers for Katie."
Clayton's sneer increased. "Ah, yes. Katie's been a real asset recently, hasn't she? Really coming into her own."
Chris nodded, unsure how to respond. The tension between them was thick. Chris wondered how Clayton would react if he called him out about Katie, but he thought better of it. He wanted to keep that one in his back pocket, just in case.
"Listen," Clayton continued, turning business. There were more and more people crowding in now.  Time to enter work mode. "We have to get the arrangements set up for the Larkin trip. Got a minute?" Clayton indicated his office, leaning off the wall and waiting for Chris to follow him.
Chris followed Clayton into his office, painfully conscious of every gesture, every glance. Walking through the details - flight schedules, conference agendas, key points to cover, - Chris continued to struggle to concentrate. His mind kept drifting back and forth between what went on last night, this morning's revelation, and that muddled conversation he overheard. Paying attention was out of the question.
"Chris? You paying attention?" Clayton's voice cut through his thoughts. "We need to be on the same page for this trip. You've got equity now, it's time you acted like it."
Chris opened his mouth to object. He wasn't sure where this was coming from, but for Clayton to act like he didn't always have his shit together was a slap in the face. Before he could formulate a response however, Clayton had already moved on.
"Tom wants to meet up for drinks when we land before the meeting the next day. I'm heading out for the rest of the day. Need to prepare for the trip. I trust you can handle things here?"
Chris nodded stiffly. "I... of course." Chris's head was spinning. He felt blindsided not just by Clayton's baseless allegations, but now he was just leaving in the middle of the day. He never did that.
As Clayton reached the door, he paused, Chris thought he was going to say something, probably another snarky comment. However, he seemed to have lost the thought and instead shut the office door behind him.
The click of the door behind him seemed to bring Chris out of his trance. He glanced around the empty office for a minute, his eyes resting on the open closet door. That's where Ashley... he broke free from the thought a smile forming on his lips. Ashley, that's why Clayton's leaving early. The poor bastard was exhausted after last night. A wave of emotions washed over him in that moment. the usual jealousy and arousal were there of course, but also a sense of pride. Clayton had to leave work early after one night with Ashley, while Chris spent every night with her and didn't use it as an excuse to leave early.
****
Ashley winced as her eyes opened. Her body throbbing from the last 24 hours. Looking at the clock on the bedside table she let out a sharp gasp, jumping to her feet. "Shit" she spat. It was already after nine. How had she slept so late?
Dragging herself out of bed, she took a moment to look over her naked body. There were bruises on her hips and chest. Teeth marks around her nipples. She bit her bottom lip as her fingers traced the marks. She had never had sex so hard before. She didn't know she would... like it so much. She wondered if Chris had noticed the marks this morning or if he was too focused on last night. Images flashed in her mind, and a shiver of excitement coursed through her core. Ashley tried to brush them off as she headed towards the closet, desperately looking for a pair of clean scrubs so she could still arrive at work on time. The way Clayton had treated her, the things she had said. She could feel her heart pounding as she considered calling in sick. But then Chris's vulnerable expression from this morning flashed before her eyes, was he really okay with all of this?
"Get a grip," she said to herself, ruffling her hair. If Chris was insecure, he would have said so. He claimed that there were no regrets. So why did she have this nagging sense that she had done something wrong? Their relationship had to come first, no matter how tempting other... distractions might be.
Ashley pushed open the closet, her gaze sweeping over the contents. "No, no, no," she said, opening and slamming drawers as she rummaged through heaps of clothes. Everything was dirty. They'd been so busy with everything else that things like laundry had fallen by the wayside.
With a frustrated sigh, she reached for the back of her underwear drawer. Her hand brushed against something silky. Ashley paused, her breath catching as she pulled out a set of blue lingerie. It was more risqué than her usual fare - all delicate lace and strategic cutouts. Was this really all that she had clean?
She'd bought it months before, intending to surprise Chris. In a lot of ways it was similar to the one she wore when... Ashley bit her lip. The night Clayton showed up in her bedroom. The night that everything shifted.
She closed her eyes, remembering how she had felt that evening. Excited. Nervous. Anticipatory. How she had planned to give Chris a show when he came upstairs. Then Clayton had arrived, and all those feelings were being directed at someone else.
She shook her head, forcing those thoughts away. This was all she had clean. It didn't mean anything. It was just underwear.
As soon as she put it on, she felt a shiver run through her. The blue lace barely hiding the teeth marks on her body. The blue demi-cup barely contained her full breasts, and the matching panties were equally as skimpy, gauzy in the front and tapered to a narrow thong in the back.
She glanced at herself in the mirror. Very sexy. And very unprofessional. She wondered what Chris would say if he saw what she was wearing. She considered taking a quick picture and sending it to him, but she was already late and after speaking with him this morning she probably shouldn't be teasing him right now. She reminded herself to question him about his dream, and why he had been so distressed when he woke up.
Scrubs on, hair in a bun, Ashley gave herself a final look in the mirror. Everything looked normal on the outside. No one would know what lay beneath. With a deep breath, she grabbed her keys and headed out the door.
The drive to work was automatic. She barely registered any of the cars she passed, or turns. She relived the conversation with Chris, torn between a haze of conflicting feelings. Every red light was a chance for her mind to wander. First to Clayton's hot gaze, and rough caresses, then to Chris's soft touch this morning. She clutched the steering wheel harder, reminding herself to focus on the road.
"Chris said there were no regrets," she whispered aloud more than once, having to hear the words. "He likes seeing me like that. He likes watching. I'm scaring myself for nothing." She massaged her thighs together, the softness of her choice of underwear not serving her well in fighting off her unwanted desires. Was he really okay with what happened?
Ashley pushed those thoughts aside as she pulled into the hospital parking lot. The usual lot in front was full, forcing her up to the third floor of the larger parking structure. As she navigated the dimly lit, nearly empty parking level, the echoes of her car engine and screeching tires failed to drown out the haunting memory of her own words from the night before.
A familiar voice froze her in place as she stepped from her car.
"Well well, fancy meeting you here."
Ashley turned to find Clayton approaching her, a slow smile spreading across his face as the sound of his footsteps rebounded off the walls.
"Clayton?" Ashley exclaimed. "What are you--" She glanced around at the empty parking garage, heart racing.
He closed the gap between them. His eyes raking over her with hunger as he strode toward her with careless assurance. "Had a meeting with an old friend. Pure coincidence running into you, though I must say I'm not disappointed."
Ashley backed away involuntarily, her back against the cold metal of her car. "What are... I mean, I have to go to work." She tried to calm herself, hearing how desperate her words sounded. She hated to give him the satisfaction that he was in charge.
Clayton's smile widened as he placed his hand on the hood of her car leaning in towards her. "Relax, Ashley. I've been unable to stop thinking about you all morning. And besides, when did you ever do anything really spontaneous?"
Before she could come up with an answer, his hands, possessive as always, were on her hips. She flinched slightly as his fingers pressed into a bruise. His mouth was on her neck, shooting shivers of electricity through her body.
"Clayton, we can't," Ashley panted, her palms pushing against his hard chest instinctively. Despite her protest her body arced into his touch. "Not here."
But her objections fell on deaf ears as Clayton's hand slipped beneath her scrub top leaving a path of molten lava as it snaked up her ribs. His fingers brushed against the lace of her bra, and he pulled back with a wolfish grin.
"What do we have here?" He teased licking his lips. His eyes shone with approval. "Don't tell me you wore that just for me."
Ashley's face burned with embarrassment, unable to ignore the warmth spreading between her legs. She should have told him to go to hell, but she suddenly felt like she needed to defend herself. "Of course not. It was just... all I had clean."
Clayton chuckled, his hand continuing its exploration as he slid down the cup of the bra pinching her nipple between his fingers. "Keep telling yourself that. I think you secretly wanted me to be here."
A gentle sigh escaped Ashley's lips as her nipple became hard at his touch. Was he right? Did some part of her sub-conscious want something like this to happen? She didn't believe so, but as her body responded to his touch she found it harder and harder to think about anything else.
"I... I need to get to work," Ashley protested half-heartedly, pushing against Clayton's chest. She moaned again, her resolve faltering as he manipulated her sensitive nipples. For a moment, she imagined giving in right there in the parking garage.
"Did you wear the matching set?" Clayton asked, planting kisses along her jawline as his other hand moved past her waistband of scrubs. His fingers brushed against the front of her lace panties, her desire already leaking through them.
"Fuuuuck." Ashley groaned turning her head at the last moment as Clayton's lips moved toward hers. Her knees buckled a bit as she felt him pushing the fabric into her pussy. Her fists tightening on his shirt as her hips pushed forward desperate to feel his finger deeper.
Clayton's voice sliced through the fog of her desire. "Have you ever fucked Chris at the office?" He asked as he pulled her panties to the side.
The mention of Chris's name jolted Ashley awake, slamming her into realization like a bucket of ice water. Her eyes snapped open, the awareness of where she was shattering over her.
"No," she said firmly, pushing Clayton away making him stagger backward. "I can't... we can't do this. I... I need to get to work." Without waiting for a response, Ashley grabbed her bag and bolted for the elevator. Her heart pounded in her chest as the doors slid closed, separating her from temptation. She didn't even bother looking back. She could feel his eyes on her. The stupid smile plastered on his face knowing that he almost had her.
What had she been thinking? How had she almost. She shook her head, dismissing the thoughts. She took out her phone and was considering calling Chris, but before she could the elevator door slid open. She took a deep breath and stuck her phone back in her purse. She had to be professional. She couldn't let this interfere with her work. She would call Chris later once she'd had time to calm down. 
Ashley had stepped into the restroom just before entering the ward. She put back her head and took deep breaths, trying to settle her nerves. She slowly looked up, and the accusatory reflection stared back at her. "What the hell were you thinking?" she whispered to herself, clenching the cold porcelain.
She'd almost cheated. It hadn't been her game with Chris, or to drive him crazy. This was different - selfish, dangerous. She'd almost crossed a line she could never go back from.
Ashley's stomach churned as she imagined Chris's reaction. Sure, she'd had similar run-ins with the janitor before, but this... this felt worlds apart. Less spontaneous, more calculated. More intimate.
"Intimate," she laughed, disgusted with herself the instant the word was on her lips.
But it was true, wasn't it? This thing with Clayton felt intentional, like she'd been nurturing it, feeding it bit by bit. And that scared her more than anything.
She examined herself more fiercely, double-checking that everything was in its proper position when she reached the nurse's station. Her cheeks flushed, her eyes sparkling with residual excitement. Her hands shook as she adjusted her scrubs, making sure every trace of the blue lace was hidden from view. Her skin still pulsed from Clayton's touch as smoothed out her attire.
"Get it together," she growled at her reflection. "You're better than this." And even as she spoke, doubt crept in. Was she? Or was she merely kidding herself?
With a final deep breath, Ashley squared her shoulders and headed out for her shift. Whatever internal battle she was fighting would have to wait. Right now, she had patients who needed her full attention.
The soothing bustle of the nurse's station served to ground Ashley as she lost herself in her work. But behind her icy professional mask, a storm brewed. Every quiet interval brought a torrent of memories and what-ifs. The feel of Clayton's body against hers in the parking garage. The open, trusting way Chris had held her this morning.
"Girl are you alright? I've been talking to you for like five minutes!" A hand waved in front of her face, snapping her out of her daze. Nurse Jen, her closest work friend, stood before her with a concerned expression. "You okay? You seem very distracted today."
Ashley forced a smile. "Yeah sorry, lots on my mind."
Jen raised an eyebrow. "Anything you want to talk about?"
For a moment, Ashley considered telling her friend. Where would she begin? How was she going to explain the intricacies of what was happening without judgment? She scrolled through her admits list in hopes Mrs. Johnson was available. She already knew what was happening and wouldn't judge her. Ashley gnawed her bottom lip, Mrs. Johnson wasn't there, so she had no one to confide in.
Jen was still staring at Ashley waiting for an answer. She didn't want to get into it. Instead, she deflected. "Just thinking about this upcoming trip to Seattle. It's a big deal for Chris's work."
"Ooh, exciting!" Jen's eyes lit up. "I've always wanted to visit Seattle. You'll have to tell me all about it when you get back. I wish Dave's job was as exciting as Chris's. All he does is work from home all day."
As they discussed travel arrangements and the tourist sites around the area, Ashley was able to get some of the tension out of her. She and Jen did not work very many shifts together. Jen typically worked the night shift. But when they did work a shift together the two were always tight. This was what she needed at this time in her life, a little bit of normalcy.
The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of patient admissions and routine procedures. Ashley silently wished Mrs. Johnson would be a late admission.
She immediately hated herself for even considering such a thing, realizing what that would mean. She did her best to focus on work, thankful for some sort of distraction. However, every so often, her mind would drift back to the parking garage. To Clayton's hands, his lips, his intoxicating presence. Each time, she'd force those thoughts away, burying them beneath layers of professionalism and duty only to have them crop up again when the lace of her bra would brush against her skin just right.
As Ashley made her way down the hall to her next patient visit, she caught sight of a familiar face out of the side of her eye. The janitor, usually so chatty and flirtatious, barely gave her a passing glance as he swept the floor. His jaw was set, his movements rugged and irritated.
"Hey stranger," Ashley called out, happy to see another familiar face even if it was one that brought up unwanted feeling.
The janitor glanced up, his expression blank. For a moment, something flashed in his eyes - pain? Betrayal? Ashley threw him a confused look not realizing what she did to provoke such a glare.
"Hey," he grunted, returning to his work without another word and disappearing around the corner without so much as brushing against her.
Ashley stood there, confused at his attitude. She had grown accustomed to their teasing, the not so subtle flirting that added a twinkle of excitement to her day, not that she needed one at present. Nonetheless, she couldn't help feeling somewhat let down by their discussion. Was he angry with her about what had happened the previous time they were together? Or maybe he was angry that they had not talked in a while. "Maybe he's having one of those bad days," she said to herself and pushed him aside and went to another patient's room.
The remainder of Ashley's shift continued as it started. She had attempted to move past the frustration of what happened with Clayton. But she was happy to have the day end. She wanted to get home, to be close to Chris. To hear about his day and tell him about hers.
As she gathered her things, Ashley's mind wandered to the upcoming trip to Seattle. Just a few days ago, she'd been excited about the prospect of a getaway with Chris. Now, the thought filled her with a mix of anticipation and dread. Hopefully work would keep both Chris and Clayton occupied and she wouldn't have anything to worry about, but something told her that wasn't going to happen. She also wasn't sure what to make of Tom. He seemed sweet and easy-going, but Chris seemed to think he was bad news. "No sense in dwelling on things I can't control," she told herself as she exited the elevator relieved to see the parking garage empty.
****
Across town, Chris leaned back in his chair, rubbing his eyes. He stared blankly at his computer screen. He hadn't gotten nearly enough done. The day had been a whirlwind of meetings and phone calls, but his mind kept drifting back to this morning's conversation with Ashley.
He'd spent his lunch break discreetly poking around, trying to make sense of the snippets of conversation he'd overheard from Clayton. But so far, he'd come up empty-handed. He decided not to spend any more time on it. He already had more than enough on his plate and from the looks of things that conversation was nothing.



A soft knock on the desk, drew his attention. Katie stood a few feet away from him, her hip tilted to the side as she leaned against the wall. "Still here? It's usually just me working late."
Chris managed a tired smile. "Lost track of time, I guess. You heading out?"
Katie hesitated, glancing towards Clayton's office. "Is he coming back tonight?"
"Clayton?" Chris shifted in his chair. "No, he left early. I think he had a long night." A slight smile tugged at his lips. "Did you need something?" He asked as he reached across his desk. "I looked over the Heilman file, and I think we can make the discount work."
Katie's eyes lit up. "Really? That's great news." She stepped closer, perching on the edge of his desk. "I was worried we'd lose them." Her eyes seemed to stay locked on Clayton's office.
Chris leaned back, creating space between them as he felt his neck start to heat. "It'll be tight," he murmured, focusing on the papers before him rather than Katie's proximity. "But I think it's doable. We can go over the details tomorrow if you'd like."
"Sounds perfect," Katie smiled, then tilted her head. "So, how does it feel? Having a stake in the company, I mean?"
Chris blinked, caught off guard by the sudden change in topic. "Oh, uh, it's still sinking in, to be honest."
Katie leaned in slightly, her blouse hanging loosely off her chest. Chris could feel her breath on his neck and it caused the hairs on his arm to stand "I bet. Must come with some nice perks, huh?"
There was something in her tone that made Chris's collar feel suddenly tight. He looked up at her, determined not to stare at her exposed chest. Her eyes however, seemed to still be on Clayton's office. "I, uh, If there are I haven't seen them. Just more paperwork while he plays hooky."
Katie's smile widened, her eyes finally meeting Chris's. He couldn't help but wonder if she was hanging around, waiting for him for another closed door session. Was that why she was eyeing his office? "Oh, come on," she teased. "It can't be all that bad."
Chris swallowed hard, his mind racing. All he could think about right now was Clayton and Katie together. "It, uh, it has its moments."
Katie laughed, placing her hand on Chris's arm. He had to bite his lip to keep from making a sound. "You're cute when you're flustered. Has anyone ever told you that?"
Before Chris could formulate a response, Katie stood up. "I should get going. Doesn't look like Clayton's coming back tonight."
Chris busied himself with straightening papers on his desk, trying to appear casual despite his racing pulse. "Right, yeah. Have a good night, Katie."
Katie's heels click-clacking toward the exit was the only sound either of them made until she swung open the door and disappeared into the fading sunlight. Chris let out a long sigh as the door slammed shut behind her. What was that all about?
As he drove, Chris's mind raced. Between the dream this morning, Clayton's suspicious behavior, and now Katie's suggestive comments, he felt like he was juggling flaming torches. One wrong move and everything could come crashing down.
He pulled into the driveway, hoping that Ashley wouldn't be too late getting home. He wanted her close. He needed to hold her, to tell her how much he loved her. He wasn't sure why, but he felt guilty after his run-in with Katie and he knew seeing Ashley's smiling face would make it all better.
****
Ashley pulled into the driveway, killing the engine. Her racing thoughts had finally begun to settle. She replayed the conversation with Chris earlier in the day in her head. They just needed to be honest with each other. She hadn't done anything wrong in the parking garage, Clayton came on to her and she pushed him away. She might have let him go further than she should have done, but then again, it was no different from earlier tussles. She was overreacting. With a smile to herself, she gave one final check to her reflection in the rearview mirror, the engine softly ticking from under the hood.
When she opened the front door, the rich aroma of simmering garlic and fresh herbs enveloped her, mingling with the homey scent of bubbling tomato sauce. Chris's voice called out from the kitchen, "Perfect timing! Dinner's almost ready. How was your day?"
She smiled, he sounded happy. Her eyes locked on a small picture frame of their wedding on the end table by the sofa. She really did have a great life. "Busy," she replied rounding the corner and wrapping her arms around him, pressing her face to his back. "You didn't have to cook."
Chris shrugged, stirring the pasta sauce. "I wanted to. Thought you could use a nice meal after a long day." He spun around in her arms, kissing her cheek softly. "Why don't you go change? This'll be ready in a few minutes."
Ashley nodded, holding the hug a little longer before letting go, pressing her palms to his chest. "I really am lucky to have you. You know that?"
"I know," Chris said with a smile kissing her forehead. "Now, get changed. This is almost ready."
In their bedroom, she changed out of her scrubs and grabbed a pair of old sweats. She considered taking off the lingerie to avoid the conversation with Chris, but it felt too dishonest. In the mirror, her tanned skin glowed beneath the delicate blue lace. It really did make her feel sexy, naughty in a way that she wasn't used to. Smiling at herself in the mirror, she put the old sweats on over the lingerie and headed back downstairs.
Returning to the kitchen she saw steam was already rising off two plates Chris had laid out on the table. "I thought we could eat in the living room tonight," he said. "More comfortable."
They settled onto the couch, plates balanced on their laps. Chris twirled pasta around his fork, looking at Ashley expectantly. "So, tell me about your day."
Ashley took a deep breath, recounting her day with a mix of truth and careful omission. She was going to tell Chris about Clayton she just wanted to wait at least until after dinner. Instead, she focused on the demanding patients, and the usual workplace drama. "Jen was on shift today," she said with a smile slurping up the rest of her pasta. "She said she wants a full account of our trip to Seattle. I guess she's always wanted to go."
"Sounds like quite a day," Chris commented between bites. "Hopefully we have some time to do some sightseeing together while we are there. I still don't understand why Clayton needs me there, but I'm learning that once he makes up his mind about something there's no changing it."
Ashley smiled, he had no idea how right he was. "Well I plan to make the most of it. New adventures and whatnot," she replied, meeting Chris's gaze. A silent acknowledgement briefly passing between them. "How about you? How was your day?"
Chris launched into a description of his day at the office, meetings and projects. Ashley sat quietly, relieved the day was winding down in such a mundane way. As he spoke, she couldn't help but dwell on his face. The sincere enthusiasm in his eyes, the small furrow of concentration between his eyebrows, she loved all of it. A warm sense of affection washed over her. She truly couldn't understand how he was so at ease with. all of it.
"Oh," Chris added, almost as if afterthought, "Clayton left early today. Said he had some personal business to take care of."
Ashley almost choked on her pasta as she fell into a coughing fit. "Really?" she coughed. "Did he say why?"
Chris shrugged looking at his wife with interest. "No, but," He smiled, a sly look on his face. "After last night, I'm not surprised he needed some recovery time."
Ashley laughed, the sound genuine this time. "You might be right there," she said, a hint of pride in her voice. She put her empty plate on the coffee table. "I'm rather tired myself. Early night?" She stroked her hand along Chris's leg to ensure he knew she wasn't going to bed.
Chris agreed too readily, as he took their plates into the kitchen. After they were in bed, Ashley curled up beside him kissing his neck softly. He let his hand creep under her shirt slowly, his breath hitching when he felt the softness of her bra.
"I thought you'd like it," she said with a shrug.
Chris's eyes darkened as they roved over her, lingering on the swell of her hips. His head was spinning with a thousand unasked questions, his breath catching in his throat. "Did you... did you go to work like that?" he asked, his voice thick with desire and incredulity.
Ashley smiled and considered the question. His response was so not like Clayton's. She just let Chris's mind wander for a really long time. Within a few seconds, he seemed to realize this was one of their games.
"Fuck," Chris murmured, his breath warm against her neck, "I bet your favorite janitor loved seeing you like this."
Ashley braced, a sense of guilt flooding her as a plan began to emerge. One which was exciting and perilous in equal measure. "No, he never did get to look" she answered, her tone low and come-hither. "But. I did happen to meet up with Clayton."
She could feel Chris sit up beside her, his lips tight-pressed suddenly against her throat. "Oh? What happened?"
A rush of guilt shot through Ashley's chest as she hesitated, her thoughts racing in a hundred directions. Should she tell him about the incident in the parking garage? The memory still burned against her flesh. But the truth was heavy, something she couldn't speak in the tension-filled moment they stood together. So she allowed her lips to curve into a smile, the words she chose laced with seduction, as she measured Chris's reaction.
"I was just getting to work," she began, her voice rough and sexy. "He was in the parking garage. Said he had a meeting somewhere around here."
Chris's hand moved up further, pushing the cup of her bra and encircling his fingers around her exposed breast. "Go on," he encouraged.
Ashley closed her eyes and allowed the fabricated story to flow over her. She bit her lip both aroused by Chris's reaction and the memory of that day. "He pushed me against the car, pinning me against the hood and his body."
Chris tugged her sweatshirt up, his fingers trembling with frustration. The soft material caressed her skin before it was left behind forgotten in the blackness beyond their bed. The anxiety he had experienced beforehand still lingered, it would never be gone. That was half of what made it so exhilarating.
Pleased with his reaction, Ashley continued. "Before I knew what was happening his hand was under my top tweaking my nipples the way I like... ahh just like that," Ashley moaned as Chris mimicked the movement. Any guilt she felt earlier had long been forgotten. Her body blazed with a new desire as she wondered what was going through Chris's mind.
"Did he. did he kiss you?" Chris breathed against her lips, his mouth just inches from hers. Ashley groaned into his mouth. She felt the heat of his breath on her skin, the moistness of his lips against hers. Chris's hand tightened around her entire breast the roughness of his palm against her nipple.
"He... he tried, but I turned my head at the last second."
Chris kissed her jaw line, "what else?" he whispered.
Ashley hesitated again, swallowing hard, her heart starting to race from both the arousal of the moment and the guilt of the story. She was back in the parking lot. Back to the exact moment she considered letting Clayton take her. Only this time, she didn't have to push him away. She imagined exactly what he would have done to her, what she wanted him to do to her.
Ashley rolled her body to the side, wanting better access to Chris. She felt his cock, hard and pulsing against her leg. "He... he told me that he wanted to see if my panties matched," it wasn't really a lie. She was doing her best to keep the story as close to reality as possible. But, she knew where the night was heading and that the truth wouldn't be enough to satisfy their hunger. "He slid his hand down the inside of my pants." As she spoke, Ashley spread her legs slightly. Chris didn't need any more of an invitation as he slipped his hand down the front of her sweat pants.
"Fuck Ash, you're soaked." Ashley blushed, she didn't know why she was so turned on. But she knew Chris was right. The minute they started playing this game she felt her juices start to leak. "Were you this wet for him?"
"Wetter," Ashley teased pushed her hips toward his fingers. She wanted to feel them push the fabric of her thin panties into her, the same way Clayton did. She wanted him to pull them to the side, just like Clayton did. Then to tell her that he loved her despite the fact that he thought she had fucked someone else.
"That's so fucking hot," Chris said pushing against the thin lace. It was enough to get her to wrap her arms around his neck and force her tongue into his mouth. They stayed like that for awhile with Chris teasing her entrance as they made out.
"What else happened?" Chris asked panting to catch his breath. "What did you do?"
"I was so naughty, baby. So... slutty" She started pulling at Chris's pants, stroking his cock as she fumbled with the button. "I started rubbing him, just like this. He was so hard, lover, and so fucking big." The truth about today's encounter could wait; right now, she was too lost in their shared passion to think about consequences.
She heard Chris suck in air with those last words and felt his cock twitch. She knew he loved this part, although she still wasn't completely sure why. He pulled her panties to the side, nearly ripping them as he continued to tease her lips.
"Oh fuck. What... what happened next?" Chris was in heaven listening to Ashley's story. It was so vivid, and for a moment he had to remind himself that it was just a story. He knew his wife would never do something so reckless at work. But that didn't stop him from imagining it was true.
"I'm sorry baby, I couldn't help myself." Ashley had his pants down to his ankles now and she slowly stroked his cock as she spoke.
"What happened!" Chris's voice rose slightly his fingers finally pushing deep into it.
"Oh, Fuck, yes," she moaned feeling his digits push deeper inside her. Her eyes were closed, reliving the moment with Clayton. "He... he turned me around and... he pushed me across the hood of the car."
Chris's fingers picked up steam and Ashley bucked her hips trying to push him even deeper inside her. "Then he yanked down my scrubs to my ankles." As she spoke Ashley tightened her hold on his shaft, running her hand up and down its length.
"Did he.... oh fuck, that feels so good."
"I was so worked up by then. All I could think about was how good he fucked me last night." Ashley cried out as Chris shoved her panties and sweats down to her ankles and spun her around on the bed. His strokes were more rough, more possessive and it only made Ashley even more horny. As Chris's passion grew, Ashley could sense her reservations begin to disappear. His heat on her skin, his comforting smell. She was craving this.
"I can't believe you let him..." Chris groaned, almost as if he were in pain as he grabbed her hips. Ashley barely flinched as his fingers sank into her already bruised skin. She wanted it to hurt. She deserved to be punished. "Did you let him....?"
"Fuck me?" Ashley finished asking as she thrust her hips backward for his rigid cock. She could feel it hit against her lips as she let out a soft moan. She threw her pillow to the floor, she didn't intend on being silent. Her fingers clamped on the white sheet.
"Yes.... did he.... did he fuck you?"
"Mmm, would you be upset if he did? I told you, I was acting so slut-"
She didn't get to finish what she was saying because Chris plunged into her, his hard meat splitting her tight pussy with a single solid stroke causing her to gasp as his length filled her.
"Oh god yes.... yes, yes." Ashley gasped as he bottomed out within her, his hard instrument sheathed to the hilt in her hot wet depths, "Fuck me baby, reclaim me." With her eyes closed, she reimagined the parking garage. She didn't flee from Clayton this time. She stayed and she allowed him to fuck her. For now, she would allow herself to get lost in this moment with Chris. The truth could wait.
Chris couldn't believe how much he was aroused. His dick was as hard as a diamond as he rammed into Ashley like a force of nature. Ashley was already making a puddle beneath her legs. She was appeared to be even more into this fantasy, and Chris loved it. He pictured himself puller her hair and jerking her head back. It was a thing that Clayton would do, and he wondered if she'd like it. He decided not to at the last second. Rather, he simply focused on the way her body was responding to his. Her juices were sliding down her leg with each stiff thrust. The bed creaked under them as the headboard slammed against the wall. Chris's hips slammed into hers in a harsh cadence, her wet heat enveloping him as their bodies became one in rhythm.
Each thrust sent shudders through Ashley, her flesh alive with sensation, the raw sheer power of their union battering her senses. The mattress groaned beneath them, the headboard thudded off the wall with every powerful drive, but it was the thud of their bodies colliding that echoed in the room, filling it with an aphrodisiac mixture of want and need. 
"Yes, baby. fuck me Chris, fuck meeeeeee." Ashley was screaming louder now. This was what she craved. Not just sex, but to know that Chris still loved her. That he wasn't just telling her what she wanted to hear this morning. She drove her hips back with each thrust. Her ass jiggling with the hard impact of each stab as she did her best to clench her walls around him.
All the thoughts of the story she had been telling her husband were left behind now as Ashley rode towards her peak, bucking against him, her pussy clamping down on his hard cock.
Behind her, Chris was trying to hold himself in check, his balls churning as they ached to release their contents deep inside her.
"Oh... fuck baby... fuck, fuck I'm so close... I'm gonna...."
Arching her back and pushing herself up onto her fists Ashley shuddered violently, writhing in pleasure as the sensations he was creating inside her exploded into a flood of ecstasy that radiated out through every pore in her body.
"Fuuuck. I'm cumming baby. Fuck, don't stop."
Her shriek of rapture tipped him over and with a grunt of triumph he came, spilling a torrent of his seed into her womb, jerking repeatedly as he pumped the last drops into her.
"Wow." He gasped as he collapsed beside her trying to get his breath.
She grunted in his ear as she rolled over onto her back. "That was amazing."
As Chris drifted off to sleep, Ashley lay awake, her mind racing. She gazed up at the ceiling of her bedroom, her thoughts racing a mile a minute as she replayed the day -- the actual event Clayton and the one she'd fabricated on the spot as she'd talked to Chris. The lines blurred between truth and fiction, and how to feel about it remained uncertain.
Chris's enthusiastic response to her story left her wondering -- was he really okay with something happening between her and Clayton when he wasn't there? Was it not considered cheating as long as she shared it with him afterward? The thought excited her more than she thought it should have. She glanced at Chris, now peacefully asleep beside her. His light snores filling her ears.
She thought about the upcoming trip to Seattle. Would there be more opportunities for such encounters? Did she want to have them? And most importantly, would Chris want to have them? These were what whirled in her mind as she drifted off to sleep.
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**Ian**
My legs were stuck to the forest ground where I was transfixed by what I saw unfolding before me. All my survival instincts were urging me to look away, to leave them in peace, but I couldn't move. Breathe. Their cries pierced the trees, mingling with the leaves crinkling on the fresh air of night. The noises put Jess into my mind, and my stomach churned. Was she out there somewhere, doing this? The notion whirled me around with. something I did not dare call. The closer I got the more I could smell the aroma of their passion, my own body shuddering with sensory overload.
"Fuck, you feel so big," the woman moaned, her toes curling around behind her lover's back as he drove her deeper into the trunk of the tree.
Alex's words echoed in my head: "Some couples need to leave their comfort zones." I'd nodded, recalling Jess's whispered confessions that night with Carly. "The group activities help break down barriers. Trust me, Ian. The element of surprise. it gets people to let go... to really live the moment."
My hand was laid against a large tree root and I leaned on it. The couple's movement increased in urgency, their shadows spinning beneath the moonlight. I needed to go search for Jess. But what if there was something that these two knew? What if they could tell me what was happening here?
"Oh God, yes," the woman cried out. Her scream rang out through the clearing and I winced. I rocked back on my heels, a branch snapping as I stepped down on it and I breathed softly. Neither of them seemed to notice, so immersed in their own world.
"Say it again!" He snarled as he rammed harder and harder into her without any thought for her well-being.
"I'm yours. I'm fucking... yours... Ugggh," the woman moaned as her orgasm hit her. My mouth was slightly ajar. How could she have- I adjusted the front of my pants not allowing myself to indulge in the thought.
The man's grunts grew louder, more bestial. My cheeks were burning with embarrassment. This wasn't me. I didn't watch people like this. I was not some sort of dirty voyeur. And yet here I was, standing there in agonized indecision and a knot in my pants. After all, wasn't this whole thing my own idea? A means of demonstrating that I was capable of something more than being "sweet, gentle Ian"? Of providing Jess with what I thought she needed?
Finally, mercifully, they finished. The clearing was still except for their heavy breathing. I started to walk away when the man's words stopped me in my tracks. He held up a finger, silencing his friend before she could speak, reaching up to the collar. There was a small click. "Camera's off."
"Thank God," the woman exhaled deeply. "Playing the surprised victim act is exhausting." She shifted her legs and braced herself against the tree with her palm. "Do you think the cameras caught all of that?" she gasped.
I froze in place. Cameras?
The man chuckled, a deep, satisfied sound. "God, I hope so. The way your body was shaking when you came. All of that I'm yours nonsense. They pay a lot for that."
She flushed slightly, biting her lip. "I still can't get over it being so hot still. I figured after the first few hunts it would get dull. Of course, I also can't believe you signed us up for the first one without asking me." Her voice was playful, teasing. "I nearly had a heart attack when they split us up and told us we'd be hunted."
"Mm, but wasn't the surprise half the fun?" He grinned. "The way you weren't sure if it was actually going to be you who caught me. priceless."
"You're terrible," she giggled. "Although I have to say, not knowing what was coming made it so much more... intense."
"Shh," he warned looking up at the top of the tree. "Don't talk so loudly. If someone heard us like this, it'll spoil the experience for the viewers and Alex would murder me. They require real reactions."
Cameras. They'd said it again. My eyes raked the trees, searching the darkness. Nothing was wrong. Just branches and leaves and darkness.
"Did you see anything about all the new faces in here tonight?" the woman asked, smoothing her dress. "Must be getting more popular."
"I couldn't help but have my eyes on the redhead in black," he said. "She looked terrified. I wonder who caught her?"
My stomach clenched at hearing the mention of Jess. I couldn't help but lean against the tree, still frantically searching for any tell-tale signs of surveillance equipment.
"Already thinking about someone else?" she mocked. "Maybe I should remind you why I was the one you picked tonight."
"Maybe," he laughed. "But first." He stretched again to reach his collar. "Camera's back on." His voice shifted, becoming darker, feral. "Run, baby. You've got thirty seconds."
Her fake fear drifted through the blackness. "Leave me alone!"
"Run," he growled. "Before I decide otherwise."
As their words disappeared from my ears, I was gazing once more at the trees with newfound understanding. There, a tiny red recording light. And another. And another. They were a web spreading across the woods, recording each perspective, each moment. How many of them were observing? What had Alex involved us in and why hadn't he warned us about them previously? My mind rewound back to that first encounter in his office two weeks ago.
****
I hadn't spoken to or seen Alex Rothschild since graduation. Despite our parents' shared charity boards and country club memberships, I'd actively distanced myself from it all. Forged my own path, created my own life. Then I'd met Jess - intelligent, down-to-earth Jess - and my parents' disapproval had only strengthened my resolve. My parents had given me an ultimatum: the family social standing or life with her. I chose Jess without hesitation, turned my back on their privileged world of make-believe. And yet here I was, back in Alex's orbit, drawn by whispers of his elite "parties" that circulated through the old social circle during my obligatory holiday visits.
"Ian Thomas," Alex's smile was friendly, despite the chill in his eyes. He gestured to the leather armchair in front of his massive mahogany desk. "The prodigal son returns to the soul-sucking den of capitalism." His grin got wider. "Your words, I believe, if I remember them rightly." He settled back in his chair, every inch the cutthroat investment banker I'd sworn I'd never become.
"People change," I'd said, trying not to wriggle in my department store suit that was at least a size too tight. The same suit I'd bought to impress Jess's parents, to prove that I could still clean up well even after I'd rejected my trust fund.
"Do they?" His eyes narrowed into me like a lab sample. "And what is the reformed idealist doing in my office?"
"I... I've heard about your parties." My mouth had gone dry suddenly and I could feel the beads of sweat forming just below my hairline. "The exclusive ones."
His laughter was cutting, superior. "Did you know? And who was it that can't keep their lip zipped?" He'd stood up, walking over to his window looking out over the city. "Loose lips sink ships and all of that." He cast a glance in my direction, the sneer no longer on his lips and I suddenly recalled why the two of us weren't exactly buddy material in high school.
"I... uh... never mind. I'd like to go to one. With my girlfriend."
"Ian, let me be frank. These parties aren't for the likes of you. The guest list is extremely selective. Business titans. Power brokers. People who value... discretion."
"We can be discreet. Jess and I want to." Heat crawled up my neck. "To find out. Push boundaries."
"Push boundaries? You?" his laughter tore through the room. His face near-contemptuous. "The same Ian who couldn't even handle the debutante balls? These require a certain intensity." His lip curled. "And Jess. if what I've heard is true, she isn't quite made of our stuff, is she?" He moved closer to me, voice dropping. "No, I don't think you've got the right edge for what we do."
He extended his hand, and it was clear that the meeting was over. "It was good seeing you, Ian. Drop by and visit Marcy on your way out. She'll stamp your parking."
I slipped out of his office, his words confirming my worst fear, I wasn't enough for Jess. Not exciting enough. Not adventurous enough. Not...
It wasn't until almost a week later that I got a text at 3AM. I'd almost given up on Alex, had spent sleepless nights in bed beside Jess wondering if I should just accept that I was never good enough for her. My phone screen cut through the darkness: _Perhaps I was too quick to judge an old friend. It took courage in coming to see me. Your persistence over the past few days has been interesting. Let's talk about those parties. My office... Tomorrow._
I stared at the text until my vision blurred, Jess's regular breathing in contrast to my racing heart. Seven days of tightly written emails, each more and more urgent, had finally penetrated Alex's shell. Or maybe that's what he'd wanted me to believe. Even at school, Alex had moved people like pawns on a chessboard, never less than three steps ahead. But there in the shadows, looking at Jess's face in the dim light of my phone, I didn't care. This was my chance to be the sort of man she deserved.
By the time morning came, I was straightening my tie in the reflection-filled elevator of his building, stomach churning with equal parts excitement and fear. The heaviness of what I was doing, what I was possibly getting us into, weighed on my shoulders. And yet I couldn't help it. Not when I was so close to proving Alex wrong about me, to getting Jess what she actually desired.
"I've been considering," Alex said, not even glancing up from his papers. "Maybe I jumped to conclusions too quickly. New blood would be... interesting."
"What changed your mind?"
His smile had been mysterious. "Let's just say I perceived potential. Don't look a gift horse in the mouth, Ian."
"What really happens at these parties?" I'd asked, trying to sound casual. "I mean, how far do people go?"
"That's all in the players' hands." He'd started shuffling papers on his desk. "Every person has their or her own level of comfort. His or her own desires."
"The night starts off like any other," he barely looked at me. "Drinks, dancing. Then we do a couples' break-up. Builds tension." He'd smiled to himself over some inside joke. "The hunt is the real excitement."
"The hunt?"
Alex shrugged, his expression thoughtfully blank. Another sheet crossed the mahogany desk. "Sign here."
"What are they?"
"Standard NDAs. Waivers of liability. Nothing to worry about." He'd waved the air. "The issue is, making sure everyone feels at ease. That's why we use the pendants."
"Pendants?"
"Safety beacons. One pull, and everything stops. Though," he'd slow-drawled with a wicked grin, "in three years, no one has ever used one. People learn they're... braver than they anticipate."
I'd signed sheet after sheet, each time asking for clarification. Alex had always provided me with exactly what I'd wished to hear. "So couples would observe one another?" He'd nod. "Perhaps engage with others?" Another nod. It had all seemed so consciously evasive, and yet somehow exactly what I'd required to legitimize each signature.
"Just remember," he'd told me when I hit the last page, "once you get things started, they can get intense. Some couples find it... overwhelming at first. But that's normal. Natural even."
"What do you mean, intense?"
"Let's just say it makes people discover who they really are. Who they wish to be." His eyes had locked onto mine. "The thing is, Ian, are you prepared to discover who you really are? Who Jess really is?"
I'd signed the last page without considering.
"Some couples require a push," he'd said. "Trust me, Ian. You'll both be thanking me once you've done it."
****
I gazed out at the house in the distance, lights just visible through the dense woods. The answers were in there somewhere. But Jess was out here, being hunted. Being... tested.
A scream pierced the night, distant but clear. My heart stopped. Was that her? Was this how it was all supposed to go down?
I clapped my hands across my eyes, focusing. I had to find Jess. I couldn't bear for her to be out here alone with all these... I had to find her.
A scream carried on the wind, but this one was nearer. Different voice. How many were here? How many hunters? How many like Jess, discovering what they really wanted?
"When it starts, you might be uncomfortable," Alex had told him, shoving the contract across his desk. "But sometimes discomfort is needed for growth. Do you want to grow, Ian?"
I looked back over my shoulder at the house once before continuing deeper into the night. I needed to find Jess. Needed to see, needed to know if this was what she required. What we required.
The trees seemed to shut in on me as I moved alongside the lights of the manor, using them as a guide. Each step brought me nearer to the house, yet the cries of pain and joy still echoed between the trees, so direction and distance could not be discerned.
Another couple strolled through the undergrowth before me. I clung to a tree, thumping heart, as they passed by. The laughter drifted back, heaving and urgent. "You'll have to catch me first!" Not Jess.
This wasn't how I'd envisioned tonight to turn out. I'd hoped to be with her, to... see her? Escort her? I wasn't even sure what that meant. What the hell was I thinking? Bile burned the back of my throat as I struggled to hold it together. Whatever I thought tonight was going to bring, I hadn't anticipated feeling this.. lost.
An owl hooted in the distance, and I stopped. Moonlight highlighted movement up ahead, shadows shifting against the darkness. A woman was shoved to the ground, her face turned away from me. Something about how she lay there made my stomach curl. This wasn't like the kind of fun interactions I used to see.
Her whimpers sliced the night air, not desire, not pleasure. My legs moved before my head caught up, but I halted abruptly as a second man emerged from the darkness. The stranger's low laugh mingled with the first man's grunt of acknowledgement.
I should help. I should do something. The pendant on her chest caught the moonlight, a quick pull and this would be done. She wasn't reaching for it. Why wasn't she reaching for it?
My heart thudded against my ribcage as I prepared to turn, to head in a new direction. What if Jess... No, I couldn't allow myself to think about it. I had to reach her before.
That's when I heard it, a moan that stopped me in my tracks. My body recognized it before my mind did, a sound so ordinary but so out of place here.
"Jess?" I exhaled, my feet already moving in the direction of the sound. But a second moan echoed through the trees. Not fear, not pain. The noise hit me like a punch to the gut. I had heard that sound before, but never so... enthusiastically.
***
_Jess_
My feet were trapped in the loose folds of what was left of my dress as I half-stumbled down the spiral staircase, my heart pounding against my ribs. The fight above had been my moment, a momentary lapse of disarray when Caleb's attention fragmented from me to the two hunters. I'd been able to slip away before Caleb could, before we...
My face grew hot as my I replayed his hands on me, his intent clear. The worst was not what he'd almost done, it was that some sneaky part of me had wished he would. Even now, racing down the stairs, I could still sense the tension curling in my gut. A warm, wet trail dripped down the inside of my leg, making me loathe myself further with every step.
The torn dress wrapped around my legs like tiny hands, almost throwing me off balance. Something had crashed above. Someone had yelled. Had Caleb actually sacrificed himself against them just to save me, or to claim his prize for himself? A shiver ran down my spine as my nipples cramped with the idea. I shouldn't mind one way or the other, but the question plagued me.
I paused in the tower entrance, gulping big breaths of the cold night air. The dress clung in shreds to my shoulders, now more a nuisance than a garment. On a whim, I stooped and drew the fabric over my head, the few remaining seams giving way without protest. I dropped it in a clump at my feet. In nothing but my shredded bra and underwear, I was vulnerable but somehow liberated. The woods didn't care about my underwear, and if I got caught again by someone, all the modesty in the world would be meaningless for what ensued afterward.
I vanished into the darkness, relying on muscle memory to navigate through the trees. My steps were now sluggish, a marked difference from the mad rush earlier. Each step was like walking through quicksand, my body finally surrendering after hours of forcing it beyond its breaking point. The adrenaline that had fueled me was beginning to ebb, replaced by bone-aching tiredness and an empty pain that had nothing to do with the exhaustion of body.
I stumbled involuntarily, my legs trembling with exhaustion. I leaned against a tree, trying to quiet my labored breathing long enough to listen for pursuit. That's when I spotted it, through the forest, lights flickered on in the distance. Consistent, man-made light that most likely must be windows. Was it safety, or an even more sophisticated trap?
Ian should have found me by now. Where had he gone? Caleb's mocking words echoed in my head: *Maybe he's doing this same thing to some other girl? Or maybe he's cowering alone in the house, too afraid to run out into the woods at night even to protect his pretty girlfriend?
My throat tightened. Had Ian orchestrated what tonight would become? Was this his idea all along? No. Sweet, predictable Ian couldn't have orchestrated this. Could he?
I walked on trembling legs in the darkness, the soft light leading me on. I was getting farther and farther away from Caleb with each step, but I couldn't shake the sensation of his touch from my head, the way he'd made me feel. He was a monster, wasn't he? But he'd driven those men off, saved me from... I tossed the thought aside. He'd only done it to keep me for himself, hadn't he?
I struggled harder against the darkness, my flesh seared by thorns and branches. The lights within the mansion grew brighter with each step, a promise of liberation. But even as I sprinted toward them, a disturbing reality taunted me, half of me wanted to look back. To know if he followed.
I heard laughter somewhere in front of me in the dark, followed by a long moaning noise. I bit my bottom lip and went in the opposite direction, not taking my eyes off the light. *What kind of messed up place is this? Why am I the only one that wishes to get out? I need to get out*, I say to myself despite the ache I am experiencing between my legs.
I have no idea where I'm going, or how far away the lights on the horizon really are. But I had to move. There has to be some place safe that I can reach to wait out this. whatever the hell this is.
"You're not moving as fast as you were." His voice was behind me, closer than I'd expected. My heart leapt into my throat but my legs refused to move any faster. "Are you even trying anymore?"
"Sorry to disappoint," I snapped back. "Some psychotic asshole wore me out earlier. Though I guess that was the idea all along?"
"You think I'm the villain here," Caleb chuckled, matching me stride for stride. "But when we're... together, you seem to have a pretty good time."
I drew a deep breath, making my voice stabilize. "That's what I don't get. Why hasn't anybody else used their pendant? Why does everybody else seem to enjoy this so much?" The cries of ecstasy still echoing through the woods sent shivers down my spine.
"Maybe they've just found out who they really are." His voice dropped, sending shivers down my back. "While you're still trying to deny it."



Was he right? Each meeting had left me dazed, wanting... something. Each time I could have ended it, but hadn't. Each time my body betrayed me, responding to his touch, his words, even now.
"You know what I'm going to do when I catch you, Jess." His voice cut through my whirlpool of doubts. "So why aren't you running? Fighting? Using that pendant?"
Its weight was a leaden heaviness against my chest. One pull would bring an end to this nightmare. Instead, I took a single step back, a token resistance that deceived neither of us.
"I'm not..." The words caught in my throat as he moved with me, maintaining the distance between us. My back was pressed against rough bark. When had I let myself get backed against a tree?
"Not what, Jess? Not having fun? Not wanting more?" His voice dipped to a whisper. "Not wondering what would have happened in that tower?"
"Shut up," I managed, but there was no force behind it. My body hummed with the awareness of his proximity, remembering his touch, craving... No. I wasn't heading there.
"Make me." He was close enough now that I could feel the heat radiating from his body, though he hadn't touched me yet. "Ask me to stop. Ask me to leave you alone. But be honest with yourself, at least, if not with me."
I closed my eyes, trying to block him out, to have a coherent thought. The distant lights still twinkled through the trees safety, normalcy, escape. All I had to do was run. All I had to do was...
"Or maybe," he continued, his voice like silk over steel, "you're exactly where you want to be."
A soft whimper escaped my lips before I could stop it. "You're wrong," I whispered, but even I could hear the uncertainty in my voice.
"Am I? Then why are you trembling? Why haven't you screamed for help?" His words caressed my skin like a physical touch. "Why is your breath catching every time I move closer?"
I forced my eyes open, meeting his. The savagery there sent a shiver through me. "Because you're a monster," I said to him, but the words sounded hollow even to my ears.
"Maybe," he agreed, and for a moment I thought I saw something flicker in his eyes. Regret? Pain? "But I'm not the only monster in the woods tonight. And I'm starting to think I'm not the one you're scared of."
****
His words sent me spiraling back in time to last month. I was curled up on my couch with Carly, both of us halfway through a bottle of red wine while Ian slept on the recliner next to us.
"I know, right? Finally!" Carly exclaimed, bouncing excitedly on the cushion. "God, I've been dropping hints for months."
"Months?" I laughed. "With Mike? I'm shocked it took that long. He seems more the type to be talking you into it, not the other way around." I poured us both more wine a warm buzz already clouding my better judgment. "So what happened?"
"Well," Carly leaned in closer, her teeth sliding over her bottom lip. "He went out drinking with some friends. It was someone's birthday and I didn't want to interrupt guys' night" Her tongue slid across her teeth. "I decided this was the night. So while he was out I put on this little red piece and turned down the lights. Then, to make sure he understood exactly what I wanted, I tied scarfs on the bed post so all he had to do was slip my hands and feet into them." She blushed slightly, looking over to ensure Ian was still asleep while I hung onto every word. "He came home, saw me in his favorite lingerie, and just... took control. God, I never felt so powerless. It was probably the best fuck of my life," she giggled sitting back on the sofa.
"Carly!" I hissed, glancing at Ian. "He's right there!"
"Please, he's dead to the world," she waved dismissively, though I noticed Ian's breathing change slightly. "Besides, he should take notes. It was amazing. Like, mind-blowing amazing."
"I bet it was," I smiled, remembering how Mike looked at Carly sometimes, like he wanted to devour her. "Though I'm still surprised it took as long as it did. That man usually just takes what he wants."
"That's the thing, he wanted me to ask for it. To admit what I wanted." Carly's grin turned wicked as she reminisced. "So what about you? What's your deepest, darkest fantasy? Have you and Ian tried it?"
I felt like I was going to choke on my wine as my cheeks flushed. "I don't... it's not..."
"Oh come on," she pressed, leaning closer. "I just told you about being tied up! You have to share something."
I stared into my glass, the wineglass shaking in my hand. "It's stupid. And kind of... well, it's pretty fucked up"
"Those are the best kind." Carly's voice softened. "Hey, judgment-free zone here, remember?"
Taking a long drink for courage, I glanced at Ian to make sure he was still asleep before whispering, "I used to have these dreams. About being..." My cheeks burned. "Being caught and... forced."
"Forced?" Carly's eyes widened.
"Not like that," I rushed to clarify. "More like... well I guess like that." I giggled more to calm my nerves than actually thinking it was funny. "But it's not really about that, you know? It's about being overwhelmed. Dominated. I'd always wake up so..." I bit my lip, unable to finish.
"Hot and bothered?" Carly supplied with a knowing smile.
I nodded, relief flooding through me at her casual acceptance. "I had a dream once when I was staying at Justin's. I woke up so turned on." I looked away from Carly, taking another drink of my wine. "Justin was still asleep, but I had to have him. Like I was practically, panting, you know?"
I stopped to gauge her reaction. She hadn't ran out screaming yet, or told me what a freak I was, so I took another sip of wine and continued. "I rolled between his legs and just started blowing him. Like gagging myself, complete slut blowing him." I peaked over at Ian, I could have sworn I heard him groan but I dismissed it. He snores sometimes in his sleep.
"Fuck, that's hot. I bet Justin woke up excited," she laughed raising her glass in a mock cheers.
"Yeah, when he woke up he was all over me. I climbed on top of him, needing to have him. Then he asked what had gotten into me." I took a deep breath, my pulse beginning to race as I remembered that night with him. "I told him about the dream and... God, he looked at me like I was mental. He pushed me off of him and said I needed therapy."
"What?" Carly's outrage was immediate. "That asshole. God, Jess, fuck him!" That's what I love about Carly. She always had my back, even if the stuff I was saying was pretty out there.
"It's totally normal. Like, so many women have fantasies like that. It's about surrender, not actual... you know."
"Really?" I hadn't realized how much I'd needed to hear that.
"Absolutely." She hugged me tight and I felt the tension in my shoulders dissolve. "Have you told Ian?"
I almost laughed. "God no. Can you imagine? Sweet, gentle Ian?" I shook my head, looking over at my sleeping boyfriend. Had he moved, or was the wine playing tricks on me? "He'd be horrified. He's too... he'd never been into anything like that."
"Sweet isn't always what a girl needs," Carly said with a wink. "Sometimes, a girl just needs to get fu-" I laughed and threw a pillow at her, before she could finish the thought.
****
The memory faded as Caleb's voice pulled me back to the present. Back to the dark forest where my fantasy had twisted into something far more dangerous than those safe dreams I'd confessed to Carly. The trees pressed in around me, branches scratching against my bare skin as I stumbled backward. Moonlight filtered through the canopy, casting harsh shadows across Caleb's face that made him look more predator than protector.
"Your heart's racing," Caleb observed, matching my retreat step for step. His voice held that same mix of concern and hunger that confused me so much. "But you're not really running anymore, are you Jess? Just going through the motions." His voice was calm and even, making the panic in me grow. How could anyone be so calm in a situation like this?
"Stay back." My voice trembled, betraying me just like my body had been all night. The bite mark on my neck throbbed, the pain sending an odd sense of pain and pleasure to my core as I recalled exactly how the mark came to be. "You've had your fun, just... just let me go."
He smiled, that knowing look that made my stomach flip. "Is that what you want? After everything that's happened tonight?" His eyes traveled over my nearly naked body. "After all we've been through?" He licked his lips as his eyes traveled past my navel. "I think we both know what you actually want, when are you going to admit it to yourself?"
"That was..." I swallowed hard, trying to find conviction in my voice. "That was a mistake. I didn't want any of it. You made me..."
"Aroused," he finished, taking another step closer. "Don't lie to yourself, Jess. I felt how wet you were, heard the sounds you made. Those weren't sounds of fear."
Shame burned my cheeks, he was right. Even now, exhausted and afraid, I responded to his proximity. "You don't know anything about me."
"No?" His laugh sent shivers down my spine. "I know you could end this with one pull of that pendant. I know you haven't. I know your breath catches every time I get close. I know-"
"Stop." But it came out more plea than command.
"Why? Because I'm saying what you don't want to hear? Or because I'm saying what you're afraid to admit?"
I jarred my back against rough wood, wedged once more. How many times tonight had I found myself this way, pushed between Caleb and hardwood? Lights flickered in the distance, so close yet impossibly far. My mind raced with every decision I made that led to this point. Was Caleb right? Was this really what I wanted?
"Poor little Jess," his warm breath was on my ear. "Still resisting what your body's crying out for. Still acting like you don't want this."
"You're wrong." But even I could sense the lack of conviction in my tone. "I'm not... I can't."
"Can't what?" His fingers skimmed along my collarbone, tracing the edge of a bead of sweat. "Can't admit what you want? Can't stop thinking about what almost happened in the tower? Can't stop wondering why those other men frightened you so but my touch makes you cry out?"
I closed my eyes, trying to banish the memory of his fingers, the way my body had responded. "I have a boyfriend."
His laughter was menacing, threatening. "Ah yes, dear Ian. Tell me, where is he while you're out here quivering in my hands? While you're fighting against what we both know that you want?"
"Please," I breathed, despising the desperation of my voice. "I can't cheat. I'm not that kind of girl. You don't understand."
"Don't I?" His hand slid to my hip, possessive. "You think that I don't see how this is killing you on the inside? The good girl who doesn't cheat, doesn't do these kinds of things. But then why..." his fingers curled, "are you still here? Why haven't you screamed for help?" His fingers followed the curve of my butt, and my treacherous body leaned toward him.
My mind was racing, seeking a compromise, something to cling to some little shred of control. The same control I'd been losing inch by inch, minute by minute, all through the entire night. "Wait," I fought. "Just... there are other things. Things which wouldn't be..." The words stuck in my throat, shame burning my cheeks.
His hand unclenched, but his eyes never broke contact with mine. "Offering choices, princess? How... sensible." His other hand threaded through my hair, not tugging, but reminding me he could. "But we both know that's not what you really want." He moved in closer, the scent of mint and blood on his lips. "We both know you want to feel me inside you."
I clamped down on my lower lip for fear of what would escape my mouth if I didn't. "I mean it," I tried to be stern even as my chest pounded. "Let me... let me please you. It stops when one of us cums, right?" It sounded more like a plea than I intended.
"Please me?" A wicked spark shone in his eyes. His thumb swept over my lower lip. "Alright princess, I'm game. Tell me exactly what you're offering."
I swallowed hard, calling upon what little strength I had left. What pride was left after tonight. Staying close to the tree, I knelt down slowly, the wet forest ground was chilly against my skin. I hated how exposed I was, and worse yet how it made me feel. "Just... just this. Nothing more." Even saying the words, I knew how pathetic I felt. How blatant.
"Look at you," his voice satisfied. "The good girl on her knees in the dirt. Finally saying what you want." Teasing me, he unbuckled his belt and despite myself, my mouth watered to know precisely what his cock would be like. "So then tell me Jess. Say exactly what it is you want."
"No," I protested weakly, even as my whole body shuddered with desire. "This is just... It's a compromise. A way to..." To what? To hold onto control? Maintain some twisted form of fidelity? The explanations didn't ring true even in my own head.
His laughter rang out into the trees. "Keep telling yourself that. But we both know the truth." His fingers brushed my jaw, tilting my head up to him. "Your body's told the truth all night, even when your lips lie. Even now, you're trembling. but not with fear, are you Jess?"
Tears pricked at my eyes. "Please... Just... just shut up and let me get on with it."
"So eager," he laughed, in a way that made my stomach tighten. "But remember, you chose this. Just like you chose not to run earlier. Just like you chose not to use that pendant." His voice was low and deliberate, each word pulling me deeper under his control. "Now say it... say exactly what it is you're choosing."
As he spoke, he moved his hands to unzip his pants, the action slow and deliberate. His eyes didn't leave mine, their heat pinning me in place as he made a show of opening his waistband. The muscular ridges of his abdomen contracted with the motion, the sharp V of his hips compelling my gaze downward, demanding my attention as his boxers fell lower. Each bit of flesh that was revealed seemed chiseled, a perfect blend of strength and control.
"I... I want." I choked back tears, each word making me throb with need. A need that was getting harder to turn away from.
When Caleb's boxers finally parted to reveal his entire length, my breath caught in my throat. His cock was thick and long, veins ran down the shaft that pulsed with the beat of his heart. The head was broad and smooth, already damp with a bead of precum.
Despite my internal conflict, warmth spread between my legs, my body reacting to the sight of him, my hand threatening to reach between my own legs. I was doing it to survive, I told myself. To have some kind of control, even though I squeezed my thighs together.
"Say it!" Caleb's voice boomed in my ears, making me flinch. His hand circled his cock, slowly teasing himself from base to tip, and my eyes followed the action, mesmerized.
"To... to taste you," I said, meekly.
"Try again, Princess." His dark laughter sent shivers down my spine.
I chewed on my lip, my eyes never leaving the menacing piece of flesh in front of me. "I want... I want to suck your dick, Caleb."
His cock jerked at my words. I tentatively reached out and touched him, my hand taking the place of his. He was warm and hard, my fingers not quite wrapping completely around him. I could feel the rhythm of his pulse beneath my fingers, see the way his cock jerked involuntarily in my hand. I looked up at him, seeking some degree of reassurance, but his face was impassive, a mix of hunger and triumph.
I leaned forward, taking him into my mouth with a hunger I didn't want to admit. He was masculine, salty, and a surge of power went through me as he groaned, his hips jerking hard. I shifted, sliding him deeper, my tongue wrapping around his length. I could feel his eyes on me, watching every movement, and it seared me, a fire sparking to life in me.
"That's it, princess," he growled, his fist in my hair. "Take it all." He pushed his hips forward, the head of his cock at the back of my throat, and I gagged a little. I drew back, the sting of tears in my eyes, but I was not going to lose it now. I had gone too far.
I took a deep breath and tried again, relaxing my throat to let him slide in deeper. Caleb cried out, his hips starting to thrust in a rhythm, pounding my face. I gagged again, my eyes watering so much that my vision blurred, but I was stubborn now, goaded on by a monster of a need to take all of him.
"That's it," he snarled, his voice thick with desire. "Good girl. Take it all." His hips moved faster, his cock in and out of my mouth, his hand fisted in my hair. I could feel my own desire building, my body responding to the raw, animal act.
I looked up at him, my eyes meeting his, and I saw him mark the second I gave in. His lips spread in a victorious smile, and he slowed his pace, his cock still in my mouth.
Every touch was a betrayal. Of Ian. Of myself. And yet, I couldn't make my body stop reacting, couldn't halt the building wave of fire within me even as my mind screamed that this was wrong. The trees appeared to lean in around me, leaves whispering above like accusing judgment.
"You're mine, Jess," he growled, his voice gravelly with emotion. "You know it. I know it."
He pulled me off the ground, twirling me around before I could process what was happening. He caught my hips in his hands and shoved me ahead, placing my hands on the twisted bark of the tree. I felt the hardness of his body push against my back, and I gasped, my body filled with a mix of fear and anticipation.
"Caleb," I started to say, but he leaned over me, his breath burning the skin on my back.
"No more hiding, Jess," he whispered. "No more running. This is what we are, who you are. And you can't fight it any longer."
With one hard, swift thrust, he was in me, filling me to the brim. I screamed, my body contorting to receive him. He had one leg lifted, his hand on my thigh, holding it, his body against mine as he pushed me back against the rough bark of the tree. I looked back at him, my eyes wide with fear, my breath in torn gasps.
"No," I gasped, even as my body was doing the precise opposite of what I was instructing it to do, my hips moving to receive his thrusts. "We can't. I shouldn't."
Caleb's eyes burned, his warm breath on my skin. "You're wet, princess. See, you're taking me so perfectly. You were made for this. Made for me." His hand on my ass clenched hard as he pulled me against him.
I shook my head, even as a moan escaped my lips, even as my body clenched around him. "I... I can't do this to Ian. Oh fuck. I have to..."
His hand was on my chin, forcing me to look at him. "You have to what, Jess?" he snarled. "Have to cum? Have to admit you want this? Have to let go?"
I bit my lip, not speaking the words, struggling to hold on to some shred of dignity. But his body was unforgiving, his cock hard and exquisitely ruthless, and my body blazed. I felt my will melt, my body assume control, my mind yield to sensation.
My arms slowly, as though of their own accord, enfolded his neck, pulling him to me. My other leg encircled his hips, ankles crossed behind him, opening myself completely to him. His eyes flashed with triumph and need as he pushed into me, tongue deep in my mouth, claiming, possessing.
"Christ, Caleb," I groaned as he pushed deeper into me. I hated myself for that groan, but my body had surrendered. I could not fight it anymore, he was right, I wanted it. I needed it.
I let go, letting the pleasure take over, letting it sweep through me.
My body reacted to his, matching each thrust, grinding into him. I could feel myself becoming getting closer to the edge, my muscles tightening with each firm stroke. My whole body trembled, caught between desire and revulsion at my own reactions. The way I was arching into his touch, the sounds I couldn't stop myself from making. Each stroke of his fingers made it harder to remember why I was trying to resist. "Such a good girl," he taunted. "So eager to please now. Nothing like that reluctant, unwilling thing a few minutes ago." His teeth grazed my ear. "Ian can't fuck you like this, can he?"



"Fuck, Oh God," I moaned like a cheap slut. My face flushing with guilt because I knew the answer to that question was precisely what Caleb wanted it to be.
"You're mine now, every inch of you is mine." He seemed to punctuate his words by pushing me harder into the tree, my back screaming in pain but I ignored it. I deserved the pain, it was my penance for what I was letting him do to me.
"I've already had your mouth and now your tight little cunt. Next time, I'm going to bury myself in your ass."
My walls clamp around his invading member as he taunts me. A whimper escapes me lips, letting both of us know just how badly I want that to happen. Ian was never really into butt stuff, he thought it was degrading. Maybe he was right, but right now I wanted to be degraded. I deserved to be degraded.
"That's it, princess," he growled against my mouth. "Show me how bad you want it."
"Please," I begged, only this time I knew exactly what I was begging for. "Please don't stop. Fuck, you feel so deep." My climax was close and all thoughts of Ian melted away as I chased it.
And then I did. My body convulsed, my inner muscles clenching around him as waves of ecstasy crashed through me. I cried out, my nails digging into his back, my body shaking with the force of my release.
Caleb pushed his thumb into my mouth and I eagerly sucked it deep. My orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave and wave of intense pleasure washing over me. I felt Caleb pushing down on my tongue, his thumb pushing deeper into my mouth until my throat is contracting around it the same way my core is flexing around his cock.
I move my body the best that I can, to Caleb's rhythm, meeting his thrusts. He presses his forehead to mine, my bare chest rubbing against his. Caleb groaned, his body tensing, and then I felt it. His cock expanding, growing even harder inside me. And then, with a final thrust, he came. I could feel his seed, hot and powerful, unleashing inside me, filling me. My mind screamed that it was wrong, that I shouldn't be doing this, but my body had other ideas. My muscles clamped down on him, milking every last drop from his cock.
We stayed like that for a moment, our bodies still joined, our hearts still racing. He pressed his lips against mine, and I eagerly pushed my tongue into his mouth. I was the aggressor now, my kiss deep and passionate like that of a long lost lover. As our breathing slowly returned to normal, I could feel the reality of what had just happened crashing down around me. I had fought, had tried to resist, but in the end, I had given in, admitted my desires, and let Caleb take me in a way I had never experienced before. And despite the guilt, the confusion, the fear... I knew I would never be the same again.
****
***Ian***
The sound cut the darkness like a knife. It was a moan I recognized well. Before I could think, my feet moved forward. Branches slapped my face as I followed the noise.
I wanted to run toward her and help her. But I remembered the woman's words꞉ "Pretending to be surprised is tiring."
Another moan broke the night air. My stomach twisted. This wasn't someone being forced. It was something different.
Through the trees, I saw it. An image that would stay with me forever. It wasn't a struggle. It was far worse. Jess held his shoulders tightly. Her head was back in obvious joy.
"That's it, princess," the man growled. "Show me how much you want it."
"Please..." Jess's voice sounded breathless, desperate. "Don't stop."
I pressed my hand to my mouth, fighting against nausea. I remembered the couple from before. They talked about playing roles. They spoke of cameras capturing "authentic" reactions. Was this Jess's authentic reaction? Why wasn't she fighting? Why wasn't she screaming for help?
Her next moan shattered what was left of my illusions. This wasn't some stranger taking advantage. This was Jess - my Jess - lost in pleasure with another man. By choice.
I should look away. Should stop this. But my feet remained frozen as memories crashed over me - Jess's whispered confessions to Carly. The way she prodded me with questions when I first brought it up. The way she made me... I noticed then, as I watched them through the trees that I was rock hard.
The ground seemed to shift beneath my feet as another breathy moan drifted through the trees. My mind raced, replaying every moment that had led us here. The way she'd bitten her lip when I first mentioned the party. How her breath had caught when she'd asked what exactly would happen.
A long grunt echoed through the tress and I realized they were finishing. My eyes stayed locked on Jess, the way her face contorted with pleasure. The way her mouth hung open in a silent scream that was deafening to me. I watched, gobsmacked, as Jess pushed her tongue into his mouth. Then it hit me, we'd been out here for hours. How long had they been going at it? What else had I missed? My erection was so hard it hurt as I remembered the cameras.
Rough bark pressed against my back as I stumbled backwards, my legs suddenly too weak to hold me. I needed to get to the house. Needed to find the cameras so I could see... What exactly did I want to see? Evidence that Jess put up a fight? Or did I just want to watch the entire illicit affair from the beginning?
More kissing and hushed whispers came from the direction of Jess and her new lover and I suddenly felt like a third wheel. I knew I should call out to her, make sure she was safe. But after what I'd just witnessed something told me she didn't need my protection.
I pressed my palms against my eyes until spots danced in the darkness. Jess's whispered confession to Carly echoed in my head: "Sweet, gentle Ian... he'd never be into anything like that." She'd been right. I wasn't into this - so why was my body betraying me with its response? Why couldn't I stop replaying the way she'd arched into him, the desperate need in her voice when she begged him not to stop?
Another moan drifted through the trees, different voices this time. I should get up. Should find my way back to the mansion. Should do something other than sit here in the dark, my mind spinning with images I'd never be able to forget. But as I stared into the shadows between the trees, I realized I didn't know who I was anymore, or what I was after.
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Three weeks into the Fireball campaign, Wendy found herself arriving at The Buckeye Building before sunrise once again. The first couple of times Michael had asked her to meet early she'd protested, she didn't like the idea of giving up her free time for work, but Michael had insisted and Jon, sweet, supportive Jon, had doubled down saying it would go a long way to make her stand out. Once she caved on that it became another expectation. Michael had stopped texting her at night asking her to come in early, although he found plenty of other reasons to text her, now it was just expected of her. Yet another adjustment to show her commitment.
She'd decided on a dark blue dress today that went just past her knees. It was loose enough she didn't spend her entire drive over tugging at it, but she still didn't love the way it hugged her hips. The fabric whispered against her legs as she made her way down the empty hallway, her heels, she chose the black ones today, clicked in rhythm as she made her way to Michael's office. She could already see light spilling out of the office signaling he was already there and waiting for her. Her fingers dug at her hip as she walked, four swift strokes of her hand steadying her nerves.
She stopped at her desk just long enough to drop off her coat and check her reflection in her phone camera, yet another habit she'd picked up from modeling. She ran her fingers over the dark circles under her eyes. When this was all over she'd need a proper day at the spa. On top of the early mornings, Michael also had her working late most nights. She couldn't complain though, they were due to deliver their final pitch to Fireball in just over a week and everything had to be perfect. So far, everything had gone perfectly. It turned out that while Michael was demanding, he was also brilliant. Their late nights were mostly comprised of the two of them bouncing ideas off one another until something stuck. From there Michael would help mold it into something truly incredible. Their initial conversations with Fireball were positive. They loved the ideas Wendy presented, she grinned to herself her fingers tingling with excitement, she presented them, not Michael. In fact, he gave her credit for almost all of it. He was there to fire back when he felt like Fireball was overstepping or asking too much. In fact, if it wasn't for his bluntness or sexually charged comments he was a dream to work with.
"Good morning," she whispered, standing in front of his office. Michael was hunched over his keyboard making him look like a much larger version of Quasimodo. His forehead was already slick with sweat despite the fact that it was below freezing outside. His cheeks lifted when he heard Wendy's voice, his eyes darting from the screen in front of him to Wendy. She stood frozen as his eyes traveled up her body, he didn't even try to hide the fact that he was checking her out. The worst part though was that Wendy had grown accustomed to it. She waited through it, like she had every morning for the past three weeks. Better to let him get it over with than waste twenty minutes being lectured about being a prude - a lesson she'd learned the hard way in her first week.
"There she is, America's top model." He slid back from the desk, the chair groaning in protest. Wendy stepped into the office, closing the door behind her as he rounded the desk. "I was just finishing up my executive summary for Marcus." He stopped directly in front of her, his bulk positioned between her and the door - a detail she'd stopped noticing weeks ago, just like she'd stopped questioning why her pulse quickened when he praised her work. The campaign was too important to get derailed by oversensitivity. "He wants us to present the initial strategy this afternoon. Not just the pitch, but everything we have so far. I want you to be the presenter."
Wendy's eyes went wide, the words sent an unexpected thrill through her body. "M... me? But you always do the presentations." This was what mattered - not his occasional inappropriate comments or the way he stood too close. This was about her career, her chance to finally prove herself. The heat blooming in her chest was just excitement about the opportunity. Nothing more. She crossed her arms in front of her stomach, her fingers immediately finding her ring and spinning it. Michael watched the action. She'd done it in front of him a few times now, and while he hadn't asked what it was about he was beginning to get a pretty good idea.
He reached out, placing his hand on her shoulder, his thumb gently stroking it. He felt Wendy tense, but otherwise, she didn't do anything to move his hand away. A good sign. "You'll do fine." He tried his best to sound reassuring, but honestly it was an emotion that was completely lost on him. "It's important people like Marcus see that you're the one leading this project. I'm just the pretty face." This drew a laugh from Wendy, crimson coloring her cheeks.
"Thanks Michael." Her voice was soft, genuine. She reached up touching his hand that was on her shoulder. The contact sent shockwaves through Michael and he felt his groin stir to life. "You've given me more opportunities in just a few weeks than others have in just as many years."
Michael let his hand fall from her shoulder, he had to show patience. He didn't want this one to flame out like Lisa did. "Don't sell yourself short, Wendy. This has been all you. Your brilliance and commitment to doing whatever is necessary to get things done speaks volumes."
Heat washed over Wendy. She hated the way he looked at her, but she couldn't ignore the words he was saying, the conviction in his voice when he said them. Her traitorous body responded: her chest tightened, her pulse quickened, her cheeks flushed. An aching that she had never associated with anything other than... She pushed the thought away wishing she would have stayed in bed with Jon instead. "So what do we need to do to impress Marcus?"
For the next two hours, they dove into the campaign strategy. Michael stood behind Wendy's chair as she clicked through slides. Michael made for the perfect sounding board. She would bounce ideas off of him and he would give detailed responses on how they could or couldn't work. She didn't even flinch as he paced the room before stopping directly behind her, they were in the zone. "The evolution theme resonates with their core demographic," she explained, pulling up market research, "but I'm worried the imagery feels..."
"Generic?" Michael finished her thought. I thought the same thing, we need something more professional. "I know you have ideas, show me."
Wendy pulled up her mock-ups - sleek professionals with hints of rebellion in their styling. "It's missing something. The transformation feels superficial."
"Because you're thinking linearly." Michael leaned closer, his cologne mixing with coffee on his breath. "What if instead of showing the end result, we capture the moment of change?" His fingers brushed hers as he took control of the mouse, his gut pressing into her back while he pulled up reference images. "That split second when someone decides to break free, to become more." His enthusiasm was infectious, and Wendy found herself leaning forward, caught up in his vision.
"Like a chrysalis cracking open," she breathed, ideas flowing faster now. "We show them mid-transformation, that electric moment when-"
"When potential becomes power." Michael's hand settled on her shoulder, squeeze matching his excitement. "That's exactly it. See? This is why we work so well together. You have the instinct, you just need a little push sometimes to... come out of your shell." He gave her shoulder another squeeze, her skin was soft, he could feel the tension in her shoulders, could almost hear the moan escape her lips as he applied pressure. "You're not afraid to push boundaries. to think outside of the box." His hands left her shoulders, he didn't want to scare her away. "Some people make promises they can't keep. But you..." His eyes caught hers through the reflection on the screen. "You understand the value of... commitment."
A flush crept up Wendy's neck, goosebumps spreading across her shoulders from his contact just moments ago. They worked well together, she couldn't deny that she'd felt more valued in the last month than any other time maybe in her entire life. They worked like this until voices began filtering in from the hallway, other employees arriving for the day. Wendy stood up and stretched, surprised to find her body stiff from sitting so long.
"Morning beautiful." Jon appeared in the doorway, he decided to wear a brown sweater today with a pair of blue jeans. The look made her smile, it was almost the same thing he'd worn for their first date. "Thought I'd catch you here." His smile seemed genuine, but she couldn't help but notice how fast his eyes shifted to Michael and then to her hands. It made her uneasy, but she wasn't sure why. "Want to grab lunch today? Feel like we haven't really talked lately."
"That sounds great. I miss you." Wendy walked toward the door to give her husband a proper hello, but Michael cleared his throat stopping her in her tracks.
"You sure that's a good idea? We have a lot to go over before that meeting with Marcus. You don't want to come across as unprepared, do you?"
Wendy closed her eyes, her shoulders sagging as she took in Michael's response. He was right. This was her first big presentation, she had to make sure everything went right. "Rain check?" she asked, locking eyes with him through her long lashes.
"Sure, of course. The numbers come first, right?" Jon's attempt at lightness fell flat. He lingered a moment longer before disappearing down the hall.
Michael waited until Jon's footsteps faded. "You know, I've been meaning to ask - "How does someone like Jon land a bombshell like you?" Michael asked, closing the door behind them with a soft click that seemed to seal them in their own private world.
She inhaled sharply, her gaze meeting his. "That's my husband you're talking about." She kept her tone light. Michael had a knack for saying something offensive without really meaning to. "Besides, some people care more about just good looks."
She watched as Michael's scowl turned into a smile, but his eyes didn't seem to get the memo. They started dark, angry almost. "Of course, I don't mean any disrespect toward the guy," he lied, walking back over to Wendy. "I'm just not sure he understands people like us."
Wendy couldn't hold back the laugh. "You're putting me in the same category as you?"
"You know what I mean," Michael laughed. "Jon only understands the numbers, not the people. I bet he keeps a spreadsheet about the things you like in the bedroom."
Wendy's face turned three different shades of red. Michael still wore that cocky smile, but she dipped her eyes too embarrassed to meet his gaze. "That's highly inappropriate." Wendy stood up, attributing the heat that flushed over her body to her anger. Trying to ignore the memory of Jon's actions after the Christmas party and how he seemed to fail to read her body's cues. "If we're not going to talk about the Fireball account anymore then I'm going to head back to my desk.
"Relax, sweetheart. I'm just giving you a hard time. You're going to need thicker skin if you're going to survive with the bigwigs at Fireball." He moved closer, his bulk forcing her to step back toward his desk. "Besides, I'm just stating facts. Jon's smart, knows his numbers. But he'll never make it higher than he is now. Just another senior account manager, a dime a dozen. Not like what you're capable of becoming."
"First of all, don't call me sweetheart." the fire was back in her voice. Her annoyance beginning to over take her professional demeanor. "And Jon isn't a dime a dozen, he's a genius with the numbers. Even Marcus sees that."
Michael's mocking chuckle was annoying, she wanted to slap the grin off his face. "You've got claws, that's good, because-"
"And I can take a joke," she interrupted poking her finger into his chest unsure where this bout of self-confidence came from.
Michael barely even flinched. He kept his smile plastered on his face, even when she was jabbing him in the chest. "That's good to hear," he replied, with a calmness that unsettled her. "I'm sure the Fireball execs will love the story about how you gave your boss an invitation to... what were the words you used?" He paused placing his fingers to his chin like he had to think about it. "Oh yeah, make my wildest fantasy come true."
The blood rushed from Wendy's face so fast she felt dizzy. That note - her playful attempt at spicing things up with Jon - now twisted into something darker in Michael's hands. She silently cursed Ava for ever suggesting it. Wendy's fingers rubbed together at a frantic pace. "You... you wouldn't." She tried to match his playful tone, to pretend this was just another one of their professional power plays, but uncertainty crept into her voice.
"Relax," Michael's voice softened as he watched the color drain from Wendy's face. "Your secret's safe with me." His hand found her shoulder again, steadying her as she swayed slightly. "I would never do anything to damage your career. You're far too valuable." The word 'valuable' sent an unexpected chill down her spine. "I just need to know you're committed to... our partnership."
An unwelcomed shiver danced across her skin at his words, the same warmth she'd felt during their creative session crept over her. She should be angry at his implied threat, but instead found herself oddly reassured. He was right - they were doing incredible work together. And if he occasionally said inappropriate things or stood too close, wasn't that a small price to pay for finally being recognized? For having someone see her potential? Still, she couldn't quite explain the way her body responded to his presence, the confusing mix of discomfort, the way her body would react to his praise. It was all very confusing to her. "We should finish the presentation," she said instead, focusing on the familiar comfort of work. Michael's approving smile followed her back to her seat, and she threw herself into the slides, grateful for the distraction from her conflicting emotions. The sooner they impressed Marcus, the sooner everything else would make sense again.
***
Jon sat in his office, a few doors down from Michael's, staring at his closed door allowing his imagination to run away from him. He heard Wendy's muffled laugh dance down the hall causing him to grip his pen a little too tight.
"She's doing great." Marcus's voice cut through his haze forcing him to break his gaze away from the door and focus on his mentor. The older man leaned against the doorframe, coffee mug in hand, studying Jon's expression. "Wendy's really coming into her own with this campaign."
"I wouldn't know. We've barely talked since she took it on." He turned back to the spreadsheet on his monitor, the cursor blinking mockingly at the top of his sheet. He closed the program grateful for Marcus's distraction. "Michael occupies all her time. By the time she gets home she's exhausted." Jon took off his glasses rubbing his temples. "76 percent of people report burnout from their job. If she's not careful..."
The office door clicked shut. Jon looked up, his brows pressed together as Marcus walked toward him. "Everything alright at home, Jon?" He settled into the chair across from Jon resting his right ankle over his left leg.
Jon hesitated, the sound of another laugh making his stomach twist. "I trust her, I do it's just..." He saw Marcus's eyebrows raise hoping he'd step in and say something. He didn't. "Why's it have to be with Michael. You know he's the reason Lisa quit, right?" He felt his pulse start to rise. Images of his last failed relationship flashing through his mind.
"You know I'm not allowed to talk about Lisa." Marcus's face was stern. He was always so by the book, didn't let things rattle him. It was what Jon admired most about him.
"I know. I try with Michael, I really do. But it's obvious he doesn't like me." Jon shook his head determined not to derail everything he'd built. "Sometimes I wonder if he only picked Wendy for this project because he's pissed that I disagreed with him over the quarterly report. But the numbers-"
Marcus cut him off. He wasn't interested in hashing out the numbers again. "Is this really about Michael or something else?"
Jon chewed on his lip not wanting to admit how right Marcus had been. "She's not Olivia," Marcus said after another few seconds of awkward silence.
"I know, but Michael..." He took a deep breath exhaling through his nose. "Why does every meeting between them have to be behind closed doors? It's not normal." He was louder than he meant to be. The anger and jealousy he worked so hard to keep bottled up was starting to seep out. He needed to make an appointment with his therapist. He'd help Jon work through it.
"I know Michael can be... a lot sometimes." Marcus paused, searching for his words. "But I've seen their work, it's good. It's damn good." He took a sip of his coffee, studying Jon's expression to make sure he heard what he was going to say next. "You need to talk to Wendy. Let her know how you're feeling. You can't let past scars affect your current relationships. Take it from someone who's been married for over 25 years."
"I know, I just... She's already working so hard. I don't want to add to the stress. I'm already being accused of not being supportive." He let out a nervous laugh. He just wanted things to go back to normal, before the Christmas party. "I asked her if she wanted to grab lunch today." He looked up at the ceiling, shaking his head. "Then Michael reminded her about some presentation. You should have seen how deflated she got. He acts like he owns her."
"I've been keeping an eye on the situation," Marcus admitted. "But Jon - you can't let what happened with Olivia cloud your judgment. That kind of suspicion can destroy a marriage."
Jon nodded, guilt churning in his stomach. Here he was, falling into old patterns while Wendy was achieving everything she'd worked for. "I need to trust her," he said, more to himself than Marcus. "She's brilliant at this. I can't let my baggage overshadow her success."
"Trust, but verify," Marcus said quietly. "Watch, but don't accuse. Sometimes our instincts pick up on things our conscious mind doesn't want to see." He stood, straightening his tie. "She has a presentation to the executive team this afternoon. I'll keep an eye on her, make sure she isn't feeling overwhelmed."
As Marcus left, another laugh wafted through the door. Jon's imagination painted the scene - Michael's bulk forcing Wendy back against his desk. He shook his head violently. This was exactly what had happened with Olivia. He'd let his fears spiral until innocent meetings became torrid affairs in his mind. By the time he'd realized his mistake, she was gone.
"I cannot keep doing this," he whispered to himself, though his eyes remained fixed on the door. He had to trust Wendy enough to let her shine, even if it meant sharing that light with someone else.
Even if that someone was Michael.
He opened the drawer of his desk, jostling things around, before finding what he was looking for. The old business card was faded a little, but the number was readable. He really needed to give Dr. Carson a call to let him know he was reverting to some of his old, jealous traits so they could subvert them before he accused Wendy of something he didn't mean.
***
The fridge in the breakroom didn't have much in it for food, but it did have several bottles of water. Her stomach growled as she grabbed a bottle. Her and Michael had worked straight through lunch, but their presentation for Marcus was done. That was the most important thing. She closed the door with a frustrated grunt. She needed to start packing lunch.



"Hey stranger!" Ava's voice rang out behind her. "I was ready to put out a missing persons report on you. I haven't seen you at your desk all week."
Wendy turned, and saw Ava leaning against the counter, a sandwich in her hand. "Sorry, I've been swamped." She managed a tired smile, her eyes fixing on the food in her hand. "The Fireball campaign is at a critical stage." She winced at her words. She sounded like Michael. He'd said the same thing to her when he started asking her to come in earlier. "I miss our lunch breaks."
Ava held up the other half of her sandwich. The lettuce and tomato hung just over the edge of the bread, the bacon thick and crispy making Wendy's mouth water. "How's it been working with... him?" She couldn't help but roll her eyes at the thought of working so closely with Michael.
The sandwich tasted even better than it looked. The crunch of the bacon and lettuce echoed in Wendy's ears as she closed her eyes savoring the taste. Ava let out a soft giggle causing Wendy to blush. "Sorry, I haven't eaten all day and we worked through lunch," she said, holding her hand to her mouth as she spoke. "It really hasn't been too bad." She took another bite, settling next to Ava as she spoke. "He really is good at this kind of stuff." She surprised herself with that sentence. Was she seriously defending Michael? And to Ava of all people? Her finger drummed against the cabinet. Four quick taps as if she was ensuring she wasn't in a dream. She felt like she was in the twilight zone, and judging by the way Ava was looking at her so did she. "I mean, he's still Michael of course," she added to sound more... What? Reluctant? Convincing?
Ava nodded but didn't respond right away. She looked over Wendy as if there may be some sort of visible clues to Michael's harassment. When things had gone south with Lisa she seemed more jumpy than normal, and she was never able to look Ava in the eye. So far, Wendy didn't exhibit any of that, although the isolation was a concern. "Has he..." She paused, considering her next words. "I mean, is he being... you know, professional?"
"He's mentoring me," Wendy said, that familiar warmth flooding her chest at the thought of their morning breakthroughs. She set the half eaten sandwich on the counter catching Ava's concerned look. "Do you know how rare it is to find someone who actually sees your potential and not just this?" She gestured toward her chest, the evangelical tone in her voice making Ava's eyes widen.
"Hey, I didn't mean anything by it." She reached out touching Wendy's arm. "I just know Michael can be... well, a creep." She let out a soft laugh, but Wendy's face remained deadpan, unwilling to join in on the laughter.
"Michael has his flaws, but so does everyone else. I didn't expect that to change when I took the assignment." Wendy took a step back, breaking contact with Ava and letting her hand fall. "He's giving me chances no one ever has."
Ava's face softened, unsure of why her friend was suddenly getting so defensive. "I just worry about you. You seem... different lately."
"Different good, though, right?" Wendy stood up straight, Michael's lessons flooding back - shoulders squared, chin lifted, own your space. The words felt too much like her days modeling but the power behind them was intoxicating. "Everyone else just sees Jon's wife or the former model. Michael actually hears my ideas and challenges me." The overhead fluorescent light flickered. "I'm presenting to the executive team today. Me, not Michael. When's the last time anyone else cared about me enough to give me that kind of opportunity?"
"Wendy," she hadn't seen it before. The hurt in Wendy's eyes, in her voice. They'd always spent their afternoons laughing and telling stories about their spouses. She thought Wendy was happy in that role. Sure, she knew that Wendy felt overlooked but, this felt... it was even worse than she imagined. "You know I'm in your corner, right? And Jon-" She reached for Wendy's hand again but she pulled away. "He's so proud of you. We all see how brilliant you are. Michael isn't the only one who-"
"There's my star presenter." Michael stood in the doorway behind Wendy, his presence somehow larger in the confined space. Wendy felt her body respond - not just straightening but almost leaning toward him, like a flower tracking the sun. Ava watched dumbstruck, why did she care so much about what Michael thought?
"I was just grabbing a quick bite before the presentation," Wendy explained although Michael hadn't asked. She drifted toward him, as if she'd forgotten she was in the middle of a conversation with her friend. _What the hell is happening?_ Ava thought to herself as Michael gave her a look of pure smugness.
"The executive team is gathering." His hand found the small of her back, the touch simultaneously comforting and possessive. "Ready to show them what you're capable of? To let them see the Wendy that I see?"
Wendy nodded, already falling into step beside him. She turned as they were walking out the door catching Ava's worried expression but pushed it aside. Her friend didn't understand. She was more than happy continuing to work as a Marketing Specialist where all she had to do was take orders. Wendy wanted more for herself, and Michael was giving it to her.
"Wendy-" Ava called after her, but Michael was already steering her toward the conference room, his hand steady against her back. She reached for her phone, wanting to document just how low his hand was. Surely Marcus would be able to use that. But by the time she fished it out of her purse, Michael was already guiding Wendy into the conference room and closing the door.
"You've got this," he murmured, close enough that his breath stirred her hair as the door closed behind them. "Time to show them you're worth investing in. That you follow through on your... commitments." His fingers pressed slightly harder into her back making her breath catch. "You won't let me down, will you?"
All Wendy could do was nod, not trusting her own voice at the moment. That confused mix of pride and shame was back, washing over her like a baptism. Ava stood in the break room doorway, watching as Michael steered her friend toward the conference room. The half-eaten sandwich sat forgotten on the counter, still warm - a small thing, barely worth noticing really. But it nagged at her like a loose thread that, if pulled, might unravel something she wasn't ready to see.
***
Wendy was reviewing her notes as Michael got the presentation set up on the large TV. He'd opened the blinds in the room to let the sun in and watched as Wendy stood in front of the window, looking down at the busy Columbus streets beneath her. He knew that look well, she was envisioning it: the power, the success. He could see the fire in her eyes weeks ago when he told her about the project. The same fire he was going to use to burn it all down in a beautiful, triumphant blaze of glory. She looked down at her flashcards, then back out over the horizon.
He watched her as she spun her wedding ring absentmindedly on her finger. He'd seen her do that a few times now, some kind of nervous tic. He'd ask her about it one day, but for now, he was content to catalog it as a weapon to use later.
Wendy's head shot up, her fingers closing into small fists. "Steve and Brian are coming?"
"Of course." Michael gave her a confident smile and walked toward her. He'd planned for this, knew she'd freak out at the mention of their attendance. It was almost too easy. "You didn't think the CEO and CFO would attend an executive meeting?" He placed his hands on her shoulders, he'd broken through the touch barrier effortlessly, locking eyes with her. "You're going to do great. They're going to be blown away by your presentation, and I'll be right here in case anything goes wrong."
She gave a reassuring smile, butterflies fluttering inside her stomach. _Nerves, it's just nerves, nothing else_, she told herself as Michael exited the room and she adjusted her stance.
Michael heard whispered voices as he approached Marcus's office. He looked around the hallway to ensure no one was watching and did his best to press against the wall. He wasn't the world's most agile man, but the attempt would have to do.
"...you have to do something. We can't let this happen again, especially to Wendy." Ava's voice could barely be called a whisper. Her emotions spilling out of her as she pleaded her case to Marcus.
"I'm documenting everything," Marcus murmured. Michael had to strain to hear him as he pressed closer to the cracked office door. "But we need concrete evidence. HR won't act on suspicions alone, not with someone as important as Michael."
"We have to do something..."
An idea flashed in Michael's head and he dug into the front pocket of his pants, pulling out his phone. He couldn't see much, but if he angled it just right into the opening of the door... perfect. On the small screen, he watched Ava leaning across Marcus's desk, leaning in close to Marcus to try to conceal their conversation. Of course, from this angle the conversation looked much more... intimate. He laughed to himself as Marcus gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze and offered her a tissue. Or was he brushing her hair out of her face and tenderly wiping away a tear? It was so hard to tell from this perspective really. And Michael knew better than anyone context, or in this situation lack there of, was king.
So they were collecting dirt on him, were they? Well, two could play at that game. He examined the video on his phone. With a couple of edits and some shifting lighting this could go from seemingly innocent to an HR nightmare. He laughed to him as he heard footsteps coming down the hall.
Michael pocketed his phone and cleared his throat, giving ample time for them to react before he made his appearance known. Ava straightened instantly, putting professional distance between herself and Marcus, giving him one last pleading look before exiting his office.
"The presentation's ready when you are," Michael announced as Ava opened the door. He allowed himself a hint of knowing amusement as she studied his face before pushing past him.
"I'll be right there."
Michael nodded, already composing the narrative in his mind as he practically skipped to the other executives' offices. Sometimes the best weapons were the ones they never see coming.
***
The conference room door swung open just as Michael was sitting down. Jon came in behind Marcus, he was carrying a binder crammed with paper in his arms, no doubt loaded with all kinds of data points. Michael's face fell for a moment, his eyes darting towards Wendy before he composed his features.
"Sorry Jon, this is an executive meeting. I don't think you're in the right room." Michael's tone was of the same commanding voice Jon had been trying to escape.
"Actually, I invited him," Marcus replied calmly. "Thought he could help us read the numbers a little better." His gaze pinned Michael's, a silent challenge in his calm stare. "With the scale of this campaign, we need all our specialists."
Wendy watched the exchange from across the table where she was seated at the far end. There was something between these two, she could tell that much, but she was not going to dig and discover what. Jon caught her eye when he sat down opposite her, mouthing silently "good luck. I love you." The easy smile soothing her nerves.
The mahogany conference table stretched out before Wendy like a catwalk, every face turning in her direction with different expectations. She was on the far side, Michael's bulk a fixed presence beside her on her right, Brian Fletcher, their CEO, presiding at the head of the table on her left. Her thumb found her ring, but she forced her hand back down. Not here. Not now.
Across from her, Steve Lawrence, the CFO, stared at his iPad. She couldn't begin to imagine what was displayed there, but she envisioned graphs and lists of numbers. All of the things that she used to see Jon slaving over each evening. Next to him, Marcus sat with his typical tranquil demeanor, yet his eyes seemed to track every quiet interchange. He appeared to be watching her a bit more closely than before, and she could not fathom why. Was he expecting her to stumble over her own two feet? She pushed the thought aside; she had to stay sharp. And there was Jon, whose comforting smile calmed her pounding heart. Marcus had invited him over to "help with the financial projections," but his supporting smile soothed her thudding heart. She took a deep breath as the slideshow came alive on the screen. It was her turn now. She looked around at Michael naturally - not to ask permission, but to lose herself in that authoritative power he seemed to have. She smiled over at him, standing tall and straightening her back. She was ready.
"As you can tell from the mock-ups," Wendy clicked ahead to the next page, her words building in power with every syllable, "Evolve Your Fire speaks to both our existing base and our target market." The pictures she had added so many years ago, familiar friends, filled the screen - young professionals with that spark of rebel in their eyes, the phoenix imagery subtly integrated across. "We're not asking customers to decide between sophisticated and spirited. We're assuring them they can have both."
Steve's interest was sparked. "And the demographic overlap?"
Wendy's fist tightened around her clicker. Michael said he would mention this. "Our research shows 68% of our current consumers are five years from starting professional careers. They're not abandoning their risky choices for safer ones - they're expanding them." She caught Jon's beaming smile and felt more confident. "They need a brand that expands with them."
"But these projections," Jon broke her rhythm, his tone keen and cutting as he flipped several pages in his binder. "The growth line is projecting a 23% retention rate in urban markets, but historically premium spirits have retained more like 15% in attempting to cross market segments." He shoved his glasses up the bridge of his nose, pushing a page of paper over to Steve. "We may be estimating our reach at nearly 40% too much."
The room leaned slightly. Wendy's hand crept to her ring but she managed to keep it stationary. She was prepared for questioning, just not from Jon. Was he the one who was going to make her fail? Her chest was cinched and she fought to focus as everyone present in the room waited for an answer.
"Actually," Michael stood, his presence filling occupy the space behind her, "those numbers don't account for our scheduled rollout timeline." His tone was contemptuous, as if he were spewing venom directly at Jon. She saw Jon flinch, saw the paper being pushed away, and something inside of her shifted. Jon, her rational, analytical husband who'd been her rock, was somehow diminished. Not physically, but in presence. He was just trying to inform, to catch everyone up, but Michael needed to establish his authority. Needed all of them to be present in the room to hear that his was the only opinion that mattered. It should have made Wendy cringe, but despite how much she didn't want to acknowledge it, it did the opposite. Heat ran through her, starting deep in the belly of her stomach and spreading outward. She would have preferred to believe that it was relief that Michael had saved her, but she was not so naive. "We're not charging premium prices for college bars and hoping it sticks. Right, Wendy?"
She caught the gleam in Michael's eye - not just support, but mastery, possession. It stabilized her anyway. "Exactly. Classic top-shelf spirits start at the top and filter down. We're rising up from our foundation." She moved to the next slide, grateful for Michael's rescue even as her heart ached at Jon's rebuked expression. "Which leads us to our rollout strategy."
The regional map filled the screen, and Wendy's confidence returned.
This was her domain, the human element of marketing that went beyond mere numbers. "We're introducing focused initiatives across Kentucky, Tennessee, and right here in the great state of Ohio. These markets match our brand's DNA - bold spirit, refined taste." Her voice strengthened as she detailed their grassroots initiatives, the local influencer alliances, the considered blending of premium positioning and authentic connection. Steve's nods of encouragement spurred her on, carrying her through to the end of the presentation, and a round of warm applause from the executive team. Marcus cleared his throat. "Excellent work, Michael. You've really brought out the best in Wendy."
A glint of something perilous appeared in Michael's eyes before his smile. "It's all Wendy. She's the one who's been working and coming up with the ideas." He nodded his head toward her with practiced humility. "I'm just the team's pretty face."
A wave of laughter washed the room, but Wendy barely registered it. Michael's words sent an instant shiver through her. Her belly somersaulted, her nipples contracting, he wasn't just giving her work acknowledgement, he was making everyone else do it too. The same man who demanded everyone's respect and attention was stepping back, letting her claim the spotlight.
"Seriously impressive work," Brian said, his attention now fully on Wendy. "Keep this up, and you'll have my job one day." The other executives chuckled, but his eyes were fixed on hers. "We don't often see this level of strategic thinking from someone at your level."
As the room cleared, three distinct energies remained: Jon's hesitant smile as he backed away through the doorway head bent low, Michael's possessive presence at her shoulder, and Marcus's analytical gaze imbibing every detail. Wendy suspended between them all and wondered if this was success, this dizzying mix of exhilaration and fear, career victory and personal conflict.
***
The room emptied slowly, congratulations and backslaps becoming intermingled with a euphoric haze. Wendy's body hummed with residual adrenaline as she gathered her presentation files, still basking in the wave of their success. Her heart pounded like a bird in a cage, every cell of her alive to feeling.
"You see Steve's face?" She stood up to Michael, her eyes blazing with triumph. "When I gave those engagement projections? I swear he was about to fall out of his chair!"
Michael walked over across the room to the small bar cart, crystal decanter sparkling in the late afternoon sunlight. "I think that is a celebration in order, don't you?" The amber liquid glowed as he filled the glass. "To our commitment to your future success."
Wendy took the glass without a second thought, too caught up in the moment to pay attention to the polite phrasing of Michael's invitation or that he merely took a sip of his drink before setting it aside. He put hands on arms, his fingers playing across her skin as he praised her performance. The manner in which he stroked his fingers lazily was electricity on her flesh that served to contribute to the euphoric feeling which flowed through her.
"God, then Brian was saying all that stuff about my potential future?" Wendy's hands shook as she took a long sip. She liked the burn of the liquor down her throat filling in with a numbness into over-stimulated tissue. "I never anticipated... I mean, the CEO praised me." She looked away for a second light-headed with excitement.
"The way their eyes lit up at your 'Evolve Your Fire' concept." Michael's voice had that note of pride that constricted her chest. "Not many people can take that degree of interest from the executive team first time out."
Her center warmed to his words. This was her lifelong dream, to be respected for her brain, her abilities. To be taken seriously.
"We were great in there." The whiskey warmth seeped down her arms. Or maybe that was just the lingering buzz of triumph.



"Not we, Wendy." Michael stepped closer, overwhelming her senses. His fingers brushed against hers as he set her glass behind her on the conference table next to his. "This was your doing. Your genius. Your makeover."
Her heart raced in her ears as he stepped closer to her. She could smell the alcohol on his breath, feel the heat of his skin. This wasn't right. She had to get away. But her legs refused to move, her body betrayingly motionless as his eyes dropped to her mouth.
"The way you answered their questions," he breathed, close enough now that she felt every noise vibrating against her flesh. "Even when Jon tried to discredit you with those figures." He saw something shining in her eyes, leaving the implication dangling. "But you proved them all what you're made of." His hands closed around her arms, drawing her to him. Or was she drawing herself to him? She wasn't sure; things were moving too fast. "You had them eating out of the palm of your hand. You're finally becoming who you were meant to be."
Her breath caught, her chest heaving rapidly as he leaned in close. This was Michael. Michael whom she hated, whom she'd been instructed time and time again to avoid. And yet here she was, eyes flickering shut as his breath caressed hers. This was wrong. She loved Jon. _Even when Jon attempted to belittle you_? The words of Michael echoed in her mind. Was that what happened? Was Jon attempting to ruin her moment? She wasn't capable of thinking clearly. With the starvation, the drink, Michael's reassurances, the manner in which he intervened and protected her. Her lips parted, she could hear the beating of her heart in defiance in her head.
"Has anyone seen Michael?" Marcus's voice came echoing down the corridor, footsteps approaching. "I have some questions about-"
The words shattered the moment. Wendy moved towards the door, her world having been thrust upside down. She nearly collided with Marcus as he stepped in the doorway, catching himself on her arm.
"Wendy?" Marcus steadied her by putting a hand on her arm, his gaze raking her flushed cheeks, the shaking hands. "Are you all right? You look like you've seen a ghost."
"Fine! Everything's fine." Her words spilled out in a breathless, quivering voice. "Just- just celebrating the presentation. But I forgot I needed to beat Jon home and cook dinner." The concerned expression on Marcus's face told her the lie hadn't worked, but she out the door before he could question her.
"You were right about the campaign," Michael's voice carried that same seductive power from their presentation. "Sometimes evolution requires us to reach beyond our comfort zone."
The double entendre in his words made her stomach turn. She couldn't even look at him, couldn't bear to see that knowing grin or have Marcus see the guilt she knew was on her face. Her heels struck a frantic rhythm on the tile as she ran.
Marcus stood there observing her retreat, trying to piece together what he'd just walked into. Behind him, Michael began gathering the presentation materials as if nothing happened. But there was something in the way she ran out of the room, in the way he called after her, something that made Marcus reach for his phone, adding another entry to his growing documentation.
What terrified Wendy most wasn't how close she'd come to crossing a line - it was that for one dizzying moment, caught up in the intoxicating mix of success and Michael's validation, she'd wanted to.
She needed to see Jon. Needed his grounding to wash her clean of this confusion. Needed to remember who she'd been before Michael had started redefining her into someone she didn't recognize.
***
Jon's car was already in the driveway when Wendy pulled up. Her hands trembled as she unlocked the door, stepping into their small foyer where Jon's shoes were already neatly placed in the shoe rack. Even as she tossed her keys into the small bowl that sat next to the door, she could feel Michael's touch on her arms. Could smell the whiskey on his breath. How could she have been so stupid? So caught up in the moment that she almost let him... She rubbed her thighs together feeling the guilt of her near indiscretion as she walked inside.
"You're home early." Jon's voice carried from the kitchen, the hum of the dishwasher announcing that he was already cleaning. Her chest ached and she wasn't sure if it was from residual pride or the fact that she nearly blew up her marriage. She turned the corner to see Jon standing by the granite counter they'd picked out together last spring, still in his work clothes, holding a bottle of cheap wine. He had a nervous smile on his face. Oblivious to what nearly transpired with Michael. Probably oblivious to the role he played in it as well. Why did he have to be in the meeting at all? Why did he always have to... That wasn't fair. He was just trying to be a team player. To make sure everyone was on the same page about the data. "I thought we could celebrate your big..."
She didn't let him finish. She didn't deserve his praise. She had to make it up to him. To be better, more present. No more early mornings. No more late nights. The project was going well. They had all the foundation in place she could start working from her desk again. Her body was on his in an instant, her mouth crashing against his. The wine bottle slipped from his grasp, shattering on the floor. "I need to..."
"We'll get it later," she whispered running her hands across her face, grabbing his glasses and placing them on the counter. she didn't want anything to take them out of this moment. She needed to feel his warmth, his connection. Her tongue pushed past his lips, letting him know she wouldn't be denied.
"But the glass," he protested causing her to groan in frustration. Why couldn't he see how much she needed this? Why did he always have to be so in his head?
"I'll clean it up later," she protested against his lips, fingers already working on his shirt buttons. "Don't talk," she mumbled running her free hand through his shaggy hair. She loved the way Jon's body felt against hers. Like they were equals, so different from Michael's overwhelming presence. The comparison sent an unwelcome surge of heat through her core, making her press harder against her husband, desperate to drive out thoughts of another man's touch.
Her desperate energy caught Jon off guard, but his hands found her waist instinctively - gentle, always so gentle. She tugged on his hair, bringing their kiss deeper. She didn't want gentle, she didn't deserve it. She wished Jon would spin her around and press her against the counter. To rip open her shirt and punish her. Her teeth bit down on his lip hoping he'd get the message. She needed something to match the confused passion coursing through her veins.
"Wendy," he gasped as she pushed him back against the kitchen counter, she could practically hear him trying to process her behavior. The whiskey on her breath, the tremor in her hands, the way she wouldn't quite meet his eyes. She could hear Michael's taunts from earlier as her hands ran across his bare chest _I bet he keeps a spreadsheet about the things you like in the bedroom._
Her fingers trailed down the front of his body finding the button of his pants. She could feel his hardness straining against it. The heat from it making her moan into his mouth. Her body felt like it was burning from the inside. The heat she'd felt earlier magnified by ten. The liquid in her veins like pure magma.
"I need you," she whispered, and it wasn't a lie - she did need Jon, needed his steadiness to wash away the afternoon's confusion. Needed to prove to herself that what she'd felt in that conference room was just professional excitement mixed with whiskey, nothing more. Her hands shook as she pushed down his slacks, feeling him spring free. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and heard him suck in air. The sounds he made always turned her on, let her know she was doing what he liked.
Without releasing her hold on him she spun around, wrapping her arms around his head and bringing his lips to her neck. "Unzip me." The words came out hard and demanding, a voice of someone used to being obeyed, but Jon didn't seem to notice as he drew her zipper down. The dress crumbled at her feet leaving her in her black cheekies and matching bra.
His lips pressed against her neck, tender kisses that made her stroke him a little faster. She didn't want loving kisses, she didn't deserve them. Her fingers tightened in his hair, urging him closer. Needing more.
"I love you," Jon's breath against her skin felt cool, and the sincerity in his voice nearly broke her. She turned in his arms, claiming his mouth in another desperate kiss. His hands skimmed her sides, his light touch tickling her, but even as she grinded into him.
"Take me right here," she insisted hoping he'd get the hint, her nails raking down his back. She felt him hesitate, felt him trying to understand this new urgency. She grabbed his hand putting it on her butt as she spun around against the cold granite. "I need you to..." But she couldn't finish the sentence, blushing at how silly she must look to him right now.
The kitchen counter bit into her lower back as she hopped onto it, hooking her heels around Jon's hips. His kisses grew more urgent, still not what she needed, but better. His manhood pressed against the front of her underwear making her moan with need as she pulled him into her with her ankles.
Jon's hands settled on her hips. His touch was hesitant, like he knew something was off but he couldn't quite figure out what. She placed her hand between them capturing his shaft in her hand as she began to pump him before wrapping her arms around his shoulders.
"Wendy..." His voice held a question she didn't want to answer. She silenced him with another kiss, rougher than their usual intimacy. Her fingers dug into his flesh as she ground against him, feeling him hard and ready through the thin fabric of her underwear. The friction sent sparks of pleasure through her core, but something was missing. She needed more - needed him to take her, to claim her.
"Please," she whispered, not sure what she was asking for. Her body felt like it was burning up, need and guilt and shame all twisted together into something desperate and raw. She guided his hand between her legs, showing him how much she wanted him. How much she needed this to be different than their usual lovemaking.
Jon's fingers slipped beneath the fabric of her underwear, finding her wet and ready. He groaned against her mouth, as Wendy spread her legs to accommodate him more.
"Please, Jon," she begged, her voice trembling with need. "I need you inside me." She arched into him lifting her hips to help get her point across.
He peeled her panties down her leg, leaving them dangling on her ankle as he pressed his length against her volcanic core. "You're so..."
She didn't let him finish, she didn't want to talk, she wanted him to take her. Her hips rocked against him with a need like he'd never seen coating his member with her juices. "Ahhhhh," the breath Wendy had been holding released from her lungs as his cock found purchase and slide into her with a single thrust. Her walls sealed around him, her legs wrapping tighter around his waist as she pulled him deeper.
Jon's body moved against hers, his thrusts slow and steady. Wendy met his rhythm, her body arching into his. Her hands gripped the edge of the granite as she met his thrusts. She could feel every inch of him, filling her, taking her. But it wasn't enough. She needed more.
She squeezed her eyes shut, focusing on the way his body felt when it met hers, the sound of their flesh slapping together. But behind her closed lids she saw Michael's knowing smile. Her eyes shot open, her arms wrapping around Jon's neck hoping to find the leverage she needed to push him deeper.
"Yessss, Oh God, baby. You feel so good. So fucking good." Jon's hands gripped her ass, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. He was beginning to work up a sweat as his mouth sought hers out. As their tongues clashed Wendy's eyes drifted shut. Her pussy contracted around him as once again flashes of Michael appeared behind her eyes. She felt the phantom heat of his bulk pressing against her, felt the power roll off of him in waves. Wendy felt the first hint of her orgasm start to build. Her lids snapped back open, desperately wanting to be in this moment with Jon. But the images of Michael refused to fade, his presence in her mind only intensifying the sensations coursing through her body. She felt a pang of guilt, but the pleasure was too overwhelming to resist.
Jon could feel Wendy's body responding, he wasn't sure what had gotten into her but he wasn't going to complain. If this was what success looked like on her, maybe his fears about Michael had been misplaced. Still, something nagged at him, but the way her hips were grinding into him, the way her body seemed to suck him into her, made him unable to put his finger on it.
"Mmmmffff, don't stop," Wendy's pleading drove him deeper, harder than he usually allowed himself to be. He wanted to give her what she wanted, but that wasn't possible. He wasn't wearing protection, it was the wrong time of the month, they'd need at least a 50% increase in combined income before a baby made sense. He'd run the numbers a dozen times.
"Right there, fuck... just like that." Wendy's nails dug into Jon's flesh as her body began to betray her. Her head rolled back, neck exposed to him, begging him to claim her. The images of Michael had stopped, but she could still feel his presence like a ghost in the room. It helped to drive her forward, to lose control. She wanted to prove to him that Jon was more than enough that their connection was real.
"Uggh," Jon was doing his best to hold it together. Wendy wasn't usually much of a talker, but she seemed to be doing it more and more. Perhaps the confidence she was finding at work was carrying over here. "I can't hold out much longer, baby."
"I'm so close," she warned through ragged breaths, her body arching off the counter to meet Jon's needy thrusts. "Please don't stop." Her mind felt foggy, drunk on the mixture of guilt and pleasure coursing through her. She knew she should tell him to pull out, to be careful, but she needed this - needed to feel completely possessed, consequences be damned. Her legs wrapped tighter around his waist, ankles locking behind his back as she drew him deeper. She bit down on her inside of her cheek as Jon's lean frame slammed into her. She could feel herself teetering on the edge.
"Yes, yes. Oh God. Oh... fuuuuuck," her orgasm hit like a tsunami which should have filled her with elation and joy. Instead it filled her with shock and fear. The images of Michael were back. His body replacing Jon's as he drilled her into submission. Her mind told her she should be repulsed, but instead, her toes curled, her orgasm had already taken hold, and there was nothing she could do about it now. Electricity shot across her skin, drawing a moan from deep in her throat as her body spasmed around Jon.
Her walls pulsed around him, each contraction drawing him deeper as her orgasm crashed through her in waves. The image of Michael was burned into her now, her guilt only intensifying the pleasure coursing through her trembling body. She could hear herself begging, pleading with Jon to fill her, to claim her completely.
"Don't stop, baby. I want it," she whimpered, her ankles locked tight behind his back. "I need to feel you..." But even as the words left her lips, she felt Jon tense, felt him start to withdraw. His mind winning the battle between need and practicality.
"Wendy, we can't-" Jon's voice strained as he pulled free of her grasp. Warmth spread across her thigh as her husband shuddered. Each rope that hit her skin felt like judgement, burning her skin. She had wanted him, needed him, to finish inside her. The sudden emptiness felt like punishment. She blinked her eyes open, all traces of Michael gone from her mind replaced with overwhelming guilt.
"We've got to be more careful." Jon's breath was shallow and raspy, his touch a reminder of what she couldn't have. She felt herself nod, leaning against his shoulder in hopes his familiar scent would ground her. She didn't know which was worse - that she'd imagined Michael while making love to her husband, or that she felt disappointed rather than relieved by Jon's responsible choice.
His tender kisses on her neck caused her to blink away tears. She didn't deserve his love, not after what had almost happened in the office. What had happened in her mind. She watched as Jon cleaned himself up with a nearby dish towel before pulling up his pants. The wine bottle lay shattered at their feet, red liquid seeping between the cracks of their kitchen tile like blood. "We should clean up this mess," Jon whispered in her ear stepping away to grab a broom.
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The Seattle skyline emerged through scattered clouds as their plane began its descent. The flight was a lot shorter than Ashley had anticipated. She was a nervous flyer and was happy to see they didn't hit any turbulence. Her mind raced with thoughts of yesterday's parking garage encounter with Clayton. She'd spun that moment into a seductive story for Chris, watching his reaction carefully, still uncertain if she should reveal the truth. His enthusiasm both thrilled and confused her. Could she really be the person he wanted her to be? Would he really not be upset?
Clayton's demeanor was equally confusing. She was sure he was going to ensure he got the seat next to her and she would be fighting him off the entire plane ride. Instead, he was seated in the row behind them and barely said two words to her. He seemed to be in work mode and not paying any attention to her. Something stirred inside her that felt a lot like jealousy, but she pushed it aside as she took Chris's hand.
Chris squeezed her hand, mistaking her thoughtful expression for anxiety about flying. He was glad she was coming on this trip with him. He knew Clayton was going to try something, and that same delirious cocktail of shame, jealousy and arousal blended in his gut. He kept playing Ashley's story back in his head asking himself if there was any way it could have actually happened. She hadn't mentioned anything before Chris told her that Clayton left the office early, so it seemed to all be part of her game; however, that didn't stop all of the blood in his body from rushing to his groin every time.
"I can't believe we're finally here," Ashley whispered, her head pressed against the window of the plane watching the ground inch closer. She'd spent the better part of the morning studying tourist guides, mapping out spots she wanted to explore with Chris. She knew Clayton had said they had a full day ahead of them, but she had spent the plane ride coming up with a plan around that.
The plane touched down with a gentle bump just after noon, with Clayton immediately taking charge. "The car's waiting," he said as they made their way off the plane. "Meeting starts at two. I'll get the driver to drop us first and then take Ashley back to the hotel." He shepherded them through the terminal barely looking up from his phone to see where he was going.
Ashley set her plan into action squeezing Chris's hand one more time as they waited at the baggage claim for their items. "Will the two of you be coming back to the hotel after the meeting? I'd hate to think you brought me all this way just to leave me behind in the room." Her eyes met Clayton's and for a slightest second she thought she saw him fluster, but he was back in business mode before she could know for sure.
"We have a busy day. Tom wants to get drinks after dinner. I'm sure he wouldn't mind if you joined us."
Ashley glanced at Chris then took the three steps toward Clayton so she was pressed against his arm, her hands holding his wrist. From this angle she was pretty sure he could see down the front of her loose-fitting t-shirt. The thought sent butterflies to her stomach. "But I'll be so lonely," she whispered biting her bottom lip seductively. "Couldn't Chris come back after the board meeting? I was really hoping we'd get to see the city a little before going back."
Clayton couldn't help but smirk. He knew exactly what she was doing, and while this meeting may have been more important than anything he had planned for her, even though the entire thing was brought together by false pretenses, he couldn't help but admire the beauty in front of him. He cut his eyes away from her two lumps of soft flesh to Chris. He was watching all of this unfold without saying a word, however the way he shifted back and forth on the balls of his feet spoke volumes.
"I don't know, Ashley. We have a pretty full day planned already. After the board meeting, Tom wants to sit down to discuss some new feature requests by his team and we have to go over the cost analysis of trying to get those in. It's going to take some time."
Ashley nodded like she understood. Her tongue slid across the front of her top teeth as she considered her next move. "I know, but... it's just that Chris and I would really be appreciative if you gave us some time to explore the city. You know, reconnect." As she spoke, she let her hands move from Clayton's wrist to his chest. Her pulse quickened as she realized how hard his body was. That was a detail she'd forgotten since their last encounter.
Clayton felt his own arousal spike when Ashley placed her hands on his chest. Where exactly was this going to go? "You would, huh? And how... appreciative are we talking?"
Ashley smiled, looking back at Chris again and raising her eyebrow as if to ask if he was ok with where this was going. The strain in the front of his pants told her he was fine with it. "Oh, I think we'd be very, very appreciative. Right, baby?" Her hands slowly slid down Clayton's chest, across his abs, feeling them contract against her touch as she inched closer to his waistline.
Chris couldn't think straight. He couldn't believe Ashley was doing this in the middle of a busy airport. His mouth felt like he'd swallow sand as he desperately tried to form words. "I... um.. y... yeah, we would be. Very... a... appreciative."
Clayton's laugh turned into a groan as Ashley's fingers slid over his length with tantalizing delicacy. He held her gaze as he chewed on the side of his cheek. "I could probably handle the feature request meeting with Tom by myself. But..." He reached down, grabbing her wrist forcing her to apply more pressure to his hardening cock. "You're going to owe me, and I take my debts very seriously."
Ashley did her best to suppress a moan as she felt Clayton's racing heartbeat through the swell of his shaft. "I'm sure you won't be disappointed," she said, never breaking eye contact.
"Very well, I'll let Tom know. Perhaps, he'd like to see how appreciative you are."
This time Ashley couldn't stifle the gasp as she felt her core ignite.
"N... no," Chris injected a bit louder than he intended. "No Tom. I don't trust him."
Clayton turned his attention to Chris, releasing Ashley's hand in the process. He studied Chris for a long moment, his usual smirk gone, replaced by something darker. "Fine, but he's not going to be happy that you're blowing him off."
"I have a feeling he'll get over it," Chris said with a sudden burst of confidence.
Ashley stepped back to Chris, buzzing from both successfully manipulating Clayton and Chris's protective response.
After collecting their bags, they made their way through the bustling terminal to the waiting black SUV. The driver hurried to load their luggage while Clayton finished his calls, coordinating the day's revised schedule.
Ashley slid into the plush leather seat first, Chris settling in beside her. Clayton joined them in the rear-facing seat, his earlier businesslike demeanor softening into something more playful.
"So," Clayton started, eyes dancing with amusement, "It wasn't easy but Tom agreed it should just be the two of us going over the new requests. He did however insist that the four of us checkout some new club downtown."
Ashley's eyes lit up. "Oh, I haven't been dancing in forever. That sounds like so much fun." She nestled against Chris's side hoping he would agree with her. The earlier nervousness from the flight had completely dissipated, replaced by a familiar warmth of excitement.
"Um, yeah. Dancing could be fun," Chris said with as much enthusiasm as he could muster. His mind flashed back to the company party, the way Tom's predatory eyes had followed Ashley all night, how his hands had lingered just a bit too long during their dance. Sure, Tom had respected boundaries then, but something about him didn't sit right with Chris. Yet that familiar fire stirred in his gut as he imagined Ashley on the dance floor, all eyes on her. He pulled her closer, his grip slightly possessive.
When they pulled up to Larkin's headquarters, Chris turned to Ashley. "I'll see you in a few hours," he murmured, pulling her into a deep, lingering kiss. Ashley responded eagerly, her fingers threading through his hair.
"Good luck in there," she whispered against his lips.
As Chris stepped out, Clayton paused at the door. "Hey, what about my kiss? I did rearrange my whole schedule for you."
Ashley laughed, her eyes roaming Clayton's body. "Nice try. But I think you'll have to wait until you've earned it."
"Promises, promises," Clayton chuckled, following Chris into the building.
Ashley watched them disappear through the entrance, a smile on her lips. The day was already shaping up to be more interesting than she'd anticipated and she wondered if she could maintain this new sense of control she had over both men.
****
Larkin Industries' marble foyer seemed larger than he remembered as Chris noticed Tom's massive form by the security station. His throat closed up, for whatever reason, Tom's presence always put him on edge, though he couldn't quite figure out why.
"I thought we were hanging out today," Tom said, squeezing the life out of Chris's hand with his grip. "I was sad to hear you were cutting out early."
"Change of plans," Clayton cut in effortlessly. "But tonight we'll make it up to you."
Chris lost himself as they rode the elevator, presentation notes blurring before him. Far from reviewing key points, he couldn't help but envision Ashley's fingers tracing down Clayton's chest, her promises of thanks. The recollection of her openness at the airport chased blood from his head.
"BitGuardian integration has been flawless," Chris began, his voice trembling. He dropped his papers, losing his position. Sweat beaded on his forehead as board members exchanged glances. With each struggle to focus all he could think of was Ashley and how comfortable she had seemed with Clayton, which added credence to the hospital story.
Clayton moved forward. "What Chris means to say, is our distinctive network penetration abilities. Once one device is enrolled, our software can scan silently across your entire network."
"Forming an impenetrable web of security," Chris contributed, shaking off Ashley's thoughts and gaining traction. The familiar sales cadence began to flow. "Any device that joins your network automatically gets our protection measures."
"And that's just what our issue is," one board member cut in, advancing several printed-out articles. "These pieces suggest your 'silent deployment' provides unauthorized access to personal data. One even goes as far as claiming that you're stealing information."
Chris's heart was pounding. He'd seen the news stories, and heard all the rumors. But, nobody ever took any of that seriously before. Why now did these executives appear so baffled by it?
"If I may," Clayton smiled, "these allegations are hypothetical. Our track record speaks for itself. Since we started deploying BitGuardian, Larkin's security lapses have been zero. Bad actor incidents are practically nonexistent."
"But the potential abuse--" a board member began, his voice laced with uncertainty.
"Is nonexistent," Chris broke in, shocking himself at the force of voice he employed. "Our methods of encryption are impenetrable. Unauthorized access is simply not achievable. I know what the press are speculating, but our team would be unable to hack into your information even if they wanted to. We have white papers that explain our zero-knowledge stance."
"Written by your own people," the board member cut in, displeased with Chris's attitude. "If there is nothing to worry about, why not open source it, or have a third party audit it?"
Chris's heart rate accelerated. He had a valid point. They could have a third party audit conducted and put all the accusations to bed, but Clayton was continually stalling, why? "Have we not been proceeding in good faith since we established this arrangement? We fully intend having the code audited there've merely been competing schedules. Such as, flying out to our clients and reassuring their minds." The remark hurt more than Chris would have liked, and he donned his best friendly smile in a bid to mellow the barb. "These articles? They're nothing but rival propaganda. If there were even a hint of scandal, the authorities would be all over it in an instant. right, Clayton?"
The false claim was sour in the mouth, yet Chris kept his stare resolute mimicking Clayton's unshakeable confidence. Together, they radiated a bubble of invincible protection that even the skeptics dared not pierce.
Clayton smiled wider as he watched the board members share sheepish glances. They were embarrassed, like having just asked someone's salary at a dinner party. "Not a word. But we'll try a bit harder to get an audit arranged to put your mind at rest," he promised with a smile.
Reluctantly, the board members nodded. "All right," one of them finally spoke, "we appreciate both of you coming in today. Thank you for easing our minds."
In the hallway outside the boardroom, Chris's sense of triumph eased as he overheard Tom's low, angry whisper to Clayton. "This wasn't what we agreed on. Get him out of here and--"
"Later," Clayton cut in, looking at Chris with a grin. "You actually delivered in there. That nervous start had me doubting." He tightened his grip on Chris's shoulder. "But we were a great team after you got warmed up. I was impressed."
Chris couldn't tell if Clayton was complimenting or criticizing him, but before he could determine that, Clayton continued.
"Head back to Ashley. We've got this in hand. We'll see the two of you in a bit."
Tom's frown softened into something that came close to a smile. "Well done in there. Always a pleasure getting to observe your work." He pumped Chris's hand before adding, "Tell Ashley I'm looking forward to dancing later."
Chris's stomach churned as he watched them withdraw into a conference room. Why did Tom's fascination with Ashley feel so threatening even after all that with Clayton? But as he flagged his ride back to the hotel, thoughts of Ashley drove away his fears. She was waiting for him, and they had an afternoon of discovery awaiting them, perhaps in more than one way.
****
Chris's key card softly clicked as he swung open the hotel room, his mind still whirling with questions about the board meeting. The sound of the water running and Ashley humming filled the bathroom, drawing an automatic smile out of him.
"How'd it go?" Ashley asked as she heard him open the room, her voice echoing off of tile.
"Good as can be," he said, unfastening his tie and dropping down onto the end of the bed. "Though there was something odd with Tom and Clayton."
The water cut off, and Ashley came out wrapped in a pink plush hotel robe, her hair wet around the shoulders. "Odd how?" She fussed over her makeup bag, but Chris saw her glance up at him in the reflection in the mirror.
"Just... tense. Like they had something else planned." He watched her apply mascara, impressed that she could look so beautiful so effortlessly. "I don't know, maybe Tom just got under my skin."
"You don't like him, do you?" Ashley asked, turning to look at her husband.
"There's just something about him I don't trust. I don't know how to put my finger on it."
"And you're sure it's not because the way he looks at me?" Ashley smiled smugly as she read Chris's body language.
Chris fidgeted uncomfortably. "That's. part of it. The fact that he never quits asking about you. The fact that he stared at you during the company party." He trailed off, his mind racing back to those moments.
"Like the way Clayton looks at me?" Ashley teased, but there was a strand of actual interest in her tone as she watched the front of Chris's pants bulge with his erection.
"That's different," Chris said quickly, then hesitated. "With Clayton, it's... controlled. Tom is hazardous."
"Nothing about Clayton is controlled, but I see what you mean." Ashley smiled, giving Chris one last knowing look before facing the mirror to finish her makeup.
Chris watched Ashley mechanically add the top coat of mascara to her eyes, filling them with a smoky sheen. "About this morning, at the airport."
Ashley's hand suspended mid-stroke, her eyes meeting his in the mirror. "Was it too much?"
A thread of vulnerability crept into her voice, at odds with the assurance she'd shown earlier.
"No," Chris said quickly, then corrected himself, "Maybe... I don't know. You just... surprised me. You seemed... familiar with him."
Ashley spun around to confront him, chewing on her lower lip. "I surprised myself," she confessed. "I just... I wanted to feel in control for once. After everything that's happened, it was such a rush feeling like I finally outsmarted him."
Chris watched her more closely as she fought into a snug pair of blue jeans, hopping up and down and shimmying to slip them over her hips. "You were amazing," he whispered. "Watching you take charge like that."
"But?" she prodded, catching the doubt in his voice as she fought into a snug t-shirt showing only a glimpse of her abundant cleavage.
"But nothing. I just want to be sure you're not doing too much for me. We can stop here if you're not comfortable."
Ashley stood up and laid her head on his shoulder as their fingers intertwined. "Did I look uncomfortable?" she inquired, smiling. Before he could answer, she continued. "How about we table the big questions for now? Give me something touristy and remind me why I loved you to begin with?"
An hour later, they waited in line for the Space Needle. Ashley bounced on her toes as the afternoon sun fell below the Seattle horizon. the wind picked up giving a faint scent of ocean and coffee. The observation deck glowed amber in the dissipating light, casting a staggering view of the city below.
"I just can't believe we're actually here," Ashley smiled, snapping photos with her phone. She stood rigid over the camera as Clayton's text message lit up her screen: "Can't wait for tonight. Dress in something that moves." She stuffed it aside hastily, but not before Chris caught the flash of color in her cheeks.
"You Okay?" he asked, wrapping his arms around her from behind, noticing her studying her phone screen.
Ashley rolled over in his arms, waving her phone. "Clayton just messaged. Said to dress light tonight." She saw the look on Chris's face and how he hesitated over breathing. "Should I let him know I already have something in mind?"
Chris's mind reeled. When did they start texting one another regularly? Were they texting since that night at home? His stomach knotted in familiar conflicting emotions, the angst quickly slipping away from him. "What... what else does he text you about?"
"Wouldn't you like to know?" Ashley teased, but seeing the expression of skepticism pass over Chris's face, she relaxed. "Usually just things like this, outfit ideas. Nothing terribly interesting at all." She rested against him, her lips in his ear. "Though sometimes he does try to get... creative." She continued to watch him, afraid that she had gone too far. "I can tell him to stop, if you'd like."
The door closed in, forcing them apart. In the elevator full of people, Chris pushed Ashley against him and talked softly. "That thing you felt at the airport. That's kinda how I feel. Seeing you with him." He paused and swallowed heavily. "Fantasizing about you texting him."
Ashley watched his face as the elevator ascended, observing the combination of need and exposure in his eyes. Her hands dropped to his hips as she leaned in closer. "You're a complex man, Christopher." Her fingers tracing sensually along his belt. "But I believe I am beginning to understand the charm. Even if I believe you are mad for bringing us down this road."



The elevator doors swung open to the observation deck. Ashley walked to the railing and felt Chris behind her.
"The parking garage," he started, his warm breath on her neck. "Did that really happen?"
Ashley bit down on her lip, considering the question. Cars crawled like bugs on the roadways below them, every one of them containing people living their own ordinary lives. How many of them had secrets like this one, she wondered? How many had a secret life?
"Did you want it to be real?" At her back, she could feel the wind tearing at her hair.
Chris's mouth went dry as he tried to get a sense of how to react. Ashley rocked her butt against him.
"See, I think you don't really want to know," she said, slowly turning her hips. "I think part of the excitement we were talking about is the unknown. Do you really care if it was real or not as long as you get to hear every dirty detail?"
Chris closed his eyes, the sensation of Ashley grinding against his growing erection blurred realities and fantasies of Ashley and Clayton together. "Don't start that again, Chris.".
"It's the thrill of doing something naughty, isn't it? Of seeing me, or hearing about me doing things I would never do, under ordinary conditions. Isn't that what you told me? It's about me just... letting go?"
Ashley could feel Chris mutter softly behind her as her hips quickened. "You're thinking about it now, aren't you? Me and Clayton? Or maybe, you're thinking about me and the janitor?"
"Fuck, Ash. You need to stop."
"Or maybe..."
Ashley nipped his ear closing her eyes letting fantasy take over. "Maybe it's Tom?"
Chris's grip around her waist tightened as his breathing grew ragged. She could feel his cock jerk and if she didn't know better, she'd have thought he came. "We have to go... Now." His voice was strained, desperate.
Ashley turned over in his arms, taking in his reddened face and blackened eyes. "Already?" she teased, even though she could tell how turned on he was. "But the view is so pretty."
"Ashley..." The pleading in his voice made her quiver.
She smiled warmly, grasping his hand. "Alright, but at least let's get a drink somewhere first. All this excitement really parched me." She brushed a quick kiss on his lips before pushing open the door to the elevator.
In the elevator on its way down, Ashley curled into Chris, her cheeks still flushed with excitement. His heart thudded against his shirt as his mind reeled, replaying what had just happened. He'd always believed Ashley could read him like a book, but how she'd ripped him apart just a few moments earlier in the middle of all those tourists. It left him both exposed and burning. She wasn't simply embracing this new adventurous self, but she was uncovering new depths to it he didn't even know existed. When the doors swung open to the ground floor, he moved her closer, inhaling the familiar scent. He could not wait to discover what else she had in store for him.
****
The bar down the street from the Space Needle was cozy, a few locals sitting outside on the patio in the cool air. Ashley ushered Chris inside, sliding into a corner booth while Chris ordered their drinks.
"I'm glad we got to spend some time together," Chris said, returning with two local craft beers. "As much as I love this new adventurous side of us, it's nice to still have these moments too."
A warmth fell over Ashley as she smiled and took a sip. "I couldn't agree more. This feels like the first chance we've gotten to really spend quality time together since your job took off." She traced the rim of her glass lost in thought. "Can I tell you something?"
"Of course, anything."
"I feel a bit out of my depth today. I'm not used to being this... forward. Every time I do something, I worry I'm going to go too far and you'll be serving me divorce papers."
Chris reached across the table, taking her hand. "That would never happen. Everything that has happened so far has been nothing short of sexy. I love getting to experience this side of you." He took a long drink from his glass studying Ashley's reaction. She didn't seem to be buying what he was selling. "Maybe we should have a safe word?"
"Oh?" Ashley's eyebrows shot up, a playful smirk forming. "Planning on tying me up and spanking me?"
Chris's mind briefly wandered to that possibility. Would that be something she was into? Focusing on the conversation, he cleared his throat. "No, I mean... just something to ensure we're both always comfortable. If either of us says it, everything stops. No more Clayton, no more stories. The nuclear option."
Ashley nodded slowly, considering. "That's... actually really smart." She squeezed his hand. "What should it be?"
They bounced around ideas until Ashley's face lit up. "Bayberry."
"What?"
"The street name from our first apartment," she explained, grinning. "Remember that awful place?"
"With the leaky faucet?" Chris chuckled. "And that stray cat that kept breaking in?"
"Hey, Socks was not a stray. He chose us," Ashley defended. "Best decision we ever made, adopting him."
"You mean best decision you ever made for us," Chris corrected, earning a playful kick under the table. "I need to use the restroom," he said, laughing. He squeezed her hand as he stood up. "Order us another round before we head out?"
Ashley nodded and headed to the bar. A few minutes later, Chris emerged and stopped short. A tall stranger in a well-cut suit had taken his place beside Ashley. Chris's pulse quickened as he watched her throw her head back laughing, her hand resting on the man's forearm.
She caught Chris's eye across the room, a mischievous grin on her face. Instead of pulling away, she leaned closer to the stranger, her fingers tightening on his bicep. The man exuded confidence in his stance, in the way he smiled down at Ashley.
Chris found himself rooted to the spot, that familiar cocktail of jealousy and arousal brewing in his gut. Ashley's hand moved to the stranger's chest then his abs, and Chris could see her lips moving near his ear. Whatever she said made the man's eyes go wide before he hurried toward the restroom.
"I can't leave you alone for a minute, can I. Where's my drink?" Chris said, sliding back beside her.
Ashley's eyes danced with amusement. "Sorry, got... distracted." She bit her lower lip as she looked Chris in the eyes. "He wanted me to go up to his room." Her hand found Chris's chest, feeling his thundering heartbeat. "My my, someone's excited. Does it turn you on? The thought of me going to a stranger's room?"
Chris swallowed hard, shame coloring his cheeks. "It... yes," he admitted. "But it also makes me want to punch something."
"Interesting," Ashley purred, clearly filing that information away. "Want to know why he ran off so quickly?"
"Do I?"
Ashley leaned in close, her breath tickling his ear as she ran her fingers through his hair. "I told him if he really wanted me, he should go to the bathroom and bring me his underwear as proof."
Chris barked out a surprised laugh, tension breaking. "You didn't."
"I did." Ashley grabbed her purse, standing quickly. "Now let's get out of here before he comes back with them!"
As they made their way to the door Chris stopped and turned to look at her. "Why didn't you take him up on his offer? Were you worried about how I would act?"
Ashley laughed, running her hand playfully along the front of Chris's pants. "Oh, I'm pretty sure I know exactly how you would act." She kissed his cheek gently looking him in the eyes. "Because I'm not going to sleep with every random guy who shows interest, just because my husband developed a freaky side." She leaned in closer, pulling Chris into her. "They still need to work for it." Chris sucked in air, his mouth hanging open as he wrestled with the implications of her response.
They hurried out into the cooling evening air, Ashley's laughter fading into the sounds of the busy city street. Chris caught her around the waist, pulling her close.
"You're the love of my life, you know that?" he murmured against her hair.
"I better be," she countered, then checked her phone. "Speaking of, we need to hurry back to the room to change. It's almost time to meet up with Clayton and Tom."
Chris's grip tightened slightly. "I'm serious about Tom. I don't like him."
"I know." Ashley turned in his arms. "But yet..." She pressed her palm against his steel erection. "You're full of contradictions. Now let's get changed." She kissed him softly before flagging down a cab.
****
Chris watched Ashley fidget with the hem of her short dress as the Uber pulled up to the club, the pulsing bass making the car shake as they pulled up to the curb. The text from Clayton replayed in his head as he watched her put on the short black dress that hung a little higher above her knees than usual. He couldn't help but wonder if she was wearing it because of that text.
Chris felt underdressed as he fixed the collar of his navy blue polo while trying not to stare too hard at the low neckline of Ashley's dress. As they stepped out of the car a cool breeze swept over them leaving Chris feeling chilled. He almost asked Ashley if she just wanted to head back to the hotel as he eyed the never-ending line to get into the club.
"Chris! Ashley!" Clayton's voice cut through the ambient chatter. Chris saw him standing near the entrance with Tom, both impeccably dressed in tailored suits as the soft red glow of the club lights seemed to pulsate around them. Clayton's confident wave caught the bouncer's attention as they approached.
Tom's eyes lingered on Ashley as they drew closer, tracking the way her dress moved with each step. "You look stunning," he said, his voice carrying that hint of suggestion that made Chris clench his jaw. The street lights caught the silver at Tom's temples, lending him an air of distinguished authority that Ashley seemed to like. Her cheeks flushed at the compliment, her eyes briefly meeting Chris's with that knowing look they'd perfected throughout the day - part excitement, part permission-seeking.
Clayton's eyes swept over Chris's clothes, a smirk forming on his lips. "Going for a more... relaxed look tonight, I see." The comment drew a small giggle from Ashley before she caught herself, running a reassuring hand through Chris's hair.
"I think he looks sexy," she said, her fingers trailing down his neck. "Besides, not everyone needs a fancy suit to command attention." The double meaning in her words wasn't lost on any of them.
"The VIP section's this way," Tom announced, guiding them past the waiting crowd. His hand found the small of Ashley's back as they entered, the gesture casual but deliberate. The heat of his palm seemed to burn through the silk of her dress.
The bass pulsed through the club as Ashley commanded attention on the dance floor, her flowing black dress catching light with each movement. Chris watched from the VIP booth as he nursed his second whiskey, pride tinged with possessiveness washing over him as men gravitated toward her. She'd cast glances his way between partners, maintaining their connection even as she teased and flirted. Her newfound confidence both thrilled and unnerved him - a complexity he was still learning to embrace.
The buzzing of Tom's phone caused Chris to shift his focus. He had hung back at the table with Chris talking about the Seahawks chances this year and other forced conversations while Clayton was in the men's room. Tom's jaw tightened as he answered the vibrating phone, stepping away from their table. Chris strained to hear clipped pieces of the conversation through the music. "I told you, the bullying needs to stop." The next few words were lost to the pounding of the bass, followed by, "We'll talk about next week when I get home, son." His voice carried an aggressiveness that made Chris uncomfortable. "If I hear about you picking on him again this week, there will be severe consequences. No, we'll discuss your punishment when I get home."
Chris watched Tom's retreating form, noting how his entire demeanor shifted during the call. Gone was the smooth businessman, replaced by something harder, colder. The threat in his voice when he said "consequences" made Chris's skin crawl. *Who the hell talks to their kid like that?*
Chris's phone lit up - Katie's name flashing on the screen. "I need to take this," he said even though he doubted Tom could hear him. He caught Ashley's eye and held up his phone. She nodded, already swaying to the beat.
He made his way toward the exit. He needed to get outside so he could actually hear her. As he navigated the crowd he spotted Clayton returning from the restroom. His confident stride carried him straight back to Ashley, his hands finding her hips with a familiarity that made Chris's stomach churn. Tom appeared moments later standing in front of Ashley, completing their triangle on the dance floor before Chris lost sight of them in the crowd.
"Katie? Everything okay?" Chris stepped into the cool night air, his mind already drifting back inside. What were they doing? Would Tom take liberties now with Chris out of the way? The questions tormented him as Katie's voice became distant background noise.
"...and the encryption protocols seem to be..." Katie's words blurred together as Chris imagined Clayton's hands on Ashley's hips, Tom pressed against her thigh. His grip tightened on the phone.
"Chris? Are you even listening?" Katie's voice cut through his thoughts.
"Sorry, what was that about the protocols?" He forced himself to focus, though his pulse raced with scenarios playing out in his head.
"I'm trying to help Steve write up his contract, but there are questions about our encryption protocols I've never seen before. Can you just... never mind, I'll figure it out myself."
After ending the call, panic seized him as he reentered the club. The dance floor was a sea of moving bodies, but Ashley, Clayton, and Tom were nowhere in sight. His eyes frantically scanned the crowd until he spotted them in a dark corner booth.
Tom sat impossibly close to Ashley, his lips grazing her ear or neck - Chris couldn't tell which from this distance. Clayton leaned in from her other side, equally intimate. Both men seemed to have their hand under the table, but from his vantage point Chris couldn't be sure. Ashley's eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her face flushed even in the dim light.
Chris rushed over to them, nearly tripping over the bouncer who stood just outside the roped off area. As he approached the table, his emotions a storm of jealousy, arousal and concern. Both men straightened up as he neared, though neither moved away completely.
"Everything alright?" Clayton asked smoothly, as if nothing was amiss.
"Just Katie calling with some security protocol questions," Chris managed, his eyes fixed on Ashley's disheveled appearance. "It's getting late though. I'm beat. Are you ready to head out?" Ashley saw the look of concern in his eyes but also the lust burning even deeper behind them. She bit her lip as she started to stand.
Tom stood as well and before Ashley had a chance to respond he grabbed her hand. "Mind if I steal another dance?"
"Actually-" Chris started, but Ashley was already following Tom to the dance floor, casting a seductive glance over her shoulder.
Clayton stood up from his spot beside Chris, leaning close to speak in his ear over the music. "Tom seems to be enjoying himself." His voice carried that familiar mocking tone as they watched Tom's hands settle on Ashley's hips, his fingers sliding over the front of her thighs.
Ashley's eyes found Chris across the dance floor, she smiled as she pressed back against Tom, her dress riding dangerously high as his fingers splayed across her thighs. Tom's lips found her neck, and Chris watched her eyes flutter closed, her lips parting slightly.
The bass pulsed through Chris's body as he watched them move together, Tom's hands growing bolder with each beat. Ashley's fingers tangled in Tom's hair as he whispered something in her ear, making her laugh and grind harder against him.
"During our meeting today," Clayton's voice cut through Chris's trance, "Tom mentioned pushing the board to approve BitGuardian's European expansion." He paused, watching Tom's hands slide just inside Ashley's thigh. "He thinks Ashley could be quite... persuasive in helping that along. He suggested bringing her along."
Something in Clayton's words sliced through the fog of arousal. The implication turned Chris's stomach.
"No." Chris's voice was firm, surprising even himself. "I told you before, Ashley isn't a bargaining chip. I don't trust Tom and I don't want her spending any more time with him." He turned to lock eyes with Clayton, noting the surprised look on his face. "Unless you're planning to buy me out, all this stuff with Tom and Ashley stops now." He turned to leave before considering something and turning back to Clayton. "It sure as hell just sounded like you were trying to pimp my wife out for this deal. If you ever try that shit again you won't be seeing any more of her either."
Clayton stepped back slightly, genuine surprise flickering across his features at Chris's sudden backbone. For once, his usual smirk faltered. "It isn't like that. I just meant..."
Chris shook his head and turned his back to Clayton, walking onto the dance floor to Ashley. His heart was racing, his fingers clutched into tight fists ready to punch Tom if needed. He inserted himself between Ashley and Tom, his hand finding her waist possessively. "We're leaving." The conviction in his voice brooked no argument.
Ashley's teasing expression shifted as she registered his serious tone. She nodded, allowing Chris to guide her away from Tom's reach.
"Looking forward to our next meeting," Tom called after them, but Chris didn't turn around.
****
Ashley giggled drunkenly as she fell into the back of the car. She knew Chris was upset, but he had told her jealousy was part of what made all of this fun for him, so she had a feeling he would calm down once they started driving. The Uber driver, a college kid with a Mariners cap sitting low on his head, gave them a soft hello as they slammed the door of the Corolla. His eyes never seemed to leave the rearview mirror as the sound of the club faded in the background, his gaze locked on Ashley's low-cut dress.
"I had fun tonight," Ashley whispered laying her head on Chris's shoulder and her hand on his thigh.
Chris took a couple of deep breaths, closing his eyes and trying to lower his heart rate. He was thankful to no longer have to deal Clayton or Tom. He just wanted to get back to his room, to get out of these clothes and to make love to his wife. Ashley's soft kisses on his neck made him stir and despite wanting to be upset, the anger was melting away with each soft press of her lips.
"You know, seeing how possessive you when he pulled me from the dance floor was so fucking hot." She let her tongue roll over his neck biting softly on it causing Chris to hiss. "I've never had anyone fighting over me before." She gave his thigh a soft squeeze her fingers already registering how taut his pants were. The sudden slamming of the brakes made both Ashley and Chris fly forward in their seat, their seatbelts the only thing keeping them from flying into the front.
"Shit, sorry," the driver murmured his front bumper inches from the car in front of him. Ashley and Chris locked eyes with each other in the rearview mirror, as Ashley raised an eyebrow. Sitting back in her seat Ashley saw the driver's eyes again fall to her chest as she slid her hand from Chris's thigh to pulsing erection.
"Ash..."
"Don't you want to hear about what happened while you were outside on the phone?" Ashley's voice was dripping with desire as she slowly worked down the zipper of Chris's pants snaking her fingers inside them.



Chris wanted to tell her to stop, remind her that Tom was off limits, but as her hand wrapped around his bare cock the words got lost in his throat.
"Mmm already so hard, baby. What are you thinking about?" She gave his shaft a slow deliberate pump as her tongue slid across his ear. "Do you think he was this hard? This big?" Her strokes got faster as Chris bit down on his bottom lip his hips gently raising off the seat with each stroke.
"You were gone for so long, and I was getting so horny. It didn't take much encouragement for what happened next." Ashley pulled Chris's dick free from his pants her eyes catching the driver's in the rearview mirror before she lowered her head to Chris's lap.
"Fuuuuck. I told you, not Tom," Chris choked out as he felt Ashley's warm breath on his shaft.
"Mmm, I don't know if I've ever seen you this hard," she teased as her tongue slowly circled his engorged crown.
"Aaaahhh," Chris brought his hands to her head. He had meant to pull her away, but as the soft walls of her mouth closed around him he found himself gripping her hair, forcing her deeper onto his cock.
"He... hey, I don't want a mess in my car," the driver's voice rang from the front of the car and Chris felt Ashley slowly pull off his spear with a loud pop, replacing it with her hand. He groaned in frustration realizing how badly he needed a release.
Ashley locked eyes with the driver through the mirror, running her tongue across her lips as if to savor the taste of Chris. "Don't worry there won't be a mess. I plan to swallow every last drop." She felt Chris pulse in her hand as she said the words.
"I... still, it's against company policy," the driver stuttered intimidated by the woman in the back seat.
Ashley smirked, a look that looked to close to the one Clayton often gave, as she continued to lock eyes with the driver. "Aren't rules made to be broken?" She asked with a smile.
Chris wasn't sure if she was talking to him or the driver. Before he could work it out, she continued. "It can be our little secret. You won't tell anyone, right?" As she spoke as slowly pulled the straps of her dress down her arms. She had to suppress a laugh as the driver's eyes nearly popped out of his head as her large chest bounced free.
"Holy shit" the driver and Chris seemed to say in unison causing a rush of confidence to wash over Ashley.
Having the driver seemingly subdued she focused back on Chris, lowering her head back to his lap. "Now where was I... Oh yeah, Tom's big cock. Mmmm," She moaned taking half of Chris's length back in her mouth.
The anger Chris felt earlier was back as he imagined Ashley wrapping her lips around his dick. He wrapped his fists in her hair thrusting with a forcefulness he'd never used before with her as his dick hit the back of her throat making her gag. Ashley tried to come up for air, but Chris wouldn't allow it he continued to hammer into her, all his frustrations from the night being taken out on her. He felt her palms pressing against his thighs, heard the gurgling noises coming from her mouth, and in his mind, saw Tom and Clayton using her like a cheap whore.
"Holy shit, dude," the driver's voice caused him to open his eyes, breaking the spell he was under and releasing his grip on Ashley's head.
She shot up spitting and gasping for her. Her mascara was running down her face, mixing with tears. "Fuck, you really don't like him, do you?" That same seductive glint was still in her eyes despite the tears. Chris was ready to apologize, to say he didn't mean to get so rough and out of hand, but the look in her eye told him she loved every second of it.
"Do you mind holding this for me," Ashley said locking eyes with the driver once more as she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She made a show of lowering it from her shoulders, slowly easing the cups away from her chest. Her quarter-sized areolas, flushed and taut with anticipation, framed her hardened nipples that stood proudly against her soft, bare skin, rising and falling with each shallow breath. A shiver of excitement ran through her as she let the fabric fall away, fully aware of how his gaze lingered, drinking in every inch of her as she passed it up to him.
Ashley pushed away from the seat, using the headrest of the passenger seat to balance as she squeezed her body between Chris's legs and seat in front of him.
"How long do you think you were outside on that call?" Ashley asked slipping back into character as she ran her fingers over her chest smashing her breasts together. "Do you think it was long enough for Tom to have me like this?" She held eye contact with Chris as she flattened her tongue and ran it over the underside of his shaft. Her tongue swirled around each ball sucking it gently into her mouth before making her way back up. She heard him moan and watched as his eyes fell shut. Then with a wicked smile, she pinned his slobbery meat between her breasts, fucking him with her chest and taking his head into her mouth. She felt the car swerve, probably from the driver straining to see the action in the back seat.
Chris moaned in delight as he felt the soft flesh of Ashley's chest against his cock. They'd never done this before and he was amazed at just how good it felt. With each thrust he would lift his hips further off the seat determined to get more of his cock past her chest and into her waiting mouth.
Ashley mauled her chest as she felt Chris drive into her face. She felt so powerful, so in control. Between the way Chris was acting and the taboo nature of the driver watching her she wondered if she would be able to make herself cum with just touching her chest. Her fingers rolled over her nipples as Chris pushed more of his meat into eager mouth, her tongue swirling it as he did. She barely registered the car pulling over. The thought of it completely forgotten as she felt Chris begin to twitch.
"Fuck, Ash. Don't stop. I'm so close." Chris's hips began to pump at a fevered pace as his mouth hung open. Not even the dome light coming on overhead or the soft sound of the door opening could break him from the moment. With one final thrust he tilted his hips toward Ashley's waiting mouth and exploded with a huff.
Ashley moaned in delight as she felt Chris's cock expand in her throat. His warm seed coated her throat as she did her best to keep her word and swallow every drop of it. Once she felt Chris's hips drop and a long satisfied sigh leave his mouth, she took one final lick before slowly slipping his deflating member from her mouth.
Momentary confusion ran through Ashley as she opened her eyes and saw light filling the car. Even more so as she felt the cool air race across her exposed skin. Turning her head she saw the rear driver side door open, their driver halfway into the back seat before she noticed him. She raised her eyebrow as him as he stood with one leg in the car and one out.
"I... um... we're here. I just thought..."
Pushing herself up using Chris's thigh for support, Ashley pulled the straps of her dress back up over her shoulders. "Sorry, big boy. The show's over, but you can keep that as a tip," Ashley said with a grin as she nodded toward her bra in the front seat. She then reached up with her left hand and opened Chris's door, crawling out into the night as Chris zipped himself back up.
****
Ashley danced into their hotel room, still buzzed from both alcohol and adrenaline. "That was incredible," she laughed, kicking off her heels. "That poor Uber driver is going to remember this night for the rest of his life..." She reached behind her neck for her dress zipper, but Chris's serious expression made her pause.
"What really happened while I was outside?" His voice was low, controlled. Now that his head was clear and his release over, all he felt was the jealousy and the anger.
"Oh, you want to hear more details?" Ashley teased, but as she spun around and saw Chris's expression she knew this was serious. The playful energy drained from her face as she recognized his genuine concern. "Chris?"
"At the table," he said, his jaw tight as his hands fidgeted at his sides. "Their hands were under the table. I saw how flushed you were."
Ashley crossed the room to him, placing her hands on his chest. "Nothing happened," she said calmly, pressing a reassuring kiss on his cheek. "We were dancing, maybe a bit more suggestively than you'd like, but that's all."
"But at the table-"
Ashley pressed her fingers to his cheek, forcing him to meet her eyes. "They were being handsy, yes. But nothing inappropriate happened. I wouldn't let it." She kissed him softly. "I promise."
The tension in Chris's shoulders eased slightly. "I just... when I saw Tom with you..."
"I know," Ashley said quietly. "You don't like him." She wrapped her arms around his neck. "But there's a part of it, that makes it all even hotter right? The forbidden fruit."
Chris chewed on his lip, he didn't want to admit that she was right. Ashley saw the hesitation in his eyes and pulled him closer. "This only works if we trust each other completely. I understand Tom is off limits, but unless you say something, the thrill of the forbidden nature of it is too tempting."
Chris wrapped his arms around her, burying his face in her hair. The familiar scent of her shampoo calmed him, reminding him of all their years together, all the trust they'd built.
"I trust you," he whispered. "It's them I don't trust."
She kissed her neck softly. "Then trust that I understand the boundaries, and that sometimes I press those boundaries to get more of a rise out of you. But I know they are there."
Chris let out a long sigh, the tension in his shoulders evaporating as his kissed Ashley softly. "I love you."
"I love you too. Now, help me out of this dress. I need you inside me," she whispered seductively as she rubbed against Chris's body.
Chris's fingers reached the zipper on her dress and slowly slid it down as their mouths came together. The kiss continued, Ashley still the instigator from dancing and the ride back to being hot under the collar, but she shivered when the dress hit the floor revealing her in black silk panties only.
"You're so fucking sexy," Chris murmured against her neck, his hands sliding across her skin as if he was trying to carve it into memory. "I can't believe you did that in that car. The look in that kid's eyes..." They stumbled toward the bed, wrapped in each other's embrace.
Ashley moaned in his mouth as she sat on top of him, knees digging into the sides of him as she sat up. "I wonder what he would have done if you had lasted just a little bit longer. I mean, he was pretty much in the backseat by the time that I saw him."
Chris sucked in air as his penis came back to life. "I don't know, but he sure couldn't take his eyes off these," he exclaimed laughing as he placed his hand over Ashley's breast. She let out a soft moan her hips rolling into him.
A sharp knock on the door brought them to an abrupt halt.
"Ignore it," Chris whispered, leaning up and taking her nipple into his mouth. Ashley moaned in delight rotating her hips as she ground against his growing member as a second louder knock beat against the door.
"They are going to wake up the entire floor," Ashley breathed between moans, but her hands continued to explore Chris's chest.
The third was a pound, unmistakable. Ashley pulled away with an exasperated breath. "I'll get it."
"Like that?" Chris gestured to her state of undress.
Ashley's eyes dropped to her own form and she shrugged, grabbing a hotel robe. "Nothing a couple others haven't already seen today," she teased, cinching the belt awkwardly.
She padded across to the door, expecting room service or a lost traveler. Instead, her intake of breath echoed out the quiet room as she opened the door a fraction and saw Clayton staring back at her.
Clayton stood in the doorway, his suit from the club replaced with pajama pants and a t-shirt. That familiar smirk playing on his lips. "I trust you had a nice afternoon?" His voice carried that smooth confidence that always seemed to unsettle them both. He entered without waiting for invitation.
"We thought you were done for the night," Ashley said, trying to maintain her earlier confidence. But something in Clayton's eyes made her voice waver.
"Did you?" Clayton circled her slowly, like a predator sizing up prey. "After everything you promised at the airport?" His fingers traced her shoulder, barely touching. "After that little show at the club?"
Ashley's earlier confidence wavered as Clayton's carefully chosen words brought back flashes of the day - his quiet observation at the airport, his calculated advances at the club.
"I was just..." Her voice trailed off as his hands found the tie of her robe. She glanced at Chris, seeing her own uncertainty reflected in his eyes.
The robe had slipped open, floating down off her shoulders as Clayton drew near, his presence clouding around her senses. Her earlier brashness was a far-off recollection, a game she'd been allowed to play.
Ashley turned full circle to face Chris, her body trembling a little as she searched for reassurance in him. "Chris, what do you think." The words caught in her throat as Clayton's lips grazed her neck, and a shiver of electricity streaked down her body. Her gaze never left Chris, trying to sense his response.
"Don't ask him," Clayton murmured against her skin, his hands sliding the robe from her shoulders. "You didn't seem concerned about Chris's permission when you were teasing me at the airport." The fabric pooled at her feet as his words hit their mark. "Or during your little performance in the club." His hands slid around her exposed waist, his fingers pressing into her tight skin as he pulled her against his manhood. Each point landed like a calculated blow to her confidence. "Why start asking now?"
Chris sat frozen on the bed, watching Ashley's expression shift from uncertainty to desire. Her earlier displays of control now felt like moves in a game she hadn't even known she was playing. The woman who had boldly manipulated situations all day seemed to fade away with each of Clayton's carefully chosen words and expert touches.
"And you," Clayton directed at Chris, his lips never leaving Ashley's neck. "Your little outburst at the club was very disrespectful." His hands slid up Ashley's ribs slowly, drawing soft gasps from her lips. "You seem to forget who you're talking to."
Ashley's eyes fluttered between open and closed, her body betraying her as Clayton's experienced touch played her like an instrument. Each caress seemed calculated not just for her pleasure, but for Chris's torment. Her body was on fire, and despite wanting to come to Chris's aid all she could do was melt into Clayton's touch.
"Did you think," Clayton continued, his voice carrying that dangerous edge, "your newfound confidence as it pertains to work changed anything?" His fingers ghosted along Ashley's curves, drawing goosebumps across her skin. "We might be closer to equals in the office now, but here..." He punctuated his point by running his fingers back down Ashley's body. pressing his fingers against the wet fabric of Ashley's thong. She arched back against him with a deep moan. "Here, you know exactly where you stand."
Chris's jaw clenched as he watched Ashley respond, her body betraying how deeply Clayton's touch affected her. He hated the way Clayton was talking to him, how Ashley was responding to him, how his cock was so hard it hurt.
"I take my debts very seriously, Ashley," Clayton's voice dropped lower, his free hand tangling in her hair as the other continued to rub her soaked panties. "And I always collect what I'm owed." With subtle pressure, he guided her downward.
Ashley bent down to the floor, her earlier confidence completely shattered She adjusted herself to face him again her hands already making their way to his waistline without being told to.
"There we go," Clayton smiled, his eyes meeting Chris's. "This is more appropriate, don't you think? A reminder of just how things actually work between us." His fingers stroked Ashley's jaw as he spoke, pressing hard enough that she opened her lips and let his thumb slide over her tongue.
Chris felt his body respond traitorously to the scene before him. Despite his earlier show of strength at the club, he knew deep down this was inevitable. Clayton had always been in control, and some part of Chris had always wanted this - needed this. His growing arousal, and Ashley's growing submission, betrayed how right Clayton was.
Ashley's fingers worked quickly, tugging his pants down just enough to free his already hard cock. She looked up at him, biting her lip as the giant piece of meat sprung free.
Clayton smirked, gripping her hair tighter, guiding her mouth to him. "You missed it didn't you? You've been thinking about my cock all day." He controlled her head as her tongue snaked across his shaft. He made a show of it, pressing the heavy piece of flesh against her cheeks and around her nose before tilting his hips and sinking between her lips.
Chris watched, his heart pounding in his chest as Ashley took Clayton into her mouth. He saw the way she wrapped around him, her cheeks hollowing out as she began to suck. A mix of jealousy and arousal surged through him, his own cock throbbing at the sight. He hated how much this turned him on, how much he wanted to see Ashley pleasing Clayton. With trembling fingers he began to work on the button of his own pants desperate to free his painful erection.
"Good girl," Clayton murmured, his grip on her hair tightening as he controlled her pace. His eyes never left Chris's, the smirk on his face a clear sign of his victory. "See, Chris? This is how she should be. Obedient. Eager to please. She may think she wants to be in control, but in reality she just wants to be treated like a slut." He pushed his hips forward as Ashley tried her best to accommodate more of him. "Isn't that right, Ashley? You enjoy being my cock sucking whore, don't you?"
"Mmmpfh " was the only sound to come from Ashley's mouth as she placed her hands on Clayton's thighs and continued to coat his cock with her saliva. With each thrust of his hips, each word that he spoke, she found her body aching with a need for release.
Chris couldn't take his eyes off them as he shed the last of his clothes. He saw how Ashley's body responded, her nipples hardening, her hips squirming as she knelt before Clayton. He knew she was turned on, that she wanted this. And despite his jealousy, he wanted it too. He wanted to see her submit, to see her taken.
Clayton pulled Ashley off his cock, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "On the bed," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. Ashley complied, licking his lips as his cock sprung from from her lips. She crawled onto the bed, her ass wiggling in the air, her eyes on Chris. The first thing she noticed as she crawled between his legs, was just how hard he was. Despite having cum less than an hour ago, his erection was already at full strength. The second thing she noticed, was the look of pure lust in his eyes. She didn't need to worry about going too far. He wanted this just as bad as she did.
Clayton took his position behind her, his hands gripping her hips possessively. He looked at Chris, his eyes filled with a dark intensity and lingering anger. "I know how much you love to watch," he said, his voice a low growl. "Now you get to watch up close."
Ashley leaned forward, her hands sliding up Chris's thighs as she held his gaze. She wanted to taste him, to feel him in her mouth. She licked her lips with anticipation as Clayton's fingers burned fire down her legs as he removed her last piece of clothing.
Chris watched Ashley's face, his cock throbbing in his hand as she leaned in, her breath hot on his skin. He could see the desire in her eyes, the need to please him even as she submitted to Clayton. He nodded slightly, giving her the reassurance she sought as Clayton slid on a condom behind her.



Ashley placed a soft kiss on Chris's hand as he slid it away from his already throbbing dick. She could feel Clayton's spear pressing against her, could feel his desire and his anger as she coated him with her juices.
"You know what I like most about you, Chris?" Clayton sneered as he applied pressure to Ashley's hips getting her in just the right position. "You're not afraid to share the things you love." Before Chris had time to respond, Clayton drove his hips forward impaling Ashley on his dick.
"Ooohhhh, fuuuuck" Ashley moaned throwing her head back, her eyes widening as he filled her completely. He was somehow bigger than she remembered, and the sudden intrusion sent a shockwave of sensation through her.
Chris watched, mouth agape as Ashley's body adjusted to the sudden intrusion. Once the initial shock wore off, she leaned down, her tongue licking the tip of Chris's cock causing him to let out his own moan.
She tried to focus on Chris, her mouth wrapping around his cock as she began to suck. But Clayton's thrusts were hard and fast, pushing her forward with each movement. She choked slightly, her hands gripping Chris's thighs for support as his cock pushed into the back of her throat.
Chris watched, his breathing shallow and uneven, as Ashley struggled to take him in her mouth. He could see the effect Clayton's rough thrusts were having on her, could see her body shaking with each impact. He reached down, his hands gently stroking her hair, trying to offer some comfort.
Clayton smirked, seeing Chris's attempt at tenderness. He gripped Ashley's hips tighter, slapping her ass as his thrusts becoming even more forceful. "This is what she needs," he growled. "She wants it hard. She needs to be punished." As if to demonstrate his point, Clayton stopped thrusting and let Chris watch as Ashley threw her hips back with such force that Clayton nearly lost his balance. She was fucking herself on Clayton's dick with an intensity Chris couldn't understand. All the while her moans grew louder as they reverberated off his cock, disappearing down her throat.
"You missed it didn't you? You missed fucking me," his eyes locked on Chris's as he spoke. His hips thrust harder into Ashley. He yanked on Ashley's hair, like reins on a horse causing Chris's dick to fall from her mouth.
"Oh... fuck! Yes, yes, fuck ME!" Ashley bellowed as Clayton's words seemed to drive her on like a rancher would a herd.
Clayton swatted her ass again, harder than before as he pushed his hips forward at the exact time she was pulling back. Her velvet grip sank down to the root of his cock causing Clayton to groan in pleasure. He slapped her other cheek, the red handprint dark and angry against the soft glow of her ass.
Ashley took Chris back into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his head as Clayton seemed to pick up steam. She felt like she was about to come undone. She couldn't believe how quickly her orgasm snuck up on her.
"How are you so fucking tight?" Clayton gasped feeling Ashley's walls cave in around him. He pulled on her hair again using it as leverage to push deeper into her core.
Chris's cock sprung from Ashley's mouth. "Fuuuck, Oh my god, don't stop," she pleaded her hands falling from Chris's legs and clutching the sheets as she rested her head against his thigh.
Chris could see Ashley's struggle, could see her attention shifting away from him. He felt a pang of jealousy, but also a surge of arousal. Watching her taken like this, watching her overwhelmed with so much pleasure, was intoxicating.
Clayton leaned forward, his body covering Ashley's back as he fucked her with a renewed vigor. His hands found her breasts, squeezing them roughly as he pounded into her. He rolled and pinched her nipples between his fingers as Ashley cried out lifting from Chris's lap and arching her back.
Chris watched Ashley's face as she rose up, his cock aching as Ashley's attention turned fully to Clayton. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth slightly open as her tongue slid across her bottom teeth. He knew that look well. She was close to coming. He reached down, his hand gripping his cock as he began to stroke himself, his eyes never leaving her face.
Ashley was lost in sensation, her body on fire as Clayton took her. She felt her orgasm approaching fast. She arches her back higher, trying desperately to somehow get Clayton even deeper than he already was. She could feel his anger, his desire, his need to dominate her. And she loved it. She felt his hand leave her hip, his thrust more urgent. She gasped as she felt it wrap around her throat, pulling her even harder into his pistoning shaft. "Cum for me. Show Chris what a slut you truly are." His breath was hot on her cheek, and with a final thrust she began to see stars.
"Ohhh fuck. Jesus, don't stop. Fuck, oh fuck," she pleaded through choked gasps. Clayton released her throat causing her to fall forward on the bed. Through dreamy eyes, she looked up at Chris and saw him stroking himself. A sliver of regret washed over her as she realized she had stopped sucking him. She wanted to give him pleasure, but her body was too tired to move. She lazily reached out, replacing his hand with her as she stroked his cock.
Clayton smirked, looking at Chris as he waited for Ashley's orgasm to subside before picking back up the pace. "This is what she wants, Chris. She wants to be taken, to be used. She doesn't want gentle lovemaking. She wants to be fucked. Her pussy is practically begging, clamping down on me like it can't get enough." As if on cue, Ashley let out another moan. Her fingers tightened on Chris's shaft as Clayton's pace picked back up.
Chris nodded, as if in a trance. He was close, so close. Watching Ashley submit to Clayton, watching her taken so roughly, was the most erotic thing he'd ever seen. Ashley's hand however was barely moving, it was slow and agonizing. Chris began rocking his hips in time with Clayton's thrust in fear that his orgasm would subside.
Ashley's moans grew louder, her body tensing as Clayton picked back up steam. She couldn't believe he was still going so hard. she expected him to finish at the same time as her, but as her moans grew louder and the smell of sex filled the air she knew he was far from done.
Clayton's fingers found Ashley's clit causing her body to come back to life. "Ohhh, fuck. How do you do that?" She moaned, amazed at how Clayton seemed to always know exactly how and where to touch her. Her panting became louder as she opened her eyes and looked at Chris. Her grip on him strengthened as she jerked his cock faster.
"Ahhh, Ashley, you gotta stop or I'm going to..." Chris pleaded feeling his balls constrict. This only seemed to spur Ashley on as she tightened her grip.
"Mmm fuck. In my mouth, baby. Let me take you in my mouth." Ashley felt bad that she wasn't giving Chris more attention. She tried to move her body forward to at least allow him to finish in her mouth.
However, Clayton had other plans. As soon as Ashley tried to move her mouth over Chris's cock his grip on her hips tightened and he picked up his pace, hammering into her with a fury that couldn't be contained.
"Ohhh. Ohhh fuck, Oh God," Ashley wailed as she squeezed Chris's shaft her head falling back down to the mattress in front on him.
"Uuuugh, fuck," Chris roared as he erupted all over Ashley's hand, a few spurts even landing in her hair. Clayton watched with a sinister grin on his face as the last on Chris's seed seeped down Ashley's fingers.
"Ahh that's too bad. I guess you're going to miss all the real fun," Clayton taunted as he slowed his strokes and allowed Ashley to catch her breath. she looked up at Chris, a flash of sadness in her eyes as she released his twitching cock.
"Go and get cleaned up. We could use more space, anyway," Clayton laughed sliding his cock out of Ashley causing her to sigh. For a brief moment, Chris held his ground. This was his room, his wife, Clayton had no right. Ashley's finger's slid across his causing him to lose his focus.
"I love you," she whispered, and just like that the jealousy was gone. He cut his eyes to Clayton one last time, then slid off the bed.
The moment Chris was off the bed, Clayton was pushing Ashley onto her back. "Are you ready to feel what it really means to be fucked?"
"Yessss," she hissed spreading her legs in acceptance.
Clayton grinned, looking smugly at Chris who stood watching from the bathroom door. He licked his lips, admiring Ashley's naked body spread on the bed, her full surrender complete. He leaned down taking her tit between his teeth causing her to moan and buck her hips. His fingers traced up her legs as he released her nipple from her mouth and kissed her neck.
"Mmmm, please," Ashley whispered.
"Please what?"
"Please, fuck me," Ashley whined opening her eyes to see Clayton smiling down at her. Instinctively she wet her lips as she felt his large head press against her clit. He leaned closer, his mouth inches from hers. She tilted her hips, desperate to find his manhood, but it slipped over her clit causing her to shudder. She turned her head at the last minute, denying him the kiss he seemed to crave.
"Just, fuck me," she said again this time with more conviction. She turned her head back looking into Clayton's eyes. She could see the anger, the lust. She didn't know why, but that was the look she craved.
He grabbed her ankles, placing them on his shoulders one by one using a little more force than necessary, folding her nearly in half. Ashley gasped at the sudden change in position, her body now completely at his mercy.
Hold onto the headboard," Clayton commanded, his voice ripe with anger. Ashley complied, clasping the wooden bars behind her head. Clayton leaned forward, his hips meeting the back of her thighs, his cock at her entrance.
"Please," Ashley begged, her eyes locked onto his. She tried to push her hips up, to impale herself on his cock, but Clayton held her firmly in place.
"Begging won't help you, Ashley," he said, a cruel smile playing on his lips. "You like to play games? Well, so do I."
With a sudden, powerful thrust, Clayton buried himself inside her. Ashley cried out, her back arching as much as her position allowed. Clayton gave her no time to adjust, pulling out almost completely before slamming back into her.
"Uhmhmmmmm, Uh fuck," Ashley grunted. "Oh my God, your cock. It's, it's so fucking, fuuuuck."
Clayton set a brutal pace, causing Ashley's grasp on the headboard to tighten. His hips moved piston-like, driving into her with heavy, rhythmic strokes each one filling the room with the sound of flesh meeting flesh and Ashley's sharp gasps and moans.
"Are you ready to admit you love my cock?"
"Uh, fuck, sooo fucking deep." Ashley felt herself on the verge of another crushing orgasm. The intensity of they way Clayton was fucking her was like nothing she'd ever experienced.
"Say it, say you love my cock."
"Yesssss. Fuck. Yes, I love it. It feels so fucking good."
"Then fucking, prove it!"
At first, Ashley wasn't sure what he meant. Then Clayton leaned down, his body folding Ashley even further. His lips brushed against hers and this time she didn't dare turn away. His tongue found hers in a harsh, demanding kiss. He bit her lower lip, tugging on it as he pulled away, leaving Ashley gasping for breath.
"You feel that, Ashley?" he growled, his hips never stopping their relentless pace. "That's what being fucked feels like. That's what you want, isn't it?"
Ashley could only moan, her words lost amidst the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. Her head lifted from the bed, in search for Clayton's tongue as she sucked it into her mouth like a common whore. Her legs ached from the strain of her position, but the pleasure of Clayton's cock filling her, the pain of his teeth on her lips, the sheer intensity of it all, pushed her towards the edge of another orgasm.
Clayton could feel her contracting around him, could see the signs of her impending climax. He slowed his pace, his strokes becoming deeper, more deliberate. He reached between their bodies, his fingers finding her clit.
"Cum for me, Ashley," he demanded, his fingers drawing tight circles around her sensitive nub. "Show me how much you love being fucked."
Ashley's body tensed as her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave. She glanced briefly at Chris, a soft smile forming on her lips as she fought to keep her eyes open, wanting to hold onto that connection with him. It was a small gesture, but for Chris, it was everything. Clayton might believe he was in control, and maybe, in many ways, he was. But in that fleeting smile, Ashley confirmed that, no matter the intensity of the moment, this was still about her and Chris.
"Yes, ohhh fuck, Clayton. Oh, fuck, don't stop, baby," she cried, her body convulsing beneath him as her eyes snapped shut. Her inner walls tightened around his cock, pulling him over the edge with her.
"Ugggh fuck, take it!" Clayton roared throwing his head back as he came. His cock pulsed inside her, filling the condom with his release. He continued to thrust, drawing out both their orgasms until they were nothing more than trembling, sweaty messes.
Tired, Clayton released Ashley's legs, and they fell onto the bed. He landed on her, his sweat-drenched body sticking to hers. Ashley hugged him tightly, her tongue once more exploring his mouth. They stayed that way for a couple of seconds, the sound of this erotic kissing filling the otherwise very still room.
Chris cleared his throat from the doorway. The movement seemed to jerk Ashley out of her daze, as she broke the kiss and turned her head Chris's way.
Clayton glanced between them, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. "Well," he drawled, letting the silence stretch just a bit too long, "my work here is done. I'll see myself out." His tone was laced with something between a challenge and a jest, lingering in the air like a taunt. Without waiting for a response, he turned and collected his clothes. Once dressed he strode to the door, giving one last amused glance over his shoulder before disappearing down the hall.
The door slammed shut in the abrupt quiet. Ashley exhaled, her gaze after him before she turned to Chris, worry flickering in her eyes. "Are you okay?" she breathed, looking at his face. "I'm sorry," she said more or less to herself.
"For what?"
"I wanted to please you. I wanted you in my mouth and then..."
"It's not your fault," Chris replied trying to sound comforting. "Clayton knew what he was doing. He wanted to prove that he was in control."
Ashley chewed nervously on her bottom lip, considering what he said. "I... I completely lost it there at the end."
Chris smiled as he walked toward her. "That's what makes it so intense," he replied, sliding onto the bed beside her. "Seeing you like that... watching you completely surrender..." He let out a shaky breath. "It's the thing I love most about this. And hate most about it too."
Ashley lifted her head, studying him. "Really?" A hint of their earlier playfulness returned to her voice. "Even after everything that's happened today?"
"Especially after today." Chris pulled her closer, his fingers trailing along her skin. "Watching you go from being so in control at the airport, to this..." He smiled against her hair. "You're incredible, you know that?"
"God, what is wrong with us?" Ashley laughed softly against his chest. "Normal couples don't do this."
"Since when have we ever been normal?" Chris murmured, kissing her forehead.
They settled into each other's arms, trading soft, lazy kisses. Ashley's entire body felt heavy with exhaustion, her muscles aching pleasantly as she melted against Chris's familiar warmth. Her mind was littered with questions, but she would let them sit for another night. Right now, all she wanted was this tender moment with her husband, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat against her cheek slowly lulling her toward sleep, before getting on a plane in the morning and heading back to reality.
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"Oh God, don't stop," Wendy's cries bounced off the dimly lit bedroom as Jon ground his hips against hers. Over the course of the last week, things at home seemed to improve by the day. Wendy seemed to find her footing at work, and was back to working normal hours. Not only that, but she seemed to always come home ready for action with Jon. Not that he was complaining, he loved these moments with his wife. He'd read a study recently that couples who had sex at least once a week were more likely to last. If this week was any indication, he and Wendy were going to last forever.
"I love the way you feel," Jon whispered, causing Wendy to wrap her long legs around his back and pull him deeper into her. He felt incredible in this position, so deep and so powerful. Her walls coated his latex covered cock with her juices as her mouth sought his for a hungry kiss.
After her near disaster with Michael last week she had practically cut off all ties with him. Of course, they still had a large project to work on, and she was determined to make that succeed, but not at the cost of her marriage. She had messaged Michael that same night and told him she wanted to find a way to work within normal business hours. Taking it a step further, she even started working primarily from her desk again, only going to Michael's office to prepare for meetings. Overall, it seemed to be working. Michael was a little distant and off-putting at first, but he was professional enough to not push too hard and respect her boundaries (a sentence she never thought she'd say about Michael.)
A nagging worry tugged at the edges of her mind even as Jon's skillful movements built pleasure through her body. The constant communication Michael had always seemed to require of her drifted more and more each day. What had started as a steady stream of emails from him about the Fireball campaign had dwindled to just a couple a day. She understood that after the initial push for launch there would be a cooling off period, but how quickly it happened seemed odd. Ava had tried to tell her that it was probably Michael playing mind games, but she dismissed it. Had Ava always been so petty?
Jon sat back on his knees. From this position he could still make love to his wife while also admiring her chest. His cock pulsed inside her as he watched her chest bounce with each thrust, her nipples, the size of a quarter, stood perfectly erect begging for attention. Attention that Jon was happy to give. He dipped his head while driving his hips forward, taking the nub into his mouth.
"Mmm fuck, that feels so good, baby." Wendy had always found it funny the way Jon paid so much attention to her chest. He was the one person who didn't make her feel self-conscious about it. Sure, she knew he ogled it just as much as every other guy that saw her, but the way he worshipped it during love making made all the difference in the world to her.
Sitting back upright, Jon ran his hands over Wendy's tight stomach. Her eyes were closed, her tongue sliding slightly out from the side of her mouth. Jon knew that meant she was getting close. His testicles began to tighten, he wasn't much further behind her. His fingers continued their descent, running over her freshly shaved pubic mound before finding her clit. He applied gentle pressure at first, he didn't want her to lose her release. Soon, he was rubbing faster, her hips working in circles with his thumb.
Wendy's eyes fluttered open, a smile forming on her lips as she saw the way her husband was looking at her. That look on his face always sent her over the edge. The one of pure love mixed with unadulterated lust. This was real. This was what she wanted, not whatever confusing pull she'd felt in a moment of weakness inside Michael's office. She pushed thoughts of work, of Michael, of the Fireball account temporarily from her mind, focusing only on the man above her.
"Oooh fuck, oh yes. Right there." She felt his cock continue to pound against the sensitive bundle of nerves in her pussy. Her muscles contracted and she gripped his cock harder as her orgasm began to rise up inside of her.
Her orgasm continued to build as Jon's paced picked up. His thumb applying more pressure to her sensitive clit as her juices covered his hand.
She felt a blanket of sparks wash over her whole body, radiating out from her sex while simultaneously covering every inch of her. She curled her toes and tightened her grip on Jon. "Ah Fuck! Fuuuck!"
The room began to spin as Jon felt her walls constricting against him. "Uuuungh," he bellowed, his cock expanding deep inside of his wife as his orgasm came right on the heels of hers. He felt rope after rope explode from his cock as Wendy's grip continued to massage his sensitive shaft.
"Mmmm, I love you," Wendy whispered, as their shared orgasm subsided and Jon collapsed on her chest. She ran her hand through his hair, pulling him against her body as he kissed her chest. "Thanks for taking such good care of me," she said with a laugh.
Jon nestled against Wendy's chest, the steady rhythm of her heartbeat slowing down was like a lullaby. This was his favorite part, the quiet aftermath when he could turn his brain off and not worry about numbers, or stats. Her fingers threaded through his hair, growing slower as sleep began to claim her. He smiled against her skin, thinking about that study on relationship longevity. He had a visit with Dr. Carson lined up for tomorrow. He would honor the appointment, but right now it felt like an overreaction on his part. Their relationship was solid. He was happy. They both were.
***
Michael straightened his tie, firing off one last email to Wendy before heading to Brian's office for their weekly check-in. Things had developed nicely with Wendy before she put the brakes on things. He ran through the events in his head, trying to determine what he could have done differently. Had he pushed her too far? He didn't believe so. If anything, he thought he could push her even farther. She had a lot of pent-up anger, anger that Michael was certain he could redirect.
That frustration simmering beneath her polished exterior fascinated him. He'd watched it build every time the executives dismissed her ideas or colleagues treated her as mere decoration. He could tell she spent way too much time getting ready in the morning, looking for outfits to somehow make her less attractive. She saw her attraction as a weakness. He got the impression she had similar feelings about working so closely with Jon. He noticed the flash in her eyes when someone mentioned her being "Jon's wife" rather than acknowledging her own brilliance, that was pure emotional currency in Michael's bank. He'd spent weeks depositing small validations, recognizing insights others missed, creating a dependency on his approval that she didn't even recognize. Her anger wasn't just professional frustration; it was years of being reduced to her appearance while her mind remained untapped potential. And he knew exactly how to weaponize it against her.
He wasn't going to let it get to him. If she wanted to play hard to get then Michael had a plan for that as well. That was why he was so good at what he did, he was a planner. He had contingency plans for every possible situation. Sure, he may not have expected Wendy to pull away so abruptly, but it wasn't anything he couldn't handle.
Michael clenched his jaw, the sting of betrayal gnawing at him more than he thought it would. He'd invested weeks in Wendy, carefully crafted moments of connection, perfectly timed praise, subtle touches that tested her boundaries while maintaining plausible deniability. In a lot of ways she was just like the others. She thought she was better than him. That just because she was hot she could look down on him. He could still hear her laugh as she and Ava shared a joke at his expense. Her comment about him needing to go to the gym. He couldn't wait to show her just how much cardio he had.
There were other things about her though that made her unlike his other conquests. She really was brilliant, this wasn't merely about physical possession. Maybe that was why she kept surprising him. Or maybe it was because she was Jon's wife. Marcus's golden boy. The brilliant, analytical mind who'd dismissed Michael's marketing instincts one too many times. The thought of claiming what belonged to Jon sent a surge of satisfaction through him that rivaled any bedroom triumph.
He rounded the corner toward Brian's office, mentally shifting gears to his executive persona, when the hushed conversation from behind a partially open door caught his attention.
"I'm meeting with her tonight after work. It was hell trying to track her down." The hushed voice of Marcus on the other side of the office door made Michael stop in his tracks. It was still early in the Buckeye building, not many people at the office yet. He peeked his head through the cracked door, but the glare from the sun nearly blinded him. He pulled back, blinking away the sudden blindness as he strained to listen to the conversation.
"It took some convincing, but she's agreed to talk to me. Michael really did a number on her." Michael chewed on his lip. If they were talking about what he thought they were this could be an even bigger problem than he thought. He'd paid good money to make sure Lisa disappeared and didn't cause him any trouble. If Marcus had found her it could ruin him.
"Do you think she'll tell you what happened?" Ava was in there with him, of course she was. Those two had been a thorn in his side for too long. Michael looked at his watch, a silver Rolex given to him by the company after he was promoted to Director. He still had five more minutes before he met with Brian. He needed to come up with a plan.
"You should come with me. I'm going straight from here at five. She may be more at ease with another woman there. It may help her open up more." A low chuckle formed at the base of Michael's throat, as he checked his watch one last time and continued down the hall. They were making this too easy for him.
***
Sunlight poured in from the open blinds in Brian's office, the light reflecting off Michael's perfectly polished shoes. He looked around the space, he was always impressed when he came to Brian's office. His degree from Ohio State hung behind the chair along with pictures of him with his family.
"There he is." Brian beamed, rising from behind his imposing mahogany desk. "The architect behind our Fireball renaissance. Have a seat." He gestured to the leather sofa in front of the desk. The massive pane of windows beside it framed an impressive cityscape; and, oddly, allowed him to see the scarce dust mites beneath Brian's desk. One day, Michael would have this view for himself.
Michael accepted the invite. "Just doing my part."
Brian took a seat, propping his right leg up on his knee. He wasn't as imposing as Michael, but still had an authoritative air about him. "I had a call with Jack Peterson over at Fireball last week. He couldn't stop talking about the presentation you and Wendy delivered."
Michael sat back comfortably in the sofa, sinking lower into its cloud-like texture. "Jack saw the vision pretty quickly. That's what makes him such an effective partner."
"And Wendy," Brian continued, leaning back in his chair, propping his chin up on his fingers like a steeple. "She's quite the surprise, isn't she? I've seen her around for years, but I had no idea she possessed that level of strategic insight. She really seems to thrive under your guidance."
This time the smile on Michael's face was genuine. Not because he was some proud mentor, but because it meant people were seeing exactly what he wanted them to see. "It's been all her, really. She just needed someone to recognize her potential. I think people just got used to seeing her in Jon's shadow."
Brian nodded thoughtfully. "The way she handled those questions about market segmentation was impressive. You've mentored her well."
"She's been putting in great work. Still trying to find the right balance between home and work, but I'll get her there."
"Understandable," Brian said. "Though timing isn't ideal with the campaign gaining momentum. We need her laser focused on this campaign. I trust you can make that happen?"
Michael shifted in his seat, the leather cracking as he felt beads of sweat start to roll down his back. "I'll see what I can do. She is only a marketing specialist after all. I worry that I'm putting too much on her plate." He paused, looking out the window as if he was deep in thought. Through the reflection he saw Marcus and Ava emerge from his office and head in their direction. "There are also the optics of it," he said, turning back to look at Brian. "I don't want people getting the wrong idea. It's a lot of late nights."
Seconds after Michael spoke Ava and Marcus walked past the open door. Their conversation was hushed, and Ava had a wide grin on her face. Brian's gaze tracked them down the hall, his light smile suddenly hardening. "That's... that's a really good point, Michael. Let me ask you something, and it stays between us."
"Of course." Michael sat forward in his seat, his gut pressing uncomfortably into his knees.
"I've noticed Marcus and Ava spending a lot of time together lately." His eyes shifted back toward the now empty hallway. "You're a lot closer to what goes on out there. People seem to trust you." Michael had to stifle a laugh at just how out of touch Brian was. "Is there anything going on there that I should know about?"
"Marcus has always been dedicated to developing talent," Michael replied, doing his best to look shocked at the allegation. "It's one of his greatest qualities as a leader. You don't think he's..." Michael's eyes went wide like he was just putting the pieces together.
"Maybe I'm just overreacting," Brian sat back in his chair, deep in thought. "You haven't seen or heard anything?"
"No, not that I can think of. I mean there was..." Michael bit his lip glancing out the window. "I mean, I'm sure it was nothing."
Brian drummed his fingers against the desk. "How about you let me be the judge of that?"
Michael nodded, turning back to look at Brian. "Well, I mean, I've seen them leave together a few times after work. I didn't think anything of it. Just assumed they had some important meeting to go to or something."
"Christ," Brian sighed, mulling over this new bit of information. "Someone at Marcus's level should know better." He looked back up at Michael, a look of sadness in his eyes. "I appreciate you being honest with me. I know it's never easy to feel like you're turning on someone you admire."
Michael nodded thoughtfully. "I'm sure it's entirely innocent. I mean, he has a family."
"He's been under a lot of stress lately. Sadly, I've seen it happen one too many times," Brian replied, his concern now firmly established. "I should probably keep an eye on that situation. Let's keep this between us for now."
"I'm sure whatever you decide will be appropriate," Michael offered supportively. "My focus remains on delivering for Fireball."
Brian's smile returned slightly. "I appreciate that. In fact, how do you feel about giving Wendy a promotion? Maybe account manager? It sounds like she's more than put in the work to deserve it. Plus, it would help with..." He glanced back toward the hallway. "Optics."
"I think that's a great idea," Michael said rising to his feet. "Do you mind if I'm the one that tells her?"
"Of course whatever you need. Let's just make sure the project is a success," Brian said, turning his attention to the computer in front of him.
As Michael turned to leave, he caught the reflection of Brian's computer screen in the glass. He couldn't be sure, but it looked like he was looking up Marcus's schedule. Probably trying to figure out if there was any reason for Marcus and Ava to be leaving the office together. He shoved his hands into his pockets as he walked back to his office, whistling softly.
Too easy, indeed.
***
Wendy sat at her desk, drinking a tall Iced Brown Sugar Oatmilk Espresso with two pumps of vanilla, an extra shot of espresso, and cinnamon drizzle. It was her go-to when she needed a little extra energy, and right now working on the Fireball social media rollout, she needed the extra energy. It wasn't the type of deep strategic planning she'd been doing with Michael, but it needed to be done, and it was her comfort zone. As she skimmed through campaign drafts, she adjusted the collar of her buttoned-up blouse, a cold breeze coming down the hall causing her to tug her cardigan tighter around her shoulders.
A Lady Gaga song whispered through her headphones, her foot tapping along to the beat. A notification popped up on her screen, bringing a satisfied smile to her face. The marketing department's deep dive research was complete, confirming her instinct about the 25-35 demographic's response to the phoenix imagery. Her hips swayed to the music as she danced in her chair. She wanted to share the good news with Jon, but paused. He was the one that told her the numbers were wrong, he would just argue the research team missed something. She tossed her phone back onto her desk just as Michael's shadow fell across her desk.
Wendy removed the earbud, smiling as she spun around in her chair. "I was just about to message you."
"Was it to tell me you finally finished revising the rollout strategy for Fireball?" Michael's voice was loud. It boomed off the walls of every cubicle in the office, causing people to shift and stare. They'd all heard that tone before from Michael. It was like a car crash you couldn't look away from.
Wendy scrunched her nose, searching Michael's eyes for any clue as to what he was talking about. "What revised strategy?"
Michael let out a huff, his nostrils flaring. Wendy thought for sure she could see smoke billowing from them, like a dragon about to incinerate its prey. "The one I specifically asked you to prioritize. The one I sent you detailed instructions about last Wednesday."
"I never--" Wendy's voice was low, too small for her body as waves of uncertainty washed over her. "You didn't send me anything about revisions."
Michael growled under his breath as he pulled out his phone, shaking his head as he scrolled through it in search of the email. "Wednesday, 2:37 PM. Subject line: URGENT: Fireball Rollout Revisions Required ACTION NEEDED." He turned the screen toward her. "Followed by two more emails on Thursday and Friday when you didn't respond."
The office was eerily silent, except for the sound of Lady Gaga screaming "Poker Face" from the discarded earbud. But Wendy had no poker face, she could feel every eye in the building on her as she turned three different shades of red. She frantically opened her email. No sign of them in her inbox. With growing horror, she checked her spam folder and there they were. Michael's emails buried among discount pharmacy offers and cryptocurrency scams. All with the same words: "ACT NOW", "ACTION NEEDED".
"They... they went to spam." Wendy's hands slid to her legs as she curled and uncurled her fingers against the fabric in her normal four count beat trying to calm her racing heart. "I think when you added action needed it must have triggered something. I'm sorry, Michael I never-"
"Oh so somehow this is my fault?" Michael let out an insidious laugh that turned Wendy's skin ghost white, a look of sheer disappointment on his face. "Everyone told me this account was too much for you to handle, but I didn't listen." He gripped the edge of the cubicle wall. "When you stopped putting in the work, and only started doing the bare minimum this week I should have known."
Wendy's bottom lip started to tremble, tears stinging the back of her eyes. Everyone was looking at her, watching her as she flamed out, just like they knew she would. "Michael please... I... I wasn't saying it was your fault. I just meant."



"It's my fault really." He ran a hand through his greying hair. "when you decided you didn't need my help anymore and you could do it all from your desk... that's when I should have put my foot down. But I didn't. You disappoint me Wendy."
Wendy's cheeks burned as she scrolled through the messages, seeing Michael's increasingly urgent tone across the three emails. The detailed instructions, the timeline, the expectations--all ignored. "I can fix this. I'll work through lunch and--"
"I'll do it," Michael snapped, "like I've done everything else since you decided you could treat this project like any normal nine-to-five." His massive frame seemed to block out the fluorescent lights overhead, casting her in his shadow. "If you don't want this opportunity, if you're not willing to take it seriously and fully commit, I'll find someone who will. I won't risk this account for someone who isn't fully committed."
He turned to leave, and Wendy shot to her feet, anxiety thrumming through her veins. "Michael, wait." Her voice cracked slightly, the tears beginning to slide down her cheek. "I am committed. I've been... I was distracted last week, I'm sorry. You've got my full attention now. Early mornings, late nights, whatever you need. Please, just give me one more chance."
Michael stood with his back to her, his broad shoulders rigid under his expensive suit. Wendy couldn't see the predatory smile that curved his lips as he savored her desperation.
"Please Michael," her tone was soft as she sniffled back more tears. "I won't let you down again. I promise."
"I've got to think of a way to salvage this," he said without turning around. "Marcus wants us in his office at 4:30 to explain exactly what happened." Then, deliberately: "Don't be late."
The silence following his departure was deafening. Wendy slumped back into her chair, fingers finding her wedding ring, spinning it frantically. One-two-three-four. One-two-three-four.
"Are you okay?" Ava whispered, rolling her chair closer. "What an asshole. He didn't need to--
Wendy shot to her feet again, wiping her tears away with her palms before gathering her tablet with trembling hands. "Not now, Ava. Just... not now."
She darted off to the restroom, wanting to compose herself before seeing anyone else. This was her biggest fear, and most embarrassing moment all rolled into one, with the exception of the gift mix-up with Michael, but this felt worse. This was a direct reflection of her work ethic, her competence. She needed to find a way to get back in Michael's good graces and prove to everyone who had just heard that exchange that Wendy really was up to the challenge. Behind her, Ava exchanged concerned glances with other colleagues, all of them too familiar with Michael's public displays of dominance to be surprised, yet still uncomfortable with this latest target.
***
Jon drummed his fingers against the leather armrest, staring at the clock as Dr. Carson reviewed his notes. He hated the smell of the building. The combination of old books and fresh paint made it feel suffocating as he fidgeted in the chair. Outside the window, Columbus's business district hummed with lunchtime activity, with people who hadn't wasted their break sitting in a therapist's office discussing problems that might not even exist anymore.
"I almost didn't come today," Jon admitted, adjusting his glasses. "Things with Wendy have been... really good this week. I think I just got in my head is all."
Dr. Carson's expression remained neutral, with only the slight nod of his head as he studied Jon. At sixty-two, he carried himself with the confidence of someone who'd heard every possible human problem and wasn't easily surprised.
"Yet you're here," Dr. Carson observed, setting his notepad aside. "What made you keep the appointment?"
Jon's gaze drifted to the degrees hanging on the wall. A PhD in Clinical Psychology from Northwestern, various certifications in relationship counseling. All that education, and Jon was using it to solve a problem that might have already fixed itself.
"I made a commitment," Jon finally said, not making eye contact. "The appointment was in my calendar, so I kept it. The statistics on therapy consistency are clear. Patients who regularly keep their sessions show a 43% higher rate of--"
Dr. Carson chuckled warmly. "I see you're still big on analytics, Jon. Some things never change, even after all these years." His eyes crinkled at the corners with affection. "Tell me about the real reason you made this appointment after such a long break."
Jon exhaled slowly, his shoulders sagging. "My wife's boss, Michael."
"Your wife's boss?"
"My boss too, technically. Though he doesn't act like it." Jon's fingers clenched into a fist on the armrest. "When Wendy started working closely with him on this Fireball campaign, she was suddenly coming home late, going in early."
"And why do you think that struck a nerve?"
"It reminded me of Olivia." Just saying her name made his stomach flip. He knew Dr. Carson expected him to say it. There was no sense in dancing around it. "Not that Wendy would ever... especially not with someone like Michael." He rolled his eyes when he said Michael's name.
Dr. Carson tilted his head slightly, like a dog who didn't understand. Except Jon knew he understood, he just wanted to know Jon did too. "Someone like Michael?"
"He's everything I'm not," Jon said with a humorless laugh. "Loud. Aggressive. Physically imposing... like he has no regard for his physical appearance. Completely disregards data in favor of gut instinct." He ran his hands through his hair to calm himself. "And yet executives listen to him. People respect him, somehow."
"You mentioned especially not with someone like Michael," Dr. Carson repeated carefully. "Is there a type of person you believe Wendy might be drawn to?"
Jon opened his mouth to dismiss the question but caught himself. This was why he'd made the appointment, he might as well be honest.
"Someone who's analytical like me, but also has her same creative instincts, I guess," he finally said. "Someone who... understands her." He dipped his head, it wasn't that he didn't think he deserved Wendy. He just hated that he had to try so hard sometimes.
"The last time we talked, you spoke in great detail about Olivia," Dr. Carson noted. "What are your thoughts about her now?"
Jon sat straighter in his chair. "Ancient history."
"Yet you brought her up in relation to your concerns about Wendy and Michael."
"It's different," Jon insisted. "With Olivia, I was just a data analyst, fresh out of school. No real status, no achievement to my name. I couldn't understand why someone like her would be interested in me. So when she started staying late at work, having drinks with her boss..."
"You assumed the worst."
"I created a statistical model," Jon said flatly. "Tracked arrival times, phone usage patterns...", he paused, suddenly embarrassed. "changes in our intimacy frequency."
If the last detail phased Dr. Carson he didn't show it. "As I recall," he interjected gently, "you built what you considered an airtight case against her."
Jon nodded, staring at the pattern in the Persian rug beneath his feet. He wished he was in Persia right now, anywhere instead of reliving all of this. "I confronted her. Laid out all my findings, detail by detail."
"And she revealed she'd been working extra hours for your surprise birthday trip," Dr. Carson supplied. "Not the affair you'd convinced yourself was happening."
"She couldn't understand why I didn't just ask her," Jon murmured, sliding his feet against the rug and watching how the pattern changed slightly. "Said she couldn't be with someone who didn't trust her enough to even ask." He swallowed hard. "By the time I realized what I'd done, she was gone."
Dr. Carson let the silence stretch between them, giving Jon's admission room to breathe. Jon broke his focus away from the rug and brought it to the window. Outside clouds shifted, making the sun stretch further into the office.
"Do you know what catastrophizing is, Jon?"
Jon turned his attention back to the doctor, his eyebrows pinching in thought. "I'm familiar with the term but not the clinical definition."
"It's when we take minor concerns and immediately jump to worst-case scenarios," Dr. Carson explained. "But there's something deeper at work here. You've described Michael as an opposite to yourself; primarily in ways you perceive as negative. Yet you also noted that he commands respect. That executives listen to him despite his dismissal of the data you value."
Jon's expression darkened. "So?"
"So perhaps this isn't actually about Wendy cheating. Perhaps it's about something you fear more deeply."
"Which is?"
"Loss of control." Dr. Carson's words cut through Jon like a knife. "When you couldn't understand what was happening with Olivia, you created a narrative that gave you control over the situation. You didn't even mind if the narrative was painful as long as you had control. You're doing the same thing now."
Jon's breath caught in his throat. The room suddenly felt too small, the chair seemed to be closing in on him, making it harder for him to breathe.
"You've structured your entire professional and personal identity around being the one who knows," Dr. Carson continued gently, ensuring to keep accusation out of his voice. "You have to be the smartest person in the room. Not to prove yourself to others, but to convince yourself that you're in control. After Olivia left, you doubled down on this approach; building a fortress of data and analysis where unpredictability couldn't touch you."
"It's worked," Jon said defensively. "I've built a career on it. A marriage. I'm a changed man. A better man."
"Has it? Or have you created a situation where you need to be right so badly that you're manufacturing evidence to support your fears? You're seeing threats to your marriage that may not exist, just as you did with Olivia."
Jon closed his eyes and took a deep breath, laying his hands flat in his lap. "I trust Wendy. I told you, things have been great lately."
"I believe that," Dr. Carson nodded. "But what happens when things aren't great, and you're not completely sure why? Do you trust yourself to handle uncertainty without trying to control it and fill in the blanks yourself? To accept that sometimes, you won't have all the answers... and that's okay?"
The question was like a weight on Jon's chest. Was that what he was doing? Outside, rain began to spatter against the window, distorting the view of the city beyond.
"I don't know how," Jon finally admitted. "Numbers are safe. Predictable. People aren't." He removed his glasses, rubbing the bridge of his nose. "What if I let go of control and everything falls apart?"
Dr. Carson's expression softened. "That's the real fear, isn't it? Not that Wendy will cheat, but that without your analytical framework to make sense of the world, you'll be vulnerable. That you'll be blindsided."
"So what do I do?" Jon asked, vulnerability replacing his usual certainty. "How do I fix this?"
"You start by recognizing that this isn't a problem to be solved, but a relationship to be experienced." Dr. Carson set his notepad down entirely, leaning forward. "When was the last time you just supported Wendy? Not by giving her stats or numbers, but by listening to her problems? Letting her vent without the need to answer or solve the problem for her?"
Jon blinked. "I... I'm not sure."
"Perhaps that's where you begin," Dr. Carson suggested. "Not with assumptions or projections, but with genuine curiosity. The same curiosity that makes you such an effective analyst, but directed toward understanding Wendy's emotional landscape rather than predicting it."
Jon nodded slowly, the tension in his shoulders starting to ease. "I can do that."
"I know you can," Dr. Carson said with quiet certainty. "Your way of thinking isn't the problem, Jon. It's a strength, and it's one of many you possess. The challenge is learning when to rely on it and when to set it aside."
As the session concluded, Jon checked his watch. He'd need to hurry back to make his next meeting. But Jon was happy he'd kept the appointment. He'd learned things about himself he hadn't realized before. Even if everything was fine with Wendy, he had things he needed to work on.
"Same time next week?" Dr. Carson asked, standing to open the door.
Jon nodded, surprised to find he meant it. "I'll be here."
Outside, the rain had intensified, forcing Jon to jog to his car. He'd been so focused on the statistical probability of losing Wendy that he'd missed the emotional certainty of how to keep her. That would change, starting tonight.
***
Marcus's office felt glacial despite the mid-afternoon sun shining through the window. Wendy wrapped her arms around her body. She felt like she had been called into the principal's office and she was patiently waiting for her punishment. Beside her, Michael sat like this was just a casual conversation between friends. His knee gently touching hers as the chair threatened to give way under him. Her black dress had ridden up slightly, causing her knee to be exposed where he pressed against it. The physical contact was subtle, but it was enough to make Wendy's skin burn and her mind recall everything that happened last week.
Marcus sat across from them, his jaw tight as he read through the latest email from the Fireball team regarding the timeline. A gold watch hung loosely on his wrist, catching the light as he moved. Wendy could hear the ticking of the clock on the wall behind her, each second of silence feeling more and more like the end of her career was drawing closer.
"I just got off a call with Jack Peterson," Marcus's voice had an edge to it Wendy hadn't heard before. "Anyone want to tell me what the hell is going on?" His gold watch caught the light as he folded his hands on the desk, knuckles whitening slightly.
Wendy's pulse hammered against her throat. She could feel Michael's presence beside her, radiating a calm that seemed impossible given the circumstances. Her fingers found her wedding ring, spinning it once before she caught herself and placed both hands deliberately on the table.
"It was my responsibility," she began, trying to keep her emotions in check. "Michael emailed me last week, but they went to spam, and I didn't--"
"It was a communication oversight," Michael said with a smugness. He leaned forward running his palm against the back of his neck. "Though if we're being honest, that entire process could use some streamlining. I mean, here we are working on the largest account this company has ever seen and we are sending emails to talk to other critical members of the team."
Marcus's eyebrows shot up. Their eyes meeting across the desk, neither man wanting to blink. The muscles in his jaw clenching as Michael dismissed the criticality of the situation. "You seem to have a lot of those... communication oversights when it comes to projects like this. If you're having trouble leading then I'm sure we--"
The vein in Michael's neck pulsed with rage, the only sign that Marcus's comment affected him at all. He knew Marcus was talking about what happened with Lisa. "No trouble at all, actually. Just trying to think about the best way to allow Wendy here the comfort of working at her own desk while still staying up to speed with the Fireball project."
"Let me guess, you already have some suggestions?"
"In fact, I do." Michael sat back in his chair, the smile on his face never faltering despite the disdain that was evident in his eyes. He reached for a water bottle, opening it and setting it in front of Wendy before doing the same for himself. It was a subtle gesture of unity that completely caught Wendy off guard. "Wendy's been doing the best she can despite being buried in the bullpen. She needs proper authority. An office closer to the action, a title change."
The room began to spin. Was Michael defending her after publicly humiliating her just hours ago? Her confusion must have shown on her face because Marcus was studying her with increasing interest. She felt hot, her leg pressed further against Michael's. It wasn't deliberate, but his presence made her feel almost... safe?
"What I'm suggesting," Michael continued as if this was just another casual conversation between friends, "is a promotion. Account Manager, with a proper office. It would give her the authority to communicate directly with Fireball executives and the space to think strategically." He turned to Wendy, his expression radiating professional admiration that bore no resemblance to the man who'd berated her earlier. "The kind of vision she's demonstrated deserves proper recognition. I'm confident with the proper... encouragement Wendy will be fully committed to all of her..." He paused for a second, his hand coming to rest on his leg under the table, his fingers brushing against her exposed knee. "commitments. Isn't that right, Wendy?"
Wendy's focus fractured like cracked ice, splitting into jagged, chaotic pieces. This morning, he'd eviscerated her in front of the entire department. Now he was proposing she be promoted? Another part of her mind, screamed this was a trap. She saw how he was looking at her, understood the double meaning of his words, but she was struggling to process them. Instead, the part of her that couldn't let this project fail won out. She was so close to everything she'd worked for, she just needed to focus.
"Yeah... yes sir. Whatever we need to do. I want this project to succeed."
Marcus glanced past them to the clock on the wall, a move that wasn't missed by Michael, then quickly back to the timeline on his screen. "Talks of promotion seem premature. We need to get this project back on track first or we may be having an entirely different conversation."
Marcus was glaring at Michael as he said it, but Wendy couldn't help but feel like the statement was directed at her. Did he mean termination? Just last week Wendy felt like she was on cloud 9, now there was talk of her possibly being fired? She couldn't, she wouldn't, let that happen. She was determined to make this project a success whatever the cost.
"I actually already ran it by Brian," Michael countered smoothly noting the flicker of shock on Marcus's face.
"You went over my head? That's highly unpr--"
"It wasn't anything like that. You were just in another meeting and Brian asked how I thought we could get things back on track."
Wendy's cheeks burned, as she turned to look at the man beside her. His fingers were still touching her knee, it was possible he didn't even realize they were there. He had talked to Brian about her? About a promotion?
Marcus's glare turned from Michael back to the clock on the wall, ten til five. He hated that Michael had the upper hand, but he didn't have time to dwell on that. He needed to wrap things up.
"If Brian's already approved it then I suppose it's out of my hands," Marcus said finally. "We'll need to figure out office space though. Give me a few days to figure out arrangements and get the paperwork finalized before making any type of announcement. In the meantime, get me the revised strategy and distribution plan by Friday."
Michael nodded, satisfaction ghosting across his features so quickly Wendy almost missed it. "Fair enough. We'll get started first thing tomorrow and--"
"Tonight," Wendy heard herself say, surprising all three of them. "We can start right after this meeting. Work late." She met Michael's gaze directly, not really thinking about what she was saying before she said it. "If we're committed to saving this account, there's no reason to wait until morning."
Michael's lips curved into a smile that didn't reach his eyes. "Of course. I have nowhere to be."



Marcus nodded at them, already shutting down his computer. "I need to head out. Thanks for your attention on this." Another glance at his clock. "But I expect a detailed status report in my inbox by nine tomorrow."
As Marcus gathered his materials, Wendy felt the weight of her rash decision begin to hit her. She'd just volunteered for another late night alone with Michael. this was the exact situation she'd been avoiding since their near-miss in the conference room. But the alternative was watching the biggest opportunity of her career slip away because of missed emails and mixed signals.
Michael stood as Marcus headed for the door. "Meet me back in my office in five minutes. We can pick up where we left off."
Wendy opened her mouth to talk, but no words came out. She felt heat running up her spine at the implication. she needed a different approach with Michael. He was a man who appreciated directness. So she'd be direct, find a way to put an end to these double meanings and ensure he had nothing else to hold over her head.
***
Wendy rehearsed her speech in her head for over ten minutes before standing outside of Michael's office. She felt her pulse racing in her neck as she tried to find her confidence. She needed to reestablish boundaries and make sure Michael was on the same page as her without jeopardizing the account or her career. With a bout of confidence she pushed Michael's door open, rattling the blinds in the process. His desk was empty, catching Wendy slightly off-guard, until she saw him standing at the window watching the parking lot below.
"If this is going to work, we need to talk," she announced, kicking the door closed behind her with her foot.
Outside, Ava and Marcus were rushing to his car. The rain was starting to just pick back up again and Ava huddled close to Marcus to avoid getting wet. Michael's smile lifted his face. He couldn't believe his luck with the weather. He couldn't see Brian's office from where he was positioned, but he was confident Brian was watching as well and the thought of it brought a warm smile to his face.
"Did you hear me? I said we need to talk." Wendy was already losing momentum, as she wondered what could possibly be so important outside.
Michael didn't turn immediately, he wanted to keep her on edge. Keep her guessing. "I heard you," he replied before turning his full attention to the woman across from him. "But unless it's about shifting the Fireball rollout from tri-state to local, it needs to wait." His voice was sharp, serious. She'd expected more double meanings or inappropriate glances, but instead Michael was all business.
"What do you mean 'local'?" The winds of confrontation had completely left her sails, replaced by professional confusion.
"They want a more grassroots approach." He gestured to his computer. "Which you would know if you'd checked any of the emails I sent you last week." Wendy burned with embarrassment, wanting to shrink into the closest chair and just start working. "They're pivoting toward community-based events instead of the regional media blitz we'd planned. They want to start even smaller than we initially thought."
The righteous energy that carried her into the office had evaporated as her mind tried to process all that was happening. She slumped into the chair across from Michael's desk, her purse sliding off her shoulder. "Where do we start?"
The sun continued to set, casting them into near darkness as they revised and dissected their rollout strategy and campaign messaging. They did their best to adjust their approach while maintaining the core "Evolve Your Fire" concept. Like before, they were about to achieve results neither of them would have been able to achieve alone. As much as Wendy tried to fight it, she couldn't deny just how well they worked together.
By nine o'clock Chinese food takeout boxes littered the small table next to Michael's desk. Wendy had slipped off her cardigan as they worked, the warmth of the cramped office and heat from their food forcing her to expose more of her shoulder than she ever had before. By ten, they had a completely revamped strategy that addressed Fireball's new direction.
"And sent," Michael said with a satisfied smile as he emailed the revised plan to both Marcus and the Fireball team. "Barring any catastrophes, I'd say we just saved the account." He leaned back in his chair, suddenly looking more human than the intimidating figure who'd berated her that morning.
"So," Michael said, closing his laptop. "What was it you wanted to talk about?"
The question caught her off-guard, despite the fact that she'd been anticipating it. She gathered empty takeout containers, buying time as she tried to recapture the determination that had brought her to his office hours ago.
"Right," she began, setting down the containers and taking a deep breath. "We need to establish some boundaries."
Michael's expression remained neutral, waiting.
"This IOU thing," Wendy continued, her eyes trying to focus on anything except for Michael. "It was a mistake. A mix-up. You need to just let it go and--"
"I don't think it was a mistake at all," Michael interrupted, rising from his chair. "In fact, I'm pretty excited to get to finally cash it in." He moved toward her with deliberate slowness. "'One night of making your wildest dreams come true,'" he recited from memory, his voice dropping to a lower register. "'A 24-hour pass to all of your deepest desires.'"
The heat of his presence made it hard to think clearly. Wendy took a small step backwards, finding herself against the door.
"I want you to give it to me," she demanded. "Or destroy it. But I can't have you continue to hold it over my head." The words were the same as what she'd practice, but her delivery was off. It had lost all its spunk.
"According to the IOU," Michael said, now close enough that she could smell the sweet and sour sauce on his breath, "It's valid until I use it."
Wendy rolled her eyes. "I'm not going to fuck you, Michael," she blurted out, very matter-of-factly. Michael stared at her, no doubt caught off guard by her bluntness and soon he was laughing. His laughter seemed almost infectious and without wanting to, Wendy had started to laugh too.
Once they got their laughter under control, Wendy tried to keep her serious demeanor. "I'm serious Michael. It's not happening."
"I won't force you to do anything you don't want." Michael kept his voice reasonable, reassuring even, but inside he was practically ecstatic. The fact that Wendy was the one to bring up sex meant that it was on her mind, even if she insisted it wasn't a possibility. The seed had already been planted. He leaned in closer to her so he could whisper in her ear. "Besides, there's lots of other things we can do that don't require me fucking you."
Chills ran down Wendy's spine when he said that. No one had ever talked to her like that before. His brashness, his cockiness, it should have caused Wendy to slap him and storm out. Instead, she felt butterflies in her stomach and a heat building between her legs she desperately wanted to ignore. Wendy felt trapped between her desire to escape and her need to resolve this situation once and for all. A wild idea formed in her exhausted mind.
"Jesus, you're like a dog with a bone," Wendy chastised, although she couldn't keep the smile off her face when she said it. "How about this offer? I give you one kiss. Right here, right now and then we call the entire thing even." The words escaped before she could fully consider them.
The smile that spread across Michael's face told her she'd made a critical error in judgment. She'd opened a door she'd been trying desperately to keep closed.
Michael seemed to consider the proposal, taking a step backward and looking Wendy over. "If I remember correctly," he said slowly, savoring each word, "the note promised a night of making my wildest dreams come true, not just a kiss." His gaze traveled deliberately over her face, down to her lips. "You're hot, Wendy, but that's a far cry from my wildest fantasy."
"I told you, I'm not going to have sex with you," she repeated, more firmly this time.
"Who said anything about sex?" His voice was maddeningly reasonable. "I'll tell you what. If you really want to get rid of it, we can make a little wager."
"Wh... what kind of wager?" She knew she shouldn't even be entertaining the idea, but if she could just get Michael to stop holding the IOU over her head everything would be so much easier.
"Give me sixty seconds..." his eyes wander over her body, his tongue darting from his mouth. "If I'm unable to make you cum in sixty seconds using just my fingers then we shred this thing into pieces right now." He reaches into the front pocket of his shirt and pulls out the IOU. Something about seeing it makes heat flood Wendy's core as she processes his words.
"You've got to be kidding," Wendy said, but her voice lacked conviction. Her mind was still processing. While she was sure it probably wasn't impossible to get someone off that quickly, she'd never personally experienced it and she imagined someone like Michael wouldn't be able to be the first. Perhaps he was overplaying his hand.
"It's not sex, Wendy." He wasn't able to hide the smile on his face. "And it gets you what you want. You can burn the thing if you want to."
"And what happens if you win?" Wendy arched her eyebrow, not wanting to get in any deeper.
"Then the paper goes back in my pocket and we continue as if nothing ever happened." This time he didn't even try to hide his smile. "That is until you want to try again."
Butterflies were tumbling in her stomach. This was stupid. Why was she even considering it? She thought back to Marcus's office earlier. His threat about a different conversation playing in her head. "Sixty seconds. You know that's next to impossible, right?" Wendy was spinning her wedding ring as she spoke.
"Sounds like you have nothing to worry about then, right?" Michael stepped closer, his gut pressed against her, pinning her to the door.
Warning lights flashed in her mind, like one of those obnoxiously large ones in the cartoons she would watch as a kid. But like the characters in those cartoons she was ignoring them, choosing the dangerous path.
_Walk away. Right now. Just say no and leave._
The thought was so simple, so clear, she almost did it. She should have done it. She even felt her muscles tensing to push past Michael, to grab her purse and run. It would be awkward tomorrow, but she would have her dignity, her marriage, herself.
But alongside that voice came another; the one that remembered every dismissive glance, every patronizing explanation, every time she'd been passed over or reduced to "Jon's wife" or "the former model." The voice that had tasted power and recognition for the first time and couldn't bear to let it go. The voice that whispered: _You've made if further with Michael in a few weeks than you did the years without him. Without Michael, there's no promotion, no recognition. Just another marketing specialist. Forgotten. Invisible._
Wendy took a shuddering breath. The clarity that had momentarily broken through was already receding, replaced by the familiar calculations and justifications. _It's just a bet. It won't go further. I'll win and destroy that stupid IOU once and for all. This is a strategic decision to protect my career._
"I just... I have your word that you're not going to go back on your word?"
"Scouts honor," Michael said, with a grin. "How about a kiss to seal the deal and make it official?"
"That wasn't part of--"
Before she could finish, his lips found hers before she could react, one hand gently cupping her face while the other settled at her waist. The kiss was aggressive, passionate. His thick tongue filled her mouth pressing against her teeth. The top row of his teeth grazed her lip making her knees buckle. the worst part of all, was that her body responded. Heat bloomed in her core as his lips moved against hers, expert and confident in a way that made her mind go temporarily blank. He seemed to coax her tongue to participate and before she realized it, she was kissing him back. Her tongue wrestling with his as he worked to completely dominate her mouth. When he finally pulled back, her lips were parted slightly, short of breath and utterly confused by her own reaction.
Every cell in Wendy's body felt like it was buzzing with sexual energy. she blinked, several times in quick succession as if she was trying to come out of a dream.
Michael's smile was that of a man who already knew the outcome of a game his opponent didn't fully understand. "Watch the clock," he instructed, pointing to the wall behind him. "No cheating."
His hands were already on her legs, bunching her dress around her hips. His fingers slid across her bare thigh causing her to shudder. His touch felt like fire, she was suddenly very aware of the situation she had put herself in. Even if Michael lost she would still have to face him, still know what he'd done.
"Maybe we should... Ohhh fuck," Wendy lost her train of thought as Michael's meaty, sausage-like fingers pressed against the front of her panties and immediately parted her lips.
"Mmm already, so wet and eager," he teased, pressing the fabric into her core. "Start the timer."
The world shook around Wendy as she grabbed Michael's shoulders for support. She expected to be met with firm muscle mass, it was what she was used to with Jon. Instead, her fingers sunk into his fatty flesh causing her to fall forward slightly. Her eyes were wide in panic as she scanned the room finding the clock on the wall.
It took Michael less than two seconds to slide her panties aside and work his finger between her slick folds. "I love a woman who shaves bald," he whispered, close enough now to press his lips to her neck. "So juicy, so wet so... slutty." To punctuate his last word he pressed his fat finger between her lips, feeling her walls part like the sea.
"Fff fuck," Wendy cried, curling her fingers against his shoulders and sinking her nails into his arm.
Michael slid his digits back out of Wendy's core, having already soaked them in her juices. He rubbed the pads of his middle and pointer finger across and around her swollen clit with just the right amount of pressure.
Pleasure skittered around her body, her eyes fluttering shut. Her hips began to sway on their own desperate for more contact.
"Oh, you like that, don't you? Did I already find the sweet spot?" Michael chuckled in her ear and let his tongue run along the base of her neck. "Eyes open, princess. Gotta make sure you keep track of the time."
With a sigh, Wendy opened her eyes. Her mind was foggy, she couldn't remember if it'd been ten seconds or thirty. She was suddenly not so sure that she was going to win this bet. She wasn't sure if Michael was even more skilled than she realized or if her body had just been primed from all the sex with Jon over the course of the week, but she could already feel her orgasm start to build.
"You... fuck. You have fifty seconds."
Michael's tongue continued its assault on her neck, before he dipped his head further and pressed his teeth to her sensitive flesh. Goosebumps exploded over Wendy's skin as Michael worked his entire hand between her legs pulling her panties down to allow himself better access.
"You like this better though, right?" he asked sliding not one but two fingers inside of her. Wendy's walls stretched to accommodate their girth. Her legs opening wider to allow him better access.
"Ohhh... oh God," her mind was reeling, all thoughts of Jon and faithfulness gone. How was he so good with just his fingers? She wiggled her hips against the invasion. She wished she could convince herself that she was doing it to keep his fingers out of her, but the truth was she was trying to get him deeper.
"Not God, just Michael." Wendy wanted to roll her eyes at the lame humor, but he was already easing his fingers in and out of her. The wet sound of her arousal filling the air.
"Th... thirty seconds," she barely remembered to look at the clock. Her lip was between her teeth as she struggled to keep from screaming his name in pleasure.
"You're so fucking tight." He worked his fingers deeper, curling them slightly as he hit her G-Spot, causing Wendy to pant. "I can't wait to fuck you."
"Ohhh, don't... you can't." She was having trouble forming words, her entire body felt like it was on fire. She could feel herself on the verge of surrender, her orgasm so close.
He was working his fingers into a frenzy now and the sound of her pussy sucking his fingers grew louder. There was no doubt in his mind he was going to win. He was actually surprised she went along with the bet so easily. He expected to have to push her, but once he'd started she was like a powder keg ready to explode.
"Fif... uuugh, oh God. Fifteen."
His lips dusted over the shell of her ear. She was ready. She just needed one final push. "You hear that Wendy? Your cunt loves my fingers. Wait until she feels my cock." He drove his fingers deeper into her core, grinding the heel of his hand against her sensitive clit.
"Mmmm you can't... Fuck ooooh God. Michael." Every nerve in her body seemed to turn on all at once, as an inferno washed over her. Her walls clamped down on Michael's fingers pulling them deeper inside her, her head falling onto his chest. "uggghhh Fuck, oh fuck, that feels so good."
Michael's fingers stopped their assault on her quivering pussy as it continued to spasm and suck on them like they were a cock. Her entire body was leaning on Michael for support, as she tried to recover from the intensity of it all.
After her orgasm finally subsided, Michael slipped his fingers from inside her. The sudden emptiness made Wendy whimper softly, but she barely had the energy, or the self-respect to lift her head from his chest. She stared at him, blinking and wanting to wipe the stupid smirk from his face. But she couldn't deny the intensity of what just happened. Even now, in the aftermath of her orgasm, her mind told her she should yell at him. Call him a cheater, something to regain her dignity. Meanwhile, her body was still humming, silently hoping he would take things further and... she was afraid to finish that thought.
Michael slowly lifted his fingers up to his face. The light reflecting on them and causing them to glisten from her desire. He held her gaze before slipping them into his mouth and sucking them clean while maintaining a level of eye contact that felt too intimate for the two of them.
"I can't wait to taste it straight from the source," he said with a wink before the ding of an incoming email breaks the spell they both seemed to be under.
"That... that will never happen." But there was no conviction in her voice. Michael had already picked back up the IOU and placed it back in his pocket. A silent reminder that he could, and certainly would, still hold it over her. The only thing she managed to do here today was get herself in even deeper.
Reality was already starting to crash over Wendy like ice water. Jon. Her husband's face materialized in her mind, his kind eyes behind those glasses, the way he'd kissed her goodbye this morning, completely unaware of what was happening with Michael. A hollow ache spread through her chest, replacing the dying embers of pleasure with something colder that made her feel sick.
What would Jon think if he could see her now? Dress bunched around her waist, underwear askew, leaning against her boss's bulk for support after his fingers had been inside her. After she'd invited his fingers inside her. She straightened, pulling away from Michael's body heat, desperate to reestablish some semblance of physical boundaries now that her mental ones had collapsed so completely.



She wanted to blame Michael, to cast him as the villain who'd manipulated her into this position. But the truth clawed at her conscience, she had suggested the kiss. She had agreed to the bet. She had spread her legs wider when his fingers entered her. She could still feel the pleasure he'd brought her just moments ago. The mere thought of it caused her core to ache in a way she hated to admit. She had convinced herself she wasn't really cheating, she was just doing what she needed in order to keep Michael from holding the IOU over her. Now she wasn't so sure.
Wendy spent the next several minutes gathering her things and straightening out her clothes before heading to the door. Right as she opened it, she heard Michael chuckle and it caused the hairs on the back of her neck to stand.
"Check your email," he said with a little too much joy in his voice. "Fireball loved the presentation we sent them." A smile grew on Wendy's face, at least something good had come from tonight. "They liked it so much in fact that they want us to spend a couple days there starting tomorrow for some in person meetings to discuss."
And there it was, the other shoe had dropped. Wendy's knuckles were white, she was gripping the door so hard. There was no way she could go on a trip with Michael. Especially one that involved an overnight, not after what just happened between them. But then, she'd already risked so much for it. She had a new promotion on the table, the project was back on track despite her nearly being fired from it this morning. Could she really give all that up after all she's endured to get it?
"I'll... pack a bag," she said softly hanging her head low before leaving his office.
***
Wendy's mind raced as she sat in her driveway trying to get the nerve to walk inside. She couldn't even remember driving home, she was still trying to make sense of what had just happened and what it meant for her going forward. Would she walk inside and completely break down? Would he immediately see it on her? Smell it on her?
With a deep breath, Wendy killed the engine and went inside, half expecting to see Jon already packing a bag to leave her. Instead, he was sitting in his normal spot at the desk in the living room playing solitaire. The normalcy of it all sent a fresh wave of guilt and shame through her.
"Let me guess, Michael's back to testing your limits?" He said, glancing up with a smile.
Wendy dropped her purse with a gasp, before seeing Jon's face and realizing what he actually meant. She took a deep breath, trying to stop herself from feeling like she may puke. "Had to salvage the Fireball campaign." She couldn't meet his gaze as she slipped off her heels, flexing toes that still tingled from her encounter with Michael. "We got it done, though."
Jon set his laptop aside, giving her his full attention. Before today, he might have asked for specifics -- statistics, metrics, engagement predictions. Instead, he simply asked, "How are you feeling about it?"
She paused in the entryway, she couldn't remember the last time Jon had asked how she was feeling. A smile formed on her lips, tears already threatening to appear. "Good, I think. Michael... We work well together." Professionally, she should have added, but didn't. Of course she meant professionally, there was certainly nothing else they did together she enjoyed.
She squirmed where she stood, flexing her thighs together determined to ignore the heat building there. She watched Jon's face for a flicker of jealousy at Michael's name, the tightening around the eyes she'd grown accustomed to. It didn't come. Instead, he patted the couch beside him.
"Come sit. You look exhausted."
She sank onto the cushion, keeping a careful few inches between them. Her body, still alive with the ghost of Michael's touch, felt like a betrayal in itself. Her hands went to her lap, spinning her wedding ring before Jon reached for her causing her head to fall onto his shoulder.
"I need to tell you something," she said, feeling the muscles in his shoulder as she rested her head.
"Fireball wants us to visit their headquarters... In New Orleans." Her throat was tight, as she waited for the follow up questions from Jon that would send her into a spiral of confessions. "Tomorrow. For a couple days."
"Us?" Jon asked.
"Me and Michael," she clarified, unwilling to look him in the eye.
Jon was quiet for a long moment, processing. When he finally spoke, his response knocked the air from her lungs.
"That's fantastic, Wendy. What an opportunity. Think of all the connections you can make while you're there."
She finally met his gaze, searching his face for sarcasm or hidden frustration. Her gut twisted with guilt when she saw there was none.
"You... think I should go?"
Jon nodded, running a hand through his hair. "Absolutely. I mean, I'll miss you, but you're so good with people. Getting face time with them will be sure to win them over. In fact, studies suggest there's..." he paused, something else was on his mind. Wendy studied him, was he finally putting the pieces together? Did he see through her lies? "You've worked hard for this opportunity. I'm glad you're finally getting the recognition you deserve."
Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. He was trying so hard to be supportive, to trust her, while she sat beside him with another man's scent still clinging to her skin.
"I wasn't sure you'd want me to," she admitted.
Jon pressed his lips to her head, kissing her softly. "You were right before, about me not supporting you" He paused, choosing his words carefully. "I realized today I rely too much on the data at times and don't give you enough credit. You're amazing at your job, Wendy. I'm glad it's being recognized."
Each word was a knife twist. Wendy swallowed hard against the confession building in her throat. Jon reached out, gently brushing away a tear she hadn't realized had fallen.
"Hey, what's wrong? I thought you'd be excited."
"Just... overwhelmed," she managed. "It's been an intense day."
Jon pulled her into a hug that she didn't realize she needed. She wanted to bury herself in his touch, his scent. She inhaled deeply, not wanting to let him go.
"I need to shower" she finally said. "Want to join me?"
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Traffic was always lighter first thing in the morning. That's why Jon insisted they leave the house before six, something about a large percentage of people waking up already feeling anxious and rushed. Wendy barely heard him. She sat in silence behind her oversized sunglasses, the early sun hitting her face like an interrogation lamp. All she could do was replay the moment in Michael's office when his fingers had pushed inside her. The memory sent rivulets of shame coursing through her body, making her press her thighs together instinctively.
Jon seemed more upbeat than usual, more engaged. She'd worried that he was going to be upset that she was going on a two day trip with Michael, she certainly was. But instead, he was supportive, almost eager. Was he happy to see her go? She dismissed the thought immediately. That was just projection, as her therapist would say. She was the one who was guilty, not Jon. She twisted her wedding ring, one, two, three, four. How could she have been so stupid?
In the moment, the bet with Michael seemed so logical, a calculated risk that would allow her to focus on the Fireball project instead of Michael's stupid IOU. Yet somehow she'd ended up even deeper in his debt, with his smug smile burned into her memory and the ghost of his touch lingering on her skin.
"They were using outdated models that didn't account for migration patterns after COVID." Jon was going on about an article he read about marketing metrics. Outside the window, early morning fog clung to the tree line, obscuring her view ever so slightly. A flash of red caught her eye. A balloon had drifted between the branches, tugged one way then another as it tried to break free before popping to the pressure.
Her stomach clenched as she thought about the upcoming trip. Two days in New Orleans. Two days of avoiding Michael's lingering looks, of maintaining professional distance while presenting their work. Of pretending yesterday hadn't happened. The balloon vanished into the mist, leaving her with an uncomfortable sense of her own uncertainty - caught between the safety of what she had with Jon and the intoxicating pull of professional recognition.
"Can you imagine basing an entire campaign on data that's practically obsolete?" Jon's voice filtered through her thoughts.
"That's crazy," Wendy said with a chuckle, barely registering in time that he had stopped talking.
As they curved onto the on-ramp, a sudden burst of barking drew her eyes to a small fenced-in yard beside the road. A German Shepherd was pacing, muscles tense beneath its coat. The dog paused at each corner, testing its boundaries before resuming its endless circuit. Something about its restless energy resonated deep in her chest.
She used to feel that way, trapped behind invisible barriers. Before the Fireball campaign. Before Michael saw beyond her... physical attributes and recognized something in her that no one else at the company had bothered to see. The thought sent conflicting waves of pride and shame through her body. He had given her a chance, that much was undeniable. Under his mentorship, she'd done work she never thought possible, reached heights that had seemed forever out of reach.
But his recognition came with a price she hadn't meant to pay. Wendy pressed her thighs together, her body betraying her with unwanted heat as memories flooded back. The way he would look at her during those late-night strategy sessions, the way his tongue invaded her mouth like he was claiming her. His fingers sinking into her core making her...
The dog's bark echoed across the parking lot as they passed, sharp and desperate. Wendy turned away from the window, but couldn't escape the gnawing certainty that she was still pacing her own invisible cage.
"You're going to blow them away." Jon put his hand on her knee in a way that made her flinch. Would he be able to sense Michael's hand had been there? "When you talked through the concept last night, even I was convinced, and I've seen all the numbers."
The pride in Jon's voice twisted like a knife in her gut. When had he gone from the jealous husband who called out her ideas during presentations to this loving and supportive version? And more importantly, why hadn't she realized it sooner?
"You're going to knock their socks off in New Orleans, Wendy."
Wendy turned toward him, momentarily distracted from her guilt. "Really?"
"Really. No one knows this data as well as you." He kissed her hand with a tenderness that made her sigh. "Not even Michael."
Michael. Hearing his name out loud made her stomach clench. She needed him to know this trip was all business nothing more. She had a momentary lapse in judgment yesterday. It wouldn't happen again and she wouldn't let him use this trip as an excuse to harass her.
"I know you usually get a little anxious before flights," Jon said, misreading her silence. "But, in forty-eight hours you'll be back home, with a successful campaign launch under your belt. You'll be the talk of the office."
The talk of the office, pride swelled in her chest as she imagined all the congratulatory looks and handshakes. This was her dream chance. She just had to get through two days without compromising herself further. It seemed both impossibly long and mercifully short.
"I'll text you from the hotel," she promised, unbuckling her seatbelt as they pulled up to the departures terminal.
Jon put the car in park and turned toward her. "Only if you have time," he said, surprising her. "I don't want to distract you when you're in the zone."
The response was so unlike his usual checking-in behavior that Wendy stared at him for a moment.
"What?" he asked with a self-conscious laugh. "I'm trying this new thing where I don't need to know your exact GPS coordinates at all times."
She leaned across the console and kissed him deeply, trying to pour every ounce of regret and love into the gesture. When they separated, Jon blinked behind his glasses, pleasantly surprised.
"What was that for?"
"For being you," she whispered, gathering her courage along with her carry-on. "I'm going to miss you."
With a final exhale of self-doubt, Wendy stepped out of the car into the crisp morning air. Movement in the manicured airport landscaping caught her eye. Two squirrels fighting in the underbrush. She watched as one mounted the other in a frenzied blur of motion. At first, she couldn't tell if they were fighting or fucking. The squirrel on the bottom thrashing and wrestling until eventually giving up and accepting its fate.
"Fuck," she whispered, the word barely a breath as she turned toward the terminal, her fingers reaching for her ring as Michael's bulk loomed like a shadow in her mind.
***
The moment Wendy turned the corner after security she saw Michael's imposing silhouette pressed against one of the windows. She hesitated, momentarily considering a detour to the restroom to delay the inevitable, but he'd already spotted her. He raised a hand in greeting, two coffee cups clutched in his meaty palm.
"The beauty queen has arrived," he called out, smirking as he watched her face contort like the words were a physical jab. Several other travelers looked up from their phones, hoping to catch a glimpse of whatever famous person he was referring to.
"Not a pageant girl," she mumbled under her breath, unable to keep herself from turning red from the unwanted attention.
When she finally reached Michael he extended one of the cups toward her. "Black coffee. I wasn't sure how you liked it, so I figured you could add whatever you needed."
She accepted it cautiously, their fingers not quite touching during the handoff. The simple gesture felt loaded with subtext after yesterday. She wondered if the other passengers could sense the tension in the air between the two of them. Could they see her guilt? Her shame?
"Thank you." She kept her voice professional, cool.
The boarding process moved with surprising efficiency, and before long they were settling into the spacious first-class cabin. Wendy had flown business a few times for modeling gigs, but never first class. The seats were wider, the legroom generous. Yet somehow, as Michael lowered himself beside her, the space felt suffocatingly small.
"First time up front?" Michael asked, noting how she explored the seat features.
"Is it that obvious?"
"You've got that wide-eyed look." His smile seemed genuine, almost as if he was a friend. "Reminds me of taking my nephews to Disney last year. They'd never flown before, let alone first class. You'd have thought they won the lottery the way their faces lit up after the flight attendant brought them pre-flight cokes." He chuckled, a noise that almost sounded foreign coming from him. "Tommy, the youngest, just turned eight. He kept asking if we were in a spaceship."
The image was disarmingly human. Wendy couldn't help but smile at that version of Michael. The doting uncle, who just wanted to have fun with his nephews. He seemed worlds away from the man she knew. The one that... she didn't want to finish the thought.
As the plane began its taxi, Michael settled deeper into his seat causing his thigh to press against Wendy. She shifted closer to the window rolling her eyes. Of course he would still find a way to touch her despite all the extra room they were afforded.
"Ladies and gentlemen, we're cleared for takeoff," the captain's voice crackled over the intercom. As the plane accelerated down the runway, Wendy closed her eyes. She hated this part. The nose of the plane tipped into the air, causing her stomach to do somersaults as she balled her hands into a fist.
"I'm here if you need me," Michael whispered placing his hand on hers. Images of last night flashed through her head. Michael's touch, his knowing glare, the way her own body betrayed her.
"I'm fine," she said, a little colder than she meant, as she jerked her hand away.
Once the plane reached its cruising altitude, Wendy relaxed a bit, opening her eyes. "Sorry," she said, trying to keep the edge from her voice. "I just..."
"It's fine," Michael said, dismissively before flagging down a flight attendant. "Could we get a blanket?"
The attendant nodded, returning moments later with a neatly folded blanket that Michael spread across his lap. "Want to share?" he offered, extending the corner toward Wendy. "Planes always get cold."
Something in his tone, or maybe the look in his eyes, made the hairs on the back of her neck stick up. "Absolutely not," she said, a little too sharp and drawing stares from across the aisle. She lowered her voice. "Michael, yesterday was a mistake. A momentary lapse in judgment that will never happen again." She folded her arms tightly across her chest. "And certainly not on a plane full of people."
For a heartbeat, she could see his eyes go dark, but then he just shrugged, pulling the blanket back over his lap.
"I apologize if I made you uncomfortable," he said like he was the most carefree person in the world. "You looked cold, I was just trying to be considerate."
Heat flooded her cheeks. Had she misread him? Was she wrong about this entire situation? She ran her hands over the front of her jeans in four quick bursts to try to gather her thoughts. Was it possible he was being sincere and she was just acting like a bitch? She watched him through the reflection of the airplane window. His hands were folded in his lap, his eyes closed. She needed to get out of her head before she cost herself the biggest opportunity of her career.
***
Ava was already on her third cup of coffee as she strolled through the dimly lit Buckeye Building towards Marcus's office. It was weird being here so early before the hum of the work day. Outside, the sun was just starting to rise. The busy Columbus streets that were usually lined with traffic sat empty, making Ava feel even more alone in her crusade to save her friend.
When she reached his office, Marcus was already inside, the glow of the computer screen painting his dark skin in shades of blue and white. His brown eyes were narrowed in concentration, his brow furrowed like he was trying to solve a math equation.
"Tell me you've figured out a way to use Lisa's story against Michael." Ava walked into his office like she owned it, closing the door behind her to ensure no one else could hear their conversation. Marcus didn't even bother to look up from his screen, his eyes studying the contents of it like he didn't believe it was real.
"What's wrong?" she asked, walking to his side of the desk and sitting on the edge of it. Marcus looked like he hadn't slept all night. His dress shirt, usually crisp and freshly stretched, was wrinkled in a way that made him look more like Michael. When he finally looked up from the screen, his eyes were blood-shot and there were heavy bags under his eyes.
"We're... too late," he whispered so softly Ava barely heard him despite the eerie quiet in the building.
Her eyes went wide as she tried to piece together what he meant. "What do you mean, too late?"
Without looking at her, Marcus turned his monitor toward her. Ava quickly scanned the contents. Her hazel eyes darted left and right as she read the email from Brian, a soft gasp escaping her lips as her hands flew up to cover her mouth. "They went to New Orleans together? How? Why?"
Ava's hands shook slightly as she pulled out her cell phone and tried to call Wendy only for it to go straight to voicemail. She fired off a quick text asking her friend to call her when she got her message. "We've got to do something Marcus. You heard what Lisa said."
He hung his head, shaking it slightly. "There's nothing we can do."
"What do you mean? Lisa told us how Michael would manipulate her. How he would get her alone then push just the right buttons to get her to bend to his will. Don't you see? He's doing the same thing."
Sunlight began to pass through the slates of the window shade. The burst of light causing Marcus to tilt his screen. "When I was a child we had this uncle who used to come over all the time." Marcus sat back in his chair taking a deep breath like the memory was too hard to get out. "He would tell me and my brother these grand stories about all the places he'd been. Germany, Japan, Thailand. I used to think he was the coolest guy ever. I would tell my mom, when I grow up I want to be just like Uncle Tommy."
"I don't--"
Marcus held up his hand. "My momma would just laugh and shake her head. I didn't understand why she was being so dismissive." He licked his lips. "The next time we saw Uncle Tommy, he told us another story. This time he was in South Africa and he saw all this crazy wildlife. Lions and cheetahs, and such. I just listened to him, starry eyed like always. Then momma," he gave a soft chuckle, "she asked Uncle Tommy, surely you must have some pictures you can show the boys, right? You went to all these magical places, surely you have a photo or two." He turned to Ava, his eyes moist. "You know what happened after that?"
Ava shook her head.
"Uncle Tommy never told us another story again. In fact, he stopped coming around all together."
The implication hung in the air, neither Ava nor Marcus looking away. Finally, it was Ava that spoke first. "But Lisa gave us--"
"Nothing," Marcus said, defeated. "She gave us her story. A story that came with zero evidence, zero facts."
"Her story matches exactly what we've seen Michael doing with Wendy," she sounded more defensive than she realized and Marcus reached out putting his hand on her arm to try to calm her down. "Michael got her to start working late, he engineered situations to get her alone so he could take advantage of her. Promised her promotions in exchange for..."
Marcus sighed, running his hand over his smooth head. "What she gave us was her version of the truth, Ava. No recordings, no emails, no witnesses."
"You don't believe her?" Ava's eyebrows shot up.
"Of course I believe her, but that doesn't change the facts. It's her word against his." He moved his monitor back to its original position. "Besides, even if just her word was enough, Lisa explicitly said she doesn't want to get involved. She won't talk to anyone else for fear of retaliation. So where does that leave us?"
"But we've seen him doing the same with Wendy, and now..." Her voice cracked as she wiped away a tear. Marcus grabbed her hand and gave it a squeeze.
"What we've seen is a director working closely with a talented employee on a major campaign."
"We have to do something. If she's already in New Orleans with him. Christ Marcus, there's no one there to stop him."
"I know," Marcus nodded still holding her hand. "I'll talk to Jon. See if there's anything--"
His office door swung open without warning causing them both to jolt. Brian stood in the doorway, his eyes moved from Marcus to Ava, noting her position on the desk, the closed door, their hands touching.
"Hope I'm not interrupting," he said, his gaze shooting lasers at Marcus.
Ava looked to Marcus, waiting for him to explain, to make this look less... intimate. The silence stretched uncomfortably.
"I wanted to make sure you saw my email about Michael and Wendy." He looked at Ava, noticing the way she slinked off the desk, her eyes avoiding his. "In fact, can I have a word with you, alone?"
"I um... I was just leaving," Ava said, unable to get out of the office fast enough.
"You know," Brian said once Ava had left, closing the door behind her, "I've always respected how you develop talent, Marcus. But there are... boundaries that need to be maintained. Especially when the parties involved are married."
"It wasn't like..."
"Save it. I don't need details. Just... be mindful of appearances. The wrong kind of attention can derail promising careers." He paused before walking away. "For both parties."
Marcus sank into his chair after Brian left, staring at his computer screen without really seeing it. He needed to be more careful. He could already see how this conversation must have looked from Brian's perspective. He couldn't have another misstep.
***
Louis Armstrong Airport wasn't the biggest airport Wendy had ever been to, but it made Columbus feel tiny in comparison. Michael led them to the baggage claim area, like he'd been there a million times in the past, and they got there just as the groan of the carousel came alive and began to dump bags onto the carousel.
The plane ride had been smooth, and uneventful which surprised Wendy most of all. For the most part, Michael either slept or was on his laptop and barely paid any attention to her at all. Maybe he realized yesterday was crossing a line. Maybe he was actually going to back off.
She spotted her purple suitcase almost immediately, but before she could reach it, Michael shouldered his way through the crowd, nearly knocking a woman onto the carousel as he grabbed both their bags.
"You didn't need to do that," Wendy said when he was back at her side, both their bags by his side. "I was just waiting my turn."
"Have you never heard the expression nice guys finish last?" Michael pulled out his phone, ordering them an Uber as he pointed her toward the exit.
"You mean the excuse assholes use to justify being assholes?"
Michael's laugh echoed through the terminal, drawing glances from passing travelers.
"Is that what you do? Just go through life like a wrecking ball taking anything you want?" The disdain in Wendy's voice was practically dripping, but it just rolled off Michael like she was paying him a compliment.
"Seems to be working out for me just fine so far," he said, letting his eyes scan her body in a way that made her want to crawl away and die, even as he held the outside door open for her.
Despite it being January, the air in New Orleans still felt sticker than Ohio. There was still a chill in the air that made Wendy wish she'd packed warmer clothes, but it felt different, thicker. She was happy to see the Uber pull up to the curb just a few minutes after they got outside. Michael gestured toward the back seat, allowing Wendy to slide in first.



"Ever met Jack Peterson before?" Michael asked once they were underway, his leg brushing against Wendy's despite the added room in the SUV. She ignored it, choosing instead to focus on his question
Wendy shook her head. "Only the few calls we've had when I've been with you."
"Thirty-nine and already CEO. Youngest in the company's history," Michael gazed out at the passing scenery. "He's the type of guy who's used to getting what he wants. His father was the CEO before him, and if the rumors are true... Let's just say he wasn't the most qualified for the job. Turns out being the son of the man in charge has its perks."
"Great," Wendy said, shaking her head. "More assholes failing to the top."
"Hate to be the one to break it to you, sweetheart. But here in the real world if you want to make it to the top. If you truly want to be seen, you have to fight dirty and use every advantage you have to get there."
"Don't call me that."
Such a cynical outlook on life. There was no way that was true for everyone, was it? She didn't want to believe it. Just because Michael was cut throat it didn't mean she needed to be, and it definitely didn't mean Jack was either. "You seem to know a lot about him."
"Met him at a few industry events over the years. Friend of a friend situation. Smart guy, but gets bored faster than my nephews."
"So, how do we use that to our advantage during our meeting?"
Michael laughed, his belly bouncing on his legs as he kicked his head back. "Now you're getting it," he said wiping tears from his eyes. "You'll want to keep him engaged. The guy has the attention span of a goldfish." Michael stretched out his body a bit, hit arm falling behind Wendy's headrest. She rolled her eyes at the move, but didn't bother to say anything. This was the Michael she was drawn to. The business shark who would help her achieve her goals. "Mix up your delivery, make sure you ask him a lot of open-ended questions."
"So that means you're letting me lead the presentation?" She didn't mean to sound as shocked as she did. When Michael had told her about the trip last night she had just assumed they would have equal speaking parts.
A smile appeared on Michael's face as he turned to look at Wendy. "Of course. I told you already. I trust you. I know you've got the commitment needed to see this thing through."
A tingle of something that wasn't pride ran up Wendy's back. He'd been using that word a lot lately, commitment. Her fingers spun her ring, unsure of how to answer.
"Just remember, we need this to go well," Michael continued, his tone serious as he made note of Wendy's movements. "If we get his green light today, we can start the soft launch next week, then go straight to the community launch and then, hopefully, the regional blitz we've been discussing. But his team will try to push you on the numbers, so be ready." He leaned closer, his hand suddenly resting on her shoulder. "Remember, you know this data better than anyone. Even better than that husband of yours." He chuckled, locking eyes with her. "Just watch Jack for your cue. If he starts to zone out or check his phone, you're losing him. That's your sign to switch tactics."
By the time they pulled up to the hotel, Wendy felt confident, maybe even excited, for the meeting ahead.
The Hotel Monteleone sat in the heart of the French Quarter. As Wendy stepped out of the car, she couldn't help but admire the elegant architecture.
"They have a bar inside that's in the middle of an actual carousel. We should check it out later if we have time," Michael said, observing how she admired the building.
"Let's just focus on the meeting," she replied, determined to ensure Michael knew this was strictly business.
"Reservation for Reynolds," Michael said to the front desk attendant, a young woman whose professional smile brightened as she took in Michael's expensive suit.
"Of course, Mr. Reynolds." She tapped at her keyboard, her manicured nails clicking through the empty hall. "I see two reservations. One for you and one for Ms. Taylor as well?" The woman looked at Wendy as if to confirm.
"That's right," Wendy said, stepping forward.
The attendant printed out their registration cards. "You're both on the fifth floor. Elevator is down the hall and to your right."
The elevator ride was silent, tension building with each ascending floor. When they reached the fifth floor, Michael led the way down the corridor, stopping at room 512.
"This one's yours," he said, handing Wendy her suitcase. "I'm in 514."
Wendy slid her keycard into the lock, the green light blinking as she pushed open the door. The room was nice. Way nicer than anything she was sued to. It had tall windows, plush bedding, classic New Orleans decor. But her eyes immediately locked on the interior door nestled in the wall to her right. A connecting door.
"Are you kidding me?" she muttered.
Michael appeared in her doorway, confusion crossing his features. "Something wrong?"
"Connecting rooms." She gestured toward the interior door. "You really think it's going to be that easy?" Anger bubbled in her chest. She couldn't believe she'd been so stupid. Of course Michael behaved himself on the plane. He knew he didn't have to rush, cause he'd have a door that led straight to her bed. The audacity of that man.
Michael's eyebrows rose. "Excuse me?"
"I already told you. Last night was a mistake and it's not going to happen again. Getting adjoining rooms sure as hell isn't going to make me any more likely to sleep with you." She realized her voice was getting louder, a few guests from down the hall stuck their heads out to see what the commotion was all about.
A look of confusion crossed his face before morphing into something like amusement. "Wendy, I booked the room at the last minute at the same time. The hotel probably just booked them together because that's standard practice." He shook his head. "You know, for someone who is constantly saying you don't want to sleep with me, it sure seems to be on your mind an awful lot."
Heat flooded her cheeks, embarrassment mixing with doubt. Was she overreacting? Projecting intentions that weren't there?
"We need to head to Fireball headquarters in a couple hours," he said while she was still wavering from her outburst. I suggest you get settled and review your notes." He turned and took the few steps to his room before turning back to her. "Oh, and the door looks from both sides. So you hardly have to worry about me sneaking into your room."
"Michael, I didn't mean--"
His door clicked shut, leaving her alone in her room and feeling more stupid than ever.
Wendy fell back onto the king-sized bed, letting her body sink into the foam mattress. She released a frustrated sigh before digging her phone out of her purse. She had a missed call and a text from Ava. She wondered what could possibly be so important. She'd call her back later, first she wanted to check in with Jon. Knowing him he had calculated up to the minute the plane had landed and was wondering where she was. A smile formed on her lips, it was nice to be wanted.
Jon answered on the third ring, the familiarity of his voice making her feel homesick despite the fact that it'd only been a few hours.. "Hey, you made it! How was the flight?"
"Fine," she said, hearing the tension in her own voice. "Michael and I are at the hotel now."
A brief pause. "Everything okay? Is he behaving himself?"
Wendy glanced at the connecting door. Had she misinterpreted the situation? Was she the problem?
"Yeah, he's been... professional, actually." She replayed their hallway conversation in her head. Stupid. "We have a meeting at Fireball headquarters in a couple hours."
"That's great." He sounded more upbeat than usual. "After your meeting, you should explore the city a bit. I hear there's tons to do there."
Wendy frowned. This didn't sound like the Jon who tracked her movements and worried when she was five minutes late. Was he glad she was gone? "We'll see. Apparently there's a bar here that's inside a carousal or something. Michael was telling me about it, but he's the last guy I want to be in a bar with."
There was a pause and for a moment Wendy wondered if she lost connection. "Yeah Michael can be... You should go though. I mean, I don't love that it's Michael either, but you deserve to unwind a little. You deserve it."
"Okay, who is this and what have you done with my husband?" she asked, only half-joking.
Jon laughed. "You're the one always saying I work too hard. I don't want you to suffer the same fate. Besides, 38% of workplace stress has a direct impact on stress at home."
"And he's back," Wendy said with a giggle. "How's everything there? I miss you."
"I miss you too. Nothing new to report here. Marcus wants to have lunch with me tomorrow. Probably another project." She could hear papers shuffling in the background. "Oh, and I took a look at those demographic projections you're presenting. I found some interesting correlations you might want to--"
"Jon." She already knew where this was going. "I've got this. You don't need to check my work."
"I wasn't checking your work," he protested. "I just noticed that if you adjust for seasonal variance--"
"Stop." She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply counting to four. "I don't need you to fix my presentation. I don't need you to make it more... mathematical."
"That's not what I--" He exhaled heavily. "I'm sorry. You're right. You've got this."
Silence stretched between them, the loving moment from just a moment ago now long forgotten. "I should let you go. You probably need to prepare for your meeting."
"Yeah." Wendy said, flatly. "I'll talk to you later. I love you."
"Love you too," came his quick reply. Then the call ended.
Wendy tossed her phone to the side, Ava could wait, she didn't need any more drama right now. Why did Jon always think he needed to jump in and save her? Why couldn't he just let her prove herself for once.
She glanced across the room. The connecting door suddenly felt like it was pulsing with possibility. Michael was just on the other side, probably working on the presentation. Someone who actually trusted her instincts, who saw her potential without going behind her back and making adjustments without being asked. He actually trusted her, believed in her, even when all she did was throw insults and accusations at him. She sat up on the bed, running her fingers through her hair. She could do this. She didn't need Jon, or Michael. She had everything she needed to succeed on her own.
***
Wendy smiled at herself in the hotel room mirror. Her gray pantsuit was pressed and wrinkle free, the cream-colored blouse underneath buttoned to the top making her look as professional and powerful as she felt. She'd pulled her blonde hair into a low bun; she was ready to take over the world.
Two sharp knocks on her door announced Michael's arrival. When she opened it, his eyebrows shot up as he took in her appearance.
"That's what you're wearing?" His gaze swept over her suit with thinly veiled disappointment. "I've seen nuns show more skin than that."
She rolled her eyes, of course he expected her to dress more provocatively. "I'm wearing nearly the exact same thing as you. It's a presentation for a major client. They want to see professionalism."
"No, they want to see someone who resonates with their brand." He checked his watch, the single button on his jacket threatening to pop off and hit Wendy in the eye.
"I told you before, I want to be taken seriously. My ideas should speak for myself."
"Let's hope so," he said, gesturing toward the elevator. "It's too late to change now."
The ride to Fireball headquarters was quiet. Wendy looked out the window, mentally going over her notes. Her reflection stared back at her as the city slid by outside. She was bold, confident, everything Fireball represented. Michael was wrong, she was dressed exactly how she needed to be.
Once inside, Wendy felt like she'd stepped into another world entirely. A mural of the iconic red dragon covered the walls. Its body coiled along one side, its flames licking up around the windows like a border. The marble floors glimmered underfoot, flecked with red gemstones that sparkled in the light.
"Subtle," Wendy muttered as they passed a twelve-foot dragon sculpture breathing neon-orange fire.
"Authenticity," Michael corrected. "They know exactly who they are. They understand that trying to hide it only diminishes their value."
A prickle of recognition ran up Wendy's spine at the comment, but she dismissed it as the elevator doors opened.
The executive team was already in the room when Wendy and Michael arrived. They sat around a circular oak table, most of them dressed in either red or orange dress shirts.
Jack Peterson sat at the center of the table and stood as they entered the room. In his late thirties, he looked every bit the part of someone born into privilege. His piercing blue eyes danced over Wendy, his smile faltered only for the briefest of moments as he took in her outfit. He wore a dark colored suit with a red tie and a bright orange pocket square. Everything about him screamed money.
"Michael Reynolds." Jack's handshake was relaxed, as he clapped Michael on the back, "Long time no see. Your golf game improve much over years?"
"Still working on my putting game, but always happy to get out there and teach you a thing or two." Michael's laugh was loud, artificial.
"And you must be Wendy. I've heard great things."
Wendy's cheeks reddened. "Thanks for the opportunity. I think what we have outlined for the campaign will get you just as excited as we are about moving forward."
"So professional, this one." He shot Michael a wink before turning toward the other executives. "This is Bruce Kellerman, our CFO. Tom Miller, head of creative. And Sarah Chen, head of distribution."
Once introductions were complete, Wendy moved to the presentation area, her heart pounding against her chest. She took a deep breath as she connected her laptop to the display system.
The Evolve Your Fire logo appeared on the screen. "Based on the feedback you've given us, you'd like to start the campaign small. A more grassroots approach." She went to the next slide. "We've developed a three-phase implementation that starts locally before scaling to regional and national markets."
For the first ten minutes, the presentation flowed smoothly. Wendy walked them through the revised rollout plan, showing how they would target key metropolitan areas first, Lexington, Nashville, New Orleans and Columbus.
"Phase one focuses on community engagement," Wendy explained, clicking to a map with highlighted zones. "Partnering with influential local cocktail bars, retailers, and cultural events in each city. This creates genuine brand evolution that feels organic rather than imposed."
She noticed Jack checking his phone. Following Michael's advice, she shifted tactics.
"Jack, I'm curious, which of these initial markets do you think will respond most strongly to the premium positioning?" she asked.
He glanced up, putting his phone down. "Nashville, probably. They've got a whiskey culture and large cocktail scene."
"We thought that as well," Wendy said, noticing Michael's approving nod from the corner of her eye. "In fact, we've front-loaded some of the Nashville activates for that very reason." She advanced to slides showing consumers in upscale Nashville environments enjoying Fireball cocktails. "Phase two would expand regionally outward from these initial success markets over a 12-week period."
But as she moved into the budget projections and implementation timeline, she noticed Jack's attention wandering again. He let out a soft yawn, his thumb swiping something on his screen.
Bruce, the CFO, interrupted. "These numbers assume a 27% conversion rate when scaling from local to regional markets. What evidence supports that assumption?"
Wendy was prepared for this. "Historical data from similar spirits category expansions shows--"
"I've seen those models," Bruce cut in. "They typically show 15-18% conversion at best."
"For brands that abandoned their core identity during expansion, yes," Wendy smiled. "Our approach maintains authenticity, and as a result we expect existing customer sales to increase by 5% instead of the typical decrease brands see when they make this switch." Bruce looked like he wanted to cut in again, but Wendy powered on. "Authenticity is key. We believe as long as you stay true to your core--"
Jack's phone buzzed loudly. He checked it, typed a quick response, then looked up at Wendy with a thin smile. "Continue."
But she'd lost him. His body language had shifted entirely, his chair angled slightly away from the presentation area. She looked around the table, Sarah gave her an apologetic look as Wendy felt her hands start to shake. All that she had worked so hard to accomplish suddenly felt like it was in jeopardy.
Michael stepped in. "What Wendy's brilliantly captured here is the opportunity to build authentic momentum. Rather than forcing a regional blitz that might feel corporate, we're suggesting an expansion pattern that mirrors how actual trends spread naturally from cultural centers outward."
Jack nodded absently, his eyes returning to his phone.
Michael tried a different angle. "Jack, random question." He looked up from his phone momentarily intrigued. "Any indoor golf facilities around here where I can practice my swing? We have this charity event coming up in a few weeks and I'm a bit rusty."
"There's actually one just a few blocks from here." Jack's smile grew, his phone disappearing into his front pocket. "If you want, we can head over now. Pick this back up tomorrow morning at nine?"
The air seemed to leave the room, and for a moment Wendy felt like her heart had stopped. She had a second chance now, but she wasn't sure how. She'd followed Michael's advice, her pitch was flawless. Jack just didn't seem to be interested in what she had to offer.
"That sounds great," Michael confirmed. "Let me just run back to my room and get out of this monkey suit and I'll meet you there in an hour."
As they gathered their materials, Sarah, the distribution head, paused beside Wendy. Standing now, Sarah's fitted red dress caught Wendy's attention, and of course, Michael's. His gaze lingered on her exposed legs where the hem stopped just short of her knees. "For what it's worth, I think the presentation was great," she said quietly. "But Jack needs to be... entertained. He has his father's attention span."
The ride back to the hotel was silent for the first several minutes. Wendy stared out the window, mentally replaying every moment of the presentation, searching for what she'd done wrong.
"Your presentation was great. The content wasn't the issue," Michael finally said, breaking the silence.
"Then what?" Wendy turned to him. "I followed your advice. I engaged him directly. I shifted tactics when he started looking bored."
"He didn't connect with you, Wendy. You were just another suit to him."
Wendy stared at him blankly, not understanding what that meant.
"Look, everyone has their thing, right?" He ran his fingers through his hair. "I'm, as you so eloquently put it, the asshole who takes what he wants. The receptionist, she's the care-free woman with fire hair. Hell, even the Sarah chick..."
"No one says chick anymore, Michael. It's degrading."
"See, too fucking corporate," he chuckled. "It's like she said, Jack wants to be entertained. You walked in buttoned up like a fucking Sunday school teacher and shook his hand like some corporate lawyer then dove into a power point presentation that put the room to sleep."
Tears stung the back of Wendy's eyes, but she pushed them back. "So, that's it then? you're saying I'm too boring for this job?"



"Jesus Christ." He drew a long breath trying to calm himself. "I'm saying THAT was boring. You're anything but, you just need to get out of your own head." He turned back to look at Wendy. He had that look in his eye that made her skin crawl while at the same time making her stomach clench. "Look, I have to go pretend to like golf for the next hour with Jack. Why don't you head down to the bar. Grab a drink. I'll meet you there when I get back. We'll figure it out."
Wendy looked out the window again with a nod, fighting back the urge to defend her presentation further. Something had gone wrong, something beyond the content or even her delivery. And she had a sinking feeling that Michael's solution would involve more than just tweaking slides.
***
The Carousel Bar was busier than Wendy expected as she stepped onto the slow rotating platform of the bar. She couldn't help but smile at the feeling of being a kid again, as she grabbed a golden pole and found an empty seat. The bartender, a middle aged man with a beard, chatted up a woman in a low-cut dress while Wendy waited to order.
The meeting with the Fireball executives had been a complete disaster, and all Wendy wanted was a drink to take the edge off while she figured out her next move. Maybe Michael would have a new strategy when he got back from playing golf. She threw up her arm to try to get the bartender's attention, but he had already moved on to some college girl whose chest was all but spilling onto the bar, completely over looking Wendy.
As the bar completed its first full rotation, Wendy found herself staring into a mirror on the other side of the liquor bottles, her mind replaying Michael's words from the car ride over. He wasn't wrong, she looked like she was a sixty old accountant. She reached behind her head and let her bun down, shaking her long blond hair out. Whether a coincidence or not, this seemed to get the bartender's attention.
"What will it be?" He had an accent, but she couldn't place where it was from.
"Can I get a Vieux Carre?" She asked, placing the menu to the side.
"Popular choice tonight," he said, already reaching for the Sazerac and Cognac.
Ice clattered into the cup, drowning out some of the conversation around her. She used this time to watch some of the other customers as the carousel made another round. A group of men at the far end of the bar was chatting up every girl in sight. Well, every girl except Wendy, that was. They wore expensive looking watches and designer suits. They carried themselves like Michael, smug, confident.
The burn of the Sazerac helped numb the humiliation she was feeling, at least a little bit. Why was it that when a man dressed in a suit with fancy jewelry he was taken seriously, yet when she did it she wasn't entertaining enough. What the hell did that mean, anyway? She wasn't there to entertain Jack. She was there to make him millions of dollars, so then why the fuck did he care how she dressed? One drink had turned into two, then three, time slipping away as she sat lost in thought. Her chest was beginning to feel warm, the soft motion of the carousel making her sway more than she intended.
Was this really what she'd worked so hard to become? She'd spent years fighting to be taken seriously, learning the lingo and hiding her figure in hopes to climb the corporate ladder. She'd abandoned modeling to escape being judged on her appearance, only to find herself being dismissed for entirely different reasons.
"Well, no one can call you a lightweight."
Wendy startled at Michael's voice. His large frame pressed against her as he maneuvered himself into the chair next to her. She chewed on the inside of her cheek as she watched him snap his fingers at the bartender only to have him rush over and get him a drink the second his butt touched the seat.
"How was golf?" she asked, noticing the way his chest hair stuck out of his unbuttoned polo.
"Awful. I'm terrible." Michael laughed, amused by his own incompetence. "But Jack had a great time showing off," he took a long drink of his whiskey. "And we got a redo tomorrow morning, which was the point."
"Great." Wendy's tone was flat. "I'll add some golf metaphors to the presentation. Maybe wear a caddy outfit."
"The caddy outfit isn't your worst idea."
"Excuse me?"
"Oh lighten-up, Wendy. You take yourself too serious."
Heat flared in Wendy's cheeks. "Maybe if men thought with something other than their dicks then I wouldn't have to try so hard."
"You trying so hard is the exact reason we are in the situation we're in." Michael's voice was low, calm. It made her hate him even more. Of course she was going to be the one that looked unreasonable in this situation.
"I want to be taken seriously. Why is that so bad? Why do I have to have my tits out in order for an executive to take me serious."
Michael shook his head, like it pained him to be having this conversation. His entire demeanor made her blood boil. Why couldn't he just say what he wanted to say. Why did he insist on being an arrogant prick about it?
"We don't need to choose between premium and playful, we can be both." Michael turned his body, facing her. "You're the one that said that, aren't you?"
"Oh, fuck you. That's different and you know it." Her fingers tightened around her glass. If it wasn't empty she would have considered throwing it in his face. "I was talking about brand identity not dressing like a whore."
"It's about authenticity." He finished the last of his bourbon and flagged down the bartender for another round. "Brands fail when they try to be something they're not. Well news flash, princess, so do people."
A tear rolled down her cheek, but Wendy ignored it. "So that's it then? I'm just reduced to being a set of tits?"
"You're not listening." He rubbed his temples like Wendy was the cause of all his problems. "You can be both. Who the fuck cares how you get their attention as long as you get it?" Michael's gaze seared into her like he was looking into her soul. "You've got an amazing mind, Wendy. But you have an even more amazing body." For once, his eyes didn't travel to her chest. "So if you have to use one in order for them to see the other then well... that's just using what you have to your advantage." He finished the rest of his whiskey in one drink. "Just like my terrible fucking golf game."
Michael pushed away from the bar and walked away, leaving her there alone with just her thoughts. The carousel continued its lazy rotation, while Wendy's mind raced. She'd spent so long fighting against being reduced to her appearance that she'd forgotten how to own it. But was embracing that power just another form of surrender, or was it just another form of leveling the playing field?
***
Back in her hotel room, Wendy sat on the corner of her bed swaying like she was navigating a small boat in the ocean. She'd only had a few drinks, she wasn't drunk, but she also didn't drink enough to handle so much in such quick succession. "Fucking Michael," she said under her breath as she pulled up her leg to slip off her heel.
The zipper of her pantsuit dangled just out of reach, leaving her thrashing on the bed trying to reach it. Her fingers felt clumsy, uncooperative. Eventually, after more time than she cared to admit, she was able to tug it down her body. "Why does he have to be such an asshole? For once, why can't he just help me without making it all sound so... sexual." The Fireball meeting played on endless loop in her mind: Jack's wandering attention, the way the CFO questioned the numbers then went right back to not focusing on her before she even finished her answer.
_He needs to be entertained. He has his father's attention span._
Wendy sat at the desk in the corner of the room, determined to come up with something that would salvage the meeting tomorrow. Michael was right, throwing in some golf metaphors wasn't going to be enough, she needed something that would keep Jack engaged. She pulled up her slide deck, going over each slide trying to find something she could enhance. Maybe she could run a quick interactive poll, show the executives exactly what customers thought. But there wasn't enough time to collect any meaningful data.
She paced the room, her buzz fading as her fingers drummed against her thigh to a four-count beat. She was right in the heart of bourbon street, maybe she could just get video testimony from bartenders about sales when brands try to evolve? But that too felt futile. Bars would be packed right now, and even if a bartender was slow enough to talk to her the audio would be trash with all the live music in the background.
After an hour of fruitless attempts, she slumped onto the bed. Nothing felt big enough to overcome Jack's wandering attention. She needed something bold, something that would force him to engage. But what?
With growing frustration, she threw open her suitcase, hoping inspiration might somehow hide between her carefully packed professional attire. Three pantsuits in varying shades of gray. Two button-up blouses, one cream and one pale blue. A modest navy dress for dinners. All professional, and boring. She sighed in frustration. What was she even doing? She wanted to be seen for her brain not her looks. Why was she pandering?
The adjoining door seemed to mock her indecision. Michael's words from the bar echoed in her head: _Who the fuck cares how you get their attention as long as you get it?_ She'd spent so long trying to prove herself on merit alone, but where had that gotten her? Jack couldn't even stay off his phone long enough to hear her ideas. She glanced past the door, catching her reflection in the mirror. The black bra hugged her chest tight. Pushing her chest up in a way that was all but invisible under the clothes she was wearing. The lace outline along the cups were just the right amount of playful she enjoyed, allowing the pink of her areola to peak through from the right angle.
She walked toward the mirror with a grin on her face. Her belly was smooth, flat. Her hip bones just visible as her stomach dipped into a V where her matching panties began. They were a little more provocative than her bra. Slightly more sheer in a way that always made Jon's mouth hang open. She ran her fingers through the back of her hair, fanning it out the way she used to do in her modeling days. She could already feel the heat begin to build in her core, she looked hot. The kind of hot she'd locked away all those years ago. "I bet this would get their attention," she mused to herself. "Do I have your attention now, Jack? Want to hear all about my... proposal again?" She leaned forward, letting her chest nearly spill out as she kept her eyes trained on her reflection. "See something you like, Jack?" She stood up straight making her chest bounce. "If you give me your undivided attention, you may get something you'll like even better."
"How's that for evolving my fire?" she scoffed, turning on her heel and walking toward the bed. The buzz between her legs had started to grow, her little roleplay having more of an effect on her than she realized. She fell back on the bed, grabbing her phone to call Jon. Perhaps they could play a little before bed, help take the edge off. Another message from Ava greeted her as she unlocked her phone.
Ava: I haven't heard from you. Call me back, please.
She stared at the message. Why was Ava so determined to talk to her today? She'd call her back, but first she needed Jon.
Unfortunately, after the third ring it went to voicemail. "Hey, it's me," she said after the beep, her voice wavering slightly. "The meeting didn't go great. I just... I missed you and hoped to hear your voice. Call me when you can."
She tossed the phone onto the bed and resumed her fruitless search. Nothing in her suitcase remotely suggested "playful." Nothing would capture Jack's attention tomorrow.
She grabbed the navy dress and pulled it over her head. It was loose-fitting, and while the neck-line was just low enough to show a hint of cleavage, it wasn't exactly going to set the world on fire. She needed a new plan.
"Damnit," she complained under her breath, glancing again at the door that separated her room with Michael's as she grabbed her phone.
Wendy knocked on the door, a little more forcefully than she'd meant to. She heard movement inside then the soft click of the lock, just like he'd mentioned earlier. When the door opened, his polo was gone, replaced by a white T-shirt with what looked like an old coffee stain on the front. His slacks had been traded for a pair of worn gym shorts that had clearly seen better days.
"Wendy," his gaze scanned her body, taking in her new outfit. "What a surprise."
She almost lashed out at his feigned shock. Instead, she gestured helplessly at her outfit. "This is the best I have. I didn't exactly pack for..." The words trailed off as she realized she wasn't sure how to finish that sentence.
"Come in," he said, stepping aside.
She bit her lip, warning bells sounding in her head as she contemplated going to his room. Her fingers curled pulling her dress before she took a step forward on shaky legs. With each step she convinced herself they were just going to talk strategy about tomorrow, to come up with a plan to get Jack excited about their vision. But the voice in the back of her head told her she knew better. Every time they were alone Michael tried something, she couldn't trust him.
Michael's hotel room was almost identical to hers, except he'd already made himself at home. His laptop sat open on the desk, his bed unmade with the blankets thrown about, along with an open bottle of whiskey on the desk.
"I figured you might stop by," he said, moving to clear some clothes from the desk chair. "After our conversation at the bar."
Wendy remained near the door, just in case she needed to make a quick escape. "I'm not here to rehash that. I just thought we should figure out a solution for tomorrow."
"And you expect me to bail you out?" Fire flashed in Wendy's eyes, her anger quickly replaced by self-doubt. He wasn't wrong, was he? Every time she found herself in hot water Michael was the only one who was able to get her out. If it wasn't for Michael she wouldn't even be on this project, so why was she acting so hostile toward him?
"I just...", she gestured at her navy dress. "This isn't going to work. You were right. We need to catch Jack's eye."
Michael studied her for a moment, licking his lips. There was something in the way he was looking at her. Something that told her she was in over her head. "You know, When I went to play golf with Jack earlier I passed this small little boutique." He made his way to the closet.
"What's your point?" She asked, even as the hair on her arms stood up.
"My point is that Jack responds to certain... visual cues." He pulled a bag from the closet. "I might have done a little shopping while you were at the bar."
Wendy didn't have to be a genius to know what was in the bag, she didn't even need to be sober, although she was beginning to sober up very quickly. She held her breath as Michael pulled out a gold dress that shimmered in the light. the neckline was accented by red gem stones that hung way too low for Wendy's liking. To make matters worse, there was a slit down the side that she was pretty sure would come all the way up to her hip.
"Fireball gold," Michael said, holding it up. "On brand, don't you think?"
"No." The word came out instantly. "Absolutely not."
"You haven't even tried it on."
"I don't need to. Christ my entire body would be on display." Heat flared in her cheeks.
Michael draped the gold dress over the back of a chair. "What exactly are you against, Wendy? Being noticed? Making an impression?"
"Being reduced to my appearance." Her voice rose slightly. "You think I don't know what happens when I dress like that? How men stop listening to what I'm saying because they're too busy staring at my chest?"
"They're not listening to you now," Michael countered, his voice maddeningly calm. "At least this way you get his attention long enough to make your point." He chuckled to himself. "Then, when you catch them looking you call them on it. They will be so embarrassed they'll have to give you their undivided attention."
She hated how right he was. Hated even more that she had just played out that exact fantasy in the mirror before coming here.
"I can't," she said quietly. "Not that one."
Michael rolled his eyes and reached back into the bag, pulling out a second dress. "I had a feeling you'd say that. You're too afraid to take any real chances."
The dig stung, especially after the rejection from earlier today. Her insecurities intensified and she worried that perhaps she wasn't cut out for this after all. Maybe she should just go back to Columbus, turn down the promotion, the Fireball project, and just go back to writing twitter campaigns and website tag lines.
The dress he pulled out next was black with gold flecks woven through the fabric. It was significantly less flashy than the first, but still more form-fitting than anything in her suitcase. The neckline was modest by comparison, hanging slightly lower than the dress she was currently wearing.
"This one is probably more your speed," even that felt like a dig. Was she just being sensitive? "Personally, I don't think Jack will notice it, but good to have options I suppose."
"It's not a bad compromise." She ran her hand over the dress trying to convince herself that it just may work.
"That's the problem. You're compromising. Jack doesn't respect compromise he wants someone with commitment." Michael gestured toward the gold dress. "This is what will get his attention."
Wendy took a step back, frustration building. The way he was looking at her, the way he said commitment. "You just want to see my chest. Jesus, why are all men such pigs."
"What can I say, we appreciate a good rack," he said with a laugh.
She fought the urge to slap him, to run back through the door and leave. Then a thought popped in her head.
"Fine, you want me to wear that one?" She took a step toward him, her confidence growing slightly. "You want to see me walk around their conference room with my tits out?" She smirked as Michael's eyes went wide at her sudden change in tone, her words laced with a seductive edge.
"You tear up the stupid IOU. Stop badgering me about commitment, and I'll wear your dress. I'll prance around Fireball headquarters showing so much skin Jack won't dare look away." She stopped just a couple of steps in front of him. She could feel the adrenaline rushing through her veins. The surprised look on Michael's face made her burst with pride. She was tired of his smugness.
But then, something changed. Just as quickly as she'd turned the tables on him, Michael seemed to find his bearing. He cocked his eyebrow, closing the small gap between them. He was close enough now, she could smell the whiskey on his breath.
"Allow me to give you a lesson in leverage, Wendy." His voice dropped lower. "I hold all the cards here, not you. If tomorrow fails, my reputation takes a hit, but I survive. You don't. You need this more than I do." That cocky smirk was back, and Wendy felt herself go ghost white. "Why would I give up something so valuable when I'm getting nothing in return?"
Panic rose in Wendy's chest. He was right, of course. If Fireball pulled the plug on this then Michael would be fine. Sure, his bonus check might take a hit, but the world would continue to spin. For Wendy, this presentation was everything. If she failed no one would take her seriously.
"What if...," she chewed on the inside of her cheek. "What if I sweeten the deal for you?" Her stomach did a summersault. This was a bad idea.



"I'm listening."
The room felt suffocatingly small as Wendy tossed her phone onto the bed. She could do this. She could leave here with Fireball excited about the go-forward strategy, without reducing herself to a pair of tits for Jack. She knew if Michael really wanted to, he could keep Jack's attention. He just needed the right... motivation. With a deep breath and a fake smile, she sunk onto her knees.
Michael's expression shifted instantly. His eyes went wide in shock, his mouth hanging open, for once in his life at at loss for words. She'd managed to catch him off guard, and the momentary flicker of surprise in his eyes gave her a small surge of power.
"Two minutes or less, those were our terms last time, right?" She let her fingernails scrap over his stained t-shirt, dragging toward his shorts. She fought back the burning in her chest, the tears stinging her eyes. She knew she was crossing a line, but Michael had been right. She had advantages of her own she could play, and didn't it make more sense for her to use them on Michael instead of a room full of people she didn't know?
"It..." he cleared his throat realizing his voice was an octave too high. "It was one minute."
Her fingers sank into his flesh. "Oh, you're one of those guys?" Wendy saw his nostrils flair, but a laugh still crept from his lips.
"Two minutes is fine. What exactly are you suggesting?"
"If I win, I wear the black dress," her fingers teased the band of his shorts. "And you do everything in your power to convince Jack that despite my lack of... commitment he still agrees to our strategy."
She looked up at Michael. He had at least three different chins from this position, his beaty eyes filled with lust. She had him on the hook, she just need to keep him there. "And you tear up that stupid IOU."
"And when you lose?"
"If... I lose," she let her nails rake over his thighs. His gut pressed against her forehead, his breathing intensifying. She tried not to think too much about what she was about to do.
"Then I wear the gold dress tomorrow." She nodded toward the more revealing option. "Your choice, no complaints."
A slow smile spread across Michael's face as he considered the offer. "What's in it for me? I already have the IOU. I still have all leverage."
No, Michael. This time I have it." Heat throbbed between her legs, even as bile clawed at the back of her throat. She tugged the sleeves of her dress down her arms before she could stop herself, dragging the neckline with them until her bra was fully exposed. The black lace snapped into view. She heard his sharp gasp, wondering if he could see the pink of her nipple from that angle.
"But if you're not interested, then I guess I will go back to my room and try on the black one." She began to stand, only to feel his hands on her shoulders.
"No, I'll accept your terms," he said quicker than he intended. He'd expected Wendy to eventually relent and accept that the gold dress was the right option. But this... this was better than his wildest dreams.
"So, should we start the clock?" Her tone was mocking as she felt a slight shake in his hand. she'd never seen Michael nervous before. Her body pulsed with energy as she realized the power she held over him.
"You sound awful confident." His fingers slid across the exposed skin of her arms. "It didn't go too well for you last time."
Goosebumps littered her arm as she tried to focus on the task at hand and not the throbbing between her thighs. "Last time caught me off guard. This time, I know what I'm dealing with."
"Ok, time starts now," Michael said with a snicker. "But, I don't think you have any clue what you're dealing with."
Wendy rolled her eyes. If she had a dollar for every guy she met who thought he was packing she wouldn't need this job. With the clock officially started, she brought her hands back to the band of his shorts, pulling them down with ease.
"Don't flatt--" Her words caught in her throat as his cock popped into view, thick and heavy-looking despite its semi-hard state. It was easily thicker than Jon's, nearly as wide as her forearm. It looked to already be longer as well. Her body tingled at the wonder of what it would look like fully erect. What it would feel like. A thought she quickly dismissed. The skin was smooth, with a slight curve that made her pulse stutter, a large vein traced along the underside leading to his two heavy, and wildly hairy, sacs. The head was wide, flushed a deep pink, and just beginning to swell. Her breath hitched before she could stop it, a quiet, involuntary sound betraying her surprise.
Michael's laughter rang in her ears, fanning the heat now spreading between her legs.
"What's wrong, sweetheart? Jon not as... impressive?"
She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. She was truly speechless, caught somewhere between shock and wonder. Her hand raised on its own, her manicured nails disappearing in the unkempt bush of hair as she cupped the weight of him in her palm.
"Time's ticking," Michael murmured, closing his hand around hers, forcing her fingers to curl around his girth. The heat of his flesh seemed to intensify as she struggled to wrap her hand fully around him.
Her fingers didn't quite meet around his shaft, not without Michael's help guiding them there. The weight of him, the heat, the way his cock throbbed gently against her palm, it was all more than she expected. She was still reeling, still stunned. She felt his cock start to rise, blood filling it as she stroked him slowly.
"At this rate, you're not even going to get me hard in two minutes," he taunted, releasing his grip on Wendy's fingers, pleased that she continued to stroke him without his guidance. "Maybe you should use your mouth. A little spit goes a long way."
"I... I don't do that." Michael was right, she needed to focus otherwise there was no way she was going to win. she had given him back control. She needed to snap out of it. To find what drove him crazy and use it against him. Just like he'd done when he... she didn't finish the thought.
"But you're not wrong." Her grip tightened slightly causing Michael to gasp. "This is the biggest I've ever seen. I'd love to see what it looks like when you get fully hard." She looked up at him, biting her lip as she met his gaze. "Can you do that for me? Can you show me how hard you can get?"
Michael's grin widened at her praise, cocky and expectant, like he'd already won.
"All you had to do was ask," he said, rolling his hips just enough to make her hand shift on his length. "I knew it wouldn't be long before I had you on your knees."
Wendy let out a soft breath, her grip adjusting, smoothing her thumb over the ridge of his head. She felt the twitch in response, his length continuing to respond.
So, he liked the talking. Of course he did. She shouldn't have been surprised. But if that's what got him off then that's what she'd do. She'd crank it up to ten if it meant winning and ridding herself of all this.
"Had I known you had all this between your legs maybe I would have asked sooner." Another pulse from his cock, as the space between her fingers grew. _Gotcha_ "You feel so hard already. So excited." She felt the first drops of precum slide across her fingers.
"Are you excited, Michael? Excited to finally feel my hand around your cock." She emphasized the word cock, drawing a grunt from him. Excited to cum all over my chest? That's what you want isn't it? To cum on my chest?"
Reluctantly, Michael closed his eyes. He didn't think holding out for two minutes was going to be a problem. Wendy was hot, but he had already factored that into his plan. He'd controlled his breathing, thought about all he was going to get after he held out. But, he didn't account for this. He had no idea this innocent little wife could have such a dirty mouth. That along with the sight of her tits on display was more than he'd bargained for.
"Mmmm, there is it is," Wendy continued, the excitement of now being in control causing her to rub her thighs together, feeling the full weight of his impressive hardness in her hand. "Open your eyes, big boy. Don't you want to see how good your dick looks in my hand?"
Each stroke felt like a new wave of power pumping into Wendy's blood. She knew she should feel repulsed, regret, and she would later. But right now, she was drunk on power. She was going to win, she was finally going to get the best of the man who had been tormenting her since Christmas.
With gritted teeth, Michael opened his eyes, his hips working in time with Wendy's hand as he raced closer to his climax. "Sixty... fuck, sixty seconds," he called out, glancing at the clock on the night stand.
"Mmmm I can feel it coming. Give it to me, Michael. Give me your cum." Wendy's voice was dripping with seduction as wet sloshing noises filled the room, Michael's pre-cum acting as its own form of lubricant.
Wendy leaned in, brushing her chest just slightly against his hip as she dragged her hand upward.
"You've thought about this before, haven't you?" she whispered. "Me... stroking your cock. You've looked at me. I've seen the way your eyes always drop to my chest when you think I'm not watching."
He chuckled, but it lacked the bite from earlier. He was trying to control his breathing. Wendy's phone buzzed from the bed, breaking her concentration for a moment, but she recovered quickly.
"Maybe I should give you a real treat," she purred, curling her fingers with more confidence, letting her other hand come up to cup his balls, her nails grazing his skin. "You want to see them don't you? You want me to take off my bra so you can see if they look as good as you imagined?"
She heard the shift in his breathing, felt the way his body responded.
"I bet you'd give anything to fuck my tits right now," she added, casually, like she was talking about the weather. "You've stared at them enough. Mmm I've never had anything as impressive as this between them before. Do you want to see it as bad as I do?"
Michael's hips flexed, just slightly. She had him. His breathing had turned into a series of grunts. In just a few short seconds this was all going to be over.
"for... forty five seconds left." He tried to focus on the clock, on anything other than her words. She seemed to be enjoying this even more than he anticipated and the thought of that made his balls ache for release.
Wendy took her time now, deliberately reaching behind her back, her strokes never stopping. Her fingers worked at the clasp, slow and intentional. "Are you ready for the big reveal?" She dragged the straps down from her shoulders. "Are you going to last long enough to see them? To feel them wrap around your hard dick?"
"Oh fuck." He couldn't even pretend like that didn't have an effect on him. This was it, she was going to win. He felt his balls tighten, on the verge of exploding. All he could hope for now was that he had corrupted her enough that they didn't have to hide behind the IOU anymore.
Another round of vibrations on the bed caught his attention. Jon's face lighting up on Wendy's phone screen. At the same time, the cups of her bra dropped free, and her breasts bounced slightly as they were released. Michael looked at the clock, thirty seconds.
"Jon's calling," he said, noticing how Wendy's body went rigid even as she continued to stroke him. "that's the second time he's called. He's probably worried what his wife is doing." Her strokes slowed, but didn't stop. He chewed on his bottom lip, doing everything in his power to slow his release.
Wendy's hand hesitated just slightly, a small tremor betraying her internal war. Jon. Michael was right. Jon was analytical, if she didn't answer his mind would go to the darkest places just like it'd done in his last relationship.
"What's that say about you Wendy? That you'd rather be on your knees, my dick in your hand, than answer your husband's call?" He saw her shake her head, her grip loosening just enough to give him some relief.
"I actually admire the commitment." The taunt in his voice was back. "In fact, I'll go ahead and answer for you. That way you don't have to stop what you're doing."
"No!" Her eyes went wide in fear. She could be quick. Just let him know she was about to get in the shower and she'd call him right back. Jon wouldn't suspect anything if she kept her voice light. It would buy her a little peace of mind. Just one second. Just one sentence.
Her hand left Michael's cock as she grabbed the phone, her exposed chest bouncing with the sudden movement. She answered, brought it to her ear, heart pounding.
This was all the distraction Michael needed. He smiled, noticing how flush her body was, her hard her nipples were. Wendy wasn't just flustered about Jon, she was turned on. Fortune seemed to be smiling down at him in more ways than one.
"Hey babe, I was actually just about to get in the shower. Can I call you back?" Her voice was sweet, but her breathing was ragged, her tone high pitched.
"Sure, sorry I missed your call early. I was just--"
"Okay, love you," she said, ending the call and tossing the phone aside like it was burning her. She turned her attention back to Michael, sliding off the bed and back onto her knees.
"Twenty seconds. There's no way you're... oh fuck."
Wendy pressed her chest together, her nails scrapping across her nipples as she lowered them around Michael's cock.
"Are they as soft as you imagined?" She pressed her breasts harder trying not to stare to hard at the impressive rod of steel sliding effortlessly between them. Her nails lightly teased her nipples causing her to squirm while rocking her body.
"Fifteen seconds..."
"Cum for me big boy." Her voice was trembling now, realizing she was on the verge of losing. "I bet these things produce so much cum." She reached down tugging and caressing his large sac. "I know you've always dreamed of this. Of covering my tits in your hot cum."
Michael's hips started to buck. He was still close. Maybe she could still win this. She just had to try a little harder.
Wendy leaned in, giving him everything. The weight of her breasts around his cock, her fingers squeezing from underneath to hold them just right.
"Five..."
"Cum for me, Michael," she whispered, desperate now, her voice a plea and a command all at once. "Do it. Cum all over me."
"Three..."
"Think about how good it will feel when it's in my mouth..."
"Two..."
"Oh fuck. Or in my pussy. You want that don't you? To cum in my pussy? Imagine how good that will feel."
"Uggghh, fuck. Time," he barely got the word out.
Michael grabbed her shoulders, holding her in place. He slid his cock deep into the tight press of her breasts, his head grazing her cheek.
Wendy gasped, trying to pull back, but he held her firm, her body frozen as she felt him pulse.
"Oh fuck, yes. Take it. Fuck, take it all."
Rope after rope of hot cum splattered her chest, neck and face. Her breath caught, not just from the shock of it all, but at the realization of just how wet she was at that moment.
The filthy words she'd whispered to get him off, _cum for me, Michael... in my mouth... in my pussy_ they hadn't just worked on him. They'd worked on her. She could still hear them echoing in her mind, but now it was like someone else had said them. She felt her juices slide down her leg, her body aching, desperate for attention.
Then, the moment passed.
Humiliation crashing through her as she felt the sticky evidence of what she had just done. She clenched her jaw, trying not to look down, but she couldn't help it.
She'd never seen someone cum so much and with such force. It was like he'd been holding back for months not minutes. When it was done, Michael let out a shaky laugh, taking a step back to admire his handiwork.
Wendy's chest was drenched in his white glaze, globs of it dripping down onto her dress, ruining it completely. She blinked, stunned, frozen in place. Her breath hitched as she looked down, her breasts glistening, the fabric soaked and clinging. Strands of hair clung to her face, caught in the beads of sweat and semen dotting her flushed skin.
For a moment, she didn't move, her head still spinning from what just happened. She felt... warm. The aftershock of arousal still pulsed low in her gut, but it was fading fast, replaced by fear, anger... repulsion, at both Michael and herself.
He should've stopped.
Time was up. He said it was over. He should have stopped instead of... she reached up to wipe her neck, but the mess only smeared. Her lip curled in disgust as the sticky wetness coated her fingers, the harsh smell of it assaulting her nose.
"Fuck," she muttered under her breath. That flicker of power she had felt was long gone. Replaced by a cold wave of shame, and worse, the heavy realization that she'd not only let this happen again, she instigated it.
"I'm not going to lie, I thought you had me." Michael was still trying to catch his breath, his gaze on Wendy's chest.
Wendy's eyes snapped up to meet his. Her face twisted into something ugly. Rage. Embarrassment. Confusion.
"If Jon hadn't called..." He paused, stepping toward her as he pulled his shorts back up. "I really should take him to lunch. Maybe send a thank you card. If it wasn't for him, you would've won."
Wendy stared at him, she didn't know what to say. She wanted to lash out at him, to be angry, but something was holding her back.
Michael's grin deepened, his eyes trailing down her cum-streaked skin with smug satisfaction. "It's almost like..." he leaned in just slightly, "he wanted it to happen."
That did it.
"Fuck you!" Wendy screamed, getting to her feet. She grabbed her phone from the bed and stormed back to her room. She needed a shower, to burn away every trace of Michael from her body and her mind.
"Soon," he whispered as she slammed the adjoining door to her room. He licked his lips falling back onto the bed. "Very soon indeed."
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Steam rose from the sink as Chris placed the last plate into the strainer and turned off the water, the muted rumble of reality TV drifting in from the living room. It had been three weeks since Seattle, and there had been a shift in their dynamic that none of them had expected, a comfort descending over their relationship that hadn't been present for months. At the office, this had made Clayton increasingly formal, his office door locked as he attended to requests from clients, and most particularly Tom who now had no interest in handling Chris himself. This was exactly the way Chris liked it; his client base was expanding, several very promising deals in the pipeline that rendered Tom's reserve more like a blessing than an affront.
Domestic life had also been enriched in ways Chris had not anticipated. Their sex life continued to thrive with renewed vigor, their emotional bond better than ever, even though they hadn't had any repeat performances since that night in Seattle. The taunting raged unabated however, slowly evolving into something more sophisticated. Ashley had begun openly texting Clayton, something that initially raised Chris's brow but eventually became their new normal. She'd even let him see the first few messages, rather mild ones where Clayton expressed a desire to see her again or requested what she wore. Chris could tell how Ashley seemed to live on notice, their own steamy affairs always held that added charge on days Clayton's name occupied her screen.
Ashley snuggled up in the corner of their leather couch, something she'd bought on a whim and still made her smile, knowing they could now afford such indulgences that Chris was earning big bucks. Her light blue silk cami clung to her damp skin, the sheer fabric barely leaving anything to imagination as she drew her bare legs under herself. She had run down, dripping wet from the shower in time to watch her favorite reality show. Her favorite celebrity froze in place, designer dress now champagne-wet, as Ashley gnawed mindlessly on her thumbnail, completely absorbed in the soap opera unfolding on the screen.
"How can you watch this garbage?" Chris sat down beside her, his laugh abruptly shortened by her ice cold toes moving under his shirt. He jerked back with a yelp, but Ashley pushed her toes in and held tight.
"That's what you get, mister." A commercial flashed on the screen, something about male pattern baldness as Ashley picked up her phone and began scrolling.
"Chatting with your boy toy?" Chris tried to sound nonchalant but totally failed. Ashley's raised eyebrow met his question, mischief twinkling in her eyes.
"Wouldn't you like to know," she teased moving a foot from his belly over to his leg. On TV, the host of the show was coming back and letting the viewers know in a few minutes they would be counting votes to see who went home. Ashley put her phone back on her lap, the flirtatiousness seemed to have passed as she focused on her show again.
Biting his cheek hard, Chris gave a silent, annoyed huff. Seattle memories hung in the air, the fast beating of Ashley being braver, more... daring. Her laughter interrupted his reverie and he looked over to see she was sitting again on her phone.
"ADD kicking in? Watching bloopers on the internet again?"
"No sorry, just Clayton being..." She paused, her delicate toes tracing to the inside of Chris's thigh, unsurprised to find his growing erection.
"Clayton being what?"
Glancing at her screen again, Ashley speed-typed out another message, unable to hide the smile on her face. Her eyes met Chris's, her brow creased against the bulge in his loose basketball shorts. "You sure you want to know? It looks like your imagination is doing a pretty good job of filling in the blank."
"I..." Chris's words faltered while he thought of Ashley's response. Her foot casually explored the length of his erection, as she tried to see how accurate she was. He hadn't felt this kind of tension-created stimulation since weeks back. He examined her face, noting the way her tongue only slightly poked past her teeth and her eyes sparkled while she shoved her foot into her shorts against his growing erection.
The ding of Ashley's phone seemed like thunder. Her toes flexed, curling around his shaft, pressing the screen into her face. Chris was struggling to breathe the weight of her touch mounting. A laugh slipped past her lips as she read the message.
"He wanted to know if I missed him," she paused her movements growing more aggressive. "Well, not him exactly. He wanted to know if I missed this." Her tongue lashed at her teeth, her foot rubbing harder as she turned the phone and he could see Clayton's huge penis on the screen.
Heat crawled up the nape of Chris's neck as he struggled to remain calm, his own critical faculties clouded by Ashley's unexpected touch. Her explorations grew more adventurous by the second, testing pressure and timing in ways that left his brain reeling. "He... he sent you a dick pic?" The words fled strained, barely above the sound of blood in his ears.
Ashley watched his reactions nibbling her bottom lip, enjoying the way Chris fell apart under her touch. These moments of dominance were addictive, stronger than she'd ever dreamed when they started this dance with Clayton. With Chris, each gasp, each shiver exposed how completely she was able to unravel him. It was not the same with Clayton, though; her attempts at control with him always seemed to come back on her, leaving her panting and yielding to his dominance. Not that she minded, there was something deliciously freeing about surrendering to him, abandoning all control. But this. watching Chris struggle to maintain his calm, knowing she had all the control. This thrill was becoming addictive. Another chime from her phone sent butterflies dancing in her stomach as she wondered what Clayton would say next, how he might try to reclaim control even from a distance. The thought made her pulse quicken, she was caught between two forms of power now, and finding she craved them both.
"He asked what I'm wearing," Ashley said casually. Chris barely registered her words, his heart thudding in his ears as her toes locked around his length. The soft friction of skin on skin drawing him deeper into an ecstasy-hazed daze. He wanted to slide his hand down and remove his shorts but didn't want to ruin the moment. Each stroke of her foot jolted electricity up his spine. His hips bucked now involuntarily, looking for her touch. As her foot suddenly stopped, he winced in annoyance.
"Whaaa..."
"The show's back on," she teased, throwing her phone to the ground with a smile and returning to the TV. Being kept at arm's length left him tender, his skin hyper-sensitive where her foot had been as she returned to the TV like nothing was amiss.
Chris's gaze fell to her abandoned phone, his stomach clenching with that familiar mix of jealousy and desire. The unlocked screen displayed yet another picture of Clayton's swollen cock, his hand wrapped firmly at its base, the tip glistening with need.
"You're just going to leave him hanging?"
On television, the voice of the host droned on, drawing out each syllable with artificial suspense. "Interesting," Ashley breathed leaning forward, her breath stilled as the tension unfolded.
"What is?"
Her attention fixed on the TV, anticipation stretching the silence. Finally, she replied, "That you're more worried about me leaving _him_ hanging than you." Her smirk deepened as she let the statement linger, punctuated by a sharp intake of breath when her favorite contestant narrowly escaped eviction.
"That's not what I..."
"No?" Ashley cut in, her voice laced with teasing. "So you don't think I should let him get a glimpse of what I'm wearing?"
She moistened her lips, her warm foot, once again reverting to its flirtatious tempo on his penis. "How about now?" she queried, pushing the cami straps off her shoulders. She teased her body, bouncing it, the gauzy material little clinging to her breasts. Her nipples, pebbled and tight, ground gruesomely into the smooth fabric, the sight enough to rob Chris of air.
Chris's fingers slipped into the leather, fighting the urge to reach for her. Her foot continued its maddening rhythm as she moved her phone from view. Whatever was on that phone was compulsive to watch her lips purse into a scowl as she goaded him closer to the edge.
"Maybe I should photograph you," Ashley laughed, her voice teasing. She stood up from the couch, the movement causing her cami to ride further down her chest. Chris gasped as she crawled over his legs seductively, the silk fabric finally giving way to gravity to fall about her waist.
"I mean, if he actually wants to know what I'm wearing we have to make it special, don't we?" Her hands moved up his legs as she peeled down his shorts, his hard-on pressed between her bare breasts spinning his head. She picked up her phone, holding it at a tilt. "Actually... not yet. I think I should be wearing, something different. Don't you?"
Heat enveloped Chris's cock as Ashley swallowed his entire length down her throat.
"Wowww fuck, Ash." Chris lifted his hips off the couch his eyes blurring at the shock of pleasure.
Ashley pulled back cautiously, her tongue teasing around his tip as she looked up at him with lust on her face. "Come on, baby," she breathed, her fingertips stroking lightly along his shaft. "Give me something decent to wear."
Chris's hands, still around the sofa, reached out toward her head. He crunched her hair in his fist as he felt his balls begin to throb with desire. Naked except for the blue boy shorts she was kneeling between his thighs in, she was the sexiest thing he could imagine.
She encircled her hand around his base, caressing slowly, deliberately, as though enjoying the effect she was having on him. She had her other hand drift down over her own body, fingertips disappearing between her own legs. "Are you going to cum for me, baby? Do you think Clayton will like seeing my picture?" she taunted, lips tracing over the length of him before swallowing him whole.
Chris groaned, his head falling back on the sofa as she rode him competently, her movement in perfect harmony with the excruciating pressure building within him. Each sweep of her tongue, each circle, sent shivers of pleasure running up his spine. His words were fuel for a fire as she drove him to his orgasm.
"Fuck, Ashley," he snarled, his voice shattering with desperation. His hand pressed her further down upon his rod, her hot breath igniting his balls.
Ashley hummed around him, her buzzing creating waves of shock in his body. She felt his cock begin to pulse as his moans grew more intense. She broke her head free from his fingers, encasing her breast around his member.
"Come on baby, cum for me," she urged forcing her breasts up against him as his hips lifted at a rapid pace.
"Uuuggggh fuck," Chris shouted as a final dive had him slamming back into the sofa, his body trembling violently as the orgasm ripped through him. Ashley's chest and face were splattered with sticky, warm liquid as Chris panted, his head reeling at the sheer force of his climax.
Ashley smiled, wiping a finger through the spill before meeting his angry glare. "Mmm, Good boy," she taunted, leaning forward and taking his deflating head into her mouth once more before dropping it with a 'pop'.
The camera clicked, catching Ashley suspended in teasing glory. She was bare from the top down, the dark lashes outlining a wicked grin as her lips brushed inches from Chris's softening dick. Her chest and face glowed with his cum, and her nipples, little more than blips on her skin under streaks, looked almost as though they were encased with white pasties, but reality wasn't.
"You're wicked," Chris strained, his body betraying just how much the thought thrilled him.
Ashley giggled uncontrollably as she clicked send. "Maybe," she admitted, the thought of Clayton's reply sending a wicked shiver down her spine. "But you seem to enjoy it."
The soft chime of Ashley's phone made her gamin diminish momentarily. She knew full well that sending a picture like that to Clayton was flirting with disaster, that's exactly why it was so thrilling to begin with. After reading his response a gasp escaped her, a little shiver traveling down her spine even as it seared.
"What did he say?" Chris asked, seeing the expression on her face.
Desire took over Ashley's eyes as she read the message again, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. The heat building between her legs swelled before dropping back into role for her husband. "Wouldn't you want to know," she whispered, her voice holding that edge of knowing that drove Chris wild.
Rising slowly to her feet, she retrieved the cami that had fallen off from the floor but did not put it on. "You know," she mused, bending her body cat-like in the dance of the TV's shadowing light, "You seem to be the only one who has received some comfort tonight." Moving backward towards the stairs, her hips moving hypnotically. "Coming?"
Chris stood in the doorway, transfixed by the combination of need and assurance in her gestures. She was nearly out of sight up the stairs when she stopped, staring once again at her phone. The little hitch in her breath, the tension of her thighs squeezed together, whatever was on the note Clayton had sent her was getting to her.
"Last chance," she yelled out, her tone sending both invitation and provocation down the stairs.
Chris didn't need to be reminded for a second time. As he followed her up the stairs, his cock had already begun swelling at the mere idea of what was waiting for him in those messages. But for the time being, he was going to make sure Ashley had just as great a time tonight as he was.
****
The parking lot was empty when Chris pulled in, the sun barely peeking out from the hills in the distance. He took a slow sip of coffee from Mable's, two creams no sugar, letting the warmth chase away the lingering fatigue. He'd skipped his usual sit down breakfast there to get an early start. The Reynolds account needed attention, especially with their new CEO taking over. His colleague had handed it off surprisingly quickly after Jennifer Reynolds replaced her father. She'd closed the initial deal effortlessly with the former CEO, but apparently his daughter preferred a "different approach."
An odd sense of tranquility washed over Chris as he sorted the Reynolds files on his desk, an anachronistic habit he couldn't shake. While others had several monitors running simultaneously, he preferred the tactile of paper, the way information lingered in his brain when he could read it and touch it in front of him. His thoughts wandered nonetheless, however, thinking about Ashley's photo last night. She'd been starving afterwards, their fucking improving with each go, but he couldn't get past the string of unanswered texts from Clayton that were appearing on her phone. Clayton had been professionally aloof the last few weeks at the office, each business meeting and conference call. He'd barely spoken of Ashley to him, effectively nothing. Chris couldn't decide whether this chill was comforting or disturbing. This night's provocative exchange led him to question whether Clayton could maintain the pretense.
Chris soon settled into a pattern. The click of his keyboard filled the empty moments as he reviewed quarterly security events, all down since switching over to BitGuardian. The numbers were fine, but with his other clients, there was always a gnawing question about ethics behind the software. Morning sunlight poured in the window, and he had to turn away so that the glare would not blind him. He was engrossed in concentration when the office door swung open, jolting him out of his analysis.
Katie arrived, her usual tidy appearance decidedly awry. A smudge of mascara, a glance over her shoulder, and then another, another, and one more. She hugged her bag, swerving straight for her desk without the usual morning greeting.
Chris stood watching her battle with her laptop, fingers shaking slightly as she tried to get logged in. Something was certainly not right. Katie was always composed, always in control, so seeing her like that triggered immediate red flags. Her eyes were red and bloodshot, and she kept glancing back over her shoulder towards the door in anticipation of someone entering after her.
"Katie?" Chris called gently, not wishing to scare her further. She startled at the sound of his voice, not having seen him sitting at his desk. "Is everything okay?"
She allowed her eyes to shut, relaxing her shoulders as the tension seeped out of her. Having somebody there in the office seemed to calm her. "Hey, boss." Her voice wavered slightly, but he could see her reconstructing her walls, brick by brick. She smoothed her skirt, buttoned up her blouse, small gestures of normalcy that seemed to help her. "I need coffee," she said almost to herself and not Chris.
Chris noticed her headed towards the coffee machine, noting that she kept to the walls, her usually confident stride yielded to self-doubt. Gone, too, was the signature wiggle of her hips that turns heads whenever she navigates the office. She returned with coffee in each hand hoping the warmth would slow their shakiness.
"You um..." she gazed at the door again, her voice dropping. "You ever get this feeling like somebody's tailing you?"
"Tailing?"
"I know, I know, it's stupid, okay?" She pulled at a furl of nervous grin, her eyes flicking to the door for the twelfth time. Her coffee sloshed dangerously close to the rim as she leaned forward. "This car... Black or maybe blue. It was a dark color. I swear I've seen it everywhere this week. Every turn I made, every red light at which I stopped." Her voice broke on a sob. "I kept thinking I was dreaming it, but then today it followed me all the way to the entrance of the parking lot before speeding off in a rush."
The hairs at the base of Chris's neck pricked up as memories came flooding back, his own sudden jolt of recognition knocking the neatly piled papers off of his desk. It was the same thing he'd been doing before Seattle, the way it seemed to materialize and then disappear like a ghost. He'd written himself off as paranoid, but now.
"Chris?" Katie's voice snapped him back into the present. "What's wrong?" You're white as a ghost," she said, her eyes focused intensely on his face. Understanding crossed her features. "What's going on?"
Chris smoothed his hair with his hand and let out a slow breath. "The same thing happened to me before Seattle. There was a black sedan wherever I went. I thought I was going crazy. I even almost mentioned it to Clayton, and then they disappeared and I thought I was crazy."
A nervous beat passed between the two, both of whom had no idea what to do or say next. The sudden crash of voices and laughter from in front of the front door surprised them both to their feet as the morning crew entered all at once. Katie placed her hand upon her chest, letting out a shaky laugh as their jitters ceased.
"God, we're so nervous." The familiar spark returned to Katie, this time spreading all over her face. "Thanks though. For listening. For making me feel less crazy."
She stepped closer, hugging him. Chris tensed as her warmth pushed into him, the delicate scent of her perfume wafting through his nose. He tried to focus on something else: the hum of the fluorescent lights above, the hum of the lobby. No matter how hard he tried, his body betrayed him, his flesh reacting to the gentle curves leaning against him.
"Mmm," she breathed, her warm breath in his ear. "I guess fear really is a natural aphrodisiac."
"I... uh... that's not." Chris stuttered, his face on fire as he tried to step back. The movement seemed only to make things more awkward as Katie gave a flirtatious laugh, clearly back to her old self.



Clayton had decided to pop out of his office at that precise moment, standing in the doorframe with his classic predatory smile as he let them leap away from each other. Katie smoothed her skirt, and Chris took a step back consciously.
"I didn't know you were already in," Chris strained to say, hating the way defensive he sounded.
"Clearly, although I'm not sure why that matters." Without waiting for a response, he disappeared back into his office, the door clicking shut behind him.
Chris dropped to a knee, gathering the Reynolds papers that had fallen. His hands stopped as he reached out to grab one particular sheet of paper - an executive summary of security concerns. The words leapt off the page: "BitGuardian's autonomous installation capability on unrecognized devices creates significant security concerns. Unauthorized data collection and dissemination potential. Full code review is requested before further implementation."
****
Chris's car was the only one in the parking lot when Clayton arrived at the office. The temptation to turn around and go to see Ashley gnawed at him. His fingers drummed against the leather steering wheel. Thoughts of showing up at their house unannounced danced in his head. Ashley's startled expression, that flicker of desire she could never quite hide. The engine idled as he pulled up last night's photo, his jaw clenching at the sight of Chris marring what could have been a perfect addition to his collection. Still, the way Ashley stared into the camera with that knowing smile, covered in his cum so shamelessly... She'd evolved far beyond that nervous, married woman he'd first met that night at McDuffs. His smile grew wider as he considered all the boundaries left to break, all the ways she'd eventually beg him to cross them. She just needed the right motivation.
Taking a measured breath, Clayton swallowed the desire to act on impulse. The parking garage encounter still burned fresh in his memory - Ashley's initial submission followed by that infuriating flash of defiance before he could claim his prize. No, showing up unannounced would be... untimely. She needed to come to him willingly, to crave the things she knew only he could give her. Appreciation flickered across his face as he studied her perfect chest one last time before shoving the phone back in his pocket. The private entrance at the rear of the building called to him. It would offer the solitude he needed to orchestrate his next move.
Clayton wasted no time settling into his sanctum. The glow of multiple monitors was the only light in the room as he pulled up the live feed for the security cameras. Through the monitor, Chris hunched over the Reynolds files, scribbling notes with the desperate focus of someone drowning in responsibility. He was happy to dump that account into Chris's lap. Not only did it get in the way of his "meetings" with Katie, although those seemed to happen less frequently these days, he knew the stress of the account would be another thing Chris would try to juggle all on his own. Eventually, he would drop the ball and when he did that's when Clayton would strike.
On another monitor, Clayton pulled up his private collection of pictures he'd collected over the months. He nodded in approval as he pulled up some of the first images of Ashley he'd gotten. It was during their trip to Las Vegas. Ashley sent Chris lots of pictures during that trip, none of them intended for Clayton's eyes, but BitGuardian was truly in a league of its own when it came to security and it made short work of their privacy. This one in particular had her posing in the doorframe wearing only the tiniest of lingerie, still innocent to the game she'd eventually learn to play. The images flicked past, each one a trophy. He paused on one he'd actually taken himself, though he wasn't sure if Ashley was even aware of it. In it, she lay in her bed, her light blue teddy pulled to the side as she pleasured herself. Adding the latest photo to his collection, Clayton took one more minute to admire her teasing smile. His eyes narrowed at Chris's intrusion in the frame. "Next time," he murmured, fingertips ghosting across her image, "we'll give you something more... worthy to display yourself with."
His phone buzzed, Tom's name flashing across the screen. The amusement fell from his face, picking up the call with contained irritation. "This is the third call in a week. I'm starting to think you're obsessed with me."
"Save the wisecracks. It's been almost a month and you still haven't told me how you plan to fix this." Tom's voice crackled through the speaker, tension evident. "Seattle was a waste. I expected results by now."
Clayton leaned back, attention lingering on Ashley's photo. "Patience. These things take finesse."
"Finesse?" Tom scoffed. "The SEC filing is coming up, they are going to start asking questions if we dump more shares before the call." Something crashed in the background and Clayton heard a muffled cry. A woman, whether the cry was pain or pleasure was hard to tell, but it was clear Tom was finding creative ways to deal with his frustrations. "Your father assured me you could handle the delicate aspects of our arrangement."
"My methods work," Clayton lashed out, sitting up in his chair. "Push too hard and-"
"And what? She's ready. Chris is the only obstacle, and I have people who can handle obstacles."
Clayton's fingers stilled on his mouse. "That won't be necessary." He clicked through his feeds until he found the current office view, zooming in on Chris comforting Katie. "I have something else in mind."
"We don't have time for your games," Tom growled. "The European expansion meeting is four months away. I've got a couple of board members who don't believe I'm the man for the task. I need solid leverage by then." His breathing grew more ragged. "Ashley possesses everything we need - the appearance, the charisma. A few private sessions with them, some compromising photographs. But I have to see her myself first. Make sure she can. perform the role."
Anxiety radiated from Clayton's frame. He did not like sharing, but he needed Tom as much as Tom needed him. "And the transfers?"
"Everythin' is going through the books like it's supposed to. No trace." Tom paused. "Speaking of which."
"It's handled," Clayton cut him. "He's too busy with his new lifestyle to wonder, and the facts are on my home encrypted hard drive. Nobody is going there."
"And what about the audit the board requested when you were here?" The chill in Tom's voice evaporated, a distant soft moan indicated why. "They were serious about stopping the rollout pending receipt of that. The publicity buzz has them scared."
"The auditors will be coming next week. They won't be able to find anything." Clayton leaned back, his smile broadening, confident of his deception. "The remote access module compiles at runtime - completely untraceable. To them, it will look like what we've always had: client-controlled admin access only."
"It better." Tom's voice went an octave higher and lingered for a moment. "My ass is on the line here, and I've already taken too much of a chance for you. If this all goes up." The threat remained unspoken as a loud slap and another yell echoed in the distance.
"I've got this covered. You, however, appear... distracted. Let me handle this and I'll have a report back with you shortly."
"This has to happen." The sharpness in his tone came back. "If you don't get your act together soon we're doing it my way." Tom's threat hung around. "I've invested too much and received nothing but some crappy pictures for my efforts. Get it done, or I'll do it myself."
The line went dead. Clayton scowled at his phone for what seemed like hours before turning to his screens once more. On-screen, Katie leaned against Chris, the body language all too obvious. "Too easy," he growled to himself. A shiver of satisfaction coursed through him as he observed Chris's straining attempt to maintain professional distance despite his hands on Katie's waist. It was time to remind them both of where they were in his carefully constructed dance.
He stood up and straightened his tie and looked at himself on the blurred-down monitor. The private entrance had succeeded in its purpose. Now it was time for something a little more public. He'd get them to notice him, get Chris to grapple with the reality that Clayton witnessed this weak moment. It was a matter of not being aggressive but getting them to think it was their plan all along. And before he was finished, they'd all be dancing to his music, thinking every step was their own.".
****
Ashley yanked her scrub top from the dresser with an exaggerated sigh, drawing Chris's attention from his phone. "I hate night shifts." She made a show of pulling off her t-shirt slowly, tossing it at her husband before pulling the uniform over her head.
"Could call out sick." Chris propped himself up on his elbows, watching her through the mirror as she changed. "Maybe send them that picture you took last night. I'm sure they'd understand."
"Something tells me Sarah won't like the picture as much as your boss did." She met his reflected gaze. Her cheeks flushed from the memory of last night's photos.
"He told you he liked the picture?" Chris's attempt at sounding casual failed as he felt his heart rate spike.
Biting her lower lip, Ashley ran her hands over her top seductively. "Oh he told me lots of things," she teased as she walked over to the bed where Chris was lounging.
"What kind of things?" Chris felt the blood rush to his groin as Ashley gave him her bedroom eyes.
"Sorry, lover. I can't be late, and you can't be quick." She gave him a playful squeeze reassuring her thoughts about Chris's current state as she pressed her lips to his.
She pushed Chris onto his back, deepening the kiss for a moment before resting her head on his chest. "I hate being away from you at night. Especially lately..."
"Lately?" His voice was playful, his fingers running through her hair. He tugged on it softly, drawing out a moan from her.
"Don't play innocent. You know exactly what I mean." Her fingers ran through his hair mimicking his movements. "Everything feels so... intense right now. Electric. Like, I can barely keep my hands off you."
"So don't." He let his fingers slide from her hair and into the waistband of her bottoms.
"I'm already running late," she protested weakly. She picked her head off his chest and stared into his eyes kissing his lips again. "As much as I'd love that, my friendly janitor friend already seems upset with me. I'd hate to disappoint him again."
Chris's hardness pressed into her thigh and she gave a faint giggle. "I'll call you later, baby. I love you."
"I love you too," he whispered watching Ashley rise from the bed with a sense of disappointment.
***
Navigating the empty hallways of the hospital, Ashley's initial reluctance started to diminish. Night shifts aren't her favorite, but at least she'd have company with Jen. They'd never really gotten to sit down and catch up since pre-Seattle, their schedules rarely overlapping anymore. The soft beeping of monitors greeted her as she rounded the corner to the nurse station.
"Here she is!" Jen's cheerful voice echoed across the normally empty station. "The globe-trotter returns to bless us lowly mortals with her presence." She swiveled around in her chair, a sparkle of curiosity in her eyes. "So how was Seattle? Did you bring me back a souvenir?"
Flopping down into her chair, giggling, Ashley typed in her password to take a quick peek at her patient files. "It was amazing," she began, savoring the time to re-experience the adventure. She'd never been more alive. Seattle allowed her the chance to get away and do something she never imagined without fear of having to face ever seeing those individuals again. "The views were beautiful, and Chris and I found this really neat little bar outside of Pike Place Market."
"Girl, I don't care what your view was," Jen interjected, studying her features. "Was the nightlife any good? I've heard clubbing there is divine. Did you all get a chance to go out?"
Flames swept up her neck, recollections of the night flooding the surface. The bar exchange, clubbing with Clayton and Tom and then everything that followed.
"Oh my God, you're blushing!" Jen teased slapping her arm gently. "You little slut, what did you do?"
"Oh my God, stop," Ashley laughed covering her face with her hands. "We did end up finding a club. One of Chris's clients gave us VIP status. It was."
"Hot?" Jen interrupted. "By the look on your face it was hot, or was it the client?"
"It wasn't anything like that," Ashley lied and couldn't help but grin. "But yeah, it was hot. You know how easy it is to get lost in the music with the alcohol flowing and all those bodies surrounding you." Ashley was studying Jen's face. She leaned forward in her chair, clearly not wanting Ashley to leave out a single detail. "And yeah, his client was hot. He has this older bad edge to him. It was killing Chris that I was dancing with him."
"I knew it! God, I miss those days."
"Things with Chris are going great, thanks for asking," she admitted, leaving the club scene behind but unable to completely stifle her smile. "It's like. you know when you first start dating someone? That thrill, that spark? Somehow we've rediscovered it. We can't keep our hands to ourselves."
Jen's expression softened, a brief wistfulness flashing across her face. "You're lucky, whatever you're doing keep doing it." Jen's stern tone caused Ashley to clasp her friend's hand, squeezing it comfortingly. "Dave never looks up from his computer anymore. Work from home is great until you realize that he's working more and won't ever leave the house or wear actual clothes."
"We need to catch up soon," Ashley said, picking up on the loneliness in her friend's voice. "I never see you anywhere except at the gym. Let's organize a double date and drag the boys along."
"Okay?" Jen perked up a bit. "That would be a good time. I need to come up with something to get him out of the house."
The remainder of the night passed in easy routine. Ashley moved around, visiting her patients, administering medications, and recording charts, punctuated by periodic gossip with Jen. The silence of somnolent night fell on the ward around 2 AM. Even the customary beeps of the monitors were subdued, as if the machines were too drowsy.
Ashley's phone buzzed on the surface of the desk, a shiver of electricity coursing through her veins. Her mind always turned first to Clayton, what stupid thing had he come up with now? She pinched her lip between her teeth, attempting to focus on finishing her charting before she could glance at it.
Finally, finishing the last entry, Ashley reached for her phone, that same little spark of hope growing in her stomach. Her enthusiasm lost a bit of steam upon reading Chris's name instead of Clayton's. "Just getting in bed. Wish you were here." Such a sweet message, she was happy to hear from her hubby. Happy to realize their own marriage remained wacky and great and not burning out like Jen's, but she couldn't suppress the jab of letdown that went with it.
"I need to stretch my legs," Ashley announced, bending over her head and offering the merest inch of skin with her scrub top before she stifled a yawn. Her sitting had made her muscles tighten up, and she was dying to rise. "These chairs are torture devices."
"Don't get lost," Jen yelled after her, already deep into work.
Remembering their previous late-night chat filled Ashley with a grin as she headed out the door. Her footsteps were the only sound within the empty corridor as she moved, mind soaring between Seattle and whatever the turn of this shift would bring. While she had been intractable earlier, there was something close to freedom in these off-shift hospital nights - time to think, to sift, to plot. She scrolled through her text messages hovering on Clayton's name, a flush of warmth ignited in her stomach as she hesitated about sending him a text. That would surely add some flavor to the evening.
****
The stairwell door creaked shut loudly behind her. The chilly air slipped into the concrete space, sending goosebumps on Ashley's arms. Her footsteps bounced off the concrete walls as she descended, searching for a pocket of quiet between floors where she could think clearly. She brought out her phone again. Her fingers rested on Clayton's name as she descended to another level. She had an excitement running through her veins and sucked in breath while looking at the picture she sent him the night before. The Ashley of a few months prior would never have dreamed of sending one so provocative to anyone, including her own husband. But this Ashley was different and could feel the flames burning in her belly. The phrases searing into her mind Clayton's response for the third time: _Poor Chris, he barely covered any of that flawless canvas. I'll demonstrate to you how it's actually done next time. When I've finished with you there won't be an inch of flesh that isn't battered. Let's see whose painting looks better._
Heat swept over her body re-reading his message. Every inch of her tingling with anticipation even as she chewed on her own culpability. The competitive fire in his voice, the way he dismissed Chris with a careless hand even as he promised his own mastery, as if it was a given that there would be a repeat. She rubbed her thighs together, coursed electricity through her veins. She shouldn't be behaving this way, shouldn't be so hyped up by the prospect of Clayton having her this way. She gazed at the photograph once more, imagining what it would be like if Clayton's dick was there to the side of her face, would he really be able to fill so much of her as he claimed? Her nipples pressed against the fabric of her bra, coarse texture causing her to roll onto the other leg.
The cold walls seemed to press in upon her as she came to a stop between floors, leaning against the concrete in an effort to dissipate her ever increasing body heat. Her thumb curled over the photo as if stroking the shaft on screen. The old Ashley have ignored such a reckless message, would have deleted it within seconds, and pretended as if nothing occurred. This Ashley, however, who'd been since Seattle, required more. She employed it to provoke Chris last night. Even now, she couldn't resist thinking of how to respond to Clayton in a way that would infuriate him and Chris.
"Nice picture."
Ashley's head jerked upward, her heart pounding against her throat. The janitor was inches away from her, his eyes fixed on her phone screen. She had been so caught up in Clayton's text, in her own creating fantasies, that she hadn't seen him approaching. Nobody was ever out here. This was her private place, a space where she escaped if she needed to get away from all the craziness. Was it just stupid luck he happened to be here now?
Instead of hiding the screen or scrambling to explain, Ashley felt that familiar surge of defiance rise within her. "So you're talking to me now?" Her voice was more angry than she expected, perhaps his cold shoulder last time affected her more than she realized. "Done pretending I don't exist?"
His eyes never left the screen, studying the image with an intensity that made the hairs on her nape stand. "Funny thing about existence," he said, his voice suddenly lower than she remembered. "Sometimes people aren't who you think they are." He took a step closer, forcing Ashley to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. "And sometimes they end up being exactly what you expect." He was close enough now that she could feel his thigh pressed against hers. His fingers circled her hips possessively.



Ashley's cheeks flushed, but she didn't retreat. "What the hell is that supposed to mean?"
"It means, I saw you." He laughed coarsely, bitterly. "Security cameras film a lot these days. Including things that occur in dark areas of parking garages." He nodded at her phone. "Although I suppose things have progressed since then."
The word "cameras" hit her like a bucket of ice water. "That was. my husband and we just got carried away." The lie sat awkwardly on her tongue. She pushed the phone hard into her pocket, needing something to do with her trembling hands.
His fingers dug into her hips, taking her breath. This was neither Clayton's measured domination nor Chris's eager submission. This was raw, uninvited - a reminder that despite all her flirting with Clayton, she remained nothing more than a nurse in an empty stairwell with a man who could knock her down. "Nice try. But I've seen what your husband looks like." His voice lowered. "That wasn't him."
Her palm stung before she even realized she'd moved. The crack of skin against skin echoed through the stairwell, a sound that seemed to go on forever. Horror crept in as she realized what she'd done - not just the slap, but everything that had led to this moment. She was getting careless. All the teasing and games, she should have known, just like with Clayton, eventually a line would get crossed.
His laugh made her blood turn cold as her mind raced through options. She briefly considered making a run for it, but the upper door would take too long to reach. Maybe if she screamed... but discovery meant explaining herself, meant admitting how she'd ended up in this position to begin with. Before she could decide, he caught her wrist in an iron grip, spinning her to face the wall. The rough concrete pressed against her cheek as he leaned close, his breath hot against her ear.
"See, I know more about you than you realize." His words carried a hint of amusement that made her stomach clench. Each exit strategy dissolved as his body pressed closer, her thoughts fragmenting between fear and an unwanted heat building low in her belly. "Like how you and your husband like to play games with his boss. How your husband likes to watch..."
"That's... that's not..." Ashley's voice trembled, her earlier defiance crumbling. She tried to twist away but his grip held firm. She could kick back, maybe catch him off guard. But rational thought escaped her, responding to his touch just as she did with Clayton.
"No? So you didn't bring him back to your room after a dinner party?" His free hand slid under her top, his fingers tracing her spine, making her shiver. "You didn't say how alive it made you feel knowing you had that kind of effect on two men?"
"Please," Ashley pleaded, though she wasn't sure if she was begging him to stop or continue. His arousal pressed into the cleft of her ass. His fingers traveled up her spine applying just enough pressure to keep her pinned to the wall while simultaneously, making the fire in her core spread like an inferno.
"See, I think your husband gets off on other people enjoying his sexy little wife." His lips brushed her ear before his teeth sank into her neck.
"Ahhh, fuuuuck," she whined although she pressed into his body. Her head was spinning, trying to think of a way to get out of this situation while at the same time wanting to give into the carnal nature of it all.
"Chris..." Ashley's voice wavered as she pressed herself harder against the wall, trying to create distance. "We... we have rules. He wouldn't like not being able to be here."
"Your husband?" His fingers slid across her ribs cupping her chest, making her bite her lip to suppress a moan. "The same husband who watches his boss touch you? Who gets excited seeing you with other men?"
"That's... that's different. He needs to be here, I can't..." Even to her own ears, the protest sounded weak. His fingers pulled down the cup of her bra roughly, his fat digits pinching her nipples causing another moan to escape her lips. His touch was different than Clayton's - there was no careful manipulation, no orchestrated power play. The janitor's movements were primal, aggressive in a way that made her want to submit. Where Clayton seemed to want control, this was pure animalistic hunger. A lump formed in her throat as she realized how much she wanted this different kind of surrender. Clayton made her feel like a prize being claimed, but this... this made her feel like prey being devoured.
"Let's find out." His breath was hot against her wet neck. "Call him. Right now. Tell him exactly what's happening, and if he says stop..." He tweaked her nipple, causing her knees to buckle her panting growing in volume. "Well, we both know what he'll really say, don't we?"
Ashley's hands trembled as she pulled out her phone. She should feel relieved at the opportunity to end this, but instead, her pulse raced with a different kind of anticipation. The janitor pulled back slightly, giving her space, his warm mouth now on her exposed back as he seemed to kiss his way down her trembling body.
"Speakerphone," he commanded as she pulled up Chris's number. "I want to hear everything."
"Fuuu..." Ashley's whines grew as the janitor continued to maul her overly sensitive chest, his lips sliding to the swell of her ass as his free hand began to aggressively pull at the waist of her pants.
The phone rang twice before Chris's sleep-heavy voice answered. "Hey babe. Everything ok?"
"Chris, I..." Words failed her as rough hands slid beneath her scrubs. Her voice dropped to a whisper, "The janitor's here and he's..." A sharp twist of her nipple made her gasp, the phone nearly slipping from her trembling fingers.
"Mmm?" The sound of rustling sheets carried through the speaker. "The janitor?" Interest crept into his drowsy tone assuming this was just another game Ashley was playing.
"He's here." Her words came out breathless as fingers ghosted over her thong-covered ass. "And he... he's touching me."
A sharp intake of breath from Chris. "What's happening?" The sleep was gone from his voice now, replaced by that familiar mix of concern and arousal she'd grown to recognize.
"Tell him," the janitor commanded against her neck. "Tell him everything."
Realization that this was really happening caused Chris to shoot up in his bed. His throat was dry, his vision blurry. "Are you okay, baby? Is he hurting you?"
"N... no. I'm fine," Ashley's strained breathing caused Chris's hand to instinctively reach for his now growing erection. He knew that he should stop this before it got out of hand, but between the sleep and his blood now moving south of his brain,he wasn't thinking straight.
"Ahhhh, " Ashley cried out as a hard slap landed on her ass. The janitor took a step back admiring her compromised state, a toothy smile lightening his dark features before another hard slap landed on her ass.
"You're wasting time. Tell him!"
"H... He wanted to call you and tell you what's happening and ask if it should s... stop." Ashley was finding it hard to focus. Between the arousal sliding down her leg and the sharp pain of her ass she was struggling to form complete sentences.
A tremor ran through her as the janitor's hands gripped her hips firmly, his fingers digging into her delicate flesh. She could feel his hot breath on the back of her thighs, his lips brushing against her skin as he slowly made his way down. She should stop this. Why wasn't Chris stopping this? But his fingers dug into her hips and coherent thought scattered like ashes in the wind.
"Wha... what's he doing?" Chris felt like he'd swallowed sand as he closed his eyes trying to visualize what his wife was doing. His cock ached as he slid down his pants with shaking hands. Chris gripped the phone tighter, his anxiety spiking and causing his heart to hammer against his chest. With Clayton, he could watch, could see every expression that crossed Ashley's face. He knew exactly how she looked when pleasure overtook her. But now, forced to rely only on sounds and imagination, everything felt more intense yet somehow incomplete. Each gasp, every moan painted vivid pictures in his mind but left him aching to verify, to witness. The distance twisted his usual excitement into something sharper, more urgent. He wanted to be there, needed to see her eyes, to know she was safe even as she surrendered to another man's touch.
I... I can't think straight." Ashley's voice trembled as the janitor's hands slid down her thighs, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of her thong. She felt a tug, and then the cool air of the stairwell hit her exposed skin.
"Tell him what I'm doing, Ashley." The janitor commanded. "Tell him how I'm touching you."
A faint gasp pierced the silence as she felt the janitor's tongue trace a line up her inner thigh. "He... he's pulling down my thong. Chris. He's... oh God, he's kissing my thighs. should, should we stop this, baby? Do you want me to tell him to stop?"
Another moan echoed in Chris's ear making his hand wrap around his shaft. His grip tightened on the phone, shame, and desire blending in his gut. He'd never even seen the janitor's face, yet here he was, rock-hard at the thought of this stranger touching his wife. What kind of husband did that make him?
"Nnnngh, oh fuck," Ashley's words fueled Chris's fantasy. Was he older, maybe mid-fifties? He was probably dirty with a gut, not making enough money to eat healthy or get to the gym. Was he black? Had Ashley ever been with someone of another race, did she want to be? The picture in Chris's mind began to take shape his own breathing growing more ragged.
Each detail he imagined made his cock throb harder, even as a voice in his head whispered that he should be there, should be protecting her. But that was the intoxicating paradox, his physical absence made everything more intense, more dangerous. He was simultaneously powerless and completely in control, letting this stranger touch his wife but not before getting Chris's permission. The thought made him dizzy with desire.
The janitor's tongue reached the apex of her thighs, his hot breath sending shivers up her spine as she bent forward giving him better access to her soaked lips. Ashley's grip on the phone tightened, nearly crushing it. "He's... he's kissing me, Chris. He's kissing my mmmm."
Chris's own moan echoed through the speaker, his voice strained. "Where, Ashley? Tell me where he's kissing you."
Ashley's eyes fluttered closed as the janitor's tongue slid over her sensitive folds, his movements slow and deliberate. The guilt she initially felt subsided briefly when she heard Chris's moan. She knew that sound well these days, he was touching himself. Playing with himself while she gave a play-by-play of being eaten by another man. The thought made her core spasm. "He's... he's kissing my pussy, Chris. He's... oh God, he's licking me. Ugggh God, it feels so good, baby."
"You're so sexy, baby. I wish I was there. I wish I could see the look in your eye right now." Chris was working himself faster, the soft smacking sound of Ashley's juices meeting with the janitor's tongue, and probably his fingers echoed in his ears.
Hearing Chris's encouraging words caused Ashley to not just stop fighting it, but become a more active participant. She pushed her hips back into the janitor, his tongue sinking into her folds, fucking her, as his fingers found her clit. His head nodded up and down, side to side, as he lapped at Ashely's slit. Faster and deeper, he pushed his fingers in and out of her, ensuring to stimulate her G-spot. Her walls were clamping down on him, telling him exactly what her body needed.
"Ah, mhmm," Ashley's fingers slipped from her phone, sending it clattering to the ground, forgotten in an instant. Her palms pressed firmly against the wall, arching her body and allowing the janitor's fingers to delve even deeper inside her. "God, Chris, Jesus," she panted, her breath hitching as waves of pleasure coursed through her. "Baby, I'm close. It feels so, so, fucking good."
Ashley's moans began to sound more distant to Chris, her voice breathy and lost in ecstasy. Yet, the wet, sloshing sounds of her arousal were intimate and close, driving her closer to the edge. He could feel his cock throbbing in his hand, his own sighs escaping his lips and mingling with Ashley's as his orgasm built.
Pushing his tongue deep inside her over-saturated pussy the janitor captured her clit between his fingers pinching and pulling at the swollen nub. He felt her walls clench, her knees buckle as the orgasm washed over her.
"Oh, shit, mhmmmmm, fuuuuck," Ashley grunted as she felt the rush of heat wash over her body. Her slender legs buckled and she fell to her knees, her fingers sliding down the cool texture of the wall. She held her breath as an orgasm racked her body, "UGGGH. OHHHHH! OOHHH! OH SHIT!"
Her vision blurred as a wave of pleasure seemed to shoot out from the janitor's tongue. Her muscles tensed, and her jaw hung open as a primal groan escaped her lips. Pleasure wracked through her as the janitor continued his assault working her body with the efficiency of an experienced lover.
Chris, hearing the intensity of Ashley's orgasm, felt his own release surge through him. His cock pulsed in his hand, ropes of hot cum shooting onto his stomach as he grunted, his body tensing with each wave of pleasure. "Fuck, Ashley," he gasped, his voice ragged. "That sounded... fuck."
Ashley, still panting, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm, felt the janitor slow down his movements. His tongue gently lapped at her folds, drawing out the last remnants of her pleasure. She took a deep breath, her body relaxing slightly when suddenly, she felt his large hands press against her ass spreading it slowly.
Her eyes widened in surprise. "Oh, God," she breathed, her body tensing again as his tongue slid across the tight hole of her ass. This was a new sensation, something she had never experienced or even considered before.
"Ashley?" Chris's voice was raw with desire. "Is... is he about to...?"
Ashley whined in desire as the janitor's tongue circled her tight entrance, his hands spreading her cheeks further apart. "N... no, Chris. He's... he's licking me," she admitted, her voice shaky.
"Again?"
"N... no, baby. He's... he's licking my ass." Another faint whimper escaped her lips as his tongue danced around her virgin hole.
"He's... what? Oh God," They'd drawn lines, discussed fantasies, but this... this was uncharted territory. His body betrayed him, hardening again at the thought of someone else claiming this virgin space before him. He should feel jealous, angry even. Instead, each of Ashley's whimpers sent fire through his veins.
It felt like sex for the first time, a completely new experience for Ashley. She thrust her ass back towards him, wanting more of what he was doing, no longer caring about how obscene it was. The janitor smiled to himself, this was going even better than he'd hoped. He never missed a beat and continued running his thick tongue around the rim of her asshole, back across it, increasing and decreasing pressure to see how she responded to each. His hand was on her inner thigh, clutching onto her so that his pointer finger was mashed up against her soaked lips.
Ashley was in heaven, she could already feel another orgasm building. "He's, he's tonguing my ass, Chris. Fuck baby, it's so gross. But it feels so good. Soooo fucking good"
Ashley rocked her hips backward, desperately trying to make his fingers push inside her. In doing so, his slimy tongue pushed forward and parted her tight asshole. "Ohhh fucck," She moaned deeply into the empty stairwell. She had never felt anything like it before. She reached out clawing at the concrete wall, unnerved by just how good it felt. He held her by her thighs as his tongue continued to push into her virgin asshole, making circles as it did, stimulating the pleasure centers Ashley never knew her own body had.
"Tell me," Chris urged, his voice thick with need. "Tell me everything."
She turned, her words dissolving into a moan as nimble fingers found tender flesh. Every touch felt new like discovering her body could sing notes she never knew existed. She couldn't focus enough to describe the sensations - the wet heat of his tongue, the stretch of muscle, the way pleasure built like a gathering storm.
Time seemed to crawl as his tongue ventured deeper, exploring the tight ring of her asshole with deliberate, probing motions. Ashley let out a guttural groan, her body instinctively adjusting to the slow stretch of his intrusion. When it felt like there was nothing more of him to take, the warm brush of his breath caressed her sensitive skin, his hot hand trailing down to press into her swollen, tender labia.
His breaths came heavy as he began to thrust his tongue into her ass, each motion driving her higher. Slowly, he withdrew, only to push back in, swirling his tongue inside her. The rough scrape of his stubbly lips against her sensitive skin sent shivers through her, every sensation amplifying her pleasure. Overwhelmed by the raw intimacy, she rocked her hips backward, a quiet sigh escaping her lips as his fingers slid effortlessly into her slick, eager folds.
Ashley was fully propped on her forearms now, arching her back and offering herself with shameless abandon, her head tilted as her eyes rolled back in ecstasy. The overwhelming mix of sensations coursing through her body was unlike anything she'd ever experienced, as the janitor's tongue worked relentlessly on her ass while his fingers expertly teased her dripping folds. She had never given much thought to exploring anything involving her backdoor, and Chris had always been in agreement with her disinterest. But now, in this moment, she couldn't help but realize how naive she might have been.
"Mhmmmm gooood, I'm going to cum again," Ashley announced. She heard Chris's sharp intake of breath on the other end of the phone indicating that he too was once again close. Tremors raced through her as the janitor's tongue delved deeper into her ass, his fingers working magic on her pussy. She could feel the orgasm building, her body tensing, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.
Chris, hearing her words, felt his own orgasm building again, his cock throbbing in his hand. "Fuck, Ashley," he groaned, his voice ragged. "Cum for me, baby. Cum for me again."
The janitor's fingers made wild circles around her clit, his tongue driving into her ass with increasing passion. Ashley's body convulsed, the orgasm washing over her like a wave. She screamed, her body shuddering, her breathing quick, ragged gasps. "Fuuuck! I'm cumming! Oh God, Chris, I'm cumming! Oh FUUUCK!"
Ashley's body shook as the tongue and fingers of the janitor receded, extending the last pulls of her pleasure. She felt his tongue leave her ass, his fingers gently caressing her pussy, soothing her as she came down from her high.
"Alright, my turn," the voice sounded deeper than Chris had ever thought, he was older for sure, maybe from the South. Ashley's pathetic moan of post-orgasmic face caused alarm bells to ring in Chris's mind. This is it, the janitor was going to fuck her. He listened intently to what was happening on the other end of the line. The shuffle of feet, the sound of clothes rustling. Was that a zipper?
"Ashley, you down there!" Jenn's voice rang out from somewhere above her, making her flinch. She threw her hand back over against the janitor's chest, shattering the spell. She backed away, going to her ankles to pull up her pants.
"Ashley!" Jen's voice came closer, footsteps pounding down the stairs.
Ashley's fingers trembled as she tore up her scrubs, her heart racing in her chest. "J-just a minute!" she yelled back, husky voice. Her phone was still on the floor, abandoned, Chris's frantic voice just beyond hearing.



"Saved by the bell." The janitor's laughter drilled into her ear, teeth scraping skin still wet with sweat. She felt his smile against the beat of her heart. "We'll finish this later." Not a question. Not even a threat. But determination in his touch as his fingers dug into her hip one last time before he disappeared into the blackness of the stairwell.
The phone remained on the floor, nearly forgotten. Chris's voice came through, strained with worry. "Baby?"
"I have to go" Her words caught. "Jen's looking for me. Love you." She hung up before conscience choked the words out of her throat.
"There you are!" Jen's voice sent her heart crashing. "Okay? You look."
"Needed a minute." Ashley tugged her scrubs, praying there weren't any telltale marks. "One of those nights."
"Mrs. Johnson's just admitted." Jen's eyes lingered too long. "She was asking for you."
Of course she was. Ashley followed Jen up the stairs on unsteady legs. Mrs. Johnson had guided her every step of this transformation, from the fantasy with Chris to the party with Clayton. But this? This unscripted, raw surrender to a man whose name she did not even know? Some things were best left unadmitted. Even to the woman who read her sins like scripture.
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Wendy slammed the adjoining door behind her, clutching the gold dress to her body as she struggled for air. Michael's mocking words echoed in her mind though she tried to block them out. This is not Jon's fault. The reality burned through her brain even as doubt tugged at the edges of her certainty. If only she hadn't been so prideful. If only she'd devised some other strategy. If only Jon hadn't called at that particular moment. No matter how many times she said it wasn't his fault, the thought would bubble back up. She scoffed at herself, throwing her body across her bed.
"What the hell am I doing?" she whispered, letting the dress drop to her side in a shimmering puddle. Her phone buzzed, still clutched in her hand from when Michael had threatened to answer it. Another text from Ava, she'd meant to call her back already, but she'd been preoccupied with... The image of Michael's manhood invaded her mind. She bit the inside of her cheek, commanding her eyes to read the message in front of her.
Ava: Please call me back. I haven't heard from you. I'm starting to worry.
Anger burned through Wendy's chest like wildfire, the guilt she was experiencing acting as fuel for the blaze. Why did everybody insist on protecting her like she was some weak child? Jon with his obsessive need to verify her numbers, numbers she knew better than he ever would. Now Ava blowing up her phone with message after message like she was some kind of victim who needed to be saved. She silenced her phone and tossed it onto the bed beside her. She was the one executives were flying to New Orleans. She was the one who had the new promotion. She was the one Michael trusted when everyone else saw just another pretty face. Why couldn't anyone trust her to run her own life? She snatched her phone again, a sudden impulse seizing her. Fine. If Ava had been so desperate to talk, they would talk.
"Oh thank God," Ava said immediately. "I've been calling you all day. Are you okay? Is Michael--"
"I'm fine," Wendy cut in, irritation evident in her tone. "I've been in meetings. You know, working?"
There was a pause. "I'm sorry. I just... Marcus and I, we talked to Lisa."
The whispered cautionary tale in the office. The woman whose sudden departure had spurred gossip that Ava had discussed when Wendy had first started working for Michael. Now, after what had just happened in his hotel room, the name made her blood run cold. Her hand went to her wedding ring, twisting it once before she could prevent herself.
"Lisa told us about Michael," Ava continued, her voice low and persistent. "About how he isolated her, made her so desperate that--"
"Stop." Wendy's voice hardened. She did not want to hear Lisa's story. She was not a victim and she would be damned if she let anyone make her feel like one. "Michael has done nothing but advance my career while everyone else got in my way."
"But that's the point," Ava went on. "Lisa said that's how it started. He made her feel special, valued--"
"Enough!" Wendy's voice cracked. "Unlike you, Michael actually sees my potential instead of attempting to turn me into some damsel in distress." The words spilled out, acrid and satisfying. "He's giving me opportunities I've worked years for."
"This isn't about--"
"Maybe if you focused more on your own career and less on obsessing about mine, you'd have been promoted by now too." The moment the words slipped out of her mouth, Wendy knew she'd crossed the line. She could hear Ava's sharp gasp and the hurt even through the phone.
"Do you even hear yourself right now?" Ava whispered clearly struggling not to cry.
Wendy hung up, she didn't want to hear her cry. Maybe Ava was the one who needed looking after. Wendy looked at the phone, a conflicted mix of guilt and righteousness churning in her stomach. Her gaze drifted across to the gold dress laid out on the bed, its metallic threads shining in the hotel lights like liquid fire. Michael was right. She'd be deadly in that dress, commanding attention, demanding respect. No one would be able to take their eyes off her.
***
Wendy woke up in the morning feeling like she hadn't slept a wink. Every time she closed her eyes all she saw was herself kneeling on the floor, Michael's manhood dripping against her palm. The inside of her thighs felt sticky, yearning for something she didn't want to admit. She sat up in bed, the gold dress immediately coming into view on the back of the desk chair. The ridiculously revealing dress that Michael was convinced would help them get this trip back on track.
She approached it hesitantly, her modeling mantra rising unbidden from memory: "It's just a costume, not who you are." How many times had she whispered that before walking onto sets wearing next to nothing? The phrase had been her shield, her way of separating Wendy-the-person from Wendy-the-image.
"Just another role," she murmured, fingers trailing over the sequins. "One more performance."
The zipper rattled in her ears like the click of a lock. Each inch it rose up her spine felt like a closing door, a choice she couldn't undo. By the time it reached the top, she was locked in, the costume secured.
Golden sequins cascaded down her frame, catching light with every shallow breath. The neckline plunged to the middle of her chest. On someone with a less flattering figure, the dress would have looked professional, sleek. On her, it made it look like she was being dropped into an old 80s adult film. She tried on every bra she'd packed, hopeful that she could get one that fit and that wouldn't be visible beneath the thin material. In the end, she decided against a bra entirely. She would just have to make it work.
The matter of underwear presented a similar problem. For one dizzy, reckless moment, the thought of forgoing underwear entirely flashed through her mind. It would be the ultimate power move, and leave guys like Michael putty in her hands. The unexpected thrill of doing something so daring caused her freshly shaved sex to leak in approval. Eventually, practicality won out and she found a pair of black high-waisted panties buried in her suitcase. As she slipped them into place, she could still feel the lingering warmth of her split second of fantasy.
She tugged at the fabric doing her best to cover as much of her chest as possible, but it was a lost cause. If that wasn't bad enough, there was a slit climbing her thigh revealing more skin than she'd shown publicly since her final catalog shoot years ago. Red stripes accented the edges and mid-section of the dress, giving it the perfect fireball feel.
"Embrace your fire," she whispered, turning to examine the dress from all angles and ensure she wouldn't have a wardrobe malfunction.
Her phone vibrated against the nightstand, and for a moment she'd hoped it was Ava. She needed to apologize with how things had ended last night. Instead, it was Jon's face illuminating the screen. Her stomach twisted as she answered, suddenly feeling like she was living two separate lives.
"Morning, beautiful." Jon's voice carried warmth across the miles between them. "Are you ready to show those Fireball execs what they're missing out on?"
"I... think they'll be impressed," she said, cheeks burning with embarrassment as she turned away from the mirror, unable to look at herself while speaking to him.
"I've been thinking about your presentation strategy," Jon continued, oblivious to her silent struggle. "And you'll be happy to know I'm not going to throw any stats at you. You were right last night. You know what you're doing."
Wendy's palm glided over the sequins at her hip, smoothing non-existent wrinkles while at the same time exposing her entire thigh. "Thanks, babe," she barely heard him. "I think Jack is going to love the new direction." She held the phone with her shoulder, using her hands to bring her breasts closer together. She let out a soft gasp as her fingers brushed over her nipples, watching them harden instantly.
"Is everything ok?"
"Yeah sorry," she said releasing her chest. "Just burned myself with the curling iron." She dug through her makeup bag looking for the perfect shade of red lipstick to match the dress.
"Well I can let you get back to it. Let me know how it goes." Jon's excitement was infectious and for a brief second Wendy looked at the woman in the mirror with disgust.
"I love that you believe in me, it really means a lot," she told him, and that, at least, wasn't a lie.
"Go show them what you're really capable of. I love you."
"Love you too," she whispered, ending the call before emotion could crack her voice.
The phone slipped from her fingers. For a heartbeat, she considered changing, digging out her navy dress, telling Michael it was all a mistake, but as the woman in the mirror stared back at her she felt her resolve harden. She'd been through worse for less.
"They want entertainment?" she murmured to her reflection, setting down her mascara wand. "They'll get a performance they'll never forget."
Michael thought he'd broken her. That she was just going to be his dress-up doll and bend to his will. She let out a long breath to calm her shaking hand as she felt the anger start to swell. He may have gotten the upper hand a few times, caught her off guard, unprepared. The mascara slid over his her with a delicate stroke.
But he'd miscalculated. If there was one thing modeling had taught her, it was how to wear a mask convincingly while keeping her true self hidden underneath. That's all she had to do, convince him he was the one calling the shots until she came up with a plan.
Wendy leaned toward the mirror, examining her creation with the detailed eye of a model. She wasn't Michael's puppet, and she sure as hell wasn't a victim. She stood up, taking in her entire body from head to toe. Gone was the timid market specialist who didn't want to be seen for just her looks. In her place, was a Goddess who wore her sexuality with pride and confidence.
"Is this evolved enough for you, Michael?" she whispered, her reflection's eyes glinting with newfound clarity.
Michael's stiff knock echoed through the room telling her it was time to go. She scooped up her presentation materials and gave herself one last look in the mirror.
"It's showtime."
***
Michael knocked impatiently a second time before Wendy could get to the door to answer. She took a final breath and walked toward the door, grabbing her keycard and dropping it into her clutch. When she opened the door, Michael's jaw hit the floor.
"Holy shit," he breathed, eyes traveling from her gold stilettos up the length of her exposed leg to where the slit ended high on her thigh. He licked his lips, smiling to himself as she squirmed at his examination, before continuing upward to linger on her plunging neckline. "I knew it would look good, but this is..." His gaze locked onto her chest, he could just make out a hard nub of her nipple, she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Obscene?" Wendy finished his sentence, stepping into the hallway as her door clicked shut behind her sealing her fate. "Let's get this over with." She pushed past him, swaying her hips as she walked, even though she knew he was staring at her ass.
Michael scrambled to catch up, although he always stayed a step or two behind. "Jack is going to eat you up," he reached for her elbow, his breath labored as he matched her pace. "Fuck knows I want to."
The familiar tingle of excitement pulsed between her legs at Michael's words. She avoided his grasps with a playful giggle. "Sorry, sweetheart," she tried to say it in the same tone as him. "But this little performance is a one time deal and is strictly a look but don't touch situation."
His eyebrow cocked, a low chuckle coming from his mouth as he processed her newfound confidence. "You're full of surprises. I'll give you that." He checked his phone, they were behind schedule.
"Let's put a little pep in our step," he barked, squeezing past Wendy in the small hallway and rounding the corner. "As good as you look, it will all be for nothing if we show up late."
A loud crash from around the corner made Wendy jump. "Watch where the hell you're going," Michael's voice boomed as Wendy made the turn.
In front of her was an elderly housekeeper, her arm shaking as she held onto her cart in an attempt to kneel and pick up the fallen linen all over the floor. As Wendy processed what happened, a soft ding indicator the elevator had arrived. "Let's go," Michael yelled, his large bear paw of a hand holding the doors open.
Wendy paused, looking from Michael to the woman slowly bending over on bad knees.
"Wendy!" Michael's voice sharpened. "What the hell are you doing? We're going to be late."
She ignored him, shaking her head and kneeling beside the housekeeper. The gold dress caught the morning light as she gathered fallen towels, the sequins creating a disco ball effect on the hallway walls.
"You don't need to do that, miss," the woman protested softly, her accent thick with the musical lilt of New Orleans.
"It's no trouble," Wendy replied, stacking the towels even as Michael's face grew red with anger. "My mother cleaned hotels for fifteen years. Worked two jobs as a single mom with me and my younger sister at home. I know what it's like when your cart gets knocked over. The effect it can have on your day."
The woman's weathered face softened with surprise and gratitude. "Gracias, chérie. You're too kind."
Wendy rose gracefully, helping the woman secure the last towel on the cart. "Have a good day," she said, squeezing the housekeeper's hand briefly before turning back toward the elevator.
Michael's face darkened as he jammed his finger repeatedly on the elevator button. "Great, you're going to cost the company millions all so you can play maid. Jesus, Wendy. Do you even understand what's at stake here?"
As the doors slid closed, Wendy caught one last glimpse of the housekeeper watching her, a wide smile on her face. "I know exactly what's at stake," she replied, standing a little taller as the elevator began its descent.
***
The conference room seemed smaller than Wendy remembered as she made her journey through the Fireball headquarters. The red dragon mural on the wall seemed to come to life with each step Wendy took toward the doors. She could see Jack Peterson through the window, his back to the door as he putted a ball several feet into a small cup. He was already checked out, but Wendy was determined to change that.
"Nice form," Michael shouted as they entered.
Jack turned, a soft chuckle escaping his lips as he saw Michael. "There he is! Listen, I've got a tee time at noon that I'd really like to make, so let's try to keep this--"
His words died as Wendy stepped into view. Wendy was never really a runway model when she was in the business, but she met enough of them along the way to understand how to make an entrance. Her heels clicked in perfect timing as she made her way into the large room, each step accentuated by the sway of her hips and the swing of her dress that showed off her thigh. Jack's putter clattered against the conference table, his thought all but forgotten.
Wendy chewed on the inside of her cheek, willing her hands not to shake, not to tug at her ring as she entered the room. The nerves were still there. The same rush she'd get before a photoshoot. She could still feel the dread she'd get right before, knowing people would be ogling her, minimizing her to just a set of legs and tits. But this time, along with that, came a sense of power, an anger. She may just be eye candy now, but in just a minute she was about to blow their mind.
Just a performance, she reminded herself. Just a role.
"Good morning, everyone," she said, her red lips curling into a smile. Bruce and Tom, already seated, straightened in their chairs, their eyes never leaving her. Sarah, the only other female, nodded with a disapproving scowl on her face.
"Wendy, it's lovely to see you again," Jack took her hand squeezing it gently, before taking his seat. "It's nice to see you've... embraced the Fireball spirit." His gaze dipped below her neckline before quickly returning back to her face.
Butterflies erupted in Wendy's stomach as she fought the desire to race out of there. Jack was professional enough to imply he was referring to Wendy's color scheme, however his gaze told her exactly what he was referring to.
"Just showing my team spirit," she laughed, before taking her place at the head of the table. "I hope you don't mind if we dive right in." She connected her laptop to the overhead monitor without waiting for a response.
"Yesterday, we talked about evolution," Wendy began, clicking to her first slide without preamble. "Today, we're talking about ignition."
For the next twenty minutes, she held the room's attention as she talked through slides, and walked around the room knowing all eyes were on her. The Nashville strategy unfolded on screen just as planned. There would be signature cocktails at premier venues, influencer partnerships with country music stars, billboard placements for summer festival season. The campaign blueprint was meticulous, innovative, and most importantly, actionable.
"We've already secured preliminary agreements with three major Nashville venues," she continued, "pending your approval, of course."
Similar to yesterday, Bruce, the CFO, reached for his phone as Wendy brought the projected revenue from the event onto the screen. Her fire red lips puckered as she paused mid-sentence. She gripped the edge of the table and leaned forward, feeling her dress give way to gravity. Even as her face turned the same color as her lips, her voice remained calm.
"Bruce," she waited for him to look up from his phone. "I'd love your thoughts on the revenue projections."
His eyes automatically stopped at her exposed cleavage before darting guiltily to her face. His cheeks flushed red as he fumbled to put his phone away.
"They seem... um, aggressive but attainable," he stammered.
"I noticed your wedding ring," Wendy said conversationally, straightening up. "Is your wife a whiskey drinker?"
The question was innocent, but the message landed precisely as intended. Bruce straightened in his chair, his expression shifting from embarrassment to professional engagement.
"She prefers wine," he answered, suddenly finding his notes fascinating.
Wendy nodded, cutting her eyes to Michael who wore the look of a proud father. As much as she hated to admit it, once again his tactics worked perfectly. The rest of the presentation was smooth sailing. With each slide Wendy's confidence grew, her vision for the campaign coming across with crystal clarity.
Michael watched from the background, amazed at Wendy's transformation. When the day had started he'd considered dropping a pen on the floor and asking Wendy to pick it up. Now, seeing her embracing her sexuality without his prodding he stuffed the pen back in his pocket. Whether she realized it or not, she was embracing this side of herself even faster than he expected. The thought of what that meant made his pants tight. He looked at his watch, ready to wrap up the meeting. He'd accomplished everything he'd needed.
As Wendy reached her conclusion, laying out the three-phase rollout timeline, she stepped back to let her words settle over the room.
"That's our proposal," she finished. "Evolution without abandonment. Premium without pretension. The fire you love, refined for a new chapter."
The silence that followed made her skin prickle. This was it, the moment of truth. Jack tapped his putter absently against his palm, his gaze still on Wendy.
Then, just as Wendy was sure she couldn't take another second of strained silence, Michael stepped forward. He placed his hand on the small of her back, and pulled her close. On the outside, they looked like the perfect team, but beneath the surface, Wendy's conflicting emotions made her want to both pull away and lean into his now familiar touch. She smiled through the tension coiling in her stomach, acutely aware of how easily she'd slipped into this performance of partnership, and more disturbingly, how much she enjoyed it.



"What Wendy has outlined is revolutionary," Michael said, seeing his opportunity to seal the deal and addressed Jack directly.
Revolutionary, the word made Wendy squeeze her legs together, her smile widening even as she felt Michael's fingers dance along her back.
"Think of it like golf. Most brands try to play it safe, aiming straight down the fairway." He pantomimed a cautious swing. "But sometimes, the smarter play is to take a calculated risk. Aim for that corner, cut the dogleg." His free hand traced an ambitious trajectory through the air.
"High risk, high reward," Jack said with a smile and a nod.
"Exactly. And we've run the numbers. This approach gives us the highest probability of not just retaining your core consumers but expanding your premium market share by 23% in the first quarter alone." He extended his hand. "All you need to do is say yes and we will have the wheels in motion."
The team exchanged impressed glances. Jack tapped his golf club thoughtfully against the floor.
"I like it," he declared, reaching for Michael's out-stretched hand. "Bold but strategic. Let's move forward. I expect to see our branding everywhere I go when I'm in Nashville next month."
"Impressive work," he said, turning his attention back to Wendy. "You've got the Fireball spirit."
As the Fireball team shook hands and filed out of the room, Wendy gave Michael an excited look, her elation barely contained.
"You were brilliant!" he exclaimed, sweeping her into an exuberant hug that she returned without a second thought. "Absolutely brilliant!"
The praise was like a drug, and she longed for more. This was what she'd always wanted, the recognition for her strategic thinking. Maybe Michael was right. Why did it matter what she'd worn to get here?
As they gathered their materials, Sarah lingered by the doorway. The distribution head who'd been friendly yesterday now regarded Wendy with unmistakable disappointment.
"You know, yesterday I thought you were different. An ally who understood the fight women have in the corporate world." She let her words sink in, watching the look of horror on Wendy's face. "But I see exactly what kind of person you are." Her gaze drifted to Wendy's dress, before she rolled her eyes and left the room.
"Fuck her," Michael said, appearing at her side. "She's no better than you."
"I don't understand what happened. She was nice to me yesterday," Wendy countered, doubt creeping back into her voice.
Michael scoffed. "Please. She's a classic case. I mean, look at her Wendy. She's an Asian woman who contributed nothing to conversation the last two days."
"What does that have to do--"
"It has DEI hire written all over it. She used being a woman and Asian to get where she is, and now she has the nerve to judge you for playing the same game?" He shook his head. "Pure hypocrisy."
Wendy wanted to defend Sarah, but uncertainty clouded her judgment. Had she noticed Sarah speaking yesterday? Had Jack dismissed her input just as he'd initially dismissed Wendy's?
"She's just threatened because you succeeded where she failed," Michael continued, ushering Wendy toward the elevator. "Some women tear others down instead of celebrating their success."
The way he was able to rationalize it so easily gave Wendy the out she needed. Her discomfort subsided as she mulled it over. Wendy was using what she was blessed with to her advantage, how was that any different than Sarah, or anyone else for that matter? Her fingers patted her leg in her familiar four-beat count.
"Maybe..." she murmured, allowing herself to believe it just enough to preserve the exhilaration of their victory. There would be time to second-guess herself later, right now she needed to just accept the win. She was meeting with some of the biggest executives in the world, and she was winning them over.
***
Electricity continued to course through Wendy's veins as she arrived at the airport gate. Her dress, or as she liked to refer to it, her costume, was packed away in her luggage. A white blouse and a pair of loose-fitting black shorts were what she wore for the journey home. She had to admit, the authority she had felt in the meeting had been a rush, but now she was flying back home, it was time to turn back into 'normal' Wendy. She reached into her pocket, dialing Jon, her hands still shaking as she typed in his number.
"They loved it," she squealed the moment he answered, not able to contain the enthusiasm inside. "I had them eating out of the palm of my hand." She laughed, then cringed at herself, hearing how she was coming across. "Michael says they've already sent over the paperwork. It never happens that fast."
"Wendy, that's great! I knew you had it in you. I bet as soon as they saw the numbers they knew they were making the right choice."
The warmth spreading from Wendy's chest stopped. "The numbers? Jon, my pitch was perfect. They couldn't take their eyes off me... the presentation."
"Oh, I didn't mean... I'm sure you were great." Jon fumbled, unsure of what he said to make her so defensive. "So what's next? The Nashville demo is largely younger adults. Have you considered--"
"Jon!" She didn't mean to yell at him. "I just... I was hoping we could celebrate when I get back. This is a big deal for me."
The line was silent for a moment, as if Jon was processing what she was saying. "Of course," he finally said. "Maybe we can head down to the sportsbook. People watch like you used to."
"I... I'd like that." Wendy glanced across the terminal where Michael was standing at the bar, a bottle of champagne and two glasses in his hand as he handed the bartender his card. He'd spent the entire car ride from the hotel praising Wendy's presentation, calling her a natural, and saying how impressive she was at commanding a room. Now it seemed, he was buying her champagne. A perfect way to celebrate their victory together.
"The flight's about to board. I can't wait to get back to see you," she said already walking toward Michael. "I'll call you when I land."
She hung up just before she reached the bar, a smile already painted on her face. "What's all this?"
"This my dear," he gestured to the seat next to him. "Is how we celebrate the marketing marvel who just convinced Fireball to send us millions of dollars." He handed her a flute, already filled with bubbles floating near the top.
"You're going to make me blush," she laughed accepting the drink, surprised at how much she enjoyed Michael's company.
"Good, you look hot as hell when you blush."
Wendy rolled her eyes, Michael was always so crude. Still, she felt warmth creep up her neck, his constant praise having an effect on her. She wished Jon would be more like that. To think more about her feelings instead of... she shook her head, she shouldn't be comparing them. Jon had plenty of strengths, and she knew his weaknesses before she married him. But it wouldn't hurt if he told her how beautiful she was on occasion.
"To hard work, determination and... embracing your fire," Michael said, clicking his glass to hers. Now she was blushing.
The bubbles of the champagne tickled her throat as she swallowed it in one drink. The warmth she'd felt earlier was back, and magnified. Michael refilled her glass, insisting they finish the bottle before boarding the flight.
When they finally did board, Wendy was all smiles. She took her seat in first class next to the window as Michael pressed in beside her. "Plane is practically empty," Michael observed. "Looks like we have all of first to ourselves."
"Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain," the speaker crackled to life as the sound of flight attendants slamming overheads shut behind them. "There's a weather system coming in from the west. We expect to see some moderate turbulence along the way. We ask that you keep your seatbelts buckled as we get you safely to Columbus, Ohio."
Wendy's stomach flipped, she hated traveling, turbulence was only going to make it worse. She gripped the arm rest as the plane began it's acceleration down the runway, closing her eyes as she felt her stomach drop and the plane begin its ascent.
It took her a second to realize Michael put his hand on top of hers. His thumb caressed her knuckles. "I remember you saying you hated this part." His voice was comforting, in a way that didn't make Wendy want to rip her hand away from him. "Just focus on your breathing. These things practically fly themselves. You'll be back on the ground in no time."
The plane started to level off, and Wendy let out a sigh of relief. Her eyes remained closed, even as the seatbelt sign turned off. Michael squeezed her hand and she was once again back in his hotel room. The room looked different than she remembered, darker, smaller. A strange numbness washed over Wendy as she watched herself on her knees in front of Michael. Only, there was another difference. The person in front of Michael wasn't Wendy, at least not the one from last night. It was the Wendy in the gold dress, the one who knew how to take what she wanted. The one who wasn't afraid to use her sex appeal to close a deal.
The bet was the same, but this time she seemed... excited about the terms. "Sixty seconds", she told him, already reaching for his waist band. His cock sprung free, and Wendy felt the same heat rush through her. She rubbed her thighs together, and her nipples hardened, even though this version of herself didn't seem surprised at all by his size. She just got right to work, wrapping her manicured hand around his shaft with the excitement of a kid at Christmas.
A jolt of turbulence shook the plane, and Wendy's eyes fluttered open for just a moment. The hotel room wavered, dissolving briefly into the reality of first class. She turned her head to Michael, his focus was on his phone, his hand still resting on Wendy's calming her. She squirmed in her chair, her body still hot from what she saw when she closed her eyes. Or maybe it wasn't from that at all. Maybe it was still buzzing from the successful presentation, or all the praise Michael had showered her with on the way to the airport.
The plane steadied and she bit her lip, closing her eyes once again. The hotel room returned, gold-dress Wendy had pulled her chest out, licking her lips, her tongue dangerously close to his enormous mushroom-head shaped tip as he worked it between her breasts. "I bet you want to cum for me. Don't you Michael? You want to cover me with your delicious cum?" He reached down to touch her, but this version of Wendy simply slapped his hand away. "I make the rules here, sweetheart. You're just my sex toy." She pressed her breasts harder into his thick cock. "You don't mind being my little plaything, do you?"
Another bout of turbulence brought Wendy back to the present. The throbbing between her legs was becoming unbearable. What the hell was wrong with her? She should sit up, should watch a movie or start looking at the Nashville numbers. But a voice in the back of her head gave her pause. A voice that sounded exactly like the Wendy in a gold dress telling her she deserved this moment. Everyone else had their fun in New Orleans, gotten what they wanted. Didn't she deserve some relief as well? Wendy Taylor, the married woman hellbent on proving everyone wrong could return when they got back to Columbus. Right now the Wendy from the presentation was still in charge.
Before she could second-guess herself, she pulled Michael's hand into her lap. Gold dress was calling the shots now, just until they got back to Columbus. Michael's hand stiffened in shock before relaxing, his fingertips warm against the bare skin of knee. The plane's vibrations traveled through her body, doing little to quell the inferno that had been building between her thighs since their victory at Fireball.
Michael turned his head, his gaze meeting Wendy's. His fingers flexed, moving a fraction of an inch under the loose cut of her slacks. His smirk grew wider with each second. Wendy's grip on his wrist tightened, stopping him.
"My rules," she whispered firmly. "You do as I say or I turn away and go to sleep." Her eyes blazed with conviction as her grip loosened slightly. Michael gave an approving nod not wanting to mess up a good thing.
Wendy closed her eyes again, but the scene from last night was gone. She gave a frustrated sigh, the throbbing between her legs growing with each passing second. She slid her hand so it was directly on top of Michaels, moving them both slowly up her leg. Her legs parted on instinct alone, their shared touch resting on the inside of her thigh already feeling the blaze from her sex.
The moment she pressed his fingers to the front of her panties they both let out an audible gasp. She couldn't believe how turned on she was, the front of her underwear felt like mesh as Michael's fat digit applied pressure to it.
"Slow," she whispered as her body slumped further into the seat. She may have been guiding his touch, but Michael had enough wherewithal to know exactly how much pressure to apply.
The plane hit another pocket of turbulence, jostling them in their seats. The motion pressed his fingers more firmly against her, drawing a shuddering breath from deep in her chest. Her eyes were half-lidded as she scanned the cabin. The business travelers in the row behind them were oblivious to what was going on, absorbed in their laptops. A flight attendant had disappeared into the galley. They were effectively alone.
Michael leaned closer, his touch growing bolder. "I knew you'd come around eventually."
"Shut up," she hissed, rocking subtly against his hand. "This isn't about you."
His laugh was low, infuriating. "It never is."
She grabbed his fingers, peeling them from the slick material of her panties. "I can finish myself off on my own. I don't need your help."
With his free hand Michael threw up his arm in surrender. Whatever had gotten into Wendy, he knew his best course of action was to let her have her way... for now.
When she was convinced he was going to follow instructions, she released his fingers, allowing them to press into her folds again. She left her hand on top of his, guiding his touch the way she needed. Circles, not the back-and-forth he kept attempting. Her breath caught as he finally complied, finding the rhythm she needed. The fabric between them created a maddening barrier, she needed to move it, even though it allowed it her keep the smallest sense of who she was.
"How does it feel to be the one being used?" Wendy's attempted taunt was met with laughter as she adjusted her hips to increase the friction between them.
"Feels pretty damn good to me. Don't you think?" He curled his fingers, making them sweep over her stiff clit.
"Ahhh," Wendy cried out, immediately slapping her right hand over her mouth. The electricity going through her body amplified. Her fingernails dug into the back of Michael's hand trying to regain control.
"You and Jon ever do anything like this? Ever join the mile-high club?"
Hearing Jon's name gave her a moment of clarity. She sat back up in her chair, pushing Michael's hand away.
"I warned you," she huffed her hand staying between her legs. "I can do this myself."
Michael cursed himself under his breath, his gaze never leaving Wendy's hand as her hips started to rock. She was like a lock he couldn't figure out. Every time he thought he had her figured out, she gained her footing and pushed back.
"I'm sorry," he said, nearly choking on the word. It wasn't one he used a lot. "I'll behave. I promise." He placed his hand back on top of hers, timidly like you would a rabid dog.
Wendy held his gaze, but didn't speak. Instead, she bunched her damp panties in her hand, allowing their fingers to slip past the final boundary between them. Their shared gasp was barely audible over the sound of the engines.
The wet heat of her core shocked them both. His digits slid effortlessly through her slickness, his second knuckle disappearing inside her. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her free hand gripping the armrest thrusting her hips forward.
"Christ," he muttered, his cocky demeanor momentarily replaced by awe. "Your body is amazing. You feel so fucking good."
The praise only added fuel to her fire, intensifying the sensation running through her body. Her hips rolled, gripping his digit and pulling it deeper inside her. The small circles of her lower body going unnoticed to anyone else on the plane.
A soft bell chimed as the seatbelt sign illuminated again. The plane shuddered, hitting another patch of turbulence. Her muscles clenched around him again, her body aching for more than just his fingers.
The pad of his hand pressed against her clit. The callused bumps proving a rough texture for her to grind her swollen nub against.
"Arrrgh fuck," she panted, her nails returning to the back of his hand driving him forward.
"You love this don't you? The forbidden nature of it all. Actually letting go and not worrying about what people think."
Wendy opened her mouth to speak just as Michael curled his fingers hitting her G-spot. "Ahhh, God." She caught her tongue between her teeth, drawing Michael's fingers out slightly. "Sex toys aren't supposed to talk," she said, trying to catch her breath.
"We both know you don't really want that. You may want to be in control, but I think the back and forth is really what gets you going." He pushed his fingers deep inside her again, drawing another grunt from the once innocent wife.
This time, she didn't try to stop him, she welcomed the fullness his touch brought, absentmindedly picturing the cock she held in her hand last night. The size of it, the weight, what would it feel like inside her? Her breath came in short, shallow gasps now, her control slipping with each passing second. Gold dress Wendy was taking over completely, and she didn't even care. She wanted this, needed the release.
"Your body is tired of pretending, Wendy." He felt her body respond to his words, perhaps he'd figured out the lock after all. "Tired of pretending you don't want everyone watching." Her hips ground against his palm. "Tired of acting like you don't know what you want." Her walls continued to pulse around his invading digits. Wet sucking noises were just barely audible over the hum of the engine. "That you didn't absolutely love the performance you put on for Jack. You know exactly what you want, don't you? What you are."
"Mmm fuck. Uggnh God, yessss," she hissed, her heels dug into the floor of the plane, she wished she could take him deeper, harder.
"You're a bad girl, Wendy. A bad girl who knows this is only the beginning. Embrace it Wendy. Let it take control and you'll be the baddest bitch this world has ever seen."
"Ohhh fuck," she was getting louder, she was going to cause a scene, but she didn't care. Michael was right, wasn't he? At least right now, this was exactly what she wanted, what she needed, and it felt mind-numbingly good.
Michael pulled his fingers from her dripping cunt, leaving her writhing in need. "Open." He barely waited for her to comply before he jabbed two fat fingers into her mouth.
Panic raced through Wendy for a second. She wasn't that girl. She rarely took Jon in her mouth, hating the taste of it, and she never tasted herself. Still, whether it was her heightened state of arousal or her newly created alter-ego taking control, she found herself sucking his fingers like her life depended on it. Her tongue bathing each one like it was her favorite flavor of candy.
When he finally withdrew his fingers, she felt dizzy, disoriented, and so turned on. She knew that later, after it was all over, she would hate herself. But right now she didn't care. That was an issue for Columbus Wendy. Right now, Gold dress Wendy needed to cum.



She grabbed his hand, pushing it back between her legs. She kicked her feet wider, anticipating his touch, the way he would stretch her. Her body arched into him the second he made contact. Her petals blooming, welcoming him.
"Yessss. Oh Fuck." Wendy could feel her orgasm approaching, the release she needed. Once she got it, she knew things would go back to normal.
"Your pussy is on fire for me, Wendy. It can't get enough." His digits pressed against her G-spot, his thumb strumming her clit like a guitar.
"Give me your hand, feel how hard you make me."
She knew it was a bad idea. This was about her getting off, not him. He got his last night. Still, the idea of having that power over him drove her arm to his lap. The idea that she could make something so large so excited was almost as erotic as what he was doing to her.
"Do you feel that, Wendy?" he whispered. "Can you feel how hard I am for you?"
Wendy nodded her head, unable to form words as she felt the heat of it against her palm. In this moment it felt even bigger than she remembered, thicker.
"Tell me," he whispered. "How does it feel?"
"Good," she murmured absentmindedly. "Hard.... so fucking hard."
"You did that, you know. You're the one that made it so hard." He started to fuck her with his fingers drawing short, sharp gasps from her. "I can't wait until the first time I get to slide my cock into you." Her walls clamped around him as he spoke. Each word seemingly driving her closer to her release.
"I'm... oh fuck." Wendy's tongue slid over her top lip. "You can't... ugh... fuck me." Wendy was starting to see white flashes at the edge of her vision. The jumping and falling of the airplane as it battled the storm outside was long forgotten as she neared her climax.
She was squeezing Michael's cock through his pants, her other arm outstretched and holding onto her armrest, nearly suspending her body in midair. She pushed her hips down, thrusting back against the onslaught of Michael's hand as if she were riding him. This allowed her to control the tempo, to be the one in control.
"Don't tell me you haven't thought about it. About how good it would feel inside you."
Her grip on his meat tightened, she was imagining it right now, and it felt so fucking good. His fat fingers drove into her again and again. As he slid them deftly over the ridges of her G-spot, she clenched down on them hard, her eyes closing as she focused on the feeling inside her.
So close... so close.
"Don't stop," she whispered through gritted teeth. "Don't stop, I'm so close..."
Michael smiled, his arm staying in place even as the cabin rolled left and right. "Do it," he growled. "Cum for me. Say my name as you cum on my fingers."
"Ohhh fuck, Michael...."
"Again," he growled, lifting his hips to simulate Wendy stroking him.
"Uggh Michael... fuck, don't stop."
She released the arm rest and clutched his arm as she felt the dam release. Her nails dug into the back of his forearm.
"Fuck, Michael. Oh God."
Michael bit into his lower lip to keep from crying out. Wendy's nails continued to dig into his arm, probably breaking the skin, but he didn't care. He had her. His dick pulsed as she said his name, the moment forever etched in his brain. He brought his thumb down on her clit applying hard pressure.
"Fuck Michael. FUCK.... OH GOD!" Wendy was pretty sure people all the way in coach heard her orgasm. Her body jerked violently, as the warmth of her release spread through her entire body. Her pussy tightened around his fingers, holding them in place as if trying to keep them in there forever.
Before her orgasm could subside she felt Michael's weight shift. Her hips were still rocking against his hand when she felt him invade her space. Before she could protest, his lips were on hers, her mouth opening in another moan allowing his tongue to snake into it. Her body responded before her mind could, the thick aggressive nature of his tongue, slightly more familiar than the first time this had happened.
She melted into the kiss, her body arching toward him instinctively. Her hand released his forearm and slid up to his neck, fingers threading through the short hairs at his nape. The kiss deepened, her tongue meeting his with equal hunger. This wasn't the same hesitant conflicted woman from their first kiss, this was gold dress Wendy claiming him with the same hunger he had for her.
Just as she lost herself completely in the sensation, Michael pulled back. His breathing was ragged, pupils dilated with desire. "My turn," he laughed, struggling to get her hand under his waistband.
Wendy blinked, her hand giving his cock a gentle squeeze. "Sorry sweetheart," she grinned, finding her resolve at the last second and pulling away. "You got yours last night. This was all about me."
Michael watched her for a moment, the arousal on his face turning to anger and then humor. "Fine," he whispered, putting his hand on her knee. "At least let me show you how great round two can be."
Wendy rolled her eyes, pushing his hand away. "I'm afraid I'm a one and done kind of girl." She watched some of the cockiness in Michael's face disappear, his shoulders slumped. "Now if you'll excuse me, I need to use the ladies room before we land."
In the lavatory, Wendy splashed cold water on her face as she stared at the person in the mirror. Her body hummed, not just from the orgasm she had just experienced, but from how powerful she felt. A smile formed on her lips as Michael's words replayed in her head... the baddest bitch this world has ever seen
"Attention passengers. We've begun our initial descent into Columbus. We ask that you return to your seat and remain in your seatbelts until we land."
Wendy lingered a moment longer before the mirror. It was time to return to herself. To being Jon's wife, to the woman determined to be recognized for her mind alone. As the thought formed, she noticed her smile had vanished, replaced by a look of longing.
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Ashley's moans filled their bedroom as sunlight began to creep in through the window. Nearly a week had passed since her late shift at the hospital, and every day since had started or ended the same way, with Chris eagerly teasing her ass, using his tongue, his fingers, anything to draw a reaction from Ashley. He was drunk with lust, and Ashley was enjoying every second of the attention.
"Tell me again how it happened." Chris had Ashley on her hands and knees facing the headboard. Her body, already slick with sweat, trembled as his tongue pushed into her tight ring.
"Mmm, oh fuck, baby. He just... Mmm God." Chris withdrew his tongue slowly causing her to sigh. This was his new favorite game. He would have her relive the moment with him. Tease her until she thought she was going to explode then back off while she told more of the story.
Desperate to find some type of leverage, Ashley gripped the sheets tighter and pushed her hips backward in search of his tongue. "He... he just started licking me. I thought he was aiming for my clit again, but he kept sliding further back until..." She rolled her neck. An airplane passed by overhead drowning out her cries of passion. "God, baby, please don't stop."
Chris rewarded her words by pressing his tongue back into her, his hands spreading her wider. He had never been much of an ass man before. He certainly never seen himself doing something like this. The past week had awakened something in him. Every detail Ashley shared about that night, fueled his desire to claim her in new ways. He wasn't sure if it was the jealousy that someone else got to experience it before he did. Perhaps it was the arousal of knowing Ashley had let it happen even when he wasn't there. Whatever it was though, had him feeling like a teenager again.
"What do you think would have happened if you weren't interrupted?" Chris pulled back just enough to ask, his breath hot against her sensitive flesh. His thumb replaced his tongue, teasing her rim as he waited for her response. He loved how honest she became in these moments, how the pleasure stripped away any pretense. He pressed the tip in gently, then nearly bit a hole through his lip as Ashley pushed her ass back plunging, his thumb into her tight opening.
"I..." Ashley hesitated, her voice strained at the intrusion. "I don't know. Probably anything he wanted."
"Anything?" Chris's teeth scraped her hip. He didn't sound mad, just aggressive. Threatening almost. "Would you have let him fuck you?"
She gasped as Chris pushed his finger deeper, overwhelmed by the dual sensation of penetration and confession. "Yesss... ohhhh fuck."
Chris worked his finger slowly and carefully, just as he had all week. He pushed a little further each day as they explored new boundaries together. Ashley's trust in him, her willingness to share every detail of that night, made him want to worship her body even as his possessive urges grew stronger. The way her ass gripped his finger made him shudder. What would it feel like around his dick?
"Play with yourself," he urged, adding more pressure. The thought of fucking her in the ass consumed him. He needed a release. "Play with yourself while you think about him fucking you."
Ashley's thighs trembled as pleasure built inside her. She felt Chris's thumb slip from her ass just as her own fingers found her clit. Chris's weight shifted on the bed. The head of his cock momentarily pressed against her virgin hole as she let out a desperate whimper before feeling him shift his body and push into her warmth.
"Your body is on fire." Chris bit down on her neck. His new aggression sent waves of bliss through Ashley as he sheathed himself completely. He pressed his thumb against her tight ring, feeling the small amount of pressure against his cock. The image of the janitor claiming Ashley's ass sent conflicting waves of jealousy and arousal through him. "Would you have let this?"
Ashley's fingers worked faster against her clit as she pushed back against him. Her orgasm began to build inside her. All she could think about now was her own release. She didn't care if she sounded like a slut or even how it made him feel. "Yes, yes," she moaned, sliding her nails along Chris's shaft while he fucked her. "I... I wanted him to," she admitted, her confession making Chris's cock pulse inside her. "When his tongue was inside me, I wanted more. I wanted him to just take me."
Chris's grip tightened on her hip, his control slipping. The image in his head played again. Ashley moaning into the phone while the janitor pushed his large cock into her ass for the first time. "You never told me you liked it." His pace picked up with each word. His aggression was building with each confession. "Never even mentioned it was an option."
"That's... oh fuck... I didn't know. I never thought..." Ashley gasped, her walls clenching around him as pleasure built. "But the janitor... Baby, he was insatiable, like he couldn't get enough." Her words dissolved into a moan as Chris's thumb pressed deeper.
"And that's what you wanted?" Chris's thrusts grew harder, matching the intensity of their conversation. "To be taken like a slut? Used?" He didn't mean for the words to sound so harsh, so crude, but Ashley's response told him everything he needed to know. Her body trembled, her fingers moving faster.
"Yessss." The shame in her voice was gone. All that was left now was hunger and need. "I wanted him to fuck my ass, to make me his whore while you listened." She felt Chris's cock pulse again. She could tell her words, her confession were having the same effect on him. Her orgasm neared, drawing another moan from her. "But... fuck don't stop. Oh God... I'm glad he didn't. I want you to be my first."
Hearing her say that did the trick. Chris's orgasm ripped through him without warning. "Ohhhh, fuck, fill me, baby... just like that, just like that! Ahh!" Wave after wave of electricity coursed through her. Her ass clenching around Chris's thumb as he filled her greedy pussy. They collapsed onto the bed a sweaty mess, both giggling from the intensity of their shared experience.
Chris pulled Ashley close, their bodies still trembling from release. "Were you serious?" He kissed her neck gently. "About wanting me to be your first?"
Ashley turned in his arms and smiled weakly at him. The past week had awakened so many new desires between them, but this felt different. More intimate somehow. "Of course," she whispered, running her fingers through his hair. "That's what makes all of this so special. Even when we're playing these games, exploring these fantasies, we're in this together. Finding new ways to connect."
His heart thundered beneath her touch as he processed her words. Even after everything they'd done, all of the games, Clayton, the janitor, she still found ways to make him fall deeper in love with her and to assure him that this was about the two of them.
"You know what I've been wondering?" Chris's fingers slid across her leg to her thigh. "We always talk about what happened after you called me that night, but never about how it started. What were you even doing in that stairwell? Was it planned? Did you go looking for him hoping to give me a show?"
Guilt clouded her afterglow, and Ashley felt her throat tighten. The memory of Clayton in the parking garage flashed through her head, his hands on her body, the way she'd nearly given in. How the janitor had seen all of it and used it to push her buttons. How she had been looking at her message to Clayton when he found her. The truth hovered on her lips, but fear held it back. What if telling Chris about the day changed everything? What if it ruined this beautiful thing they'd built? When she tried to tell him before it came out like another one of her stories. Had too much time passed to tell him the truth?
"Next time, baby," she managed, forcing playfulness into her voice as she pressed a kiss to his chest. "I'm too sore and too tired to go again right now." She rolled away from him, ignoring the hungry way his eyes followed her. "I need a shower."
Chris watched her disappear into the bathroom, his body still tingling with desire. The thought of claiming her ass, of being her first, sent fresh heat through his veins. His softening cock twitched with renewed interest, but reality intruded as his eyes caught the clock. Even when he wasn't anywhere around, Clayton's influence seemed to hover at the edges of their world.
Clayton's request for a weekend meeting nagged at him. These Saturday sessions had become rare as the company flourished, which made today's summons feel heavier. He requested both Chris and Katie be there, but didn't explain why. He thought back to Katie and her worried look. Did this have something to do with that? Was the question of who was following them going to be answered? Chris knew something bigger was going on, he just wasn't sure if he should bring it up to Clayton.
The sound of running water barely masked his growing unease. As he pulled on his jeans he noticed Ashley's cellphone on the nightstand. A flicker of jealousy washed over him. She'd been messaging Clayton a lot more lately. Using it to tease Chris. He considered going through the messages, but dismissed it just as quickly. He trusted her; she was doing this because she knew the angst only made it more exciting for him. With a soft chuckle he pulled on a shirt and rushed downstairs.
****
Chris's stomach let out a growl that seemed to echo through his vehicle as he pulled into the empty parking lot. With all the excitement this morning with Ashley, he had not had an opportunity to swing by Mable's for his usual breakfast. Even worse than that, he had left his lunch on the counter. Ashley's chicken and dumplings, his favorite comfort food that she had made specially for him last night, now sat solitary next to their coffee maker. He checked his watch as he slammed the door of the BMW shut. He was already 10 minutes late, no time to even grab a coffee.
Clayton's door was open when Chris arrived. Katie was already there, though from where he was standing, it seemed like she was on Clayton's side of the desk. Blaming the oddness on his coffee withdrawal, Chris rounded the corner and did indeed see her sitting quite clearly on the edge of the sofa, although she was somewhat flushed. The image reminded him of his conversation with Ashley. Unbidden images appeared in his mind of Katie, naked and stretched out on the sofa, while Clayton devoured her. His throat tightened, along with the front of his jeans, as he struggled to dispel the image.
"Glad you could finally make it." Clayton reclined in his chair, his studied arrogance washing off him in waves. "The code audit is in three weeks. They'll be going over everything. Deployment logs, security measures, client access logs, and of course the entire code base."
Chris examined Clayton's face, searching for any hint that would betray concern. Yet Clayton's face was carefully bland, reaffirming all the alarming headlines Chris had read this week concerning BitGuardian. The software was groundbreaking. But beneath its shiny surface, specialists whispered about backdoors and secret vulnerabilities. Until it was audited, companies should be wary of its access. One site even went so far as to say that they suspected insider trading with some of BitGuardian's current customers but did not offer any specifics. Chris considered some of the oddities in his own life. Clayton's perfect timing in moments. The way he always seemed to know things Chris couldn't remember telling him. The pictures of Ashley he claimed Chris showed him. The proof wasn't solid, but it was sufficient to make Chris start to question some things. He looked to Katie who seemed to have questions of her own, although her approach was a bit more aggressive.
"Who's conducting the audit, exactly?" Katie's voice was level, but Chris caught the underlying snap. "Are other companies raising the same points?"
Clayton's fist formed, then abruptly eased onto the table. His lips curled into a sneer as he thought about his response. "Routine only. Though Larkin is very eager to hear the results." His eyes flicked to Chris for a moment, his grin broadening. "They've invited us back to Seattle sometime after that to present the board with our findings."
"And the board's principal concerns?" Katie persisted, fidgeting in her chair. "Do we have to prepare for a particular line of questioning?" Her hands twisted together in her lap, tugging the hem of her dress up slightly making Chris bite the inside of his cheek.
"They're interested in our remote deployment solutions. Specifically, our spiderweb technology. I need both of you to be prepared for any security questions. Chris, you'll take the lead on the client-side discussions. Speak up about our zero-knowledge architecture, how client information is completely siloed."
He slid a document across his desk. "I've prepared responses to the most common issues. Read these, and when potential clients raise unauthorized access then direct the discussion to our record. Zero breaches, zero data leaks." Clayton's voice was smooth, like he'd given this presentation before. "Katie, you'll give the technical presentations. Keep to the white paper. Don't deviate from the approved talking points."
"And what if they ask about the media coverage?" There was a flicker in Clayton's eyes. One that suggested he had anticipated the question, or that he resented her for asking it.
"Our message remains the same. All those allegations are fabricated. Lies by our rivals to tarnish our success. Remember, we are not in here defending our technology. We are showcasing its success. Every question about security is an opportunity to sign a bigger deal."
"Are they?" Chris inwardly cursed himself. Why hadn't he just kept quiet? He didn't mean to ask the question, but there had been so many coincidences that couldn't be explained that he couldn't get past. "Fabricated, I mean."
Clayton's expression altered subtly, his eyes clouding.
The silence stretched between them as Katie's pen stopped writing on her notepad. Chris's neck crawled with sweat at the nape as he remembered snippets of overhead conversations, that black car following him, Tom's evasive comments in Seattle, how Clayton was aware of certain things about him and Ashley that he did not remember sharing. Something did not add up. He wanted to be a team player, but he could not make sense of any of it. "Be careful, Chris." Clayton's eyes skewered him. "I don't know what you're implying." His eyes flicked meaningfully to Katie, then back to Chris, the gesture itself a reminder of how. many secrets were in this room. "But as part-owner of this company, you're liable for any... misunderstandings. I'd think twice about where your loyalties lie."
The threat hovered in the air between them, veiled in corporate courtesy but unmistakable in its inference. Chris could feel the weight of everything he had to lose. His career, his newfound fortune, possibly even Ashley, coming down on him like a rock.
Chris's cheeks were flushed with heat. "I... I wasn't trying to suggest. I just." The words died in his throat as he watched Clayton's glare turn into that very smirk, the one he wore when he was orchestrating their more private moments.
"Just stick to script," Clayton said, pretending a smile. "There is nothing to hide here, and whoever suggests otherwise is. misinformed."
Chris studied Clayton's face, searching for a fissure in the impenetrable facade. But as always, Clayton's face revealed just what he wanted to be revealed.
"Do they have something specific they'd like us to review?" Chris found himself asking, falling back on safer territory. "Some special customers or implementations they're concerned about?"
Clayton's smile widened. He was glad to see Chris fall into line. He needed to learn that here, as well as in the bedroom, his role was to follow Clayton. He was growing tired of needing to remind him of that. "Just stick to the script. We would not want to have any misunderstanding about our abilities."
Rising from his chair, Clayton cut off that line of questioning. "Katie, would you get those deployment logs in order? I need to review the Seattle logistics with Chris."
Katie gave Chris a worried look, then gathered her things. Her fragrance lingered after her as she passed. Chris couldn't help but watch her go by, and he saw Clayton doing the same. The room felt smaller somehow as the door shut behind her. He glanced at Clayton, who already had something on his computer that Chris couldn't see.
"About Seattle," Chris started, his earlier confrontation making him choose his words carefully. "I already told you, Ashley won't be-"
"Relax," Clayton cut him off, waving his hand dismissively. "I wasn't going to suggest it. I know how you feel about Tom." He leaned back in his chair, finally looking away from the computer screen. "Though I have to say, all this hostility is surprising." Clayton's eyes grew brighter, more intense. "I thought we had an understanding."
Chris's fingers dug into his thighs beneath the desk. Images of Seattle flashed through his mind, Ashley writhing beneath Clayton while he watched, encouraged, participated.
"Actually," Clayton continued, "I have some business to handle here that week. You should take Katie instead." His eyes met Chris's, daring him to blink. "She can be quite the ally when you let her in."
Chris's head spun as the implications hit him: Clayton here with Ashley while he was hours away with Katie. The arithmetic of it made his pulse race. He found himself torn between jealousy and arousal. Every time he thought he had a handle on things, a new wrinkle would form and make him rethink it all. He opened his mouth to protest, to draw a line, but Clayton's earlier warning about loyalties still hung heavily in the air. Or maybe it was that he didn't know how to respond. Did part of him want to see how things would escalate? Would he be able to bear it? He could just tell Ashley to pause the game while he was gone, but was that really what he wanted? His growing hardness made him unsure.
"Something else on your mind?"
Chris swallowed hard, not wanting to get riled up. One confrontation per day felt like enough, especially when he was already on shaky ground. The conversation about boundaries could wait, even as his mind raced with possibilities of what might happen in his absence.
"No," he managed, hating how his voice betrayed his uncertainty. "That's all."
****
"So. what do you think?" Chris was startled to see Katie talking to him as he departed Clayton's office. She stood with her arms folded, pressed against the wall, expectant.
"Not here," Chris breathed, glancing over his shoulder at Clayton's door. He escorted them to their desks struggling to focus on any one element of the meeting. "About the audit, or."
"Everything." Katie leaped onto the edge of her desk causing her skirt to ride up above her knee. Her foot bounced off Chris's leg. "Do you think they are connected? The audit, the car following us?"
"I don't know." His belly growled loudly, and he was unable to speak.
Katie's laughter echoed off the empty office.
"How long has it been now since you have eaten something?"
"Left my lunch on the counter," he admitted, rising from his chair. "You want to go get lunch? We can keep discussing."
"Sounds like someone was distracted this morning," Katie suggested with a sly wink. The office seemed acutely hot suddenly.
"I'll drive," she replied, smoothing out the skirt of her dress as she stood up. "There is a great little cafe just around the corner. They make the best chicken caesar salads. Great way to recharge your energy batteries after a morning. work-out."



Chris could feel warmth ascend to his face as he stood with the door ajar, watching Katie ease past him. He watched the back of her leg where her skirt seemed to hike up with each stride she made. The short distance to the car gave him time to compose himself, although the close confines as he drove did little to alleviate his growing discomfort.
The clatter of the noon crowd was just the perfect cover for furtive talk as they settled into their booth. While Chris ate his salad like a famished animal, Katie sat there and stirred her iced tea, laughing at him as if he was inhaling the salad.
"Clayton wants you to come with me to Seattle," Chris said between mouthfuls. "For the board meeting after the audit."
The straw fell from Katie's lips. "Really? Do you really think it's because he's worried about the audit?"
The idea struck a chord in Chris's stomach. He hadn't really considered that. He'd been so caught up in his own world. His mind wondered to Ashley, home alone while he was on the opposite coast. Clayton's earlier smirk resounded in his head, paired with images of Ashley on their bed thrashing and screaming for more. Was this all about the audit, or was Clayton just looking for an excuse to have Ashley to himself?
Chris pushed the thoughts away, focused on the woman sitting in front of him. "I don't know," he admitted. "But it reminded me there was something else I needed to talk with you about."
"Why the grump, boss man?" Katie gave her usual teasing smile as she leaned forward, her chest threatening to be visible through her low-cut top. "Am I in trouble? Have I been a bad girl?"
A tight tension coiled in Chris's body, his heartbeat increasing as he struggled not to glance down. Katie always did have this pesky thing about her. He tried to tell himself it was innocent. She just had a knack for buttonholing him. It was one of the things that made her such an effective saleswoman. She was able to leave people completely at ease while having them wonder if she was flirting with them, or simply trying to sell them something. Or was there something? A spark between the two of them that he would do best to avoid. His life was complicated enough, the last thing he needed was a scandal of an office affair.
"Not at all," his voice was far more level than he felt. "Actually, with my interest in the company, I've been looking for a way to task out some things. We have a need for someone to act as VP of Sales so I can focus more on the business side."
Katie's teasing gave way to actual amazement. "Are you saying."
"The trip to Seattle would be a good opportunity to show your mettle. Clayton already has your work in hand and knows it is good, and you have my confidence. Show you can handle a client such as Larken and you're set."
"Oh my God, Chris." Her hand spanned the table, taking his forearm. The touch was a shock of electricity through his body. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, hoping she didn't feel his discomfort beneath the table. "I mean, thank you for giving me an opportunity. This would be. life-altering."
"You know," Katie smiled, withdrawing her hand. "Maybe I was just paranoid about the whole being followed thing." She shrugged, however, something in her expression telling that she was trying to convince herself at least as much as him. "I've seen nothing since I've talked to you about it."
Chris ached to believe her, to attribute it to stress-induced paranoia. But the same instinct that warned him about BitGuardian's too-hasty success maintained that persistent doubt.
"Let's talk about something else," Katie suggested, seeing his angst expression. "This conspiracy thing exhausts me." She drank tea slowly, watching him. "Tell me something unrelated to work."
"Like what?"
"You know. how'd you become a salesman? You're not exactly the typical sales bro."
Chris laughed, enjoying the transition. "Really, I wanted to be a teacher. High school English, if you can picture it."
"What'd you do? Scared that said pretty teacher would attract the jailbait?"
Chris smiled awkwardly, his eyes fixing on the way she smiled, her mouth curling up only a little to reveal the faintest hint of bite. It made his heart stumble, but he forced himself forward. "Student loans for the most part." He swallowed hard. "Had to find something higher-paying." He shrugged, the memory of those pinching early days tugging at him. "Ashley was still in nursing school."
"God, student loans," Katie grumbled. "They near killed me. I was drowning until Clayton." She hesitated, her face shadowing for a moment before she forced herself to smile. "Well, anyway. Here we are."
"Here we are," Chris echoed, catching herself on the fact that she had spoken so readily of diverting the subject. "What about you? How'd you get into tech sales?"
Their conversation progressed easier afterward, sharing stories of horrible first jobs and embarrassing interviews. Chris found himself actually enjoying Katie, her quick wit and jovial laughter pushing serious questions about BitGuardian into the background.
The drive back to the office was nice, with casual banter regarding weekend plans and Netflix recommendations. It was pleasant, ordinary, like breaching the surface after being under water too long.
****
The flower print sundress in sheer material did not even hit her knees as Ashley looked at herself for the last time in the mirror. Her hair was still damp and curled around her shoulders, and she had kept her make-up minimal to just mascara and a dab of gloss. The straps on the dress were thin and left her shoulders exposed just enough to be sexy. The belted waist hugged her breast tight before dropping into a playful skirt. She hesitated for a moment, considering putting on something less... noticeable. But it was chores. Grocery shopping, her nail appointment, nothing that required overthinking about what she wore.
Her bare feet padded down the stairs, thoughts running through her head. She had caught sight of Chris's lunch abandoned on the kitchen counter. Her chicken and dumplings, his favorite. She reached over to pick it off the counter to discard it. She pondered it. Had he not been so... accommodating to her needs that morning, he would not have been late and would not have left his lunch behind.
"I'll swing by and drop it off," she muttered to herself, already reaching for her purse. The nail shop could wait a few minutes. And besides, surprising Chris at the office always made him day. She reached for her cell phone to let him know she was coming when a message from Clayton flashed on the screen:
_what are you wearing?
She rolled her eyes, but was unable to dismiss the flutter in her stomach. She looked at herself one final time in the mirror, before she placed her phone back in her purse, maybe both men would get to see how good she looked in person.
"When did I become this person?" she said to her reflection, astonished and disturbed by the woman in the mirror. That question followed her out the door and into her car, where the chill of the steering wheel under her trembling fingers seemed to seep into her very bones.
The drive to Chris's office was a haze of pleasant avenues giving her a chance to reflect on what had taken place in her life lately. Mrs. Johnson's joyful laughter that week still echoed in her mind, overdriving whatever hit single was playing on the radio. Her favorite patient, ever able to get into her head like she was reading a book. It seemed like she could see straight through her and read her very thoughts.
"Something's happened," Mrs. Johnson had declared the second Ashley stepped into her room after Jen had dragged her off the stairs. "I see that look. Spill it." Her wide-eyed excitement reminded Ashley of a sleepover teenager anticipating the best gossip.
A burst of red light halted her at Jefferson, providing room in her head to replay their conversation. She'd told everything to Mrs. Johnson: the text messages with Clayton, the stairwell encounter with the janitor. She even told her how it started with her getting caught staring at the photo, and that Chris overheard while the janitor. The enthusiasm of the older woman had been infectious, although her advice had arrived in the guise of friendly warnings.
"Oh honey, that's lovely," Mrs. Johnson had waved her hands theatrically. "Robert and I had had so many such adventures. The thrill of getting caught, the excitement of starting anew." Her face then set, becoming stern. "Just remember why you started this adventure together. The minute it's not about the two of you anymore, about making each other happy. That's when you need to hit the brakes."
The light turned green, but Mrs. Johnson's words lingered in her head. Ashley shifted her position, the smooth fabric of her dress slipping against her skin. She could envision Chris's reaction and her heart started racing. The way his breathing would catch when she came into the room, the way he'd fight to remain calm when Clayton saw her. She liked watching him come apart, the way others' common secrets kept even innocuous moments like these on the brink of igniting. But lately, she'd found herself craving more than Chris's reaction. The rush she experienced from sensing Clayton's eyes follow her, the thrill of realizing she had the power to affect them both, it was habit-forming. Mrs. Johnson's notice to make it about each other struck a chord with her as she wondered if she was still in their game or starting a new one entirely.
Another red light. Her fingers tapped the wheel as she checked the rearview mirror. The girl in there barely resembled the prim nurse who'd started this ride. The Ashley who would have never sent Clayton that indecent photo. Would have never let the janitor...
"The tough thing," Mrs. Johnson had said, wrapping her blanket tightly around her, "is you never realize you've reached the point of no return until you're past it. That's why you two need to keep on talking, keep on checking in. Robert and I discovered that the hard way once or twice."
She grabbed one last glance in the rearview mirror, scrutinizing herself again. The woman who stared back wasn't just Chris's wife playing a role anymore. She was something else, someone else. The question was, could she stop this game if she wanted? Or was she too far gone? Was she too addicted to the thrill of power and surrender to know when to stop?
BitGuardian's parking lot was nearly empty when she pulled in. Chris's BMW was in front of the building, and Clayton's in the rear. She was impressed with his private entrance and for a moment considered entering his office door first. How would Chris react if she came out of Clayton's office? She rubbed her legs together laughing at herself and headed towards the main door. She was here for Chris, for them, not Clayton.
****
The BitGuardian office felt eerily quiet when she arrived. No familiar faces greeted her, no sounds of keyboards clicking or phones ringing. Just silence and the soft hum of fluorescent lights. She almost turned around and walked out, assuming they had already wrapped up for the day.
"Ashley?" Clayton's voice startled her as she turned back toward his office. When he came out of the office to greet her, the first thing that caught her attention was his perfectly pressed white dress shirt. The top two buttons were undone, revealing a glimpse of his muscular chest. His sleeves were rolled up to his forearms, giving him the look of a man who had been deeply focused on something important. Ashley felt a flicker of warmth deep in her core, hating how her body reacted to his devilishly handsome appearance.
He stepped closer, his presence filling the space between them as though he'd been expecting her all along, even though she hadn't told anyone she was coming. "What a delightful surprise."
Before she could respond, his hand brushed her lower back, the touch casual but undeniably firm, almost possessive. It sent a wave of unwanted shivers racing up her spine, making her head spin.
"I just wanted to drop off Chris's lunch." She held up the container like a flimsy barrier between them. Mrs. Johnson's words echoed in her mind: _The minute it stops being about the two of you..._ She studied Clayton's expression, shifting her weight to her other foot while his confident smile bore into her. She asked herself if she was still doing this for them or if the exhilarating power of Clayton's attention had become its own reward.
"Ah." Clayton's smile widened. "You just missed him. He and Katie went to lunch together." His thumb pressed against her spine causing her to step forward. "They've been spending quite a bit of time together lately. Getting... pretty close actually."
Ashley's stomach clenched, though she refused to acknowledge why. She knew Chris, knew their relationship was stronger than Clayton's insinuations. Yet something about the way he said it, the casual certainty in his tone, planted a seed she couldn't quite shake.
"What do you mean?"
"Oh, probably nothing," he said, waving his hand dismissively.
Ashley raised her eyebrow. She knew what he was trying to do, and she was determined not to let him see how his words affected her.
"Is that supposed to make me jealous?" She kept her voice steady, playful, despite how hard her heart was beating against her chest. After all they'd done together, all the boundaries they'd pushed, she had no right to jealousy. Still, the image of Katie that night in Clayton's office lingered uncomfortably in her mind.
He pulled her body into his, ignoring her question. "You can leave that on his desk. But since you're here..." His lips brushed her ear. "I've been thinking about that picture you sent."
"Picture?" She aimed for innocence, but the sharp intake of breath gave her away instantly. "I don't know what you're talking about." She'd spent hours fantasizing about this moment, imagining Chris's reaction when she recreated that photo, giving him new material for their shared fantasies. But now, facing Clayton's hungry gaze, she wondered if she had once again underestimated him.
"Oh, I see. Playing hard to get, are we?" His tone was condescending, every bit the asshole she knew him to be. Yet something about him not hiding it made it almost endearing. His hand slid down her back slightly to the swell of her hips. Without realizing how she got there, she found herself standing in his office.
"Perhaps I can refresh your memory." His fingertips brushed her hair back and his lips found her neck. Despite herself, she tilted her head giving him better access. "See, I got this picture a few nights ago with this sexy little blonde on her knees smiling from ear to ear..."
Ashley giggled, closing her eyes and enjoying their little game for just a moment. "Sounds like you got me confused with someone else. I'm a married woman. I would never send such a photo."
Clayton's kisses grew hungrier, nipping at her neck. "Oh I could never confuse you with someone else. The way you moan my name when I slide inside you." His fingers slide under the hem of her dress. "The way your tongue slips just past your lips when you're getting close." He gripped the edge of her panties pulling them aside. "The way your pussy clings to my dick when you cum."
"Clayton, stop," she protested weakly, even as her body sought after his touch. She placed her hands on his forearm, pushing it gently to break the contact. "I shouldn't..."
"Shouldn't what?" She managed to push him back slightly. His fingers were still on her side though, bunching the thin fabric of her dress. "Shouldn't be here? Or shouldn't be thinking about what I promised to do to you?" His teeth grazed her pulse point. "Didn't I warn you what was going to happen the next time I got a chance?"
"Yes." She wasn't sure which question she was responding to. Her hands went to his chest, her fingers curling inside his shirt feeling the heat of his skin.
"And now here you are. All alone in my office while your husband is out with Katie, probably admiring how her skirt rides up when she crosses her legs..."
Jealousy twisted in Ashley's gut while an inferno raged in her core. The image of Chris with Katie made her blood boil, even as Clayton's touch made her skin burn. She knew she was being hypocritical feeling this way. But he had insisted this wasn't about him wanting permission to be with someone else, and Clayton's words painted a picture she couldn't ignore.
"Remember what I promised?" His voice dropped lower, his grip tightening. "How I'd mark every inch of you?" His fingers slid back up her body brushing against the front of her dress. Her nipples hardening in response. "Show you what it really means to be claimed?" He pressed against her, pinning her to the door. The hard evidence of his desire made her breath catch.
"Seems like you've been thinking about that picture a lot." Ashley gave a confident smirk, but her body was already humming. She needed to regain some control over this situation, over herself.
"And you haven't?" His fingers hooked the thin strap of her sundress, slowly sliding it down her shoulder as he planted soft kisses in their wake. A shiver of energy ran straight through her body at that tiny point of contact. Her heart lurched in surprise when she didn't pull away from him.
"I've taken so many pictures and forwarded them to so many men lately," she lied, reaching up to stop the strap at her elbow, but not cutting the contact. "It's not possible to count." The words were meant to unnerve him, to counter his skillful grasp. Instead, his smirking grin caused her stomach to do a flip.
The scent of mint lingered as Clayton loomed over her, and she couldn't help but wonder if the door behind her would remain closed. "Don't play dumb." He removed his hand from the strap of her dress, instead tracing it up along the inside of her thigh. "Like you didn't know exactly what you were doing. Like you weren't dreaming this exact moment would come so I can give you something even your husband cannot."
Ashley's defiance wavered, her legs giving way. "You're awfully sure of yourself."
She felt the world spin about her as Clayton's hand slid all the way up her leg to her hip. He pushed his forehead against hers, and for a moment, she wondered if he was going to attempt to kiss her. Without even thinking, she turned her head. "You ever think about that night?" His thumb tracing down her inner thigh, she gritted her teeth so that she wouldn't moan. "When you sat in that closet over there and played with yourself while you watched me have sex with someone else. You were imagining it was you even then."
She found herself holding her breath, her body betraying her with each conscious stroke. The night in the closet flashed back, the secret thrill of watching, of letting herself get caught up in the fantasy. Now she was here where it had started all over again. "I should go," she whispered, but her arm was already around his neck, her body molding into his touch.
"First, I believe you have a picture to send." The withdrawal of his touch happened so abruptly and had left her hollow and aching. His fingers lay upon her shoulders, the pressure hard. Ashley's mind whirled with warring emotions as the abrasive texture of the carpet bit into her knees.
She should leave. Every rational thought screamed it. But images of Katie in this very office, of Chris at lunch with her right now, made her pulse quicken. Chris. she needed to talk to Chris, to make sure this was okay.
"I... Let me call Chris first." Her mouth felt like she'd swallowed sand. Each second she was in here she felt more and more of her walls slip away.
"You will, but only if you get him a picture of your pretty face covered in my cum." His words should have sent her fleeing in anger, but they left her acutely aware of the wet heat building up between her legs.



"We have rules," she protested weakly, her need growing by the second. "If you just let me call first..."
"Rules?" Clayton's fingers made their way down her neck, making her shiver. "Like the rules you followed in the parking garage?" His touch was slow, electric. His hands slid along her shoulders and down her arm taking the straps of her dress with him. Ashley's mouth opened in a moan as he slid them down from her bare chest and pinched at her nipple, causing her dress to slide off in the process. "He still does not know about that, does he? How close you were to surrender. How drenched you were after only a few minutes with me."
"That was..." Ashley's resistance wavered as his hand traveled back up her body. His thumb brushing her bottom lip. "That was different. I stopped..."
"Did you stop because of these arbitrary rules?" His fingers curved around her neck like he owned her. "Or because you were scared that once you let yourself go you couldn't go back? Be honest, Ashley. You've thought about that moment every day since. Wondered what would have happened if you'd just let go."
"You're wrong." She sucked on her bottom lip, her gaze lingering on the growing bulge in the front of his pants. The Seattle trip rushed to the front of her mind. Clayton's aggression, the way he commanded the room. Her resolve continued to crumble as she gave into her body's desires.
"Besides," his fingers worked at his belt, the sound making her pulse race, "we wouldn't want to interrupt his lunch date, would we?" The implication stung but she told herself it was just Clayton trying to get a rise from her. "Do you think it's going this well?" Ashley caught herself biting her bottom lip, the metallic taste of blood shocking her back to reality. But it wasn't enough to break whatever spell Clayton had woven. His swollen head hovered at eye level, taunting her.
"Let go, Ashley," he commanded softly. "Stop fighting what we both know you want."
Time seemed to stop for Ashley in that moment. She'd come here to bring Chris lunch, such an innocent gesture. But as the carpet brushed against her knees, she wondered if this was what she really wanted all along. A chance to recreate the photo she'd sent to Clayton. But now, even that "plan" was going completely wrong. When did she stop being in control? She thought she could tease Clayton, the same way she did Chris, but he wasn't Chris. Clayton commanded rather than coaxed. Her body responded to his dominance. This wasn't the playful submission she shared with Chris. This was more raw, darker, and somehow more dangerous. Her heartbeat thundered in her chest as her traitorous body overpowered her rational thought.
"Stop," she whispered, but the word held no conviction. Her eyes fixed on him as he freed himself, her mouth going dry at the sight. Whatever resistance she had left crumbled as she reached forward taking him in her right hand.
"Other hand," he said, fisting her hair, causing her to yelp in response while she switched hands. The moment her fingers wrapped around his shaft she heard him groan. A surge of pride shot through her, even as her ring glimmered in the light. She licked her lips instinctively, her thumb sliding over the tip of his head, smearing the droplet of pre-cum across his impressive length.
The hand in Ashley's hair tightened as her hand worked at a torturously slow pace. She tightened her grip slightly, using Clayton's juices as lubrication as she marveled at the thick piece of meat in her hand. "I think it needs a bit more, don't you?" Clayton pushed on her head sending her face into his cock. He laughed as he smeared it across her cheek, her strokes never stopping.
"Is this how you did it with your husband? So slow and intimate? I think we both know that's not really what you want, is it?" With a chuckle he held her head still by her hair, cupping her chin to open her mouth.
Ashley's breath caught, it was like her body was on autopilot as Clayton pushed his cock into her warm mouth. Her jaw ached at the sudden intrusion causing her to open wider to take his girth. Her tongue pushed against the bottom of his shaft. She could feel the pulsing of a vein as she yielded to his demanding touch. This was already so much different than with Chris. Like every other encounter she had with Clayton, he was in control, and he was determined to ensure she knew it.
"Chris is going to be so disappointed he didn't get a front row seat to this." Clayton's hands were on the back of her head, more than a quarter of his cock now between her lips. "But at least he'll have the pictures to look back on. Do you think he'll play with his dick while he looks at the picture of you covered in my cum?" Each word stripped away another layer of her resistance. She couldn't help wonder if Clayton was right. What would Chris do with the photo? The thought caused her to close her lips around his member. Her moan vibrating against his sensitive skin.
Her hand trembled slightly as she held the base of it, her eyes starting to water. "Such a good girl," Clayton purred, his grip in her hair maintaining control. "But we both know you can do better. Put your hands behind your back." Ashley's mind raced with conflicting emotions, shame at her eagerness, pride at Clayton's approval, guilt about Chris. Yet somehow the guilt only heightened her arousal.
Spit slid down her chin as she felt Clayton push into her throat. She hollowed out her cheeks pushing her head back against Clayton's hand. She knew she was fighting a losing battle, but she didn't want to give in to his demands yet. She wanted to prove she could still play his game, and set her own rules. She doubled her efforts, determined to make Clayton lose his carefully maintained control. His grip tightened in response, and she knew she was succeeding. She pulled off his cock with a loud pop as she gasped for air.
"I thought you wanted this to be similar to how it was with Chris?" She sucked in air as her hand pumped his shaft faster. She heard him let out a small moan and through tear-filled eyes saw his eyes were half-lidded. She was winning. "I let Chris fuck my chest first, you know. Is that what you want, big boy? You want to fuck my chest?"
Clayton's eyes had drifted shut, his grip loosening in her hair as Ashley worked him with growing confidence. His breathing grew ragged, as he rocked his hips in rhythm with her hand.
"You seemed so sure of yourself earlier," she teased, relishing his momentary weakness. Her free hand slid up his thigh as her chest engulfed his length. "What's wrong, big boy? Cat got your tongue... or maybe it has something else?"
A low groan escaped his lips Ashley pushed her exposed chest over his manhood. For once, she had him on the defensive. Her newfound power was liberating. Her tongue slid from between her lips, teasing his head with each upward movement.
"I thought you were going to show me how much better you were at this than Chris." She squeezed harder, setting her own pace now. "Or maybe you can't handle me the way he does."
That was her mistake. Clayton's eyes snapped open, dark with renewed purpose. Before Ashley could react, his hand fisted in her hair again, this time with bruising force.
"Cute," he growled. The momentary loss of control was gone, replaced by something far more intoxicating. "Hand me your phone."
Her brief triumph evaporated as he yanked her head back, forcing her to meet his gaze. Without breaking eye contact, she fished the phone from her purse and punched in the password before handing it to Clayton. "Hands behind your back," he commanded. "Now."
Something in his tone made Ashley shiver. She'd pushed too far, challenged his dominance, and now Clayton would remind her exactly who was in charge. Her arms trembled as she slowly complied, the inferno blazing in her core intensifying.
"That's better." His thumb swiped away a tear on her cheek, the gentle gesture at odds with his iron grip. "Now, let's show Chris what you really are. What you really need."
Clayton's grip on Ashley's hair tightened as he positioned her head exactly where he wanted it. With his other hand, he held her phone, ready to capture the moment. "Open wider," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.
Ashley's lips parted, her eyes wide with fear and anticipation as she breathed through her nose. Clayton didn't hesitate, pushing his thick cock into her mouth, forcing her to take him deep. She gagged almost immediately, her eyes watering as he hit the back of her throat.
"That's it," he growled, his hips beginning to move, fucking her face with deliberate, brutal thrusts. "Show me what a little slut you are. We both know this is what you wanted."
Ashley's nails bit into her palms as she fought to breathe. Saliva dripped from her mouth, coating his shaft, making it easier for him to slide deeper. Her mascara ran in dark streaks down her cheeks.
"Hold still," Clayton commanded, the phone's camera clicking repeatedly. "I want to capture that look in your eyes - the one you're afraid to admit to yourself. The one that shows how desperately you need this." Somewhere in the back of her mind, Ashley knew exactly what he was talking about.
She knew when she sent the picture to Clayton something would happen. That had been part of the thrill, imagining his reaction, picturing how Chris's eyes would darken with that familiar hunger when she told him about it later. She'd seen that look in Chris's eyes when she showed him the photo before sending it, felt his arousal at the thought of what Clayton might do. But with each click of the camera, as Clayton documented her submission, she felt herself tumbling past boundaries she didn't even know she had.
This wasn't just about giving Chris fodder for his fantasies anymore. She couldn't hide behind that excuse. Just hours ago, she'd sat in her car, confidently telling herself she was in control, that this was all just a game she was playing. Now, on her knees with mascara-stained tears rolling down her cheeks, she realized how naive that confidence had been.
Each degrading command from Clayton, each demanding touch, sent waves of arousal through her. She told herself she was doing this for Chris. That her surrender to Clayton was just another gift for her husband. But the desperate way her body responded to Clayton's touch, how eagerly she craved his approval while simultaneously hating herself for wanting it, this was becoming something else entirely. The thought of showing Chris how far she'd gone, of confessing every degrading detail while he touched her... She moaned around Clayton's length, transforming her submission into an active choice rather than mere surrender. She pictured Chris's desire as she retold the story. She could almost feel him inside her, twitching with need as she laid out this exact moment in agonizing detail.
Every photo would show Chris exactly how she'd lost herself, yet somehow that only heightened her arousal. The rational part of her mind screamed to remember her boundaries, to maintain some illusion of control. But each time she thought she'd found a line she wouldn't cross, Clayton's words would slice through her resistance, and she'd find herself stumbling eagerly into new depths of submission - not just because Clayton demanded it, but because she desperately wanted to see that familiar hunger in Chris's eyes when she told him about it later.
"Look how much you love this." He pulled his cock from her mouth, a string of saliva connecting them. Ashley gasped for breath, her chest heaving, her lungs burning. Clayton's control was absolute now, his earlier moment of weakness forgotten. Clayton gave her no respite, slapping his cock against her cheek, her lips, her tongue.
"Lick it," he commanded, his voice dripping with malice. "Lick it like a good little slut."
Ashley's tongue darted out, licking his shaft, her puffy eyes never leaving his. She could see the hunger in his gaze, the raw desire that mirrored her own conflicting feelings. The same look Chris would give her later. Perhaps in a way this was her own form of control.
"That's right," he taunted, his hand reaching down to squeeze her breast roughly. "You love this, don't you? You love being treated like a whore."
"I don't..." she started, but her actions contradicted her words as she leaned forward, seeking him out. She was too far gone to pretend anymore, having crossed lines she never thought she would. The war between desire and dignity played across her face as Clayton documented every moment of her submission.
"You can't get enough of it can you? You love the way my cock makes you feel." He didn't wait for a response, instead he grabbed the back of her head and forced her down on his length until her nose was pressed against his skin. She spluttered, her eyes watering as he pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat with a relentless rhythm.
"There you go," he grunted, his hips moving steadily, fucking her face with harsh, unyielding strokes. "Show me how much you can take."
Ashley's body revolted, her mouth aching to accommodate him. Her gagging sounds filled the room, wet, choking "glug, glug, glug" that echoed with every thrust. Saliva spilled from her mouth, dribbling down to her heavy chest. Her eyes looked up at him with both a hint of defiance and one of resignation.
Clayton's grin was cold, calculating. "You're a mess, Ashley," he sneered, his free hand closing around her jaw, forcing her to look at him. "But you love it, don't you? You love being used like this."
He pulled his cock out for a brief moment, allowing her a gasping breath before he slammed back in, resuming his punishing pace. Ashley's moans were muffled, her body trembling with arousal.
"Look at you, gagging on my cock," Clayton growled. A cruel amusement threaded through his tone. "You should see yourself, tears streaming, makeup ruined. This is what you've been craving, isn't it?"
Ashley's response was a garbled mess, her words incoherent as he continued to fuck her face. Her body convulsed with each thrust, the primal sounds coming from her throat filling the room.
Clayton pulled her off his cock, as spit rolled down her chin. Ashley gasped, her lungs burning as she sucked in air. Her chest heaved, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Clayton gave her a moment to recover, his cock twitching in anticipation.
"Good girl," he murmured, his thumb brushing her cheek. The words sent shivers down Ashley's spine. "Now, it's time for your reward."
Ashley looked up at him, her eyes big with excitement. She knew what was coming, and despite the rough treatment, she could not stifle the thrill coursing through her veins, her body shuddering with expectation.
Clayton's mouth curled into a sneer. "Play with yourself." He watched the wheels turn in her brain as she understood the command. "Play with that needy little cunt while I fuck your breasts."
She complied with an eagerness, her hands trembling not with fear, but with urgent arousal. She had never been touched so. Never talked to so, but she could not stop the feeling in her body. It was spreading over her like a gradual unfolding flower. Her fingers crept beneath her dress. She was moist, her cunt slippery with moisture. She began to rub her clit, her gaze on Clayton as he placed his cock between her breasts.
"That's all," he sighed, his hips rolling forward, his cock sliding up and down between her breasts.
Ashley moaned, her fingers pumping faster as she looked at Clayton's cock pistoning between her breasts. Looking at his fat shaft, covered with her saliva and his pre-cum, made her feel waves of pleasure.
The flesh sensations blended into one another as Ashley let herself go, her head clouded by a fog of subjugation and delight, rational thought giving way to base desire. Clayton's shaming words should have appalled her, should have caused her to retreat. They drew her closer instead.
Clayton's movements grew more frantic, his grasp weakening. "Fuck, Ashley," he snarled, his body tensing. "I'm going to cum. I'm going to spurt my seed all over you."
Ashley's fingers flew faster, her own orgasm intensifying. She was so close, teetering on the edge of bliss. But Clayton had other plans. His hand shot down, clasping her wrist and pulling it away as she crested the wave of her own pleasure.
"Not yet," he commanded, his deep voice thick with sadistic enjoyment. "Not until I tell you you can."
"Please," the word escaped before Ashley could snatch it back, need more than pride. "I'm so close." She bit her lip between her teeth, her face aflame. Her body was over-stimulated and needed release.
Clayton's smile deepened to something more sinister. "Close to what, Ashley? Say exactly what you want." His hips continued to rock, his own orgasm imminent.
Ashley whined as Clayton's penis slid against her nipple. "Let me finish," she attempted to speak, trying to maintain some degree of control even in her begging. "Please, I need."
"Need what?"
His other hand was on her chin. "My cock in you? That what you're telling me? You want me to fuck you?"
"Yes," she said, and her fingers went back to her clit. "Fuck me. Please. Fuck me, Clayton."
"No." Clayton's breathing became ragged as he let his own pleasure build. "Put your hands behind your back." His authoritative voice left no room for refusal. "Now stick out your tongue like a good girl. Show me how much you want it."
Ashley submitted unwillingly, relinquishing the last shred of dignity as she posed for him. Her tongue flashed past her lips as she looked up at him through lowered lashes with yearning need.
Clayton burst out with a bellow, the first hot spurt splashing across Ashley's extended tongue before depositing thick stripes onto her flushed cheeks. Wave upon wave rolled as he continued to pressure, every beat appropriating new ground - dripping from her chin, lathering her throat, pooling in the curve of her neck. She panted at the amount, stunned by how thoroughly he was claiming her. As promised before, not an inch of her entire chest was left untouched by his spilling torrent, which gilded her breasts and rivuletted down between them. She froze throughout, hands clasped behind her, tongue protruding, accepting each blast as punishment and reward. His heat bathed her completely, transforming her from the confident woman who'd entered his office to just what he'd promised to make of her. his slut.
Ashley stayed on her knees as the world around her came to a stop, his semen drying on her flesh. She hadn't even realized she was holding the position when Clayton reached for her phone. "Perfect," he breathed, trapping her in this place of complete submission. "Don't move." The camera snapped again and again, capturing her submission from every angle. Only then did his tone come out relaxed in approval. "Good girl. Now swallow my cum and send these to Chris. Let's show him I do everything better than him."
Ashley shivered as she obeyed, her own stifled gratification making her acutely sensitive to all sensation. His semen glittered on her skin, evidence of her complete abandonment. Her carefully crafted makeup was ruined, mascara-streaked tears mingled with his semen, her skirt spattered beyond fixing. The command coursed through her like a chill. She'd surrendered completely to his authority, obeying his commands without thought.
Her hands shook as she looked at the pictures. Her submission perfectly captured in pixels, each photo a new look at her humiliation. Her heart racing in her chest as she sent them, knowing this moment would repeat over and over again in both of their bedrooms.
"If you'll let me fuck you," the words cut through her daze like a knife, "then you'll have to wait." He paused for a moment to make the undertones register. "Come to my house tonight. By yourself."



Her mouth fell open as Mrs. Johnson's words rising again into her consciousness. "You never know you've gone too far until you're already there." Was this it? Had she already gone over that edge? Was she? This wasn't like their others. No pretending she wouldn't let something happen, no Chris involved reminding herself she was doing it for him. Just her and Clayton, alone in his house. The thought sent equal amounts of fear and desire racing through her body.
What would Chris do? He'd always made it a point of insisting on his comfort with their game, but this wasn't the same. Was it? Chris had always been present, occupying some pretend dominance of their mutual fantasy. But Clayton alone would ruin that illusion altogether. Would Chris be excited by so dramatic a boost? Or would this prove the move too far Mrs. Johnson had warned against - the point they couldn't come back from?
The most terrifying aspect wasn't the invitation itself. It was the way her body had responded, the way she'd hungered to say yes when all the warning bells in her head were screaming no. And worse, she knew that no matter how Chris reacted, some part of her would be resentfully disappointed if he said no. She'd asked herself that morning if she could get out of this game if she wanted to. Now, soaked in Clayton's semen and aching with frustrated desire, she knew that she couldn't. She was too deep, too hooked on the rush of submission to be able to leave. The woman who'd driven to work, undaunted, to surprise her husband had disappeared and been replaced by someone who hungered for things she'd never been brave enough to admit to.
****
Laughter echoed from the empty parking lot as Chris held the front door for Katie. The afternoon had flown by, pushing thoughts of audits and mysterious cars temporarily aside.
"I swear," Katie said as they rounded the corner to their desks, "if he sends one more email about..." Her voice died as sounds filtered through Clayton's closed door. Wet, desperate gagging followed by muffled praise.
Chris hadn't realized he'd stopped breathing until Katie's warm exhale tickled his neck. His feet refused to move as more sounds filtered through. The unmistakable rhythm of passion punctuated by choked gasps and Clayton's commanding tone.
The sounds from Clayton's office made his throat tighten, his collar suddenly constricting. His mind struggled to process what he was hearing. Was Ashley here? He didn't see her car in the parking lot, but then he'd been talking and not really paying attention. Did she come here for Clayton? Jealousy raced through his body, even while his cock throbbed against his jeans.
"Such a good girl," Clayton's voice carried through the door. "Now it's time for your reward." Each word sent electricity down Chris's spine as his imagination painted vivid pictures of what was happening mere feet away.
"Oh my God," Katie whispered. "I wonder what's going on in there." Chris didn't even register the playfulness in her voice until he felt her soft curves press against his back. He was suddenly very aware of her presence. "Sounds like someone is really enjoying lunch." Her breath was like fire on his neck. Her fingers traced up his arm, leaving trails of fire in their wake while the sound of gagging echoed from just beyond the door. "Did he go out and buy a hooker while we were gone? God, she sounds like such a slut."
Chris's mouth opened but produced no sound, his weight shifting nervously as his heart thundered in his ears.
Another loud gag followed by desperate gasping filtered through the door. "Please," a woman's voice begged. A voice Chris knew all too well. "I need you to fuck me." The raw desperation in the plea made Chris's hands curl into fists, his cock straining painfully against his slacks.
"Mmm, that's so fucking hot." Katie's lips pressed against Chris's neck, causing him to bite back a moan of his own. "Do you want to know a secret, boss?" Her hands were on him now, pulling him back into her. Her fingers slid down his chest and across his abs. Chris closed his eyes, trying to picture what exactly was happening behind the door.
"I know exactly how she feels right now." Katie's words were pulling him deeper into the image in his mind. He knew he should pull away, that he should stop whatever this was, but as her fingers slid across the front of his thighs he saw Ashley sprawled out on the couch in Clayton's office. Begging him to fuck her. He could see the desire in her eyes, the way her juices flowed down her leg.
"I've let him fuck me. Felt the way he feels inside me." Katie's confession ripped through Chris and his closed fingers pressed against the bare skin of her legs. It was accidental, but the contact seemed to ignite something in Katie. Heat radiated between them as she pressed closer, her nipples hard points against his back.
"Mmm, you're almost as big as him... almost." Katie's fingers ghosted over the front of his jeans. The tips of her fingers sliding across his painfully hard length.
Chris knew he should step away, should create distance between them, but his body betrayed him. Every moan from behind the door, every brush of Katie's exploring fingers, pulled him deeper into a fog of desire. His breath caught as her hand cupped him fully through his slacks.
"Mmm, it's incredible the way he's able to hit spots most men can't even dream of. Are you enjoying the show as much as I am?" she teased, her stroke becoming faster and more urgent. "Or is that all for me?" She pulled down his zipper as the sounds from behind the door seemed to stop. "God, you're so hard..."
His phone buzzed in his pocket, the vibration making him jerk away from Katie's dangerous touch. Reality crashed back, as he stumbled forward, knowing exactly what message awaited him. The spell broken, he turned to Katie trying to catch his breath.
"I need... I'll be right back," he managed, already retreating from Katie's flushed cheeks.
The bathroom door clicked shut behind him as Chris fumbled with his phone, his hands trembling so badly he had to enter his passcode twice. When the image finally loaded, his breath caught in his throat. Ashley knelt before Clayton, hands clasped behind her back, tongue extended and glazed with his release. More of it dripped from her chin, painted thick stripes across her cheeks, and pooled at her throat. His heart hammered against his ribs, remembering how different she'd looked this morning - playful and flawless as he explored her body with his tongue. But now, she looked... Katie's words echoed in his ears, "she sounds like such a slut". Chris licked his lips, his pulse racing as he tried to tear his eyes away from the screen, only to find himself drinking in every detail. She did look like a slut, but he also couldn't remember a time she looked sexier. Her eyes, though half-lidded, sparkled a look in her eye that Chris was certain was meant only for him, that same mischievous gleam she'd given him this morning before making him late for work.
The angst in his chest grew, his mind flashing back to Katie's touch just moments ago. His fingers shook against the phone screen as he couldn't help but wonder what she would look like in a photo like this. The guilt twisted in his gut, even as his arousal grew, not because of what Ashley had done, but because of how much they both clearly enjoyed this dangerous game they were playing. His cock throbbed painfully as he studied the photos again, wanting to look away but unable to stop himself from imagining every moment that led to this. He couldn't wait to get home to hear all about it.
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"So, Jon, the last time you were here you talked about Wendy going on an unexpected trip to New Orleans and how that could have brought up some troubling memories from your past." Dr. Carson adjusted his glasses, his brown eyes studied Jon. His weathered hands were folded neatly on his notebook. "How do you think that trip went?"
The burgundy armchair Jon sat in was stiff, and made him reposition himself several times before answering. He knew Dr. Carson would take it as a sign that he was uneasy, but the truth was, he wasn't. Jon and Wendy talked multiple times during the trip, he even tried to get her to go out and enjoy the city, but Wendy was just too focused on work to care about that.
"Honestly," he started, trying to focus his attention on the facts instead of the nervous twitch of his leg. "I think it was great. Wendy said the presentation was a huge success. She even got special recognition by our CEO during our company all hands."
The scribble of Dr. Carson's pencil was all that could be heard as he nodded softly, taking detailed notes. "That's great, Jon. But," he sat his pencil down and turned his attention back to his patient. "I mean on a personal level. How do you think it went for the two of you?"
Jon managed a laugh, more nervous energy. "Oh, it was fine. I mean, she stayed pretty busy and when we talked it was mostly around work." He shifted in the chair again. "I did tell her she should get out and see the city a bit, but she's just so focused on her work."
"I see. When you two spoke, how was the conversation? Was there any tension? Did you argue at all?"
"Not really. I mean," he paused, and turned his attention to the window watching a plane fly by in the distance.
Dr. Carson watched him, making a note of the stall tactic but allowing Jon to take the time he needed in order to process the thought.
"There was one small argument," he finally admitted. "But it was nothing really. Just a miscommunication."
"What kind of miscommunication?"
"After she told me about the meeting and how successful it was I got excited for her. I told her she should start thinking about the analytics of the market and how the demographic is different."
Dr. Carson cocked his eyebrow, he could already tell where this was going. Emotional maturity seemed to be Jon's Achilles Heel as of late. It was something he was determined to work through with Jon.
"She sort of snapped on me and said she just wanted to celebrate."
"That's a perfectly reasonable request, don't you think? How did you respond?"
"Yeah, I guess it is." Jon ran his fingers over his face letting out a long breath. "I told her I thought we should go out and celebrate when she got back."
"That's great, Jon." Dr. Carson smiled, he was making progress. "And did you?"
There was a pregnant pause, and the moment of pride seemed to leave the doctor's face.
"No," Jon finally admitted. "I mean, I meant to, but then everything got so crazy at work."
Dr. Carson set down his pencil entirely. "What happened?"
"After Wendy's promotion, Marcus put her in my office. There wasn't any empty space available, and he said since we had the same title now it would make sense." Jon's fingers found the arm of the chair, drumming a nervous rhythm. "But for that first week she was back, Wendy was in high demand."
"How so?"
"Everyone seemed to be stopping by, running ideas past her. People who'd never given her the time of day before were suddenly asking for her input on their campaigns." Jon's voice carried a note of pride mixed with frustration. "It was incredible to watch, honestly. She'd light up every time someone asked her opinion."
"But?"
"But it was distracting. I fell behind on my own work, had to stay late most nights just to catch up." Jon hung his head, realizing how selfish it sounded. "By the time I got home, we were both exhausted. The celebration dinner kept getting pushed back."
Dr. Carson leaned forward slightly. "And how did Wendy respond to that?"
"She said she understood. That work had to come first." Jon's voice grew quieter. "But I could tell she was disappointed. I could see it in her face."
The facial expression of Dr. Carson never changed, but Jon could tell he was deep in thought. After nearly a whole minute of awkward silence the doctor casually removed his glasses. "I'm proud of you, Jon. You were able to tell she was disappointed, and that's a good first step."
Jon continued to run his fingers over the coarse fabric of the chair, he already knew what the doctor was going to say next.
"let's change gears," Dr. Carson said, surprising Jon. "We've talked a lot about you since Wendy came back from the New Orleans trip. What about her? How's she been acting?"
This was a test, Jon could see it from a mile away. Dr. Carson had harped on Jon's ability to read the room and understand emotions, he was checking to see if he'd been doing that.
"She's actually been a lot more confident at work, assertive even." Jon couldn't help but smile, There was no way Dr. Carson would be able to tell him he wasn't making that emotional connection. "But then there's little things."
"Such as?"
"Like... it's probably nothing, but Wendy has always been real particular about how she dresses." He ran his tongue along the inside of his teeth as he watched Dr. Carson's expression. "I mean, she has made it a point to try to dress down so she doesn't draw attention. She doesn't want to be known for how she looks." Jon squirmed in his seat. "But since she's been back I've noticed she leaves the top button of her blouse undone. It's dumb I know, but... it's different."
"Do you think maybe she's just more confident now that she's found success?"
"Yeah, I mean maybe."
"And how does that make you feel? Knowing that she has that confidence?" He couldn't help but smile at himself for the old cliche.
"Proud. Impressed, even." Jon straightened up in the chair, puffing his chest out. "She's always been brilliant, but now she's not hiding it anymore."
"So, why are you here?"
The question seemed to take the wind out of Jon's sails.
"Wha... what do you mean?"
"Well," he sat down his notebook and grabbed a glass of water that sat on the table beside him. "You seem to be able to tell when you've done something to upset Wendy and you say you're proud of her. So then why make the appointment?"
"It's just..." Jon sank down in the chair a little more, his hands suddenly clammy. "It's... well I told you about Michael." Dr. Carson nodded. "She went on the trip with him, which is fine. I mean I trust her."
"But?" There was always a but in situations like this.
"But since she's been back, on top of dressing different, she's been defending him." Jon shook his head. "I know how that sounds, I do. But you should have seen her before, she hated the guy. She called him arrogant, inappropriate, said he made her skin crawl." Jon's fingers curled into a fist on his knee. "Yesterday, I mentioned that he'd been particularly demanding lately, working people too hard. She got defensive immediately. Said he was just passionate about excellence, that not everyone understands his management style."
"So, you're jealous. You think she's cheating?" Dr. Carson's tone was calm. They'd talked about this in their first meeting and Jon completely dismissed it. Now, it seemed to be a common theme.
"No. God, no." Jon's response came quick and emphatic. "Actually, according to research from the Journal of Marriage and Family, sixty-three percent of people who engage in extramarital affairs show decreased sexual interest in their primary relationship." He leaned forward slightly. "Wendy's been the complete opposite. She's more... eager. More adventurous. Sometimes she initiates twice in one evening."
Dr. Carson's eyebrows rose almost imperceptibly. "And that concerns you?"
"It doesn't concern me, exactly. It's just unexpected." Jon's cheeks flushed slightly. "She's always had a healthy appetite, but this feels different. More... intense."
Dr. Carson made another note in his notebook, but Jon couldn't figure out what it said. "Ok, so if you don't think she's cheating why does it bother you?"
"Because it's such a complete reversal. Six weeks ago, she was ready to file a complaint about him over a holiday party mishap. Now she's defending his character."
Dr. Carson set down his pen, leaning back in his chair. "Jon, isn't it possible that working closely with someone on a successful project might change your perspective on them? Perhaps Wendy saw a different side of Michael during their collaboration."
"I suppose." Jon didn't sound convinced.
"What I'm hearing is a man whose wife has experienced significant professional growth, increased confidence, and renewed passion for their relationship. These are positive changes, yet you're seeing them as a negative." Dr. Carson's voice carried gentle challenge. "Do you remember the cognitive reframing exercises we discussed in your last visit?"
"Yes, and I've been doing them, but-"
"I want you to keep working on them, Jon" Dr. Carson looked at his watch. "You seem to still be looking for problems that aren't really there. Why do you think that is?"
Jon chewed on his lip. This was different, he knew it was, but then hadn't he thought that last time as well? "Because I'm terrified of being blindsided again. With Olivia, I missed all the signs until it was too late."
"But you didn't miss signs with Olivia. That's the problem, Jon. You created them, much like you seem to be doing now. You analyzed her behavior until you convinced yourself of a narrative that wasn't real." Dr. Carson leaned forward. "Are you going to make the same mistake with Wendy?"
"No. I won't." Jon's voice carried conviction, but Dr. Carson could see the uncertainty in his eyes.
"Here's what I want you to do." Dr. Carson picked up his pen, scribbling on a prescription pad. "Stop analyzing. Start trusting. Take Wendy out this weekend, it's not too late for that celebration. Ask her how she's enjoying her new position. Listen to her, connect with her."
He tore off the paper and handed it across the desk. In his scribbled handwriting, it read: _Trust her. Trust yourself. Connect._
He stood up and extended his hand to Jon, marking the end of their session. "And Jon, stop looking for problems in your marriage. Sometimes the best thing you can do for love is simply let it flourish."
***
Three weeks had passed since New Orleans, and the intoxicating rush of people coming into the office with congratulatory smiles, meetings with executives, and champagne toasts had slowed to a halt. For three weeks, Wendy was the talk of the office, the rising star with a bright future, then in the blink of an eye, she was just another face.
She knew she should be content. Her promotion was official, she was now an Account Manager with a nice raise. She even got to share an office with Jon, a perk Michael was none too thrilled about when they got back from their trip. She'd overheard him and Marcus arguing about it one night after hours. Michael had insisted the best place for Wendy was in Michael's office where he could properly mentor her. It was a thought that made the hair on her arms stand up. In the end however, Marcus pulled rank, saying Jon was one of the best account managers on the team and Wendy could learn plenty from him. Plus, sharing an office with the director could not only be looked at as favoritism, but would also distract Michael from his duties as a leader.
Those first weeks back from New Orleans had been an adjustment. Michael had tried his usual tactics, putting his hand around her waist when they worked together, late night office visits reviewing documents, comments about her appearance. But she'd maintained her boundaries, kept things professional, just like she said she would.
Since becoming account manager, Wendy was now in charge of four different accounts. Everything from the creative strategy, to the budget and projected revenue. She should have been happy. This was exactly what she wanted. Still, she couldn't help but feel a sense of disappointment as Jon strolled into their shared office with a cup of coffee and a smile.
"How's the Wellness campaign?" He asked, as he set the coffee down on her desk.
"Just putting the finishing touches on the budget," she replied, faking a smile. In truth, she missed the rush of the Fireball account. This account, a regional dog food chain, had a budget of 250 thousand dollars. It wasn't anything to turn her nose up at, but it was peanuts compared to Fireball.
She closed her eyes, a smile forming on her lips as she recalled the way Jack had looked at her when she entered the office that second day in New Orleans. She shifted in her chair, absentmindedly rubbing her thighs together, remembering the way she caught the CFO staring at her before she casually mentioned his wife. That was true power, it was exhilarating. This was...
"Everything okay?" Jon asked, as he opened the blinds in the office to let the morning sun shine through like a spotlight on her most inner thoughts.
"Yeah, fine," Wendy said, sliding her hand over her neck and unbuttoning the top button of her red blouse. "Just... hot."
"Oh, did you um..." Jon lost his train of thought for a second as he watched Wendy pop the button open on her blouse, her silk, black bra beneath coming into view. He swallowed the lump in his throat, remembering Dr. Carson's words and fighting the urge to ask her why she was suddenly more secure about her appearance. "Did you want me to crack a window?"
Before Wendy had a chance to reply, Jon continued. "The pollen index is unusually high for this time of year, and the humidity is 82%, well above normal."
"No, it's fine." She stood up from her desk, her chair pushing against the wall. "I'm going to go refill my water."
Before she could take a step, Michael's laugh boomed down the hall making her pulse spike before she could stop it. "You keep up that sort of initiative, Jenny, and I'm sure I can find a spot for you on the Fireball team." Her fingers balled into a fist, sliding across the heel of her palm _one-two-three-four. One-two-three-four. One..._
The office door burst open without so much as a tap, Michael's presence immediately shifting the energy of the room as his gaze fell on Wendy, or more specifically, the open button of her blouse. His eyes lingered for a moment on the silk beneath.
"Just the couple I was hoping to see," he said with a laugh, before shifting his focus to Jon. "I have a Fireball update."
Wendy's face lit up, and she stood a little straighter, not bothering to fix the button of her blouse. Finally, a chance to return to the big leagues and to show just how much more she had to offer.
"Just got off a call with Jack Peterson." Michael's focus stayed on Jon. "All three Nashville venues have confirmed for the launch in two weeks. All that's left is to run the numbers and confirm our projections match the projections of the venue managers."
Wendy dropped back down into her chair, her fingers clicking away on her keyboard. "No problem, I can--"
"Actually," Michael interrupted, "I was talking to Jon." Wendy felt the air leave her lungs. "Now that the initial hype of the project has died down, we need to shift into more of a team mindset."
The dismissive nature of his comment made Wendy want to scream. After all they'd been through, after proving how capable she was, after New Orleans...
"I can have the preliminary numbers for you by the end of the day," Jon said, oblivious to the storm of emotions going on in Wendy's chest. "Venue managers tend to lowball their numbers, usually by as much as seven percent. I'll make some phone calls."
Wendy watched the exchange with growing frustration, waiting for Michael to outline her role in the process. When the silence stretched too long, she cleared her throat.
"What do you need me to do?"
Michael's attention shifted to her with what looked like mild disinterest. "The creative is locked, Wendy. Jack loved what we developed. Now it's just execution."
"But I can--"
"Listen," Michael's tone grew more authoritative, "now that the preliminary development is finished, Fireball's going to be more of a team effort. Jon can handle the analytical side, you focus on what you do best, the creative elements." His smile seemed perfunctory. "In fact, Jenny, the new hire, has some really great ideas. Maybe you should--"
"I can handle the creative," Wendy said, more defensive than she'd have liked. Heat flooded her cheeks, equal parts embarrassment and anger.
Michael threw up his hands in mock surrender. "Fine fine. I'll let you figure it out." He took a step closer to Wendy, his gut pushing over a jar of pens on her desk, his gaze clearly fixed on her chest. "Unless you just miss spending so much time with me. In which case, I'm sure I can think of something that requires more... hands-on collaboration."
Heat crawled up Wendy's neck, she looked over her shoulder at Jon, she couldn't believe how blatant Michael was being. Fortunately, Jon was already hard at work doing what Michael had asked.
"I'm... I'm fine," Wendy said, her fingers already spinning her wedding ring without realizing it. The ding of an incoming email grabbed her attention. The dog food chain had approved her budget. They were ready to move forward with the campaign.
When Wendy looked back up from her screen, Michael was already gone, disappointment filled her face.
"The team approach makes the most sense," Jon said, sensing her frustration. "The division of labor will mean no one gets burnt out and Fireball will see they have the full force of the company."
Wendy nodded in agreement, but her facial expression went unchanged. Three weeks ago she was the queen of the castle. Jack Peterson was hanging on every word she said, Brian was talking about her taking his job one day, Michael couldn't get enough of her... she chewed on her lip dismissing that last thought.
She wasn't naive, she knew this was the normal progression for large clients. Jon was right, this made the most sense both for the company and for Fireball, but Wendy couldn't help but feel like she was being sidelined. For a brief second she allowed herself to wonder what Gold Dress Wendy would do in this situation. The thought of it made her nipples harden slightly, poking against the fabric of her bra.
"Plus it means no more late nights at the office. Maybe we can finally have that celebration dinner."
"Yeah," she whispered. "That sounds nice." She stood back up from her desk, a determined look on her face. "I'm going to go refill my water now. I'll be back."
***
Wendy made her way down the hallway toward the break room, the chatter of the other people in the office drowning out the click of her heels against the tile. As Wendy filled her water bottle she replayed the way Michael had looked at her, had dismissed her. She knew he was challenging her, seeing how far he could push before he broke her. She wouldn't let him win, not now that she'd seen what success looked like. The cold liquid of the water splashed against her skin, snapping her from her thoughts before she overfilled the water bottle completely.
Three weeks ago, executives hung on her every word. Now Jenny, whoever the hell that is, gets to share ideas with Michael about HER campaign. She'd barely been at the company a month, and now she's stealing Michael's attention. There was only one reason why that would happen and Wendy was sure it wasn't because of her creative skills.
"You look... different."
Wendy turned to find Ava leaning against the doorframe, her arms crossed and her lips curved into a half smile. The playful banter was no longer there, replaced by something that was still friendly but distant.



"Hey." Wendy straightened, suddenly conscious of her unbuttoned blouse. "How are you?"
"Fine. Busy." Ava's gaze lingered on Wendy's neckline, then traveled back to her face. "What happened to not wanting to be the girl who uses her looks to get ahead?"
Heat colored Wendy's face, but she swallowed the anger down. Ava had a right to be upset with her. "Just trying something new," she said looking toward the floor. "Look, Ava, about what I said."
"No, you were right," she said, flatly. "I should focus on my own career. You clearly know what's best for yours."
"I didn't mean--"
"It's fine, Wendy really." She turned to leave then paused. "But seriously, when you're ready to talk about what's really going on. I'm here... and so is Marcus."
Tears stung the back of Wendy's eyes as she watched her friend disappear down the hallway, leaving her alone with the steady hum of the water cooler and a growing sense of isolation. Part of her wanted to call out, to confess everything about New Orleans, but she didn't. Besides, what would she say, that Michael had convinced her to dress more appealing for her audience and as a result she landed the deal? Or that she, not Michael, was so wound up by all the success that she let him bring her to orgasm on the plane? No, this was Wendy's cross to bear. She was just playing the same game everyone else had been playing for years as they passed her by. She was using everything at her disposal to her advantage, Ava was just too short-sighted to see it.
She made her way back toward her office, her mind churning with fragments of frustration and wounded pride. As she passed Michael's office, the sound of laughter made her pause. Through the open door she could see Michael sitting behind the desk, his hands behind his head like he was the most important man on earth. In front of him was a smaller frame with shoulder-length brown hair. The woman looked young, maybe early-twenties, with a youthful excitement in her voice when she spoke.
Jenny.
Wendy's stomach dropped as she watched the interaction. Jenny was pointing at something on Michael's screen, her giggle like nails on a chalkboard. As Wendy watched the interaction, she couldn't help but notice that Michael was looking at Jenny's body more than the screen.
While Jenny was certainly younger, she didn't have Wendy's natural beauty. She was more of the traditional girl next-door. Her dark hair and eyes, coupled with her conservative clothing didn't make Wendy understand what Michael had seen in her. Then she saw when Jenny laughed, she reached out and touched Michael's chest, her head thrown back in joy. She watched Michael's smile grow, clearly enjoying the attention of the younger woman.
Before she could second-guess herself, Wendy knocked on the door frame and stepped into the office.
"Sorry to interrupt," she said, putting on her best smile as both heads turned toward her. "But I was thinking more about what you said in the office."
Jenny straightened, her expression shifting from enthusiasm to polite confusion. Michael's eyes swept over Wendy, a look of satisfaction on his face.
"What about it?"
Wendy swallowed, her hands shaking slightly as she leaned forward on his desk, allowing her shirt to open a little more than usual. She saw Michael's gaze fix on her chest, and she felt the same rush of power spill over her she'd felt in New Orleans.
"I was hoping to go over a few new strategies for the rollout with you. We've always seemed to... click when running ideas past one another."
"I'm sure we could schedule something," Michael replied, a look of satisfaction growing on his face as he forgot all about Jenny.
"This afternoon, maybe?" She fidgeted slightly. She knew what it sounded like she was suggesting. She just needed to figure out a way to keep him interested while not crossing any more boundaries.
"Unfortunately, my afternoon is packed solid." Michael looked back over at Jenny with a hungry gaze before focusing back on Wendy. "But if it's that important to you, perhaps we could meet tomorrow evening... After hours, when we won't be interrupted."
"That um... that would be perfect," Wendy said, shifting her feet. The sense of uneasiness being replaced by the satisfaction of winning his attention.
Jenny shifted uncomfortably, clearly recognizing her dismissal. "I should probably get back to my desk anyway. Thanks for your time, Michael."
"Of course, Jenny. I'll circle back with you soon."
As Jenny gathered her materials, Wendy couldn't resist letting her hips sway slightly as she moved toward the door. The younger woman shot her a look that was equal parts confusion and irritation, but Wendy just smiled serenely.
"Six o'clock tomorrow then?" Michael called after her. "And Wendy?" He paused meaningfully. "It'd be nice to see the girl I saw in New Orleans. She had... fire."
Wendy nodded, almost on instinct alone. A warmth spread from her core as she replayed the events of New Orleans. She knew she couldn't let that version of herself loose here, but maybe, just maybe, there was a happy medium she could try to find.
As she walked back to her office, Wendy felt a renewed energy. She had a chance to get back into the action for the Fireball campaign. Not only did she successfully remind Michael what she brought to the table, she asserted her dominance over Jenny. She may have been younger, but no one could replace Wendy Taylor when she decided she wanted something.
She knew what Michael thought she was agreeing to, but it wasn't about that at all, she told herself as she sat back down at her desk. This was about strategic positioning, about not letting her star power fade. In New Orleans, she'd gotten results. She got out of her own head and it was an overwhelming success. There was no reason she couldn't channel that confidence again.
"How'd the water run go?" Jon asked, glancing up from his screen.
"Fine. Just ran into a few people." Wendy opened her laptop, already planning what she'd wear tomorrow. Something to push Michael's buttons, but conservative enough that she didn't feel dirty doing it.
Jon's phone buzzed, and his face lit up as he checked the message. "Great news. I managed to get us a reservation at Marcello's for tomorrow night at seven. Figured it was finally time for that celebration dinner we kept postponing."
Wendy's stomach dropped, the celebration. She'd completely forgotten about it. "That's so sweet of you, but..." She turned in her chair, and reached out to touch his arm. "Michael needs me to stay late tomorrow night. Something urgent with the Fireball account."
"Can't it wait until Friday?"
"You know how he is when he wants something." The words carried more weight than she intended, and she quickly looked away. "But maybe we could do something special tonight instead? Head to the casino to people watch and eat burgers?"
Jon's face brightened at the suggestion. "That sounds even better, actually. I wish I'd thought of it."
"Perfect." Wendy leaned over and kissed his cheek, letting her hand linger on his shoulder. "I'll make it worth the wait for that fancy dinner."
As Jon turned back to his computer screen, Wendy felt the warm glow of satisfaction. Tonight she'd be the perfect wife. Tomorrow, she'd remind Michael exactly why she was irreplaceable. Gold dress Wendy would be proud.
---
Wendy smiled as she slid into the burgundy colored booth at Lucky's Diner, a burger joint in the middle of the casino overlooking the casino floor. The ding of slot machines and muffled conversations filled the space with background noise as Jon slipped into the worn booth across from her. When they were dating they'd spent countless hours here together, people watching and enjoying each other's company as they laughed about statistics and human nature. A warmth washed over Wendy, having not realized how much she'd missed this.
"Remember our third date?" Jon asked, as the waitress dropped off their beer order. "You corrected my probability calculations on that basketball game."
Wendy laughed, shaking her head. "You mean your March Madness bracket where you had Duke winning it all based on their free throw percentages?"
"Hey now, statistical analysis suggested they had the highest probability of winning based on clutch performance metrics." Jon's mock defensiveness made her nearly shoot beer from her nose. "Then you pointed out that half their starting lineup was nursing injuries and their best shooter had a girlfriend who'd just dumped him."
She gave a playful shrug. "Human psychology trumps spreadsheets every time." She needed this more than she realized. All of the politicking at the office was taking a toll on her. It was nice to just be Wendy for a minute. "You looked so shocked when I was right."
"Not shocked. Impressed." His gaze from across the table caused her to bite her lip. "I'd never met anyone like you before." He stood up and slid into the booth next to her, putting his hand in hers. "I still haven't."
Wendy chewed on the inside of her cheek, guilt creeping into her conscious thought for the first time. She hated that she was going behind Jon's back with Michael. It was never her intention, not initially anyway. If it hadn't been for that stupid IOU...
Movement in the crowd caught her eye. A woman in a sequined top that hung way too low was feeding bills into a slot machine.
"Recently promoted middle manager," Jon said with a laugh, falling into their old routine. "Probably celebrating a bonus from work."
"Recently divorced," Wendy countered, relief flooding her system as the sense of guilt washed away. "You can see the tan line where her ring used to be. Probably just finalized and is looking to blow off some steam."
Jon studied the woman more carefully, then nodded. "You're right. She keeps looking around, hoping someone notices her."
"Everyone's hoping someone notices them." Wendy placed her hand under the table, finding Jon's knee. "The question is whether they're brave enough to do what it takes once somebody does."
Their food arrived, a couple of burgers with cheese, lettuce and tomato, no pickles. Jon hated pickles. Just the smell of them made him want to vomit. As they bit into their overly greasy food, Wendy sank deeper into the booth.
"God, why is this so good," she laughed, closing her eyes and savoring the taste.
"Guilty pleasures," Jon said, taking a bite for himself. "Our brains are hardwired to enjoy things we shouldn't. It's the thrill of doing something forbidden that gives you a fresh shot of dopamine."
The words hit closer to home than Wendy realized. That rush he described so matter-of-factly, was the exact feeling she had when she stepped into the conference room in New Orleans. When she made Jack listen to her, when she called out the CFO, on the plane when she used Michael to... Her pulse quickened at the thought of it.
She took another bite, the greasy indulgence suddenly feeling like a pale substitute for the real forbidden pleasures that had been occupying her thoughts.
"I've missed this," she said, stealing one of his fries. "Just us, no late nights or presentations or--"
"Work drama," Jon finished. "I know I've been distracted lately. Between the new projects and everything with your promotion..." He squeezed her hand that was still resting on his thigh. "I'm proud of you, you know. Watching you come into your own like this has been incredible."
"Thanks for this. I know it hasn't been easy on you. The promotion, me going out of town. Now I'm stealing your office."
Jon brought her hand to his lips and kissed her knuckles. "Sharing an office together just means we get to spend more time with each other."
As they watched the casino floor, Wendy felt emboldened by the intimacy of the moment and the beer warming her blood. Her hand slipped beneath the table, fingers trailing along Jon's thigh, higher than before.
"Do you think," she whispered, leaning closer, "anyone's watching us the way we watch them?"
Jon's breath caught as her hand moved higher. "Wendy..." He looked around the crowded restaurant. It didn't seem like anyone was paying them any attention at all, but then he could never be too sure.
"What if they are?" Her fingers traced the outline of his shaft, feeling him respond despite his obvious discomfort. "What if someone's creating a story about us right now? What do you think people would say about us? About me?"
"Seriously," Jon said putting his hand on hers. "People might see."
"It's too dark here for them to see." She kissed his neck. "And even if they did, who cares." Her polished nails pressed against his sac. "Maybe they will think we are newlyweds who can't keep our hands off each other." Her nails traveled up his slacks, feeling the wet spot at his tip.
Jon grabbed her wrist, pulling it away, closing his eyes as his shaft swelled. "Later, when we get home."
But Wendy didn't pull away. The rejection stung more than it should have, awakening something restless and hungry inside her. She was tired of getting rejected, of getting put on the backburner. In New Orleans, she'd felt powerful precisely because men couldn't help but look, couldn't control their reactions to her presence. Here, Jon was asking her to dim that light, to contain what she was beginning to recognize as her most potent asset.
"All this time people watching," she slid her hand back between his legs. "I didn't know you'd be so shy about being watched yourself."
"Well I am." He pulled her hand away again. His thumb stroked her wrist apologetically. "Let me get the check. We can go."
Wendy forced a smile and withdrew her hand, but frustration simmered beneath her composed exterior. She understood his reasoning intellectually, but emotionally, it felt like another request to shrink herself, to be smaller and more manageable.
They returned to people-watching, but the nostalgia from earlier was gone. The sequined woman had moved to a different table, and their game of creating backstories felt hollow. Wendy found herself watching Jon instead, noting how his gaze stayed respectfully away from the cocktail waitresses, how he sat with perfect posture even in a casino booth. How... bored she suddenly felt.
"That guy," Jon said, pointing to a younger-looking kid in sunglasses. But Wendy didn't bother looking. She was still feeling the sting from earlier.
Jon grimaced. Noticing the shift in her demeanor, he retreated into the comfort of his burger. Silence settled between them as they finished their meal, and while Jon signaled for the check, Wendy's thoughts had already escaped the restaurant. Unlike Jon, Michael showed no interest in protecting her from herself. His gaze carried uncomplicated hunger when it fell on her, never asking her to be smaller, to contain herself.
Jon left a generous tip and helped her with her coat, every gesture considerate and caring. Walking to the car, his hand warm at the small of her back, Wendy felt the familiar comfort of being cherished.
But as they drove home through the Columbus night, she couldn't shake the growing realization that being cherished wasn't always what a woman needed. She crossed and uncrossed her legs as she considered her meeting tomorrow with Michael.
***
The sun was barely up when Wendy stepped from the shower and moved to her closet. Her night with Jon ended pleasantly enough. As promised, when they got back to the house they made love and fell asleep in each other's arms. However, something felt off since the casino. The way Jon had resisted her advances, the way he shied away from the public display of affection bothered her more than it should have.
Her mind was already on today's events and the meeting with Michael later. She wanted something that would be bold, maybe not the gold dress, but something that would grab Michael's attention. Her fingers slid across the cool feeling of the hangers. Her navy dress was too corporate, the cream-colored blouse too conservative. Her hand paused on a red blouse she'd worn years ago when she and Jon were dating. It was a little darker than "Fireball-red", but the neckline hung a little lower than her usual tops and it gave her the same dangerous feeling as New Orleans. That paired with a black pencil skirt would look perfect.
Walking over to her dresser she remembered the disappointed look on Michael's face as he tried to glance down her shirt. A vicious smile formed on her lips as she opened her dresser drawer where she kept her bras then closed it just as fast. If he wanted a taste of New Orleans Wendy, then that's what she would give him.
"Coffee's rea..." Jon stepped into the bedroom and upon seeing his wife, nearly dropped the two cups onto the floor. "You look... I mean... wow."
The compliment sent an adrenaline rush straight to Wendy's core. That was exactly the type of response she was hoping to elicit. She walked toward Jon, her gaze glued on his as she watched the way her chest moved in the form fitting top, the three buttons still undone. She threw her arms around his neck, kissing him on the cheek. "You like?" She said with a grin, not waiting for a response as she grabbed her coffee from his hand.
"I um... I mean... yeah. Who wouldn't?" Jon was more than a little uncomfortable with Wendy's dress choice, but his time in therapy had taught him it was best to leave that unsaid. It was like Dr. Carson said, Wendy's getting more comfortable with her body, Jon should be supportive of that.
"I had a great time last night," Jon said, moving the conversation to the kitchen where he grabbed his wallet and keys off the table. "It felt like old times."
"Yeah, it was nice," Wendy replied already feeling the tension from last night returning. How was it possible he didn't see how his repeated rejections last night affected her?
Jon seemed more than happy with her response and headed toward the door, turning off the kitchen light behind him.
They drove separately to the office due to Wendy's late meeting. She used this time to try to clear her head and put together a plan of attack. She knew Michael loved her chest, he'd made it more than obvious every time they were together. That was ultimately why she decided to go braless. She could use a similar tactic that she used in New Orleans. Tease Michael a bit by letting him get a peek, after all it wasn't anything he hadn't seen before, and then get him to agree that they don't need Jenny or anyone else. Wendy was more than capable of handling things on her own.
She also considered the fact that Michael may try to take things further, after all it wouldn't be the first time. She was determined however to set boundaries, she'd already crossed so many before it was time to rein them in. He could look, maybe even a casual touch here and there, but absolutely nothing like New Orleans. This wasn't about using her body to get ahead, she had the brains for success. This was just... strategic presentation. Like wearing the right outfit for a client meeting.
The Buckeye Building was already alive with the hum of every day work as Wendy stepped off the elevator. Her hand went to the one undone button of her blouse, nervously tugging at it as doubt started to creep into her head. Maybe she should button it back, she already felt so exposed without a bra. The heel of her shoes felt too tall, like she might topple over at any minute. She took a deep breath, gathering her nerves and trying to summon some of the courage of New Orleans to make it through the rest of the day.
"Wendy."
Michael's voice cut through her thoughts like a blade. He stood at the elevator door, coffee mug in hand, taking in her appearance with an appreciation that both made her skin crawl and her blood turn to liquid fire.
"Perfect choice," he said with an approving nod. "And just in time too. I have a status meeting with Brian this morning. Walk with me."



Heat crept up her neck as her legs seemed to move on their own. She'd dressed for exactly this reaction, yet receiving it felt both validating and deeply unsettling. "Brian? I didn't..."
"You wanted to be more involved right?" They stopped just outside Brian's closed office door. "I'm just holding up my end of the bargain."
"Yeah, but my outfit. I mean..."
"About that." Michael stepped closer, invading her personal space like he'd done dozens of times now. "There's just one small adjustment."
Before she could respond, his thick fingers were at her blouse, working the second button free. The silk parted further, revealing the curve of her chest. Cool air rushed into the open space, making Wendy suck in air as her nipples responded shamelessly.
"There," he said, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Much better. Now let's show Brian what he's been missing."
Wendy stood frozen, caught between mortification and a dark thrill. Last night, Jon had shut her down because people might see, his careful consideration feeling like rejection. Now Michael was boldly undressing her in a public hallway, claiming her body as his to adjust, and the contrast sent conflicting waves of shame and arousal through her system.
Brian was sitting behind his desk looking out his floor-to-ceiling window when Michael and Wendy walked in. He swiveled in his chair as he heard the creak of the door, his smile wide. "Michael, thanks for meeting with me. Marcus had something he had to take care of this morning. I was just hoping to," his gaze landed on Wendy, taking in her new look for the first time. She immediately felt the weight of Brian's stare, her fingers curling into the palms of her hand as she reminded herself to breathe.
"No trouble at all," Michael said, striding into the office like he owned it and taking a seat on the sofa near the window. "I actually just got off the phone with Jack this morning. He's excited about the Nashville launch."
Brian nodded absently, his focus still fractured between Michael's words and the woman standing uncertainly near the door.
"He's heading out there personally next week to observe some of the fanfare," Michael continued smiling as Brian struggled to focus. "I hope you don't mind, I brought Wendy along this morning. She's better with the numbers than I am."
The sound of her name seemed to snap Wendy out of whatever daze she was in and she smiled warmly at Brian, who jumped slightly like a kid getting caught with their hand in the cookie jar.
"The only real hiccup, it's minor really, is the venue projections. They came in a bit under-whelming. They've estimating twenty-five percent below our initial forecasts."
The effect was immediate. Brian's scattered attention snapping to Michael. "Twenty-five percent?" His voice boomed across the office making Wendy take a step backward. "That's not variance, Michael. That's borderline incompetence."
Wendy's fingers ran over the heel of her hand in four quick circles. Did Michael bring her here to make her the fall person?
"If Jack Peterson discovers we've fundamentally miscalculated market penetration--" Brian's words came faster now, his anger building momentum.
"Wendy, please, sit," Michael interjected smoothly, gesturing to the cushion beside him.
Wendy was like a deer in headlights as both men looked at her. Her legs felt like they may give out as she made her way to the sofa, bending down to take a seat next to her boss.
The simple request fractured Brian's building tirade. As Wendy moved across the room, her movement causing the silk to shift and reveal even more of her cleavage. Brian's train of thought derailed completely. His mouth remained open mid-sentence, his previous tirade completely forgotten as he struggled to tear his eyes away from the parting fabric that was now in his direct eyeline.
"Fortunately," Michael continued as if nothing had happened, "our team anticipated venue conservatism. Wendy's been developing alternative projections with Jon."
Still visibly struggling to regain his mental footing, Brian looked to Wendy expectantly, though his gaze kept drifting downward despite his obvious efforts to maintain professional eye contact.
"Venue operators consistently underestimate traffic patterns for experiential events," Wendy began, her confidence returning as she realized the power she had over the CEO. "Jon's demographic modeling shows they're applying pre-pandemic metrics to post-pandemic consumer behavior."
Brian nodded his eyes still unable to meet hers. "Right... behavioral shifts."
"Exactly. That, mixed with everyone still using pre-pandemic numbers, more than accounts for the delta between our projections. Our analysis of comparable launches this year indicates venues typically underproject by fifteen to twenty percent when introducing premium experience elements." She leaned forward slightly resting her hands on her knees, and Brian's eyes flickered downward before he forced them back up. "The twenty-five percent shortfall they're projecting actually translates to realistic performance within seven to ten percent of our original estimates."
"Seven to ten percent," Brian repeated, though his tone suggested he was processing more than just numbers. The mathematical explanation seemed to wash over him while his brain handled the competing demands of business analysis and biological response.
"Well within industry standards for launch variance," Michael interjected, as Wendy settled back in her chair smiling.
Michael wasn't setting her up for the fall at all. He was giving her back the power she thought she'd lost. Her skin tingled with excitement as she watched the CEO go from fury to agreement with just a few simple movements and facts from Wendy.
"Yes," Brian said after a moment. "That's... comprehensive analysis. Strategic thinking."
Michael's satisfaction was evident as he watched the tension drain from the room. "Wendy's market intuition combined with Jon's analytical framework has been invaluable."
"Keep me informed about final confirmations," Brian concluded, his earlier fury completely dissipated. "Excellent work, both of you. You two are becoming quite the dream team."
"I couldn't have done it without Wendy," Michael said reaching over and grabbing her hand. The touch felt natural, earned, and Wendy squeezed his hand in response, oblivious to the pooling fire between her thighs.
Walking back toward their offices, Wendy felt the intoxicating rush of wielding influence through multiple channels simultaneously. She'd neutralized a potential crisis using her intellect while her presence had created the emotional conditions for acceptance. The combination felt more powerful than either element alone, a realization that thrilled her even more than she realized.
The afternoon stretched endlessly as Wendy tried to concentrate on campaign revisions. But work felt mundane after the electric rush of her meeting with Brian. Every routine task paled in comparison to that moment when she'd watched a CEO's composure crumble with a simple lean forward. The ordinary interactions with colleagues felt colorless now, lacking the intoxicating charge of wielding influence through presence alone. She found herself craving that feeling again, watching the clock with a growing sense of anxiety.
At five-thirty, Marcus appeared in their doorway, his jacket slung over his arm. His warm smile encompassed both of them, but his attention lingered on Wendy.
"Heading out early," he said. "Promised the wife I'd actually make it home for dinner tonight."
"Give Sandra my best," Jon said, not looking up from his screen.
Marcus's gaze found Wendy's, and for a moment neither of them said a word. Finally, Marcus broke the silence. "Brian told me about your meeting this morning. Nice job with the numbers."
Wendy sat up a little straighter, validation washing over her even as Marcus's face remained somber. "But Wendy," he continues. "My door's always open if you ever need... to talk. About anything. Work, projects, whatever's on your mind."
Wendy forced a smile, the sense of celebration was gone, replaced with a guilt she didn't want to admit. She wondered if Marcus could see it written all over her face. How was he able to see parts of her that even she didn't seem to see?
"I appreciate that. Really."
He lingered another moment, as if weighing whether to say more, then nodded and disappeared down the hallway. The brief interaction left Wendy feeling exposed, and she glanced at Jon, thankful that he was powering down his computer, oblivious to the whole interaction.
"I'm going to head out too," he said, sliding over to give Wendy a kiss on the cheek. "Good luck in your meeting tonight. I hope it goes well."
"Thanks, I'll get home as soon as I can," she said accepting his kiss while the guilt she felt from her conversation with Marcus grew.
***
At five fifty-five, she gathered her presentation materials and made her way down the hallway toward Michael's office. Each step amplified the competing voices in her head: the intoxicating memory of Brian's fractured composure, Marcus's knowing concern, Jon's trusting kiss still warm on her cheek. The rational part of her mind told her this was a mistake, that she should turn around and go home. But another part, a darker part, insisted this was just business. She was simply playing by the same unspoken rules that everyone else had played for decades. She was being strategic, she told herself, using every available asset to secure her professional future.
Michael was standing by his desk when Wendy arrived. Unlike their previous late night meetings, he had all the lights in the office on, the soft hum of the fluorescent light drowning out the outside noise of people leaving for the day. Wendy had done a lap around the floor before arriving, just to see who else was in the building. Like always, it was a ghost town.
"I was starting to think you got cold feet," Michael said, closing the door behind her as she entered. "You were quite the asset earlier. I think that meeting with Brian would have gone completely different if you weren't there."
Wendy couldn't help but smile. Michael needed her, and he was finally starting to see it. "The numbers needed to be explained. So I explained them."
"Oh, I think it was a bit more than that." Michael pushed past her, his fingers dancing across her arm as he fell into the chair beside her. "Don't sell yourself short, Wendy. You had him eating out of the palm of your hand and you know it."
"So, I'm back on Fireball full-time? No more of this team bullshit?" She shocked herself with her words. She was rarely ever that unprofessional, even with someone like Michael.
Michael let loose a boisterous laugh that seemed to rattle the windows. "I put the team together because ever since we got back from New Orleans you seemed content with mediocrity, I was just preparing to pick up your slack."
Wendy opened her mouth to protest, but Michael pressed on.
"But today, you surprised me." His fingers went to the neckline of her blouse. His sausage-like digits tracing her neckline and causing her heart to skip several beats.
The touch sent electricity through her nervous system. She should pull away, establish boundaries, but the combination of his praise and proximity left her paralyzed. His fingers continued its path along her collar, dipping slightly beneath the fabric.
"I've been waiting to see the girl from New Orleans. I'm glad Brian got to see her today too. That's the version of yourself that's going to get noticed. Hell, I wouldn't be surprised if you had my job soon."
The world felt like it was spinning. She knew Michael would try something when she came in. She thought she was ready for it. But now... could she really be a director? She knew Michael was just feeding her a line, after all she only just got promoted, but as Michael's meaty fingers traced lower to the curve of her chest, she felt her body respond. Heat pooled in her core as her nipple harden against the soft fabric.
"That's... I mean... I can be this person." The words left her mouth before she could process what she was saying. She wasn't even sure what she was agreeing to. All she knew for sure, what that today was the best day she'd had in the office in weeks.
"I know you can. You just have to get out of your own way. That's what I'm here for."
Wendy held her breath. Michael's fingers stopped their descent just inches from her aching nipple. His fingers pushed into the soft flesh causing her lips to part in a silent moan that seemed to go unnoticed. Then without warning, he pulled his hand away completely as if nothing had happened.
"Now, for our call with Jack tomorrow." He stood from the chair, making his way back to the other side of the desk, leaving Wendy feeling disoriented. "You need to impress upon him the covid theory. That was smart."
She watched as he clicked though some files. She almost felt disappointed that he'd moved away from her so abruptly, but she dismissed the idea. It was the validation, the understanding that she didn't need a team behind her, that was making her feel this way.
"Come over here, take a look at this," he said, barely turning the screen toward her." Once she was leaning next to him he continued. "These are the projections Brian was talking about. You can see here Nissan Stadium specifically is projecting a decline of over twenty percent. Jack won't be happy about that."
"I talked to Jon about that already this morning. He's pulling data from Bank of America Stadium to show comps. We..." She froze mid-sentence as she felt Michael's hand on her bare leg. His thumb rolled over her calf, causing her eyes to flutter shut for a second before she regained her composure.
"We um, we think that number is actually closer to seven percent and even then when you take into account that Fireball Whiskey is just superior to other brands it will likely be closer to break even."
Michael's paw continued up her leg, and Wendy gripped the side of the desk to keep from falling. She rationalized with herself that Michael was just testing her, just seeing how she would react before committing to giving her more responsibility. Her legs parted on their own as he made his way up the back of her knee.
"And the bars on Broadway? Those are the real money makers." Michael clicked to another slide that showed sales declining at about 12 percent.
"We thought of... um... that as well." Wendy squirmed, her knuckles turning white as she bore down on the desk. Michael's thumb had just slid across the top of her thigh and pressed ever so gently into the wet fabric of her panties.
"Bars have notoriously been under-selling projects but as much as... fuck." His fingers brushed across the fabric again making her knees buckle.
"As much as what?" Michael asked with a laugh before he withdrew his hand completely.
The rational part of her mind told her this was only the beginning. He was going to keep pushing and keep tormenting her until he got what he wanted. But as the contact of his skin left hers she couldn't help but feel a wave of disappointment as the throb between her legs began to grow.
"As much as um... fifteen percent."
"Fifteen percent would be enough to get us from a decent campaign to an overwhelming success."
Wendy watched the wheels turning behind Michael's gaze. He was calculating something more than just market trends and profit margins. She couldn't help but be impressed with his business acumen. As much as he could be a creep, he was even better at his job. She wished she could see what he was thinking now, to understand his next move.
"Alright, you keep this level of... commitment and I'll hold off the team formation as long as I can."
Pride and accomplishment bubbled up in Wendy's chest. She'd done it. She had come into the meeting today with a plan, and she was accomplishing it. Just like she knew she would.
"What about Jenny?" She asked, unable to hide the jealousy in her voice.
"What about her?" His smile was equal parts amusement and satisfaction. Jenny had played her role perfectly and was completely oblivious to it. "I think it's safe to say she's nowhere near your league." His hand found the small of her back, causing Wendy to turn to face him. "That is, assuming you can handle this level of exposure."
Fire shot through her body, not just from his hand but his words. The double meaning wasn't lost on her, yet instead of feeling disgusted by it she felt a sense of pride from all that she'd been able to accomplish.
"Good because this campaign can be awful demanding." The pressure he was applying to the small of her back was gentle but insistent and she found herself leaning forward slightly.
"I'm more than capable of meeting the demands of this campaign, Michael." Her voice was strong, matter-of fact, as she bent to being eye level with him. "I'm confident I can give Jack what he needs."
She didn't mean for her words to sound as sexual as they did, but the moment they left her mouth she heard it. She bit her lip, unable, or perhaps unwilling, to break eye contact with Michael.
"You do have a way of giving people exactly what they need. It's one of the things I love about you, Wendy. Speaking of which..."
More pressure was added to her back causing Wendy to fall to her knees in front of Michael. Her heart was pounding in her chest as her hands came to rest on his thighs. The sound of Michael's belt buckle being undone echoed in the quiet office like a gunshot.
"And let me guess, you want something like this?" It felt like an out-of-body experience for Wendy as her fingers slid up his legs to the front of his pants. A dark thrill washed over her as she watched Michael's eyes flutter shut a satisfied smile forming on his lips.
"Going forward, I'm part of every phone call with Jack." Her hand wrapped around his boxer-covered length. She still couldn't believe how thick his shaft was. Her face grew a shade redder as Michael's hips lifted just enough to slide his pants down his tree trunk legs.
"Copied on every email. No more talk of team delegation," Wendy continued, her hand pumping his shaft faster.
"Of course," Michael agreed, reaching out to touch her face, but Wendy pulled away.
"I get to make the rules, Michael. Remember?"
Michael let out a dissatisfied grunt. Wendy still thought she was the one pulling the strings. Somehow in her twisted mind, she thought she was in control. A gasp left his lips, as Wendy's grip tightened around his cock, coaxing a bead of pre-cum from the tip.
"Whatever you say, but I think you know I need a deeper level of commitment than this." He leaned back in his chair slightly, allowing Wendy better access to his growing erection.
Gold dress Wendy was taking over, all rational thought escaping her as she made her demands. With her free hand, she undid the remaining buttons on her blouse, then, releasing his manhood, pulled her top completely over her head, bringing her naked chest into view.
"Is this better?" She asked, her hand returning to his cock and bringing it between her breasts.
She'd done this before, she rationalized, it wasn't like she was crossing any new lines. But, as the warmth of his manhood pressed against her smooth skin, she couldn't help but feel her own arousal start to grow.
Michael's breathing grew heavier, his head tilting back slightly. "You're really fucking good at that."
Pride swelled in her chest despite the circumstances.
"But here's the thing," Michael continued, he reached back out brushing his hairy knuckles against her hard nipple. A shudder tore through Wendy as she struggled to back away in time. "Markets change, attitudes shift." He pinched her nipple, smiling as goosebumps formed on her chest. "What was acceptable in the past, doesn't always work in the future."



She bit her lip, her chest pausing at the base of his cock. "What do you mean?"
"I mean repetition gets boring. Pitching the same ideas to clients cause them to second guess you. It displays weakness." His hand left her nipple causing her to sigh. His thumb traced her full lips, pulling the bottom one down slightly. "That's where Jenny came in. She was so eager to please. Showed lots of promise."
The comparison to someone like Jenny made her stomach clench. Michael had already said she wasn't in Wendy's league why would he bring her up now? There was something she was missing, some connection she wasn't able to form because of the onslaught of attention from Michael.
"I've already told you. We don't need Jenny. I'm more than capable..."
"Oh, I couldn't agree more," Michael said with a shit-eating grin as his hand tightened in her hair.
"Ahh," Wendy cried out at the sudden aggression, her eyes closing momentarily. Michael used this to his advantage, thrusting his hips forward. Before she could process what was happening the crown of Michael's cock pushed into her mouth.
The invasion only lasted a second before Wendy pulled her head back, but it was enough for her to taste Michael's desire. It wasn't as tangy as she remembered as she subconsciously swallowed the small amount that bathed her tongue. But her eyes blazed with fury from the utter disrespect he had shown.
"What the fuck, Michael?" She wiped her mouth with shaking fingers. "I told you, I don't do that. Not even with Jon."
Michael rolled his eyes, his palm still tangled in Wendy's hair. "Relax, you're acting like I just asked you to commit murder." He massaged her scalp gently and on reflex she nestled into his hand. "I told you, repetition kills deals. You've got to move forward." As he spoke he gently pulled her head back toward his waiting cock.
She placed her hand around his shaft, more as a defensive mechanism than anything else. "I can still get you off. Just... not like that."
"Look, it already happened now. You can't put the toothpaste back in the tube." With his free hand he reached down and mauled her exposed chest. Pinching her nipple in a way he knew she'd grown to like. "You need to start acting like the badass I saw in New Orleans. The one that gets shit done."
He pulled her nipple from her body, causing her to yelp and at the same time press her chest into his hand. "You're not some sheltered little housewife. You're the woman who makes powerful men forget they have power."
Wendy tried to think rationally about this. She told herself before she came to the office today that she wasn't leaving without guarantees. She had that now, but for long? She'd already crossed so many lines, what was one more? The arithmetic of sunk cost ran through her head. She'd already sacrificed so much, she couldn't afford to turn back now.
"I... I want something in writing. Proof that I have final say over who we bring onto this project." Her hand stroked him a little faster. She watched through her peripheral vision as Michael pulled up a new document on screen. His fat fingers hitting the keys on the keyboard with too much force.
She was doing this to secure her future, nothing more. It was a sacrifice she was making to ensure everything she did in the past wasn't done in vain. She was making boss moves. Yet, even as she told herself that she couldn't shake the feeling of sadness. Not because she was doing this behind Jon's back, but because Michael's hands were no longer on her.
"Done," he said with a grin, and bringing his hands back to her hair. A warmth spread through Wendy's body as she leaned forward whispering a silent "I'm sorry" into the air before she extended her tongue and licked the underside of his cock.
Wendy's tongue worked up the length of his shaft with a tentative pace. She could see Michael squirming, growing impatient as she worked up the large member. When she finally reached the head, she swirled her tongue around it like a lolli-pop.
"You're supposed to suck it, not just lick it," Michael said impatiently, fisting her hair and forcing her to take it into her mouth.
Wendy gagged for a moment, her jaw stretching to accommodate him, while her hand held his base.
"Mmmm much better. I knew your lips would feel good wrapped around my dick."
She wanted to be angry at the vulgar language he was using, at the way he was man-handling her, but the truth was it just seemed to turn her on even more. She worked up hand toward her mouth, twisting it the way she'd done to Jon hundreds of times, while she took another inch of him into her mouth.
"Fuck that feels good. You sure you don't normally do this?"
His cock slipped from her mouth with a 'pop' as she looked up at the ogre of a man through her lashes. Her tongue extended again teasing his head. "Just cause I don't normally do it doesn't mean I'm not good at it."
A low chuckle left his mouth as he applied pressure to her head. "Balls".
Wendy wanted to protest, but she was already sinking lower. Her tongue traced circles around the orbs, while the vast amount of hair tickled her throat. Michael couldn't believe what he was witnessing. He expected more of a struggle. After Lisa he wasn't sure he was ever going to have this opportunity again. Now, it seemed like he had struck gold.
He pressed her head forward even more. Wendy got the hint and opened her mouth taking one of his nuts into her mouth and sucking gently. Her hand continued to pump his shaft enthusiastically as she switched to the other testicle.
Her free hand found the inside of her thigh. Despite the degrading manner she found herself in, her pussy was on fire and she found herself wishing Michael would touch her.
She rose back up on her knees, her hand making contact with her soaked panties. "Mmmm fuck," she moaned happily taking his cock back into her mouth.
"You look so good like that. So fucking powerful." As he spoke, Wendy took more of his cock into her throat. Her index finger was lightly rubbing her clit, making the fire in her core grow to an untamable blaze.
Something about Michael's words rang true. She did feel powerful. Not only was she getting exactly what she wanted from a business perspective, but something about the way she was able to handle a cock of this size made her feel more alive. She wanted to see how much of it she could take... if she could make him cum.
"It's so fucking big. So... hard." Spit ran down her chin as she fought to catch her breath. She remembered how much he liked dirty talk from New Orleans. She pumped him faster, her grip getting tighter. "I can see why you're so confident. Guess what they say about big dick energy is true."
Wendy dipped back down, smiling as more than half his cock disappeared into her throat. She took his balls into her hand, massaging them with the same force she was applying to her clit.
"You're doing a good job. I know you're not used to handling something so large."
The dig was supposed to hurt Wendy, but she was beyond caring. Her fingers worked inside her panties, stuffing two of them deep inside her core while she concentrated on not choking. Even with so much of his shaft in her mouth there was still enough room for her to pump his base with her hand.
"Mmmm fuck. Just like that, Wendy. I'm going to cum soon."
"Oh fuck," she gasped, pulling her mouth off. "Not in my mouth. You have to pull out."
"Sure, sure," he laughed, guiding her head back into his lap. "You love that don't you. You love sucking my big dick, while you play with yourself."
Wendy didn't respond, she couldn't. Her eyes were closed, her orgasm starting to build. She ran her tongue along the shaft in her mouth, opening and closing her mouth around it like she was making out with it.
"That's it baby. Cum for me. Cum for Michael while you suck that cock." He thrust his hips forward, causing Wendy to panic slightly as her breathing was cut off. He only held her there a second, before relaxing his hips and moaning in delight as Wendy's lips worked his shaft.
Glug Glug Glug, the sounds of her nearly choking filled the room, accompanied by the wet squishy sounds of her fingers in her pussy. The orchestra of sex filled the room just as she felt Michael's cock start to swell.
Feeling his impending release brought Wendy over the edge. She pulled her mouth from his manhood right at the last second, the first jet of cum plastering her face. At the same time, her thighs clamped around her hand, her head falling limply on his lap.
"Fuck, oh God. Yessss," she hissed, as she watched the second rocket shoot from the tip of his cock into the air and land on her cheek. She knew she should move, but her body was still convulsing. Her sex twitched around her fingers as she laid in his lap another glob landing on her chin.
"Arrgh, Fuck!" He roared, replacing her mouth with his hand as he worked rope after rope onto the beautiful woman's face.
The shock of the entire situation seemed to string her orgasm out as her knees buckled and she continued to grind into her hand. She struggled to catch her breath as she watched the once impossibly hard cock start to deflate before coming to a rest on his thigh, inches from her mouth.
She fought the urge to lick her lips, her orgasm finally subsided, as a glob of white goo dripped past the corner of her mouth.
The satisfaction of her climax began to fade, reality seeping back in like cold water. Wendy blinked, Michael's cum cooling on her skin as awareness returned. What had she just done? Her fingers trembled as she pushed herself up from his lap, the movement suddenly awkward and ungraceful.
"Jesus," she whispered, the weight of her actions crashing down. Her hand flew to her face, feeling the sticky evidence of her compromise. She looked around frantically for tissues, for anything to clean herself with.
Michael leaned back in his chair, tucking himself away. "That document's already in your inbox," he said, his fingers finding her bare skin under her dress. "As promised."
Wendy pushed his hand away. "No more," she said, but it sounded more like a request than a statement.
"Very well. I just thought you may--"
"Wendy?"
Ava's voice from the doorway caused them both to freeze. How long had she been there? What all did she see?
Wendy's heart stopped as she met her friend's wide-eyed stare. Her fingers spun her wedding ring frantically, the four-count pattern accelerating with her panic. One-two-three-four-one-two-three-four.
The expression on Ava's face told her everything she needed to know.
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The cold water running down his face did little to cool the burn of shame he felt. Ashley was getting bolder, sexier. He stared at his reflection in the bathroom mirror listening to the beat of his heart, ringing deafeningly in his ears. He was supposed to be angry, wasn't he? After all, not only had Ashley met up with Clayton without even talking to him first, she'**d** done it in his office. Anyone could have seen them, heard them--hell, Katie did. She thought it was some slut that... His erection throbbed, a painful reminder of what just happened. Was it the line he suddenly thought Ashley crossed that had his stomach twisted in knots? Or had it been what just happened with Katie? The hypocrisy of the situation made him laugh at himself as he snatched a handful of paper towels and wiped off his face. He needed to get back out there and... and what? Knock on Clayton's office door and ask for permission to talk to his wife? Tell Katie what they just did was a mistake because he had been too worked up hearing his wife act like a complete slut for Clayton? He chewed on the inside of his cheek, staring at his reflection, afraid to blink knowing the images he would see the moment he closed his eyes. The images he desperately wanted to see again.
When he finally emerged from the bathroom, the office felt different. It all seemed darker and quieter now. Chris's palms grew sweaty the closer he came to Clayton's office. The door was still shut, and it seemed the light underneath was off. He felt panic start to well up in his chest, his footsteps echoing off the walls. Were they still in there? He hadn't heard anything else since he had left the bathroom. Had they gone to Clayton's house? To Chris'?
"I think they left. I heard his private door shut just after you... disappeared." Katie's voice pierced through his stupor. He made eye contact with her; she actually sounded insecure--the confidence she usually had replaced by vulnerability and shyness. The scent of her perfume was the same, he drew closer to her, bringing him right back to here just moments ago. Her breath on his neck, the feel of her chest against his back while her fingers slid across his...
"We probably should discuss what just happened." She wasn't wrong, but not now. He needed to get home. He needed to see if Ashley was there, and if she was alone.
"I... need to go," Chris said, snatching up his keys and almost pushing his papers off his desk in the process. "I'll see you Monday."
The parking lot was deserted by the time Chris got outside. The only car in the lot, other than his was Katie's. _Did they leave together?_ He thought to himself as he pulled out his phone. He stared at the image of Ashley again, his chest tightening with angst while his cock begged for release against the confines of his pants. Her smile was genuine, almost as if there wasn't a ridiculous amount of cum covering her face. Her mascara had run down her cheeks, her eyes puffy. Had she been crying, or was that the face of a woman who'd experienced real sexual satisfaction? Was she seeking out Clayton because Chris wasn't pleasing her the way he thought? He was spiraling, he knew that. He just needed to get home and talk to her, and then it would all make sense. It always made sense after they talked, that's why this worked so well.
The drive home wasn't much better. Chris couldn't stop thinking about the picture, about Katie and their upcoming trip to Seattle. Maybe he could get out of it, but how? The thought of leaving Ashley alone for any period of time with Clayton felt dangerous especially given recent events. But now, could he trust himself to be alone with Katie? He glanced at the picture on his phone again, Clayton's erect member was in the frame. He tried not to make it a habit of looking at other men's junk, but he couldn't help be impressed by it. There was little wonder why Ashley went seeking it out, why she came so hard every time they were together. His foot hit the brake with a sudden jerk as traffic stopped abruptly, and the car behind him laid on the horn, narrowly avoiding the collision. He waved a cursory apology into his rearview mirror, powering off his phone to devote his attention to the road.
His mind was already filled with images, even without the aid of the pictures. Ashley on her knees in Clayton's office, Katie's small fingers wrapped around his shaft. He rolled down the window for some fresh air and turned up the AC. If this was what a couple of hours felt like, how would he ever make it through an entire day, or two in another city? His groin pulsed with excitement while his heart raced hard enough he wondered if he was having a heart attack. Ten minutes later, he was pulling into the driveway. Ashley's car sat in front of him, no other cars to be seen.
Relief coursed through him at the sight of her car right where it usually was. She must have come straight home. The knot in his chest released, loosening. At least she hadn't gone anywhere else with Clayton afterwards. His hands shook as he turned off the car. The engine hummed to a stop while his heart quickened. Jerry was waving at him from the lawn next door. The cut-grass scent came to partly calm his nerves as he got out of his car and returned the greeting in an overly chipper manner, like he hadn't just received one of the most salacious but hottest messages less than an hour ago. He took a deep breath, reaching to open the front door, having no idea what he might find inside.
***
The house was silent as Chris opened the door. He did a quick mental check on everything. Nothing seemed disturbed. It was all as he had left it just a few hours earlier. So why did that make him disappointed? Their wedding photo still sat on the entry table, Ashley's smile frozen in time. Back when it had all been easier. Before he'd awakened something in both of them that could not be put back to sleep. He took the stairs, two at a time. The sound of running water caused a slight drop in tension in Chris's shoulders as he made his way into their bedroom. Steam from the shower formed sweat beads on his face. Or maybe they were there already?
He pondered undressing and joining her in the shower. He had forgotten the last time they had shower sex. The thought was short lived, however, because the water shut off. Chris was nervous. He was suddenly unsure as to what to say when he was face to face with her. He for some odd reason felt like he was trespassing. He clawed at the sheets as nervous energy filled his chest.
"You're home early," Ashley said, one hip leaning on the door frame. She was wrapped in a white, cotton towel. Her hair was still dripping down her back, her eyes sparkling when she looked at him, her smile perhaps wider than he'd ever seen. She was perfection. Chris studied her face for any hint of Clayton, but there was none. The sins were washed away before he made it home. In their place stood this goddess of a woman he got to call his wife.
"See something you like, big boy?" Ashley teased, biting her lip as she tugged at the hem of the towel, letting it fall in a soft pool around her feet.
Chris's mouth went dry, and an audible gasp escaped him as Ashley sauntered across the room toward the bed where he sat. His gaze swept over her, drinking in every inch of her body. Her full chest sat perfectly on her frame, her nipples a soft pink, hardened into peaks that begged for attention. He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing as he leaned back on his forearms, unable to look away.
Ashley closed the gap between them, climbing onto the bed and straddling his lap. Her bare slit, freshly shaved, glistened with unmistakable desire.
"Did you like the picture I sent you?" Her voice was low and hungry, dripping with need; like she wanted him even more than he wanted her. Her hand slid between their bodies, her fingers brushing against his painfully hard member. "Mmm, I take that as a yes?"
Chris's breath caught. How was it possible to want someone this much? To feel simultaneously desperate to consume every part of them while terrified of the flames that threatened to burn them both? They were Icarus, flying dangerously close to the sun, neither able nor willing to turn back. "You looked..." Chris struggled to find the words as Ashley's tongue slid over his neck, her fingers threading through his hair. Her hips rolled against his manhood, her warmth evident even through his pants.
"God, I was so bad, baby." She reached for the button of his pants. "I couldn't stop thinking of you. About how much you'd love it." She stroked him through his boxers. Her fingers desperate to find his bare flesh.
The admission should have sent him ablaze. He should be pinning Ashley against the wall and reclaiming her. He knew that's what she wanted. Instead, it felt more like a punch to the gut. Like the air was being sucked out of the room causing the walls to close in around him. "You... you went there for him? You planned the whole thing?"
Ashley couldn't see the hurt on his face. She was too consumed with fishing out his cock and biting his neck. "Mmm, is that what you want to hear, baby? That I went to your office desperate for Clayton to fuck me?" Her teeth captured his ear causing him to shudder. "That I barely even made it in the door before I started to undress?"
Chris's shaft sprung free, hard as iron. The room was spinning, everything was happening too fast. He grabbed her hips as she lifted them off his lap, aiming his steel pole at her dripping core. "Fuck, wait. Wait a minute, Ash!" He pushed backward on the bed causing her to stumble. "Jesus, we need to talk about what happened."
Color painted Ashley's face as she finally looked up and saw the pain in Chris's gaze. She felt foolish, like nothing but a common whore. Tears welled in her eyes as her lip began to tremble.
"Did you go there for him?" Chris asked again, his voice cracking. "Did you plan this whole thing?"
Ashley wiped the tears off her cheek, sitting back on her heels. The fire that was blooming out of control just seconds ago evaporated in an instant, making her feel more exposed than ever. "Of course not." There was more hurt in her voice than anger. "How could you even think that?"
She rose to her feet, reaching for the discarded towel. "I came because you forgot your lunch and I wanted to surprise you." She twisted the fabric around her body wishing she had more to cover herself with. "He cornered me and started saying all this stuff about you and Katie."
Chris's heart skipped a beat at the mention of Katie. The guilt pressed on his chest like a weight. Here he was angry that she went to the office to see Clayton, all the while he was getting a hand job from his subordinate. He needed to come clean. "What kind of stuff?" He hoped Ashley didn't hear the panic in his voice.
"Just dumb stuff to get under my skin. You know Clayton," she said rolling her eyes. "He said you two were at lunch and was talking about the way you were looking at her." She ran her entire hand across her cheek as her breathing started to return to normal. "I knew it was BS but then he started..." She closed her eyes and took a breath, she needed another shower. "I started thinking about the picture I sent him and your reaction to it. I just thought it would be fun if you got one too. I didn't mean to... For this..." She started crying again.
Guilt tore through Chris. Of course she came there for him. How could he be so stupid to think it was anything other than that? "He... he wants me to go back to Seattle. After the audit." Ashley wiped her eyes again, sniffling. "He wants me to take Katie this time."
He watched her for a reaction, as he wondered why it was so hot in the room. A smile formed on one side of her face and she managed a chuckle. "Well, I guess that explains why he was trying to get under my skin." She smiled up at him, her eyes puffy and red. "It didn't work, Chris. I trust you completely."
That was a dagger through his heart. He didn't think he actually winced, although he wouldn't have been surprised if he did. How could he sit and accuse her of so much, meanwhile he just told her he was going out of town with another woman and she didn't even flinch. A woman who threw herself at him, who had her lips on his neck and her hand around his... He couldn't tell her now, could he? She would be the same anxious mess while he was gone that he'd been all day. The only difference was it wouldn't have the same erotic blend as it does with him. It would break her. It would break them.
"I can't believe you'd think I'd..." she shook her head, moving to the dresser to find real clothes. "This was your fantasy, Chris. Not mine. And while I admit I'd discovered some things about myself along the way, it's always been about you. About us." She opened the dresser drawer, but Chris reached out grabbing her hand and spinning her around.
"I'm sorry. I overreacted." He squeezed her hand relief flooding him when she didn't pull away. "Don't get dressed, please." He pulled her to him trying to decipher the look on her face. "I just... Seeing you like that and then knowing that you did it without any input from me." He trailed off, searching for words to explain the tornado of emotions he'd experienced.
"I'm sorry too." Her fingers locked around his sending sparks through both of their bodies. "I got carried away. I thought you'd enjoy it. I thought I finally had this figured out." She swallowed hard, her eyebrows pinching together as she thought of what to say. "Maybe we should call it off. Just say Bay-"
His kiss silenced her, before she could get the word out. She wasn't sure if she was happy he did, or worried, but as his tongue pushed past her lips she allowed it.
"Don't," he whispered pressing his forehead to hers and taking in her familiar scent of coconut shampoo and lavender bodywash. "We just need to communicate better. To trust one another." _Fuck, I really need to tell her about Katie._
She pulled back slightly, pressing her hand to his face. "Clayton wants me to come over tomorrow." She paused biting her lip. "Alone."
Chris watched emotions play across her features - desire, uncertainty, hope. He could tell she wanted him to say yes, even if she didn't want to admit it. His own feelings warred within him - arousal battling with anxiety. The past hour had been simultaneously the most erotic and most stressful of his life. Could he handle more? Would saying no push her away?
"I told him I needed to talk to you first," she added quickly, her fingers tensing against his cheek. "I wouldn't... not without..."
"I don't think it's a good idea." The words felt heavy between them. He saw the disappointment flash in her eyes before she could hide it with a smile. Something inside her seemed to dim, like a candle being slowly smothered. She nodded, more to herself than him, while her hand dropped from his chest to fidget with the edge of her towel.
Chris pulled her down beside him, her leg sliding over his as they faced each other. His hand found her hip, his fingers dancing at the hem. "Tell me about the office," he whispered, trying to recapture their earlier heat. "What happened?"
Ashley's hand covered his, stilling his movement. "Maybe later," she murmured, kissing his forehead. "Just... hold me?"
She was grateful he couldn't see her expression when she laid her damp hair onto his chest. She knew Chris was right, going to Clayton's alone was a step too far, this was supposed to be about them, Clayton was trying to cut Chris out of it. Despite that however, she felt the disappointment crash over like a cold wave forcing her to confront an uncomfortable truth. She was a wife, for God's sake, devoted and loving. Not some... Her pulse quickened at the thought, shame and excitement colliding inside her. Slut. Clayton's word echoed in her mind, making her body tingle with excitement even while her mind told her she should recoil. When had that word stopped being an insult and started feeling like permission? Like... freedom? When had it become a trigger for desires she never knew she had?
Chris drifted off with Ashley tucked against him, his breathing evening out into soft snores. But sleep didn't come as easily for her. Her mind raced with images of Clayton early at the office. The way he managed to not just manipulate her, but make her completely surrender. The way it was so easy for him to bring out a side of her she never even knew existed. Chris's hand slipped off her hip as he drifted into a deeper sleep. She rolled onto her back, berating herself for thinking that going to Clayton's house alone would be a good idea, trying to ignore the heat building inside her at thoughts of tomorrow's possibilities. The things he would say to her, what he would do to her. Her body tingled with disappointment, with anticipation. What would he have done to her? Would he tie her up? Would he spank her with more than just his hand? Her breathing grew shallow as her fingers slipped under the towel. The possibilities were endless.
***
Katie fell back onto the pillow-top mattress, her bare chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. Teeth marks covered her nipples, and continued down her flat stomach. "Wow, someone was extra aggressive today." Her hair was matted on her face as she sat up, looking around the room for her panties. "It's been so long since we had our little sessions. I thought maybe you moved on."
The sun was just starting to set beyond his bedroom window. Clayton had to shield his eyes as he sat up, a cocky smirk already visible on his face. "What can I say, I didn't want you to forget me."
She rolled her eyes, giving up her hunt for her panties as she grabbed her skirt and slid her leg through it. "I think we both know you're... hard to forget." Katie's eyes darted between his legs. Even under the blanket she could make out the size of it, causing heat to bloom through her body. Part of her wanted to stay, to take it for another ride. But that wasn't really their style. She knew what this was, and she was ok with that.
"Judging by the sounds coming from your office, I'm pretty sure I know the real reason you called." Katie spotted her bra draped across the mirror on the other side of the room. Her bare feet padded against the cool wood floor as she went to retrieve it.
She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and froze. Fresh marks bloomed across her shoulders and neck, vivid against her skin. She was definitely going to need more concealer. Her lip was swollen and purple, and dried cum clung to strands of her hair. The walk of shame was beginning to take on a whole new meaning.
Clayton's smirk widened showing a glimmer of his teeth. "Oh, you heard that? I thought maybe you and Chris were too... preoccupied with each other to come back so soon." He was baiting her, she could sense it. "I've seen how close the two of you have gotten lately."
"Chris is a gentleman," Katie shot back, smoothing her skirt while she scanned the room for her blouse. She wasn't sure how she always seemed to lose so many articles of clothing when they were together but it was starting to get expensive. "Unlike you, he doesn't take advantage of his employees." She meant it to sting, but Clayton just laughed. She spotted her blouse under the chair in the corner, amazed that her clothes seemed to end up in every corner of the room.
"Didn't hear you complaining about me taking advantage of you ten minutes ago." He stretched his arms, entirely comfortable in his nakedness as the blanket slipped lower on his body. "In fact, I distinctly remember you begging me to-"
"We both heard what was happening in your office," she cut him off, refusing to let him derail her, even if she did manage to steal another glance of his naked form. "You're lucky the building next door didn't hear you." She sat on the corner of the bed putting on her heels.



"Careful, you almost sound jealous," Clayton retorted, feeling his cock start to stir, but not because of Katie.
"Please," she scoffed walking to the door. "I heard her begging you to fuck her." She paused at the door looking over her shoulder seductively. "I didn't need to beg."
"Oh, I distinctly remember you doing plenty of begging." He ripped the covers from his body and stood up, causing Katie's heart to thump a little faster in her chest as she watched his powerful member swing between his legs.
She clicked her tongue and drew her eyes away. "I just like to know what I'm getting myself into. I don't need to get tested, do I?"
"I'm clean." He sounded more playful than annoyed. "But if you're that eager to know what you're getting into, maybe I should introduce you two properly." He planted a palm against the wall beside her head, daring her to look away. "Tell me, do you eat pussy as well as you suck dick?"
The crassness of his words should have offended her, but instead, she let her gaze drift down his body. Slow, deliberate the way he'd done to her so many times. When she met his eyes again she stepped closer, her nose nuzzling the stubble on his jaw. "I went to an all-girls high school. And let's just say... I graduated with honors."
There weren't many times when Katie could say that she surprised Clayton, but this was one of them. She felt him twitch against her thigh, the smirk on his face disappearing for just a second. "Goodnight, Clayton," she said with a giggle as she left him speechless. Her hips swaying to either side as her heels clicked down the steps. If that didn't make him call her again soon then nothing would.
Clayton watched her go down the stairs, just as impressed as ever by her transformation. Speaking of transformations, he walked back to his bed as he heard the front door shut from downstairs. Images of Ashley earlier in the day flashing through his mind. Her submission had been his best work yet, and the fact that Chris was actually just outside the door witnessing it was the icing on the cake.
Tomorrow would be the real test, however. He knew that if she came to his house alone she was truly his. There would be no more half-steps or hesitations. She would be admitting to herself that he owned her. The question wasn't whether she'd show up, he'd seen it in her eyes today that she'd already made up her mind. No, the real question was how much she would embrace it once she was here. The way she'd responded to his touch today, how eagerly she'd followed his commands... His body stirred at the memory.
Chris was the only real wildcard in all of this. Sometimes he played his role perfectly, today was one of those times. But other times, like Seattle, he had to be reminded of his place. The Katie situation could help on that front. She may deny there was something going on there, but he had the tapes that suggested otherwise, even if they were slightly altered.
By this time tomorrow all of his plans would fall into place. There was nothing Chris, or Katie could do. He knew Ashley wouldn't disappoint him. He just needed to figure out what to do to keep Tom at bay.
***
Chris watched from the bathroom doorway, fixing his tie while Ashley put on her earrings. They were small diamonds, less than a carat. He'd gotten them for her on their second anniversary and had to save most of the year in order to afford them. Now he could buy a pair twice the size without checking their account balance. The irony wasn't lost on him. Not even a year ago, their biggest concern had been making ends meet, their marriage a steady anchor despite the financial pressures. Now, money flowed more freely, but their relationship sailed through uncharted waters, each new wave bringing thrills and uncertainties that left them breathless with anticipation and anxiety.
"I'm glad we're doing this," Ashley said, catching his gaze in the mirror. "Everything's been so complicated lately. It's nice to get away and just be... us." She had that same sparkle in her eye when she looked at him. The one that reassured him when he didn't know how they were going to cover their mortgage, that told him they were in this together even while Clayton was buried inside her. It was even there in the photo she sent. It had always been the constant, so why did he keep questioning it?
"I really am sorry," Chris said, walking toward her while she applied a bright red lipstick. "I know the picture was supposed to get me excited. I just... got in my head." He laid his chin on her shoulder, letting her run her fingers through his thick locks.
"Regardless of how it may look or sound at times, I promise it's always about you, love. About us." She turned her head kissing his cheek, giggling as her lips stained his skin. "Besides, if the result is you taking me to the most expensive French restaurant in the city then who am I to complain?"
"You are certainly spoiled." He laughed, breathing in her scent before standing back up straight to wipe away the mark on his cheek while Ashley fastened the straps on her heels.
"Please, we both know you have ulterior motives." She stood in front of him and ran her palm over the front of his slacks. Of course he was already hard. "Now, how do I look?"
Beautiful didn't feel nearly adequate enough to describe her. The heels she was wearing made her stand almost as tall as Chris. Her black dress clung to her chest and had a slit up one side. The sleeveless design and high neck lent a sense of modesty, but what made Chris's temperature spike was the keyhole front. In this dress, with Ashley's full chest, her cleavage was devastating.
"You're staring," Ashley said, her laugh carrying none of the self-consciousness it might have held even just a few months ago.
"Wow. You look... wow."
"Alright, Shakespeare. Let's head out before traffic gets too bad." She grabbed her clutch off the dresser, her heels tapping down the hall. Chris watched her walk away, admiring the sway of her hips while she did. She radiated a sexual confidence that left him feeling both underdressed and underprepared, already anticipating the eyes that would follow her all evening, his arousal tightened against his pants in anticipation.
At the restaurant, Chris laughed to himself as the waiter stumbled over his words every time his eyes would drift toward the front of Ashley's dress. Maison de Lumière was known for a lot of things, but the subtlety of the waitstaff didn't seem to be one of them. "I think someone has an admirer," Chris teased, taking a sip of wine.
Ashley's smile carried that newfound confidence he still wasn't quite used to. She adjusted her neckline, allowing more of her chest to show. "Think he'll like that better?"
"The Ashley from a year ago would have died of embarrassment just thinking about that." He shook his head, in awe of the woman in front of him.
"Mmm." Her foot found his leg under the table, sliding upward with evil intent. "There's a lot the Ashley from a year ago would never do that she does now." Her eyes remained locked on his, her lip curling into a smile as she enjoyed her wine, and the tortured look on her husband's face.
"Like sending her husband pictures of her covered in another man's cum?" Chris expected to see her flinch, but her confidence surprised him. Instead, she leaned back in her booth, allowing the tip of her exposed toes to slide up the front of his stretched pants. He sucked in air, squinting his eyes as he chewed at the corner of his lip.
Ashley opened her mouth to retort, Chris could tell by the look on her face it was something that would send his heart racing even more, but her face changed at the last second. A grimace that came and went so fast he thought he imagined it. She sat back up in her booth, her foot breaking contact, a smile still painted on her lips. "Let's not go there right now." She didn't sound hurt or angry. She kept her tone light, playful. "Tonight is about us - no Clayton, no janitor. Just you and me."
The waiter returned with their Hors d'oeuvres and neither Ashley nor Chris could stifle their giggle as they watched his eyes nearly bulge from his head. Chris had to clear his throat to regain the waiter's attention as he refilled their wine, nearly overflowing the glass.
"I should speak to the manager. They'll probably comp our meal after that."
"Don't you dare," Ashley laughed as she eyed the food. "He's no worse than you. At least he has the excuse of not getting to see them on a regular basis."
"What can I say, I'm a lucky man." Chris reached for a piece of bread smiling in a way he hadn't for a long time.
"Speaking of lucky," Chris cocked his eyebrow and smirked at Ashley amused by her segue. "Not like that, you perv." She tossed her napkin at him laughing.
"I was telling Jen about our trip to Seattle last time we worked together." She bit into her food, dropping a little of the topping that she quickly caught with her hand. "She and Dave want to get together for dinner soon. I told her I'd run it by you."
"Remind me what Dave does again?" They'd hung out a handful of times in the past, but they were more Ashley's friends than his. Dave seemed like a nice enough guy, a bit of an introvert, but Chris liked him well enough.
"Something with computers. Coding, I think?" Ashley took another bite. "Why?"
"Just curious. Maybe next weekend?" His mind was racing. If Dave was a developer, then maybe he could get him to look at the code before the audit. But he needed an excuse. Before he could come up with anything though their waiter was back at the table taking their dinner order. To his credit, he did a better job hiding his gaze, though when Ashley bent down to scratch her leg it was obvious to everyone in the restaurant what he was looking at.
"They're trying for a baby," Ashley said as the waiter took their menus and disappeared into the kitchen.
"Oh." Chris's voice was higher than he meant it to be. He locked eyes with her, a million unspoken thoughts passing between them.
"We could, you know," he said carefully. He felt like he was talking slower, did she notice? Could she hear how fast his heart was beating? "Try, I mean. I make enough now that you wouldn't have to work. That was always the main thing holding us back."
Neither of them spoke for what felt like an eternity. The air was heavy with implications, of what trying for a baby would mean for their... game. Their glasses of wine sat forgotten as the usual restaurant bustle faded away. Ashley's fingers slipped over her earrings, a reminder of simpler times. A time when she would have jumped at the opportunity to be a mother. "We'll see," she finally offered, unsure of what she really wanted.
The playful banter and wine continued through the course of the meal, leaving both of them feeling a comfortable sense of normal they hadn't felt in a long time. Chris watched Ashley savor her coq au vin, stealing playful glances down her shirt whenever he got a chance. She'd give him a teasing smirk whenever she caught him, but she made no real effort to stop him.
"Oh," Ashley dabbed her mouth with a napkin. "Mr. Edwards stopped by yesterday. His beagle got out again. I caught him digging holes in the backyard."
"That's the second time this week," Chris said finishing the last of his wine. The warmth of the alcohol settled pleasantly in his chest, and judging by the slight flush of Ashley's cheeks, she was feeling equally relaxed.
"You really should go over and offer to help with his fence. You know he's too stubborn to ask."
Chris nodded, tossing his napkin onto his empty plate. "The man is a Vietnam vet. He'd probably rather wrestle that beagle himself than accept help."
"Maybe," Ashley let her fork fall to her plate indicating she too was finished. "But it doesn't hurt to ask. Plus the thought of watching you get all sweaty while working with your hands is pretty hot."
"There it is. I'm just some piece of meat you can flaunt around, you know."
"Says the man who hasn't looked at my face once during this conversation." Ashley's laugh rang out, genuine and uninhibited, drawing appreciative glances from nearby tables. The sound reminded Chris of their first date, when she'd laughed so hard wine came out her nose. Some things, thankfully, never changed.
Once they finally got their laughter under control, Chris signaled to the waiter for the bill. "So, Clayton wants you to come over alone?" He tried to keep his voice light, despite the adrenaline running through his veins. "Any idea why?"
Ashley chewed on her lip, her foot gently rubbing Chris's ankle under the table. "I think we both know why." For a moment they held each other's gaze daring each other with possibilities. "But I already told you, we're not discussing him right now." She reached for her wine, finishing it with a deliberate slowness. The sight of her throat working, combined with her foot teasing his leg brought him back to today's photo. The way she looked, the sparkle in her eyes, Katie's... He gritted his teeth. Tonight had been perfect. He needed to come clean about what happened with Katie. He needed to clear the air.
"Ashley, I-" The words died in his throat as her foot slid higher up his leg. He could see the mischievous smile behind the wine glass, the sparkle in her eye.
"Take me home," she whispered, leaning forward just enough to remind him why the waiter had been so distracted all evening. "I want to show you just how much I appreciate the effort you put into this."
The guilt retreated, overwhelmed by desire and the need to preserve this moment between them. Katie could wait. Clayton could wait. Right now, watching his wife with that newfound confidence that drove him wild, Chris couldn't think of anything but getting her home and seeing what exactly she had up her sleeve this time.
***
The front door had barely shut before Ashley pushed herself against him, her teeth clipping at his neck while her hands explored his chest. Chris closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation of his wife's soft features pressed against him, her perfume mixing with the sweet smell of wine to help overload his senses and make his head swim.
"I haven't seen you this eager since..." He let the words die, not wanting to risk upsetting her by bringing up Clayton again, but he was pretty certain by the way her tongue slid across his ear she knew exactly what he was referencing. His hands slid behind her back in search of the zipper for her dress.
"You've been staring down the front of my dress all night," she teased, sliding her hand through her hair and tilting her neck to help give him better access. "Time for you to get to see what's underneath."
Ashley took a step backward, a mischievous grin on her face as she let her dress fall to the floor and crumble. When it did, Chris's jaw nearly went with it. Standing in front of him Ashley was now completely naked. When had his shy wife become this confident seductress? The transformation still caught him off guard sometimes, in the best possible way.
"You mean..." His voice roughened as realization dawned. "All night? At the restaurant?"
Her laugh was prideful, sexy. In that moment she almost looked like... Katie. Just like that, the guilt he'd been fighting all evening surged back, even as his cock throbbed so hard it hurt. "Took you long enough to notice," she bit her bottom lip seductively eying her husband. A look that further blurred the line between his wife and the woman whose touch caused him to run to the bathroom like a scared child. "I bet the waiter noticed." The playfulness in her voice threatened to drown him in fresh waves of guilt, but Chris pushed the thought aside. He'd already ruined this moment once today, he wasn't going to let it happen a second time.
"You look overdressed. Allow me," she teased as she locked eyes with Chris while sinking to her knees in front of him. Her nails ran over his thighs, tracing the outline of his already hard manhood. "What was that you said about being eager?" Her giggle filled the air like surround sound, and when her lips pressed against him through his slacks, he felt the last of his guilt evaporate. Even through the layers of clothing, he could feel the warmth of her mouth making him shudder. His fingers trembled with anticipation as he helped Ashley with his belt, her red lipstick staining his pants.
The sound of his zipper seemed deafening in the stillness of their empty house, but Chris couldn't focus on anything except Ashley's teasing smile as she freed him from his constraints. She never broke eye contact, even while her lipstick left a trail of crimson kisses up his length. This wasn't the desperate hunger from the pictures he saw earlier, this was something else entirely, something deeper that only the two of them shared. When she finally took him into her mouth, the warmth of her tongue made his knees buckle.
"God, Ashley," he groaned, one hand tangling in her hair while the other braced against the wall for support. Her mouth felt like a vacuum, her enthusiasm making it clear this wasn't performance, this was pure desire. She hummed in response, the vibration sending shivers through his entire body. His hips jerked involuntarily when her fingers joined her mouth, working in perfect harmony to drive him wild.
The taste of his precum seemed to spur her on even more. She slid her tongue across his head, pressing it into his hole as the salty taste assaulted her tastebuds. She wanted more. Needed more. She tightened her grip around his shaft, pumping him slowly as her soft tongue flicked at his opening.
When she finally pulled back, she left her hand on his cock, her strokes growing more urgent. "I want you so bad, baby," she moaned, leaning forward and taking his sensitive sac between her lips. Her gaze never wavered from his. The connection felt more intimate than the actual physical touch. Chris's fingers trembled against his shirt buttons, each one seeming to take an eternity as Ashley's ministrations threatened to overwhelm his concentration.
"You taste so good," she teased, taking the other large orb into her mouth. Her stroke grew more urgent. She could feel Chris withering in her hand as he frantically tried to undress. She didn't just want to suck him, she wanted to worship him. She needed him to know, or perhaps she was trying to convince herself, that whatever happened with Clayton didn't hold a candle to what they had. Her tongue lapped from his base up to his tip before slipping her lips around his cock and swallowing it until her lips gripped around the rim of his mushroom head.
"Fuck, you're so good at that." Chris closed his eyes allowing the sensation of her lips to consume him.
Ashley released his cock with a loud pop, grinning mischievously at him. "What can I say. I've had lots of practice." She felt his dick swell in her hand at her words before giggling and taking half of it into her throat.
"Uuuhh fuck." When he finally shrugged the shirt from his shoulders, Ashley released him again with a soft pop that echoed in the quiet house. Her lips glistened in the dim light, her smeared lipstick making him pulse with a deeper hunger. "I need to feel you inside me," she breathed, getting back to her feet and pressing her mouth to his. The kiss was loud and sloppy - lips smacking, teeth colliding, tongues wrestling. When they finally broke the kiss, Ashley pressed her forehead to his, staring into his eyes. "I need you to fuck me, Chris."
They stumbled up the stairs, unwilling to break contact even for a moment. Ashley's bare skin pressed against Chris's chest, making each step a delicious torture of friction and need. Her hands seemed to be everywhere at once - in his hair, on his chest, teasing the tip of his cock. His own hands, slid over her back her chest. He teased her nipple making her gasp as they crashed into the bedroom door with enough force he worried it may break from the hinges.



When they finally got inside their room, they were met with total darkness. Neither of them made a move for the light switch, instead, they moved with the urgency of high-school lovers, falling into bed together with a laugh. Chris pulled Ashley back against him, his lips immediately finding her shoulder, making her squirm against him. Her arm hooked his head, pulling his kiss deeper into her skin while his hand pressed against her stomach.
"I love you so much, Chris," she purred, pressing her body into his. Her sex was practically dripping. The heat from it calling out to his length as she felt it pulse between her thighs. His teeth found her ear, drawing another whimper from her as she melted into his touch. The darkness made every sensation feel heightened and more intense. Her fingers found his cock as she felt his palm press against her clit. She lifted her top leg, wrapping it around his to give him better access.
She was soaked, her body coating Chris's digits as he pushed them inside her. "Yessss," she hissed at the invasion, guiding his thick shaft to her entrance.
"You feel so good." He pushed his digits deeper into her causing Ashley to arch her back and lose her grip on him. He slipped across her core, craning her neck to allow himself access to her mouth. "You're so fucking wet."
"I've been this way all day," she panted, surrendering to his exploring tongue. "Ever since... Ugggggh." Her words dissolved into a moan as Chris pushed a third finger inside her. His length throbbed between her cheeks as unbidden images of her and Clayton flashed behind his eyes, making him grip her tighter, need her more.
"Ever since..." he felt Ashley line him up, the heat of her core beckoning him forward. His fingers pressed into her clit, anticipating what was coming.
"You let Clayton cum all over you?" He thrust forward, punctuating the question by burying himself to the hilt. They gasped in unison - Ashley at the sudden fullness, Chris at the way her body gripped him like a vice.
"Yes, oh fuck, yes," she moaned, grinding back against him. The admission seemed to ignite something in them both. Their familiar game forcing its way back into their intimacy. "God, I was so turned on. I couldn't wait to get back to you." Her words dissolved into a cry as Chris withdrew almost completely before driving back in.
"I heard you in there," he growled against her neck, his fingers circling her clit with increasing urgency. Ashley gasped at his admission, her walls clenching around him as realization hit. "Heard every gasp, every moan." His hips slammed forward, punctuating each revelation. "Heard you beg him to fuck you." The words should have sparked jealousy, but instead fed their shared hunger. His breathing grew ragged as her perfect ass met each thrust, their shared fantasy driving them both wild, the darkness making it easier to lose themselves in the moment.
"I was such a slut for him," she gasped, meeting his increasingly urgent pace. "Part of me loved how it made me feel," she gasped, turning to seek his mouth in the darkness. Her tongue found his, desperate and hungry. "But mostly because I knew what it would do to you."
"You love it too, don't you baby?" Ashley panted between moans. The slap of skin on skin echoed through the house. Their bodies were covered in sweat as they urged each other on. "Having your wife act like such a slut." Chris's fingers worked faster, her admission spurring him on. Her hips rocked between his thrusting cock and circling digits. "Letting other men look at her." She grabbed his wrist. "Letting them touch her." Her nails dug into his flesh, biting at his flesh the same way her words bit into his ears. "Oh God... Oh fuck, baby don't stop." He could feel blood start to rise from her nails. "Letting them... Oh, oh God. Fuck me."
He wasn't sure if the last part was a command or her finishing her thought, but as he felt her walls pulse around him and her body tremble he knew it didn't matter. She came with the force of a freight train. Her cries spilling from her lips causing a dog somewhere in the distance to start barking. Chris slowed his thrusts, giving Ashley time to recover.
As she floated back to earth, Chris's gentle kisses peppered her shoulder, his hardness still throbbing inside her. She reached back, threading fingers through his hair as their breathing slowly steadied. "I want more," she whispered, voice thick with renewed desire. "I want you..." she slid forward dislodging herself from him causing them both to sigh. Chris opened his mouth to protest when he heard the bedside table open and then close. "I want you to fuck my ass." She pressed a container into his hand. He didn't need to be able to see in the dark to know what it was.
Chris's mouth fell open. This wasn't happening. It was a dream. It had to be. And yet, his fingers seemed to work on their own. He smeared lube along his length, gasping at the chilled sensation. He felt Ashley press her body back into him and his lips met hers. The kiss was gentle, tender. "Are you sure?" He asked silently pleading that she didn't change her mind.
"Put your dick in my ass, Mr. Parker." The formal use of his surname caught Chris off guard, sending an unexpected surge of heat through his core. There was something deliciously taboo about hearing Ashley say it like that - like they were strangers playing roles instead of husband and wife of five years. Yet somehow it made the moment more intimate, more theirs. The contradiction spurred him forward, his hand landing a playful swat against her ass that made her whine in delight.
"Mmm yes, take it, baby. Take me." The way she shifted from formal to intimate in an instant, from Mrs. Parker to Ashley, nearly overwhelmed him. Each version of her was equally authentic, equally his.
Chris put another glob of lube on his hand, this time rubbing it into Ashley's asshole. She wiggled at the invasion, but otherwise didn't protest. His teeth found her ear as he guided himself to her puckered opening. "I love you, Ash," he whispered, slowly inching his hips forward.
Whatever Chris expected next, paled in comparison to reality. The grip he felt when he slipped past her ring was instant and unlike anything he'd ever felt before. Ashley's moans bordered on wails as he pushed deeper into where no man had ever been. "Slower... go... slower."
"You feel so good, baby. So fucking good." Chris ran his fingers over her cheek, combing away the matted hair. He slowed his movement the best he could without completely stopping, trying to lessen the pain with soft kisses to her cheek and neck. At last, he slid home, balls-deep in Ashley's ass. He paused there for a moment, letting her get used to the intrusion and catch her breath.
"How do you feel, baby?" he asked.
"Oh, my... so... fuck. So full."
A wave of pride washed over Chris hearing those words. He drew back slowly, the friction of the movement drawing a scream from Ashley. It took a moment to realize it wasn't one of pain, or if it was pain it was a hell of a lot of pleasure, too.
"My dick is in your ass, Ashley. Does it feel good?"
"Ngh, huh..." she moaned, twisting her body like a pig on a spit.
Chris slowly accelerated into a rhythm. Ashley's cries grew louder, more primal. She seemed to be right on the edge of too much. As Chris's pace began to pick up, his eyes adjusted just enough to the darkness to allow himself a quick glimpse of Ashley's face. He wanted to remember that expression for the rest of his life- it was pure, unadulterated lust.
Ashley squeezed his hand, pulling it between her legs. "Make me cum again, baby," she whispered, causing Chris to nearly lose it. His hand sought out her vacant pussy, thrusting his fingers deep inside it trying to match the tempo of his hips.
"I'm not going to last much longer, Ash. You feel so good. too-fucking-good." This seemed to spur her on and she slammed her ass into his hips, her fingers working in tandem with his.
"Oh God. Do it baby, cum for me." Ashley pushed herself into him harder. She could feel him swelling inside her. "Cum for me, Chris. Cum in my ass." Ashley's fingers worked faster against her clit as Chris's efforts seemed to focus on pushing as deep inside her as he could. "Yes, yes... oh god, Chris! Oh fuuuuck" Her body seized as pleasure crashed through her, her climax triggering his own. Chris drove deep one final time. She could feel his warmth filling her in a way she'd never felt. Their cries grew into one unified sigh as she felt him soften and slip out of her.
Chris wrapped his arms around her, pulling her as close to him as he could. He inhaled her scent his body slick with sweat. Ashley could feel his heart racing through her back. The intensity of their shared release was like something neither of them had ever experienced. They stayed like that for several minutes. Neither of them speaking as their hearts slowed back into their natural rhythm.
"You should do it," Chris whispered against her neck, he surprised himself with how calm he sounded. The words emerged from somewhere deeper than conscious thought. The way she had given herself to him, the trust she had in him. He kissed her shoulder blade.
"Mmm, do what, baby?" Ashley's voice was drowsy with satisfaction, her fingers reaching back to gently caress his leg. Even spent and satisfied, her touch sent goosebumps up his leg.
"Go to Clayton's tomorrow." He felt her body tense slightly against his, then relax - a microcosm of their entire journey together. His heart began to race, unsure of what she would say. Unsure of what he wanted her to say. He knew the anxiety he would feel tomorrow would be unlike anything he'd ever felt before. But if it led to even a fraction of what happened tonight then wouldn't it be worth it?
Ashley shifted in his arms, turning to face him though the darkness masked her expression. Her hand found his cheek, thumb brushing against his stubble. "You don't have to say that." She paused feeling his smile even through the darkness. "That wasn't what this was about."
"I know," Chris whispered, catching her hand and pressing a kiss to her palm. The doubts he had earlier seemed to fade in the face of their connection. He was still worried about all the stuff with Katie. He needed to find a way to tell her about that before he left for Seattle. But the fear of her choosing Clayton over him was gone. It should have never been there in the first place, he realized that now. It just took a night of reconnecting with his wife to remind him of it. "I trust you," he murmured against her skin. "More importantly, I trust us. What we have... it's bigger than any game we play."
Ashley was quiet for a long moment, her breath warm against his chest. When she spoke, her voice trembled slightly. "I love you so much." Her lips found his in the darkness, the kiss deep and searching, carrying promises words couldn't express.
When they broke apart, Chris felt her smile against his mouth. "You need a shower," she whispered, her tone shifting from tender to playful, though an undercurrent of desire remained.
"Right now?"
"Right now." She was already sitting up, tugging at his hand. "That is, if you expect to have me again tonight." Her lips brushed his ear. "You don't want me going to see Clayton with too much energy, do you?"
Her words were a shot of espresso for Chris, who jolted out of bed. Every day Chris wondered what new adventure would be in store for him. And every day Ashley found a way to completely surprise him.
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"Wow, you weren't kidding about them having the best eggs," Ashley said, taking another bite while her bacon soaked up the yolk that was pooling around her toast.
The breakfast rush at Mable's had mostly cleared, leaving behind a few stragglers and late risers. Chris was usually there before nine, but given how much energy they had exerted last night neither of them was out of bed today before ten. When they pulled into the parking lot, he was worried they would have to wait for a table, but Mable just greeted them with her usual half smile before leading them to a booth near the back that was faded from decades of sitting in the sun.
Chris was glad he had finally been able to bring her to his favorite breakfast spot. They were both big foodies and loved discovering new places together, but lately, they had been so consumed with everything else in their lives that he hadn't had the time.
"Told ya. This might be my new favorite breakfast spot," he laughed, watching Ashley take another bite of eggs. A drop of yolk slid down her chin, and her tongue darted out past her lips to capture it. A shiver ran up Chris's spine. He had seen her make a similar gesture just last night under much different circumstances.
"You should've brought me sooner," she said, swiping a piece of bacon from his plate and plopping it into her mouth.
"Worked up quite the appetite last night, huh?" Chris's voice was low enough Ashley barely heard him, but his eyes darted around the near empty diner to ensure no one was listening to the conversation.
Ashley bit her lip and giggled softly as she put the last of the bacon in her mouth. She wasn't sure what surprised her more. The fact that Chris was so eager to go again last night when they got in the shower, or the fact that her body seemed to already be primed to go this morning despite it. Still, she loved playing this game with her husband, loved the way she could make him squirm so effortlessly. "Maybe I'm just storing my energy because I know how much I'll need it later."
Coffee nearly shot out of Chris's nose having not expected such a sharp retort from his wife. The familiar cocktail of arousal and anxiety flooded his system making him far more energized than any cup of coffee. Ashley's cries of passion flooded his ears as images from last night flooded his mind. Would she be just as vocal with Clayton? Would she be even louder?
Ashley saw the way his expression shifted, how he suddenly couldn't keep his hands from fidgeting on the table. She reached across, taking his hands in hers and noting how clammy they felt. "That is, if you're still okay with me going."
Before Chris could respond, Mable appeared at their table with a fresh pot of coffee. Her gaze went from Chris to Ashley then back to Chris. "She's a lot prettier than the last person who came in looking for you."
"I'm sorry?" Chris said confused, putting up his hand to stop her from adding too much coffee to his cup.
"Couple days ago. Older fella, gray hair and a beard. Asked if you'd been in recently."
Chris's mind raced, he had no idea what she was talking about, but judging by the look on her face it didn't seem like there was much to be worried about. He looked at Ashley who seemed to have the same confused look. "Did he say why?"
Mable gave a shrug, "nope that was it. Seemed like a nice enough fella." Then walked away having lost interest in the conversation.
"What was that all about?" Ashley asked.
Chris swallowed hard, debating how much to share. The last thing he wanted was to worry Ashley when she was already navigating so much. Thoughts of Katie crept into the corner of his brain, but he shoved them away. Yet another conversation with Ashley he was putting off until later. "Probably just someone looking to do business," he said finally, though the way his voice cracked left him wondering how convincing he was.
He made a mental note to check in with Katie when he was back at the office. Something told him this was connected to the car that was following him, that was, if he could even dare to look at Katie again. When did everything get so complicated?
"So, should I text Clayton and tell him I'll be over tonight?" Her tone was teasing, but her stare was looking for reassurance. She knew this was a big step for them, she didn't want Chris to agree to it unless he was sure.
Chris exhaled. She seemed to have moved on. A small victory, and yet a new anxiety filled the void. "You'll... you'll be home tonight, right?"
Ashley's eyes went wide. She hadn't even considered the possibility of an overnight. Was that something Clayton would want? Would she? For a moment, she allowed her mind to go there. To think about what a night with Clayton would feel like. She pictured Clayton's bedroom, imagining what it would be like to wake up there instead of beside Chris. Would she even get any sleep? Heat pooled in her core as she imagined all the ways he would take her. All the ways she would let him have her. She reached across the table, taking Chris's hands back in hers. "Of course, baby. I'll be home before morning. After all, you need a chance to reclaim me, right?"
Now it was Chris's turn to shift uncomfortably in his seat as he thought about Ashley coming home to him. He wasn't sure why, but this felt so much different than her and Clayton being together while he was there. Even though he knew he didn't have any real control, just being in the room with her made it feel so much safer. His cock began to swell as he thought about Ashley coming home. How late would it be? Would she be too tired for him? All the thoughts that would make a normal man burn with anger caused him to burst with anxiety.
"Then, yeah, you should text him," he said finally, squeezing her hand.
Ashley nodded, relief visible in her shoulders. She reached for her phone beside her plate, frowning at the blank screen.
"He's been unusually quiet," she said, tapping into her messages. "I actually haven't heard from him since I was..." Chris watched as she shifted in her seat. "Since your office. I usually have to put my phone on silent to ignore all his messages."
"You sound disappointed," Chris teased. Although he did wonder how often they were actually texting. He wasn't worried about Ashley crossing a line, but the way she said it made him realize it was way more frequent than he realized.
A flush crept up Ashley's neck, turning her cheeks pink. "I'm not--" She stopped herself, rolling her eyes. "It's just weird, that's all. When have you ever known Clayton to be the silent type?"
Chris nodded, she had a point. He watched as she typed out a message, her lower lip caught between her teeth in concentration. She showed him the message before pressing send: "Chris and I talked. I'll be at your place around 8. Do you have an outfit in mind for me?"
She set the phone down, taking a sip of coffee while trying not to stare at the screen. Chris noticed the shift in her posture; shoulders tense, eyes repeatedly darting to the phone despite her attempts to appear casual.
The phone screen lit up briefly. Ashley's hand shot out to grab it, then froze as she saw three typing dots appear and disappear, then appear again.
"You okay?" Chris asked, watching her brow furrow.
"He's typing... then stopping." She placed the phone face-up between them so Chris could see. "He's acting weird."
Chris felt a strange mix of emotions watching her fixation on Clayton's response. Jealousy tangled with excitement as he observed her anticipation. Part of him was excited that Ashley had embraced her role and got as much enjoyment from this as he did. But, as she continued to stare at the screen he worried if maybe this was starting to become more than just sex for Ashley. He felt a sickness in the pit of his stomach, not the usual anxiety that had become almost pleasurable, but something heavier. Dread. This arrangement had always hinged on the physical. The primal thrill of sharing and being shared. But what if Clayton was offering something Chris couldn't? What if Ashley was developing real feelings for Clayton? Chris wouldn't be able to live with himself if that happened. He opened his mouth to speak. To ask Ashley what she was feeling, but before he could get the words out her phone buzzed, a single word appearing on the screen: "OK".
"That's it?" Chris couldn't mask his surprise. "Just ok? Nothing about what to wear or some snarky comment?"
Ashley stared at the message, her expression a mixture of confusion and disappointment. She hated that she felt as disappointed as she did. She shouldn't care about attention from someone like Clayton. Still, after what had transpired in his office she couldn't deny the way she felt when she had pleased him.
"Maybe he's just busy." Chris wasn't sure why he was trying to cover for Clayton. If he couldn't see what a good thing he had going then that wasn't Chris's problem. "I mean, we do have the audit coming up in a few weeks. The company seems to be growing by the second. There's a lot going on right now."
"Yeah, maybe," Ashley's voice sounded distant like she was already planning her next move. "I guess that means I need to make sure that I make tonight unforgettable for him." A smirk formed on her face, a plan forming right before Chris's eyes.
Chris raised an eyebrow. "And what exactly does that mean?"
Ashley's smile turned mischievous as she leaned across the table. "It means tonight just got more interesting." She reached over, stealing his last piece of toast. "And it means we need to go shopping."
Chris felt his pulse quicken at the gleam in her eye. This wasn't the reaction he'd expected. She seemed to switch from disappointment to competitive in the blink of an eye. Something about the whole situation didn't sit well with him, and it must have shown on his face.
"Would you rather I cancel?" Ashley asked, her voice louder as her confidence grew.
Chris looked up, meeting her gaze. Despite everything, there was that familiar spark between them, the one that had ignited long before Clayton entered their lives. He knew he was playing with fire, but he couldn't deny Ashley when she gave him that look. He wanted to see where all this was going to go.
"No," he said, surprising himself with the firmness in his voice. "I want this. I want--" he lowered his voice "--I want to hear every detail when you get home."
Ashley's smile returned, her teeth catching her bottom lip. "Careful what you wish for, mister."
***
Shopping bags were littered across the king-sized bed, making it nearly impossible for Chris to find a spot to flop down. What he'd thought was going to be a quick trip to the store had turned into an all-day adventure of racing around the mall buying enough lingerie to open a brothel.
"If I never have to walk again it will be too soon," he complained, slipping off his shoes by pulling at the heel with his toes. "When you said a few items, I didn't realize you meant from EVERY store."
Ashley tossed a smaller bag onto his stomach, laughing when he let out an exaggerated "oof."
"Are you really complaining that your wife bought enough lingerie to give you your own private show every day for the next year?" She couldn't see Chris's face, but judging by the lump in the front of his pants he was beginning to see her point. Had he looked up, he would have noticed that she was already eagerly slipping out of her pants excited to start trying everything on, and she knew exactly which outfit she wanted first.
"Well, that is certainly one perk to it, but don't pretend like you did it all for me. Clayton's silence really seemed to bring out your competitive streak." He tried to keep his voice airy and playful. He didn't want Ashley thinking he was having second thoughts. He just wanted her to recognize her behavior. When she didn't respond right away he sat up on his elbow to see what was going on.
"Still think I'm just doing this for Clayton?" She was standing between his legs, her hand on her hip and a flirty smile on her face. She had slipped on a light blue teddy while he was complaining. One that looked strikingly similar to the one she was wearing when Chris found her and Clayton in this exact bed. The lace half-cup bra lifted her breasts just enough to make it nearly impossible for Chris to focus on anything else. But when he could tear his gaze away, his eyes traced the smooth curve of her toned stomach, leading down to the sheerest pair of boy shorts he'd ever seen. The near-transparent fabric clung to her like a veil, leaving just enough to the imagination; though his was already working overtime.
"Holy..." Chris blinked several times, like he couldn't decide if he was dreaming or not.
Ashley took a half step forward, her attention fully on him. She reached out gripping the waist of his jeans. "You're way too overdressed. How am I going to know if you really like something or not?" She tugged down his pants, giggling as his already hard cock snagged on his boxers before snapping free. "Mmm, much better," she teased, dropping to her knees in front of him, refusing to break eye contact. Her fingers circled his smooth shaft, her grip frustratingly light. "Now do you think this is something he'd like?"
Chris groaned, his hips rocking to maintain contact with her hand. She was close enough that he could feel her hair tickling his thigh and her breath on his shaft. "You look so fucking perfect, Ash," he whispered breathlessly.
"You're so sweet," she giggled, sticking her tongue out to trace the vein that ran along the underside of his cock. He hissed in approval as it ran slowly from his base to his head, stopping just short of taking it into her mouth. "So you think I should wear it for Clayton?"
He held his breath, desperate for her to take his engorged head into her mouth. After nearly chewing a hole through his lip he released it. "N... no. Save that one for later. For when you get home and I make you mine again."
"Good answer," she teased before lowering her head and taking the dark mushroom head into her mouth. She placed her hands on his thighs, her tongue circling the sensitive tip, teasing him mercilessly. Chris tried to push deeper into her mouth, his excitement mounting. But she released him with a loud pop, her lips lingering teasingly against him. "But it's awful bold of you to assume I'll have any energy left when Clayton's done with me." She watched it swell and pulse angrily at her words, then placed another playful kiss on the tip before rising to her feet. "Guess I need to find another outfit then."
The statement hit Chris like an electric shock, his body was responding faster than his brain could process. Before he could even formulate a response to Ashley's teasing comment she had already grabbed another bag and disappeared into the bathroom. He tried to catch his breath, he knew she was just working him up. It just amazed him at how effortlessly she was able to slip into that persona these days. He sat up on the bed, his gaze drifting to the chair in the corner of the room. He could still see the discarded lingerie in the corner. His breath grew more shallow. He could feel the lace wrapped around his fingers, the coarseness of it against his cock. He closed his eyes, hearing Ashley's cries of passion as Clayton devoured her taking her to heights Chris had never seen.
The creaking of the bathroom door opening broke Chris from his thoughts. He turned his body to see Ashley, this time she was wearing what appeared to be a school girl outfit. The plaid dress entirely too short, the white button down shirt tied off just below her chest showing off her midriff, and see-through enough to tell she wasn't wearing a bra. Her hair was fixed in two ponytails that came down just past her shoulders.
"What about this one?" Ashley purred, as she gave a little twirl in front of the mirror. Chris's mouth fell open as the skirt lifted just high enough to confirm his suspicion. She wasn't wearing any panties underneath it.
Ashley caught his eye in the mirror, her grip tightening on the edge of the vanity. God, she loved the way Chris looked at her. She knew he loved her and found her attractive, of course, but the look of pure need in his eyes was like a drug to her now. She wiggled her heart-shaped ass teasingly at him, stifling a laugh as he nearly tripped over himself leaping from the bed. "Do you think Clayton will want to teach me something tonight?"
Chris was on her in a flash, his hands sliding up her toned, bare legs and resting on her hips. His mouth pressed against her neck. "You've been a very bad girl, Mrs. Parker."
"Mmm. Yes sir, I think I need to be spanked." She hooked her arm around Chris's neck, the other keeping hold of the vanity for support as she craned her neck and pulled her husband into a deep kiss.
"You'd like that too much," he whispered breaking the kiss. "I don't think that would be much of a punishment do you?"
The sudden burst of control, surprised Ashley. She was used to Chris letting her drive the conversation. But she was hardly going to argue as he broke away from her grip and slid to his knees.
"I think it's time you got a taste of your own medicine." He pushed lightly on her back making her fall forward onto her forearms as he gripped her ass.
"Ohhh God," Ashley whined as Chris's tongue slid against her folds. She was already soaked, and the way his tongue slid into her core pressing against her walls made her push onto her toes. "Fuck baby."
Chris was in absolute heaven. He couldn't believe how wet Ashley was. He pushed his tongue deeper into her, sighing softly as Ashley's fingers tangled into his hair. His withdrew it from her slowly, snaking it around her body and circling her clit.
"You feel so good baby. So fucking good." Ashley was panting now, her eyes half-lidded as Chris lapped up her juices. She knew he was turned on, but she never expected this. This was something they were going to have to explore again in the very near future.
The sounds Ashley was making only encouraged Chris to go further. What had started as a playful tease was dissolving into abandonment. He licked across her clit, then traced along her lips teasing her opening once more before pulling past it. His grip on her ass tightened as he spread her cheeks allowing his tongue to push against her tight ring.
"Unnnggh, God, Chris. Right there, baby. Don't stop."
He grinned against her backside, falling just short of pushing inside her perfect ass and instead sliding back down to her dripping pussy, driving his tongue deep into it. He could tell she was getting closer. She was rocking back and forth on the balls of her feet now, matching the rhythm of his tongue as it teased both of her sensitive holes.
He was ready to let her cum, to make her remember exactly what he was capable of. But instead, he pulled away at the last minute, not ready to let their little game end just yet.
"I think that outfit is a little too... cliche, don't you?" It took Ashley several seconds to open her eyes and realize her husband had stopped and was speaking to her. When she finally caught his gaze in the mirror, he had a huge shit-eating grin on his face.
"You're going to pay for that," she said laughing, as she caught her breath and stood up straight.
"I'm looking forward to it," he replied as she sauntered away and back into the bathroom for a wardrobe change.
After what felt like forever, Ashley finally emerged from the bathroom again. This time, however, she hid behind the door, so that just her head was hanging out. "So um... this one may be a bit much." Her voice sounded more vulnerable than usual making Chris's stomach flip in anticipation.
"It must be really bad if you're nervous. I thought we were past that sta..." Before Chris could finish the thought she pulled the door the rest of the way open. He could practically feel the drool hanging from his mouth making Ashley blush with appreciation.


The outfit, if it could even be called that, consisted of thin leather straps that crisscrossed her body, framing her breasts without covering them at all. Her chest looked even larger than normal, her nipples a perfect shade of pink that stuck out like an eraser. Each strip of the "outfit" seemed to draw a path for his eye to follow, emphasizing the curves of her body while exposing everything. A matching collar circled her neck, connected by a small chain that ran between her chest and attached to a thin belt at her waist. Below that, she wore nothing but a tiny G-string and thigh-high boots that Chris hadn't even noticed her purchase.
"Holy fuck," he managed, his voice strangled.
Those two simple words seemed to give Ashley the confidence she needed to step deeper into the room. The boots made her nearly as tall as Chris and gave her a sense of authority she hadn't realized she needed. Each step seemed to echo off the walls as she held his gaze swaying her hips with each click of the platform. She circled him slowly, like a predator about to pounce on its prey.
Chris never let his eyes off of her, watching her reflection in the mirror as she walked. Her ass was framed just as perfectly as her chest. The tiny string not visible in the deep valley of her cheeks. His erection pressed against his belly button throbbing in anticipation.
"So you approve?" She paused in front of him, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her exposed skin. "You think Clayton would like it?"
The question caused him to audibly gasp. His pupils dilated further, his breathing shallow. Ashley could see him struggling to process what he was seeing; his wife, essentially naked except for strategically placed bondage elements, preparing not just to present herself to another man, but to submit to him fully.
"I..." Chris swallowed hard, his eyes traveling over the leather straps, lingering where they crossed her nipples, which looked almost as hard as he was. "You can't be serious."
Ashley's smile grew devious, she pushed him onto his back on the bed, straddling him as the leather creaked from her movement. She lowered her face, her lips barely touching his as he placed his hands on her bare hips.
"What's wrong?" she whispered against his lips, feeling him push against the tiny string. "Mmm You're so fucking hard." She rolled her hips, coating his hardness with her arousal. Her fingers traced the tightness in his jaw, her eyes never leaving his. "Are you thinking about what this collar means? How it means I want to be the perfect little slut for you?" She felt him pulse beneath her at the words, his breathing quickening. "Or are you picturing Clayton not even needing the collar because I'll give him exactly what he wants anyway?"
"Fuck, Ash." Chris's fingers dug into her hips, he was ready to explode and they hadn't even done much yet. He suddenly wished he was going with her tonight. Not because he was nervous to let her leave, but because he could tell by the way she was dripping all over his legs that she was more worked up than she'd ever been. Her body was so exposed, she wasn't even trying to pretend that she didn't want this anymore. And the most dizzying part of all, the part that made him shamefully blinded by lust... she was going to share all that pent up sexual energy with someone else. And fuck if that didn't make him harder than he'd ever been in his life.
"This is--" He struggled to find words that wouldn't betray too much of his reaction, which was simultaneously intense arousal and possessive panic. "You'd wear this... for him?"
Ashley smiled, and ran her fingers over her chest before sitting up straight, capturing his hardness between her thighs. She had soaked through the thin fabric of her g-string causing it to bunch up.
"You don't think he'd like it?" she mused, her fingers sliding over chest and abs while she continued to roll her hips.
"Fuck, baby." Chris tried to keep his breathing under control as Ashley continued to grind against him. "I think if you showed up like this you wouldn't even make it in the house before he was on you."
"Mmm, why haven't we ever fucked outside?" Ashley reached down placing her hand on the other side of Chris's cock pushing it harder into her soaked mound. "Do you think his neighbors would hear me? Maybe they'd watch."
"Dressed like that, they'd probably join."
"Ohhhh fuuuuuck," they moaned in unison. Her soaked panties had given way pulling away just enough to let Chris slip into her inferno. "Don't... oh fuck, don't move."
The buzz of Ashley's phone from the dresser shifted Ashley's focus. Her eyes darted to her phone before she realized it was just a news alert. Nothing from Clayton. She was thankful Chris's eyes were closed otherwise he would have noticed her... what exactly? Disappointment? Anger? She pushed the thought away focusing instead on the way Chris felt inside her.
"I'm so close. I want you so fucking bad," Chris's fingers were white from he was clenching her so hard. It took every ounce of restraint he had, but he did as Ashley asked and didn't move. His dick was pulsing with pleasure, desperate for the release she was denying him. He knew she could feel it too. He could tell by the way she squeezed her eyes shut. The way she felt, like a vice grip covered in baby oil. He couldn't remember a time she felt so tight and so hot.
"You can't... we can't..." Her pussy was twitching. All Chris had to do was tilt his hips and he knew she'd come unglued. "Not until I get back. I want you this fucking hard, this worked up when I get back." Her eyes fluttered open as she got her body back under control.
"You feel so good, Ash." He released his death grip on her hips letting his fingers trace up her arms. "Better than our first night together. Like a virgin."
"Wait," she gasped, slowly rising off of Chris leaving herself feeling empty. "I just figured it out."
Chris blinked, confusion momentarily overriding arousal. "Figured what out?"
"What I'm going to wear." She pushed herself up on shaky legs, eyes bright with excitement despite her flushed cheeks and rapid breathing. "It's perfect."
"This is perfect," Chris argued, trying to figure out what was going on in his wife's head.
"Trust me," she insisted, turning away from him and giving him a view of her perfect ass. "I need to shower and get ready... alone." She caught his frustrated expression in the mirror and softened. "Don't look at me like that," she laughed. "If you stay, I'll never leave this room, and as much as I'd love that..." She trailed off, letting the implication hang between them.
Chris flopped back on the bed with an exaggerated groan. "You're killing me, Ash."
She walked back over to the bed to plant a quick kiss on his lips, careful not to let it deepen. "Consider it motivation to be ready for when I get home."
As she turned to head to the bathroom, Chris called after her, "At least tell me what you figured out!"
Ashley paused at the doorway, looking back at him with a secret smile. "Sorry, love. He gets to see this one first."
With that cryptic statement, she disappeared behind the bathroom door, leaving Chris to process the conflicting emotions surging through his system. Frustration, certainly. Arousal, definitely. But beneath those, a current of anticipation that made his heart race in the best possible way.
Whatever Ashley had planned, he knew one thing for certain. It would be worth the wait.
***
Chris paced the kitchen for what felt like the hundredth time in just as many minutes. Although in reality, it was probably less than twenty. The bourbon he poured himself sat untouched on the counter, the soft glow of the kitchen light reflecting off a single ice cube that seemed to mock him with its slow melt. It had the decency not to immediately evaporate into a puddle of sweat, something Chris seemed to be failing at with every second that passed by.
The sound of heels clicking against the hardwood floor made him rush into the living room. He turned to see Ashley standing at the top of the stairs, wrapped in a long black trench coat tied at her waist. The only clue to what she might be wearing beneath it came from her white thigh-high boots. They were sleek, zippered on the side, with heels that had to be at least four inches tall. Her hair had been styled into loose waves that hung just past her shoulders, and her makeup was subtle, almost effortless. All except her lipstick. It was a bright red shade, a color that screamed seduction.
"Well?" she asked, walking toward him slowly and wrapping her arms around his neck. "Last chance to change your mind."
Chris's throat tightened. "Are you even wearing anything under that?"
Ashley's laugh filled the air, making the angst in Chris's gut subside at least for a moment. "You'll have to wait until later to find out." She pressed her forehead to his, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath. "Or we can call the whole thing off and you can untie my coat right now."
Chris closed his eyes, feeling the weight of the moment. Ashley's perfume filled his nostrils. It was something new, something he hadn't bought her, which meant she bought it... for Clayton. The anxiety was back in his gut, and so was his erection.
"If you want to back out, you can," he said finally, opening his eyes to meet hers. "But I'm okay with everything so far. I mean that."
Her lips found his, soft at first then deeper. When she pulled away, her fingers traced down his chest, grazing the front of his pants. She leaned in, lips brushing his ear.
"I want you exactly like this when I get home," she whispered. "No touching yourself until then."
The jingle of her keys broke the moment. "I'll text you when I'm on my way back."
Then she was gone, the front door closing softly behind her.
---
Ashley's heart thumped wildly against her ribs as she navigated through the quiet neighborhood. It was only 7:30 and yet, she couldn't help but feel like it was the middle of the night and a neighbor would spot her passing car and know her dirty little secret. Her hand trembled slightly as she changed the station on the radio. The soft hum of a familiar song doing little to distract her mind from racing faster than her car.
Should she text Clayton that she was on her way? She glanced at her phone in the cup holder. He seemed almost uninterested that she was even coming. The shift from a constant stream of messages that would make her blush in public to now, near radio silence bothered her more than she knew it should, but she convinced herself it was just her competitive streak coming out, nothing more.
The GPS announced another turn. Twenty minutes to her destination.
She had given Chris an out. Given herself an out. She should have untied her coat as soon as she came down the stairs. There was no way Chris would have been able to resist her. She rubbed her thighs together, remembering just how little she had on. Heat bloomed through her body as she thought about just how exposed she was right now.
"What am I doing?" she whispered to the empty car.
Was this her being a good wife, expanding their horizons together? Or was it a step too far? Would she come home and hate herself? Worse, would Chris hate her? The word "whore" rang through her mind, Clayton's word, but in her own voice now. It didn't cause the same reaction in her like "slut" did, but it also didn't feel inflammatory anymore.
A stoplight bathed the car's interior in red. Ashley turned her head to the left, where a man in his late twenties sat idling beside her. Their eyes met. His smile was warm, friendly even.
Did he know? The thought slithered into her mind before she could stop it. Could he see it in her eyes? Could he see what she was about to do? What she had become? Heat rushed to her cheeks. But it wasn't embarrassment. It was arousal.
She shifted in her seat feeling her dampness grow at the very thought of this stranger looking at her.
The light changed.
As she accelerated, she glanced into the rearview mirror, her eyes catching the man from the light. A smile spread across her face, fantasies of the stranger catching a glimpse of her flooded her mind. Would he follow her? Pull up beside her again just to see if she'd roll the window down? Would he ask her to show him what was underneath the coat, or would he simply reach into her car and tear it off of her? Would he call her a whore? A slut? Tell her she deserved it for dressing like that? And she did, didn't she?
Maybe he wouldn't do any of those things. Maybe he would just force himself on her. Would she even stop him?
Her breath hitched, afraid of answering the question. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with her?
The man's face shifted into Clayton's, and the panic in her chest melted away making her feel... safe? Clayton's touch was just as demanding, just as forceful, but it wasn't unwanted. It was possessive. Controlling. Everything she wanted, needed in this moment. Her foot pressed down harder on the accelerator.
Ten minutes.
Fear. Excitement. Guilt. Desire. Each emotion crashed into the next like waves against rocks. The closer she got to Clayton's house, the more the anticipation built, drowning out everything else. She glanced at her phone again. Still no notifications, nothing from Clayton.
His neighborhood appeared ahead, modern homes, all with multiple stories. She wouldn't call them mansions, but even with all the upgrades she and Chris had made lately, their home paled in comparison to these. The calm voice of her GPS announced that her destination was on the right, causing Ashley to laugh. Calm. She certainly didn't feel calm. Maybe she should have changed the voice to something more appropriate. But then, what exactly was the appropriate voice for a woman dressed in next to nothing, on her way to visit... no, fuck, her husband's childhood friend with his knowing permission?
Two Minutes
Ashley adjusted her coat, feeling the delicate material beneath it brush against sensitive skin. Whatever happened tonight would change things. Not just between her and Clayton, but between her and Chris too. She'd crossed boundaries before, but always with Chris present. This was different. Deliberate. Her choice alone. And deep down, past the guilt, and the anxiety, all she felt was excitement and determination.
One Minute.
***
Ashley sat in her car looking up at the imposing house in front of her. The engine clicked as it cooled down, transferring its heat straight to Ashley's body. She'd only been there once before, with Chris. She thought back on that night. She and Chris had drunk too much and slept on the pull-out. Only they didn't do much sleeping. She remembered seeing Clayton come down the stairs, the way he looked at her, the hunger in his eyes, the size of his... She took a deep breath and opened the car door. She'd come this far already, she couldn't turn back now.
The chimes of the doorbell rang through the house as Ashley tightened her coat, eagerly waiting for Clayton to answer so she could get inside. She glanced over her shoulder, the other houses were far enough away that she couldn't see anyone outside, but she didn't want to take any chances.
She shifted her weight, the white boots creaking slightly against the polished stone of Clayton's front porch. Her foot bounced with nervous energy. Had he forgotten? The thought seemed impossible given what they'd arranged, yet his silence throughout the day made her wonder. She glanced back at her car, calculating the distance if she needed to make a quick retreat.
Just as her hand raised to knock, the door swung open.
Clayton stood in the doorway wearing dark jeans and an unbuttoned white shirt that revealed his toned chest and abs. His hair was slightly disheveled, as if he'd been running his fingers through it. The casual confidence of his stance made Ashley's mouth go dry.
His eyes flicked to his watch. "You're early."
Ashley raised her eyebrow, not the greeting she expected. "It's 7:57."
A smile formed at the corner of Clayton's mouth. "Eager, aren't we?"
Heat rushed to her cheeks as she realized she'd fallen into his trap. By defending herself, she'd admitted to monitoring the time, to caring about their arrangement. She hated how cocky he was... and how much it turned her on.
"Are you going to invite me in?" She glanced over her shoulder again. A light had come on in the house across the street.
"Not yet," Clayton smiled, taking a step forward and placing his hands on the belt holding together Ashley's coat.
"Wha... what do you mean, not yet?" She tried to keep the panic from her voice, but the wide-eyed expression on her face gave her away.
"I mean--" his voice dropped lower, not because he didn't want people to hear, but because he wanted her to know how serious he was. "First, I want to see exactly what you pictured when you were preparing to come over here."
So, that was his game then? The lack of contact wasn't because he was busy. It was because he wanted to see exactly what she would come up with? How far she would go. "Here? But, what if someone sees?"
Clayton's eyes sparkled with mischief. "That's the point." He pulled at the belt of the coat allowing it to open. "Now, show me." His voice grew more urgent, more demanding.
"I'm not--" Ashley started, her eyes darting around the quiet street. "Clayton, this is crazy."
"Is it?" He tilted his head slightly. "Crazier than going to your husband's office and letting me cum all over your body knowing that anyone could have walked in?"
"Don't be an asshole," she hissed. "You know that was different." She balled her hands into a fist. This was a mistake. She should turn around and leave. Go back to her husband, the person who actually respected her, not treated her like a... Her traitorous body warmed to the thought.
"What are you afraid of?" It wasn't a challenge as much as a genuine question. "You've been dancing around this for too long. Just admit to yourself what this is. What you actually want." His hands were still on the belt of her coat, holding it open just enough to where if he wanted to he could see, but he didn't.
She opened her mouth to answer, ready to tell him to go to hell, but the words didn't come out. He was doing it again. Saying the exact things she knew but was afraid to admit. Seeing through the carefully constructed walls she'd put up exposing her darkest desires.
"Fine," she whispered, anger and arousal battling within her. "But I swear to God, if someone sees--"
"Then they'll see a woman who is finally unafraid to admit what she wants." He lowered his hands, letting the belt dangle at her sides, and took a step back, giving her space.
With trembling fingers, Ashley took a deep breath and cupped the lapel of the oversized coat. The night wind brushed against her exposed flesh, causing goosebumps to pepper her skin as she pulled it off her shoulders. It fell effortlessly onto the stone porch, leaving her feeling even more exposed than she thought.
As much as he wanted to, Clayton couldn't keep his composure as she let herself go. He sucked in air, the image in front of him better than anything he could have possibly imagined. His eyes traveled over her body with a slowness that made Ashley shift in place. He was making a show of looking at her, and it was having its desired effect on her.
She stood before him in a classic white angelic lingerie set that was anything except pure. The delicate floral lace barely contained her curves. The demi-cup bra sat provocatively low, its soft edges allowing the fullness of her breasts to spill slightly over the trim. The cups pushed upward, forming perfect crests that caught the porch light, the pale pink of her nipples just visible through the intricate pattern. A sheer garter belt hugged her slim waist, connecting to stockings that rose to mid-thigh. Nearly every inch of her was both exposed and decorated in a way to put her sexiness on full display.


Clayton's tongue slid from between his lips, wetting them as his eyes traced to the junction of her thighs. Ashley wore matching panties, a paper-thin fabric that revealed more than it concealed. A thin, deliberate cutout sat at the center of them. A cutout that Clayton may have missed, if Ashley wasn't already so aroused. Her pale, pink lips blossomed slightly, a perfect compliment to the white fabric. The moisture gathering there caused the surrounding fabric to cling even more insistently to her contours, outlining every curve and fold with unflinching honesty.
The most enticing piece of it all was the white lace cuffs that sat on each wrist. They had small silver rings attached to them that seemed like they were mostly decorative, but something told Clayton he could find a practical use for them. When Clayton's eyes finally met Ashley's again she was blushing, unwilling to meet his gaze.
"Tell me why you came here tonight." Clayton reached out grabbing her chin and forcing her eyes to meet his.
"You know why." She crossed her arms, accidentally pushing her breasts higher against the low-cut bra. "Chris and I talked and..."
"Bullshit." Clayton's interruption boomed down the street. "This," he waved his hand around her outfit, "has nothing to do with Chris anymore. This is about you. About what you want."
"That's not true." But she couldn't look him in the eye. "I'm doing this for him. For us."
"It may have started like that, but not now." He nodded at her outfit. "Was this for him?"
Ashley swallowed, the truth uncomfortably close to the surface. "Please, just let me in before someone sees me."
"Tell me why you're here."
"I told you. We had breakfast and Chris said..."
Clayton's hand shot out, gripping her chin with startling swiftness. Her eyes went wide, not from fear, but just the unexpectedness of it.
"Stop lying to yourself." His thumb brushed against her lower lip, the tenderness of it mixed with the sudden burst of aggressiveness caused Ashley to shiver. She tried to turn her head, to deny him, but his grip was too tight.
"Look at what you're wearing," he continued, his eyes traveling down her body before returning to her face. "Look at how wet you already are just standing here. And you want me to believe this is all for him? For his little fantasy?"
Heat flooded her cheeks, the evidence of her arousal impossible to hide in the sheer white fabric. She was quickly regretting her outfit choice.
"What do you want from me?" she whispered, her voice shaky.
"The truth." His grip softened, but the intensity in his eyes didn't waver. "Say it, Ashley. Say what you're really here for."
"I can't." The words were barely audible.
"I hate that word." His thumb pressed against her lower lip, parting her mouth slightly. "Can't implies you don't have a choice, and you do." He released her chin, but his hand hovered. "You can tell me the real reason, or you can pick up your coat and leave."
Ashley's breath quickened, her pulse thundering in her ears. The threat of being sent away created a surge of panic that surprised her with its intensity. She didn't want to leave, not after all of this.
"I..." she began, the words sticking in her throat as heat pooled in her core.
Clayton waited, he knew she wouldn't disappoint him, she never did. This part was critical. She had to get there on her own.
"I want you," she finally admitted, the words rushing out before she could stop them. "I want you to fuck me. Are you happy now?"
Clayton's expression shifted. A smile curved at the corner of his lips. One of both satisfaction, but also hunger. His eyes shifted and Ashley realized this was the look he had given her that first night she was here with Chris. The night everything changed. His hand slid to the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her hair.
"Again," he commanded softly. "Say it again."
Ashley swallowed, the last of her resistance crumbling under the weight of her own desire. "I want you to fuck me, Clayton. I came here because I want you to fuck me."
His grip tightened in her hair, pulling her head back slightly as he leaned closer. His lips hovered just above hers, not quite touching. She could feel his breath, warm against her mouth. She was panting now. She wasn't sure when she started but suddenly it felt like she couldn't get enough air.
"Good girl" he whispered, his voice a low rumble that she felt more than heard.
With that, she pulled away from his grip, crashing her mouth onto his in a kiss that obliterated any remaining pretense. In that moment she forgot about everything and let Clayton claim her in a way she never had. As her tongue danced against his she forgot all about how exposed she felt standing there. She wrapped her arms around his neck, the sound of their lips smacking together echoing through the night. She forgot about Chris, about how he would react when she went home. Clayton was right. Right now, it wasn't about him at all. It was about this; the electricity that had sparked between them from the first moment, and recapturing it without regard for anyone or anything else.
When he finally broke the kiss, Ashley was breathless, her body humming with need. Clayton had the same cocky grin on his face that she hated. The same one that drove her to his doorstep wearing next to nothing.
"Now you can come inside," Clayton said with a devious grin, taking a step to the side and extending his arm to allow her to walk past him.
The confidence in her stride surprised her. With each click of her heel, she felt electricity wash over her. She watched Clayton from the corner of her eye knowing he was waiting for the moment she passed him so he could see her from behind. A triumphant smile formed on her lips as the heel of her boots clicked onto the hardwood floor of his home. She hadn't even gotten completely past him before his eyes dipped lower breaking their stare, a small victory for her.
If Clayton thought the front of Ashley's outfit was provocative, the back was downright sinful. His gaze traced the length of her spine, lingering where the garter belt's thin straps disappeared into the valley between her shoulder blades, only to reappear lower, framing the curves of her ass like a sexy picture frame. He bit down on the inside of his mouth to keep from audibly gasping as he followed the thin, white string between the perfect swell of her ass before it disappeared completely between her cheeks in an obvious invitation.
***
On instinct, Ashley ended up in the kitchen standing at the same island she stood almost a year ago as Chris and Clayton went shot for shot. She turned her head slowly toward the living room, the sofa where on that same night their game seemed to cross over from fantasy to reality. Her pulse quickened as her mind transported her back to that night with Chris, the way they'd started innocently enough on that couch before Clayton had appeared on the stairs. She rubbed her thighs together thinking about the way Clayton looked at her, the way Chris felt inside her as Clayton exposed himself to her.
The press of Clayton's body against her back pulled her abruptly into the present. His chest was warm against her shoulders, his breath stirring the hair near her ear as he reached around her, offering a drink. The simple act of being bracketed by his body sent a fresh wave of heat through her core.
"Still thinking about that night, I see," he murmured, his lips close enough to brush her earlobe.
Ashley took the glass, grateful for something to do with her hands. "Don't flatter yourself," she replied, but the attempt at nonchalance failed as her eyes remained fixed on the sofa. She took a large drink, the vodka burning a clean path down her throat.
Clayton's laugh confirmed he knew she was full of shit, but he didn't press the issue, he didn't need to. His fingers closed around her free hand, her left hand, as he pulled away from her and led her out of the kitchen.
"Where are we going?"
"Upstairs." The single word carried enough weight to make her pulse jump.
"Now who's eager?" Ashley teased with a laugh as they ascended the first step and her gaze finally broke from the sofa.
He didn't bother with a response. Instead, as they reached the top of the stairs he pulled her off to the right. The hallway wasn't very long, and after passing two other closed doors they arrived at the end of the hall.
The room wasn't actually much bigger than hers. She wasn't sure what she was expecting, but the hint of familiarity seemed to settle her a bit. Much like his office, it was clear a guy lived here, but it didn't really put off the alpha male vibe Clayton seemed to carry. The walls, an off grey color, were mainly bare of any pictures or personal belongings. A large dresser sat next to the closed window with light blue curtains. Across from it a bathroom similar to the one at home. In the middle of the room sat a four-poster king sized bed. Ashley's mouth went dry thinking about everything that's probably happened on that bed, and why someone like Clayton would have a four-poster bed with no canopy.
Next to the bed was a full-length mirror, angled just right to capture everything that might happen on the expensive-looking mattress. Heat climbed up Ashley's spine. She'd never done anything in front of a mirror before. It was exciting. Terrifying. Exposing. She let go of Clayton's hand and walked toward it, drawn to it like it had gravity.
She stood before the glass, staring. She barely recognized the woman looking back at her.
She was supposed to feel shame. Supposed to feel disgust. But all she felt was heat.
Clayton appeared behind her, their eyes meeting in the reflection.
"You enjoy all the attention you've been getting, don't you?" His hands rested on her shoulders.
"All those men wanting you. Wishing they could see you like this. Wishing they could fuck you."
_"Slut. You're a fucking slut... and you love it."_
Her eyes fluttered closed. A tremble ran through her lips as her tongue traced them. She smiled.
Ashley's body was molten, on the verge of combustion. She didn't want to talk anymore. She didn't want games. She wanted to be taken. Her thighs were already slick, the evidence of her desire sliding down her leg. She pressed her ass into the bulge in Clayton's jeans, a soft whimper escaping her throat.
She nearly whispered, "Please," But stopped herself. She wasn't ready to beg. Not yet.
She whispered his name. No answer.
He stepped back.
The sudden absence of his body made her gasp and snap her eyes open, the mirror still staring back, reflecting a woman who didn't look confused anymore.
"Touch yourself." It wasn't a question, it was a demand. Ashley caught his gaze in the mirror, her fingers trailing down her stomach. She'd never done this for Chris before, at least not like this.
"Don't look at me. Watch yourself." Her fingers paused on the top of her thigh, the soft fabric of the stocking making her touch feel foreign. She wanted to hide. What Clayton was asking was so... intimate. Not only had she never done anything like this for Chris, but she'd never watched herself while she did it. Her attention was always on him, his enjoyment. Clayton reached out touching her wrists. His touch was soft and caused her to shudder. Her movements continued, her fingers grazing her sex finding it drenched.
"Good girl," Clayton whispered against her ear. He fought the urge to press into her, to show her just how much he was enjoying the show. "Show me how you touch yourself when you're alone. When you're thinking about me."
A soft moan escaped her lips at his presumption, though she couldn't deny its accuracy. She circled her clit, thankful that it wasn't hidden underneath the fabric. She wanted the skin to skin contact, she just wished it was Clayton's skin. Her movements were tentative at first, then grew more assured as her body responded. Her eyes flickered closed, her sensitive nub hardening against her touch.
"Eyes open," Clayton commanded. He watched her fingers work, the cutout in her panties allowing him to watch unburdened as her lips parted, her fingers dragging against her pink flesh.
The cool air against her exposed flesh made her shiver, or perhaps it was the intensity of Clayton's gaze in the mirror as she played with herself. She massaged two fingers between her folds, her knees growing weak as her arousal grew. Her eyes flickered to his, and she pushed a finger deep inside her slit, whimpering with need. She watched him, watching her, but all he did was smirk. That stupid cocky smile driving her mad with lust.
She straightened her legs, fighting the urge to once again close her eyes. Standing in boots and stockings, the garter belt and crotchless panties framed her lewdness rather than concealing it. She felt more exposed than if she'd been completely naked.
Her reflection showed the evidence of her arousal glistening on her inner thighs. The sight should have embarrassed her; instead, it fed something primal within her. She saw the look in Clayton's eyes, the hungry look of a man consumed with lust.
Ashley's right hand continued between her thighs, her fingers gliding through the wetness gathered there. Her left hand moved to her breast, fingers tracing the lace edge of her bra before dipping beneath it to find her hardened nipple. In the mirror, the sight was undeniably erotic, her flushed skin, her parted lips, Clayton watching over her shoulder with dark, hungry eyes.
"I want you so bad," Ashley whispered, the tension in her belly growing, the act of performing for Clayton seemed to heighten her arousal. "I want you to fuck me."
"Kneel," he ordered, and Ashley dropped to her knees so fast she was sure she'd be bruised in the morning.
She began to turn as he stepped to her side, their profiles visible in the mirror. She reached for his belt, but his hands caught her jaw between his thumb and pointer finger making her look into his eyes instead of the bulge in his pants.
"Your mouth would feel amazing right now, but that's not what I want."
A small tremor rocked Ashley's core from his words and she licked her lips. Clayton let go of her jaw as he slowly shed the unbuttoned shirt he was wearing. Somewhere off to the side, Ashley could hear Clayton's phone buzzing, but they ignored it too caught up in the moment to care.
"Turn back around and face the mirror," he ordered walking behind her. She did as instructed, tracking him through the mirror as she did. She watched as he undid his belt, stepping out of his pants and removing a condom from his pocket. The bulge in the front of his boxers was huge and Ashley smiled to herself, a sense of accomplishment washing over her having known that was all due to her performance.
As he began to slide his boxers down his strong legs, he tossed the condom at her side. Once he was completely naked, he kneeled behind her.
The heat from Clayton's chest pressed against her back, making Ashley moan in delight. He pulled her closer, and Ashley's body responded -- her hips already moving, desperate to find him. His lips dusted over the shell of her ear, and she trembled, her need nearly unbearable.
"Stop teasing me and just fuck me already." Ashley barely recognized the words coming from her mouth. She couldn't remember the last time she had been this desperate for sex.
"You're not in control here, Ashley. I am." His breath was like fire on her neck. She could feel his cock, pressed against the swell of her ass. It felt different through the fabric of her garter belt, more delicate and somehow more menacing at the same time. His hand slid between her shoulder blades, pushing her forward.
The soft buzzing on his phone had returned. Someone really wanted to get ahold of him. For a long second, Clayton's hands froze on her back, focusing on the buzz. Then they continued their descent over the curve of her ass.
"Spread your legs a little wider," he commanded, and Ashley leaned forward onto her arms more, shuffling her knees to the side. When she did, his entire hand slid between her thighs, dipping two fingers inside her.
"Ohhh, fuck," Ashley's arms nearly gave way. Her walls immediately gripping his digits and covering them in her juices.
"So fucking wet already, and we've only just begun." His voice is low, taunting. Yet, instead of making Ashley angry it just made her want more. She pushed her hips back, taking more of his meaty fingers inside her and sighing in pleasure.
With his fingers deep inside her sex, Ashley began to work her hips. It wasn't lost on her that Clayton wasn't moving at all -- he was making her do all the work. But that was fine with her. She dropped her hips, grinding and wiggling them against him. "That feels sooooo fucking good," she cooed as she used his fingers like a toy.
When Ashley opened her eyes, she saw Clayton staring back at her. The scene in front of her was like nothing she'd ever experienced. She felt like a voyeur, watching as some pornstar worked herself into a frenzy on the fingers of her male co-star. Except the pornstar was her.
Each time she pushed her hips back, her eyes raked over a different part of her own body -- her cheeks, red with flush and desire; her chest, half-hanging out of her bra, nipples hard and taut; her pussy, bald and glistening as it stretched around Clayton's thick fingers. She watched her own face contort in pleasure, and she could feel it building. "Please..." she whimpered, her hips picking up speed. "Please fuck me."
She didn't look at him when she said it. She watched herself -- the lips of a wife, a whore, a slut, begging another man to fuck her -- and it made her quiver with need.
Clayton pulled his fingers out of her, slick with her arousal. He caught her stare in the mirror and, without breaking eye contact, sucked his fingers into his mouth, tasting just how much she wanted him. She watched him, her gaze never faltering. Not when he grabbed the condom and rolled it on. Not when he took his position behind her, his fingers digging into her hips. Not even when he rolled his hips forward and sank into her. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, her walls stretching around him, but her eyes never left his.
"Uunngh you're so fucking tight," Clayton was the first to break eye contact, his cock bottoming out inside her warmth, begging him to push even further. He wrapped his arm around her pulling her hips to him as he gave her only a second to adjust.
"Fuck yes, yes. Fuck me." Ashley could already feel the orgasm approaching as Clayton touched places inside her only he could. She groaned in delight as Clayton teased her by pulling almost completely out, only to slam back into the dripping, molten heat of her slit. His teeth found her neck sinking into it and sucking hard.
"Mmmm uuungh." Ashley pressed her neck into his teeth. It was going to leave a mark, but she didn't care. All she needed right now was for him to keep fucking her.
Clayton adjusted his position slightly, propping his right leg up to give him more leverage. The results of the new position were instant.
"Ohhh God. Mmmm fuck. Don't stop. Fuck, Don't Stop." The new position allowed Clayton to drive a little deeper into Ashley, hitting that sweet spot inside of her that seemed to make her mind go haywire and her entire body go lax.
"I'm going to cum." she announced, her pussy squeezing Clayton with new force.
"Not yet. Your body looks too fucking perfect for this to end yet." Clayton slowed his pace down, keeping Ashley frustratingly close to the edge but not able to get there.
"Please... Fuck, please let me cum." Ashley was done pretending she was too good to beg. She was so close, her entire body hummed with need. She would have done anything Clayton asked of her in this moment.


Another buzz from the dresser broke her concentration and she groaned in frustration, her orgasm slipping further away. She saw Clayton's brows furrow in the mirror before turning toward the source of interruption.
"Don't answer it... please. Just let me..." She didn't even get to finish the thought before Clayton pulled out of her with a loud plop. Being derailed by something as mundane as a phone call felt almost cruel in her current state.
"It will be quick," Clayton said, his voice firm. "Don't you dare cum without me."
The phone buzzed again. Clayton moved toward the dresser, unbothered, like he hadn't just been deep inside her seconds ago. Ashley's reflection stared back at her. Her skin was flushed, streaked with sweat. Spit dangled from her bottom lip, glistening under the light. Her left tit hung completely free, the nipple diamond-hard and desperate for attention. She looked like a whore. And God, it made her even wetter.
Clayton glanced at the screen, his expression darkening instantly. "Fucking Tom," he muttered, his thumb hovering over the screen.
Ashley's mind flashed to the man from the club. Tom's hungry eyes following her across the dance floor, Chris's unmistakable discomfort. What could Tom possibly want at this hour? And more importantly, what could be so urgent that Clayton would answer rather than finish what they'd started?
"I need to take this," Clayton said, grabbing his pants off the floor and peeling off the condom. "Don't move," he commanded as he opened the door.
With that, he accepted the call, stepping into the hallway. "This better be important," she heard him growl before the door closed behind him.
Ashley sat frozen, the abrupt shift leaving her disoriented. She'd bared herself completely only to be abandoned for a phone call from Tom. The same Tom who made Chris uncomfortable. Why was he calling Clayton so late? And why did the thought of him being off-limits send a jolt of electricity straight to her core?
Her arousal intensified, combined with a new sense of curiosity.
Clayton's voice faded, his footsteps carrying it further down the hall. Ashley couldn't make out any words, but Clayton sounded angry. Curiosity piqued, Ashley looked away from the mirror and crept closer to the door. She stepped softly, determined not to let the heel of her boots give her away. One way or the other, she was determined to figure out what could possibly be more important than her giving in to Clayton's every demand.
***
Clayton pressed the phone to his ear as he pushed into his office, pushing the door shut behind him, although it didn't close completely. He turned on the lights, as he walked over to his computer, all three monitors coming to life at the same time.
"It better be life or death, Tom." The edge in his voice would have intimidated most people. Tom wasn't most people.
"Why isn't Ashley coming on the trip to Seattle?" Tom's words were slurred. He'd been drinking. Tom was hard enough to deal with sober. Clayton didn't have the time or energy to deal with him if he was drunk.
Clayton rubbed his temples with his thumbs. He should have ignored the call. Pressing a few buttons on his computer, he transferred the call there, allowing him to go hands-free. If Tom was drunk, he would say something stupid, and Clayton wanted to record it, just in case he could use it for leverage later.
"I already told you, Tom. She's not going because your neanderthal approach with Chris spooked him. He doesn't want his wife anywhere near you." He dropped his phone back into his pants pocket, declining the on-screen dialogue that asked if he wanted to turn on video.
"But he doesn't care that you fuck her? That you are setting him up every ste--"
"Spare me the lecture. Why are you calling? I'm busy." Clayton was growing impatient. He needed to cut this call short and get back to Ashley before he lost all the headway he'd made today.
"Busy? What could you possibly... wait," Tom chuckled on the other end of the line. Not a normal humorous laugh, but something dark, sadistic. "She's there, isn't she?"
"You're drunk, Tom. And what I do on my personal time is no concern of yours."
"Personal time?" Tom cut in. "Son, there is no such thing as personal time. Not when you're missing deadlines. Not when the audit is weeks away and you're playing house with the wife of the very person who could bring everything crashing down around us."
"I told you, I have things handled. You want her ready for the board members, I'm getting her ready. When it's time, you'll have all of them under your thumb." Clayton responded, settling into his chair and pulling up the encrypted files on his screen. This entire phone call would end up on the encrypted drive, just one more assurance that Tom wouldn't blow the entire thing up. "And Chris is exactly where I want him. He's distracted, conflicted, and completely under my thumb. This method works better than your sledgehammer approach."
"Your method is taking too long," Tom hissed. "I'm tired of moving money around, covering tracks while you indulge your obsession with her. Hell, you can't even get them to agree to let me fuck her. You really think they will agree to passing her around the board?"
Clayton blew out a breath of frustration. "My method is taking exactly as long as it needs to take. And no one is passing anyone around. We agreed on a few compromising photos you can use as leverage. Stop pushing so hard or you'll destroy all the progress we've made."
"Don't lecture me about blowing things up when you can't keep your dick in your pants," Tom snarled. "she was ready months ago, we both know that, but you've grown attached and would rather fuck her than see this thing through."
Clayton slammed his fists down on the desk making his keyboard bounce. "You're so full of shit. I don't need this. I'm going. And tell your goons to stop following me and my people. You're making everyone nervous. "
"I can fucking end you, Clayton. Don't you ever forget that." The slur in his voice was gone. The intensity of the conversation having seemingly sobered Tom up. "And I don't know what the hell you're talking about. Nobody is following you."
Clayton's eyes went wide. If Tom wasn't the one following them, then who? Before he could process the information, a soft creak from the doorway caught his attention. Clayton's head snapped up, his body tensing as he caught sight of Ashley. She looked every bit like a woman who had just been ravaged. Her eyes were wild, desperate and begging for more. He wasn't sure if she'd overheard any of the conversation or if she had simply stumbled down the hall, driven by her own lingering need. But as their eyes met, a dark thought crept into his mind. Perhaps he could make the best of a bad situation.
***
"Didn't I tell you to wait for me in the bedroom?" Clayton's gaze pinned Ashley to the door. She had pressed too close, trying to hear their conversation more clearly. Instead, all she got was fragments. Someone was being followed, but it didn't sound like they were sent by Tom. She thought back to the diner earlier with Chris. Someone had been asking about him. But who? Chris had brushed it off like it was no big deal, should she be worried?
"I..." Ashley's heart was racing, she didn't know exactly what she'd walked into, but she knew whatever it was she wasn't supposed to hear it. "I was lonely. You were taking so long, and I was so horny." Her voice was seductive, the same tone she'd used with Chris when playing their game. She bit her bottom lip as Clayton's eyes roamed her body. It helped that she wasn't completely lying.
A muffled laugh came through the speaker on Clayton's computer. "Is that her?" Tom's voice slurred slightly. "Your little project?"
Heat rushed to Ashley's cheeks as she realized what she'd just done. Tom knew her voice, he knew she was there, knew what she was. A different type of exposure washed over her as she considered the ramifications.
"Always so eager." the amusement in Clayton's voice made her shift in place. His expression darkened as he rose from his chair causing Ashley to look back at the door. "Don't move," he commanded as he took a step toward her. When he reached her, his lips brushed her ear. "Eavesdropping deserves punishment, wouldn't you agree?"
Ashley stood frozen, her nipples hard against the low cup of her bra. She wanted to be mortified, not just that Tom knew she was there, but now he heard the way Clayton was talking to her. Instead, her body was already anticipating what was coming.
"Have you gone mute?" Tom's impatient voice cut through the tension causing Ashley to look toward the screen thankful that at least the camera was off. "She's in there, isn't she?"
Clayton's hand pressed against the small of Ashley's back, the heat from his body encouraging her to respond. He guided her toward the desk, each step feeling like she was walking to her own firing squad. "Watch your tone, Tom. Don't forget who you're speaking to."
"We have bigger issues right now that you should--"
"Ashley needs a lesson in boundaries," Clayton interrupted, positioning her in front of the desk. He put his hands on her shoulders, applying just enough pressure to make her bend forward.
Her mind was screaming at her to run out of there. Whatever game Clayton was playing, it had gotten too risky. Chris had told her Tom was off-limits; he shouldn't even know she was there. But the taboo nature of it all seemed to propel her forward. Before she realized what was happening, her palms were resting on the cool surface of the desk, her exposed ass stuck in the air -- framed as a perfect target by her garter belt and stockings -- on full display for Clayton.
He took his time, admiring the view of Ashley's heart-shaped ass, and the juices that continued to leak down the inside of her thigh. She was getting off on this. Not just the submission, but being on display. Even Tom seemed to add an element of desire to the situation that made her body heat rise.
The first slap against her exposed butt wasn't painful. She knew it was coming, Clayton had actually slapped her harder than that before. It was more like a declaration, a hint of what was to come. However, it was when his digits slid down her cheek and the tip dipped between her wet folds that caught her by surprise and made her gasp.
The next slap was harder, firmer. It caused her to cry out something between a scream and a moan. Clayton's fingers again dipped lower, massaging the outer walls of her lips and making Ashley push her ass further back into his hand. She'd never experienced anything like tonight. Every cell in her body was like a sexual live wire. All of the anticipation coupled with the lack of control, the teasing, the unexpected phone call from Tom.
"Somebody talk to me, Goddamn it. What's happening?" Tom's voice sounded so close. Like he was in the room, right in front of her.
"Tell Tom what's happening," Clayton instructed, his voice calm despite the power behind his slap.
Ashley shook her head, the thought of acknowledging Tom's presence out loud was too mortifying to contemplate. Another strike landed, this one carrying more weight behind it. The sharp sound seemed to echo through her entire body.
"Ooohh," Ashley's head flew back as two of Clayton's fingers pushed inside her. The sound of her arousal dripping over his fingers filled the room. She could already feel her orgasm building. She was so close earlier and now he was touching her again. Even his fingers felt like they were stretching her.
"He can hear how you moan," Clayton growled in her ear. "He can hear how fucking wet you are just from my fingers. Tell him what I'm doing."
"Ffffuck, Clayton..." It wasn't a protest. She wasn't sure what it was, really. Just an acknowledgment of the power he had over her. Her chest pressed further into the desk as Clayton pushed more of his fingers into her. She spread her legs giving him better access. Wanting him to push her over the top. She knew Tom was a line that shouldn't be crossed. But then, he wasn't actually in the room. He couldn't see her, couldn't touch her. It was just a little teasing.
He pulled his fingers out just as abruptly as they had entered her. His hand once again crashing down on her ass causing a ripple throughout her body. She gritted her teeth, dizzy with adrenaline and need.
"Christ," Tom muttered, his tone hovering between disgust and fascination. "This is how you spend your time instead of preparing for the audit? At least have the decency to include me."
Blood tinged Ashley's tongue and she realized she'd been biting down on her lip. Not from the pain, but from the desire to cry out. To tell Tom exactly what was happening. To give him every sexy detail shamelessly.
"Ummfff, please," Ashley's eyes rolled to the back of her head as Clayton's magical fingers found her clit. Her knees buckled, thankful for the support of the desk as her pants grew more desperate. He plunged his fingers back into her core, thrusting them deep until he hit her G-spot.
"Yes, yes, oh fuck," her toes curled inside her boots, she was so close. A desperate sigh left her lips as Clayton once again pulled his dripping fingers from her cunt. The emptiness she suddenly felt was the real punishment. Ashley whimpered in frustration tears stinging the back of her eyes.
"Tell him," Clayton demanded, his breath warm against her ear. "Give him what he wants and you'll get what you want." He left his hand on the inside of her thigh, burning his touch into her soul.
"Fuuuck," Ashley blinked her eyes in quick succession. "He's..." She tried to gather her thoughts.
"Louder!" Another swat landed on her ass causing her to jump. "He needs to hear you."
"He's spanking me," she cried out, each word sending another zap to her core and making her pussy drip with need. "He's disciplining me, for not staying in the bedroom."
Tom chuckled into the phone, but instead of making Ashley self conscious it seemed to fuel her desire. "And? What else is he doing? What's he doing to make you moan like a bitch in heat?"
The words burned Ashley's ears, but Clayton was already taking advantage. The heel of his hand pressed against her engorged nub making her head spin. His fingers were back inside of her, fucking her, hard and fast. Exactly what she needed.
"Fuuuck yes, oooohhhh God. He's..." She sucked in air thrashing her head from side to side. "He's fucking me... with his fingers."
His lips were on the back of her neck. Sucking and biting at her exposed skin as he pushed her closer to the orgasm he'd denied her since she arrived.
"Tell him how it feels," Clayton commanded, his rhythm never faltering.
Ashley opened her mouth to speak, but she wasn't sure what came out was actually words. Instead it was a series of grunts and noises that seemed more animalistic than human-like. Clayton wrapped his arm around her waist pulling her closer as he worked her into a frenzy. Her hips bucked against him and shuddered as her eyes roll further back in her head.
The heat in her core had built to a boiling point, pressure mounting beyond what seemed physically possible. She'd never felt anything like this before, the sensation was too much. A tightness gathered low in her pelvis, different from her usual climax; more intense than she was used to.
At the last second, Clayton pulled his fingers away. Rather than stopping her release, the sudden absence of pressure triggered something explosive. It felt like a dam breaking inside her.
"Ooooohhhh God. Fuuuuck. Ugggh," Ashley cried out as her body convulsed. A sudden gush of warm liquid released from her, spraying across the floor in an arc that shocked her even through the haze of pleasure.
Her legs trembled violently, unable to support her weight as the sensation continued to pulse through her in waves. Confusion mingled with ecstasy. Had she just...?
"Whaaa--" she gasped, trying to make sense of what had just happened, embarrassment beginning to creep through the pleasure as she came down from the ultimate high.
Clayton's grip was the only thing keeping her from collapsing onto the desk completely as the aftershocks continued to ripple through her body. "Perfect," he murmured against her ear, he didn't sound judgmental, or even cocky at all. He sounded... proud. "Absolutely perfect."
"What the hell was that?" Tom demanded, his agitation growing from the lack of participation.
"It seems Ashley here is a squirter," Clayton chuckled against her skin kissing her still sensitive neck. He ran the tips of his fingers over her back, calming her as she started to regain her senses.
"I've never... How did you?"
"Not me. That was all you, Ashley." Clayton's kisses on the back of her neck grew in intensity making her lean into them. "That's what happens when you finally let go and stop caring about everything else around you." His hands moved to his belt, the metallic sound of the buckle releasing bringing her sharply back to the present moment.
"What are you doing?" she whispered already knowing the answer.
"Picking up where we left off earlier."
"But Tom..."
"Tom already knows you're here. He's already heard you cum." His pants fell to the floor with a thud as the belt crashed against the floor. "Do you really care if he listens to me fuck you?"
After everything that had just happened Ashley's body seemed to have a mind of its own. As soon as she felt Clayton's length press against the valley of her ass she pushed against it. Wanting it, needing it. "But Chris..."
"Isn't here." He dipped his hips lettings Ashley's juices coat his shaft. "Tonight you're all mine. I make the rules."
"Ahhhh," Ashley's head was spinning. Her body responding not just to his actions, but his words. Everything Clayton did seemed to set her off. She couldn't control it even if she wanted to, and right now she didn't. Not after she just had the most mind blowing orgasm of her life.
"And my first rule," The crown of his large cock pressed against her clit making her cry out. Clayton's smile widened triumphantly, this was it. He drew his hips back one final time. "Is no more condom."
Before Ashley could process his words, he slammed into her. The sudden intrusion was intoxicating, stretching her to her limit. He felt even bigger than she remembered, wider, filling spaces inside her she didn't know existed. The raw sensation of skin against skin sent electric currents racing up her spine, her body betraying her mind's desperate attempt to understand the implications of what was happening.
"Ohhh fffuuuuccck," Ashley's walls clenched Clayton's invading cock, not wanting to let it go. Her fingers clawed at the desk, desperate to find something to hold, to get leverage and drive him deeper. "We shouldn't... Oh God you feel so good."
Clayton's fingers dug into her hips. "You're so fucking tight," he grunted through clenched teeth. "So much better without a condom."
"Uuungh," Ashley's walls spasmed at his words. He was right, of course. This felt so much better. Every nerve ending in Ashley's body was on fire, like her own personal brand of heroin. "This is... oh fuck... this is so wrong."
"Feels just right to me," he moaned pushing a little deeper into her and being rewarded with another moan. "Your cunt looks so fucking good wrapped around my cock."
Despite her climax just moments ago, Ashley could feel another one building. Clayton's words were having a bigger effect on her than she cared to admit. She pushed herself up slightly from the desk, wrapping her arm around his neck to allow him to get even deeper.
From the computer speaker, Tom's ragged breathing mingled with her own, a voyeuristic presence that should have horrified her but instead intensified everything. For a second she had forgotten about him, too lost in her own desire, her own discretions. "Turn on the camera. Let me watch." Ashley's breath hitched, praying Clayton didn't hear him, even though she knew it was impossible.


Clayton's left hand slid around her body, tugging the thin fabric of her bra and nearly ripping it off. He toyed with her sensitive nipples causing her to grip him tighter. "You hear that. He wants to watch. I know how much you love an audience."
Liquid fire leaked from her pussy, her words more accurate than she cared to admit. She shook her head silently, throwing her body backward onto his hard spear. "Please," she begged craning her neck desperate to find his lips. "Fuck me. God, just keep fucking me."
Clayton never broke his rhythm as his eyes darted around the room, searching. His gaze finding the chair he kicked away from his desk when he led Ashley over. His fingers dug deeper into Ashley's hips, his teeth brushing against her ear.
"You feel so fucking perfect," he whispered, his voice rough with desire. "So wet, so tight." He bit down harder just below her earlobe, making her shudder around him. "I want to feel you cum around my bare cock."
The word bare echoed in her mind, sending a rush of heat through her body. Her pussy pulsed in response, betraying her, as the reality of what was happening hit her all at once. Too much was happening too fast, and her mind couldn't keep up. Her mind raced with guilt and confusion, but her body, aching and needy, didn't care. She couldn't stop herself from responding to him, couldn't stop her hips from pushing back into him, craving more. Even while she tried to consider Chris, her walls clenched around Clayton's shaft, a primal, desperate urge that made her head spin. She didn't know how to feel, ashamed, aroused, both? Yet all she could focus on was the overwhelming sensation of him inside her, raw and real.
Without warning, he withdrew completely, leaving Ashley empty and whimpering at the sudden loss. Before she could protest, Clayton dropped into his chair, spinning it to face the computer. His cock stood proudly at attention, glistening with her arousal.
He grabbed her waist, forcing her to face away from him. To face the screen where Tom's voice was coming from and sheathing himself into her glistening slit.
"Unnngh," Ashley cried out in pleasure as her hips dropped into his lap. From this angle he felt even deeper, his cock curving just enough to smash against her g-spot.
"Tom has been so patient. Don't you want to give him a little show?" Ashley bounced freely on Clayton's lap, her eyes shooting open at his words. The monitor in front of her remained black, Tom's presence only there through sound, nothing else. Her back arched, pressing her chest closer to the monitor as her left hand cupped and played with her nipple.
"Show him what a good little slut you've become for my cock, Ashley." He let go of her hips, his hands sliding between her knees and slowly pulling her legs apart. When her legs were fully spread his hand left her legs inching closer to the computer.
"Fffuck, fuck," Ashley pleaded. She was grateful for the added height they gave her. It provided the leverage she needed to pull up Clayton's shaft before driving back down and impaling herself on his magnificent meat. Her mind barely registered his words as she worked toward her release.
"Just say the word and I'll stop," he whispered as Ashley drove herself closer to another mind shattering orgasm.
She should stop him. This had all gone too far already. She felt the fire in the pit of her stomach grow. She had already crossed so many lines tonight. Done so many things she shouldn't have. Things she would have to try to defend to Chris when she got home.
"Ohhh fuck, oh God," she rotated her hips as Clayton's bare cock pressed against her cervix. But then, what was one more line crossed after she had done so much? "Oh fuck, I'm so close. Don't fucking stop. Don't you dare fucking stop."
Clayton took her words for what they were, permission. With the flick of his wrist a small green light appeared on the laptop and Tom's smiling face appeared on the monitor right in front of Ashley.
Her eyes locked with Tom's on the screen, her body freezing mid-motion as the shock of his sudden appearance registered. For one suspended moment, the only sound was her ragged breathing and the subtle creak of the office chair beneath them. Time seemed to crystallize around her; the warmth of Clayton still buried inside her, the cool air against her exposed skin, and now Tom's hungry gaze drinking her in. This was so wrong, so fucked up, and yet, her body was responding in a way she'd never imagined.
"Well, hello there, Ashley," Tom's voice purred through the speakers, deeper and more resonant than when it had been disembodied. His eyes, cold and calculating, swept over her nakedness with predatory appreciation. "Aren't you just full of surprises?"
Shame and arousal collided within her, neither winning outright but instead merging into something altogether new. She should cover herself, protest, flee, anything. But instead she remained, sliding up and down on Clayton's magnificent cock, her legs spread wide for Tom's eyes to feast.
"Even better than the pictures," Tom joked, his hand disappearing below the frame momentarily before returning. Ashley's eyes widened, unsure of what that meant. Had Clayton shared pictured with him? Had Chris?
Before she had time to formulate a question Tom adjusted his camera, tilting it downward to reveal his excitement, thick and imposing in his grip. "Thought you may want to see exactly what your little show was doing to me."
Tom had a nice cock. It wasn't nearly as big as Clayton's, but it looked similar to her husband's in length. It was veinier than Chris's and had a slight bend to it. Instinctively Ashley licked her lips wondering what it would feel like.
Clayton's hands found her wrist, steadying her trembling form. His touch was grounding, almost tender compared to Tom's abrasive presence. "It's okay," he whispered against her shoulder, his breath warm and reassuring. "You're doing so well, Ashley. You feel incredible." He guided her hand to her clit. With her legs sprawled out like this Tom had a perfect view of it. He could see the exact shade of pink it was, how swollen and needy it was. It was almost as good as being in the room with her.
Almost involuntarily, her body responded, lifting slightly before sinking back down onto Clayton's length. Her fingers teasing her clit, lightly at first then with more force. The sensation sent sparks racing up her spine, momentarily eclipsing the reality of what was happening.
"That's it," Clayton murmured, his voice becoming raspy. "God, you feel so fucking good. Let yourself enjoy this."
"Look at you," Tom growled, from above the camera as Ashley watched wide eyed as he fisted his cock. "Clayton's perfect little whore. I bet your husband has no idea what you're really capable of." His words should have been like ice water, but instead, they stoked the fire building inside her.
Ashley's pace quickened, her body finding a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure coursing through her. She leaned back against Clayton's chest, changing the angle to take him even deeper. She turned her head, her tongue desperately searching for his.
"Don't you dare look away," Tom's voice boomed causing Ashley to startle just as her tongue swiped with Clayton's. She turned her attention back to Tom. On the screen his cock pulsed with pleasure. She licked her lips, wondering what it would taste like. What it would feel like.
"Fuck yes," Clayton hissed in her ear, his hands sliding up to cup her neck. "You're so perfect like this. I can feel how much this turns you on."
He was right, of course. She couldn't explain it, but it had felt like she had one mini orgasm after another. Each one building on the other, another massive one slowly building inside her.
"Play with your tits," Tom demanded, his breathing growing more labored. "I bet you wish I were there right now, don't you?"
"Yesss, oh fuck. Yes. I'm getting closer."
Ashley's fingers teased her nipples as she found herself arching forward, offering herself to Tom. She continued to tease the sensitive bundle of nerves between her legs. Her fingers extending and grazing Clayton's balls as he hammered against her.
"That's it," Tom's voice was rougher now. "Such a good little slut. Better than I imagined. You love to be fucked, don't you? You can't wait to be shared."
"She feels incredible," Clayton told him, his voice cracking as he felt his own orgasm nearing. "So tight, so responsive." His lips found the curve where her neck met her shoulder, teeth grazing the sensitive skin.
"Ahhh fuck." The dual sensations, Clayton's physical touch and Tom's virtual presence, created a perfect storm of stimulation. Ashley's movements grew more urgent, chasing the building pressure in her pussy. The wrongness of it all, letting Tom watch, letting Clayton fuck her bareback, heightened everything until she could barely distinguish pleasure from shame.
"Yessss, oh fuck." Ashley gasped, darkness starting to form at the edge of her vision. "Cum for me... fuck... cum... cum with me." Ashley's eyes were glued to the screen. She wasn't sure who she was talking to. It didn't really matter. All that mattered in that moment was the release she was climbing to, not as big as the one earlier but already more powerful than anything she'd experienced before.
"My pleasure," Tom answered, his hand working at a frenzied pace on the screen. "I can't wait to cover your slutty little face with it."
Clayton's arms wrapped around her, supportive and possessive all at once. "I'm going to fill you," he whispered, it wasn't a question. "I'm going to pour my cum into your tight pussy."
Their words were the exact thing Ashley needed, not just to push past the ledge, but to rocket past it to glorious new heights. Her fingers worked frantically against her clit, her other hand braced against Clayton's thigh as she rode him.
"Yes, yes, oh fuck, I'm cumming," she cried out, her voice higher than normal, almost unrecognizable to her own ears. Her body surrendered completely, walls clenching around Clayton's bare cock as pleasure crashed through her in relentless waves. "Don't stop," she begged.
Tom's ragged breathing synchronized with her own as his hand moved frantically on screen. "Look at me," he commanded, his voice tight with approaching release. "Watch my dick as I cum for you."
Ashley's gaze fixed on the screen, mesmerized by Tom's intensity as Clayton's hips bucked beneath her. The office filled with the sound of skin against skin, their collective breathing, and primal groans.
"Take it," Tom demanded, his hand slowing on screen as his release began. "Take it all, you greedy little--"
"Fuuuck," Clayton roared, cutting off Tom's words as he slammed Ashley down onto him one final time. She felt him pulse inside her, the warmth of his seed flooding her core as Tom's own climax played out on the screen before her.
"Ooooh Gooood. Ohhh fuuuuck," she cried as she rolled her hips and hung onto Clayton's neck. Her body quivering as it greedily sucked every ounce of cum from Clayton's cock.
The three of them remained connected in their shared moment, Ashley impaled on Clayton, both watching Tom's satisfied expression through half-lidded eyes. Time seemed suspended, the only sound their collective struggle to catch their breath.
The spell broke when Tom chuckled, wiping his hand on something off-camera before adjusting himself back into frame. His composure returned with startling speed, the vulnerability of moments ago replaced by his usual calculating demeanor.
"Well," he said, with a smirk, "that was certainly more productive than our usual meetings." His eyes roamed over Ashley's flushed skin once more. "We'll have to arrange something in person next time I'm in town. I'll see you soon, Ashley."
Ashley's mouth opened, but no words emerged. Before she could respond, Tom's expression shifted to something more business-like. "Clayton, we'll discuss the audit preparations tomorrow. I need to know you have this under control." With that, the connection ended, the screen returning to its default black glow.
The sudden absence of Tom left the room feeling larger and quieter. Ashley remained frozen in Clayton's lap, the evidence of their encounter cooling against her thighs as the magnitude of what she'd done began to settle over her.
Clayton's arms wrapped around her, surprisingly gentle as he brushed damp hair from her face. "You were incredible," he murmured, his lips pressing softly against her shoulder. "And so incredibly sexy."
The tenderness in his voice created a strange contrast to the raw intensity of moments before. Ashley leaned back against his chest, uncertain whether to find comfort in his embrace or recoil from it.
"I can't believe that just happened," she whispered, more to herself than Clayton.
"I got you something," he said finally, his lips brushing against her ear. "A gift, because I knew you'd do so well tonight."
Ashley turned slightly, confusion flickering across her face as she tried to study Clayton's face. This wasn't like him. He wasn't a gift giving kind of person. "A gift?" Her body felt boneless, mind still hazy from the intensity of her release.
"It's in the bedroom." Clayton gently lifted her from his lap, both of them wincing slightly as their bodies separated. Their combined juices trickled down her inner thigh, and puddling around her stocking. "Can you walk?"
"I think so," she mumbled, legs trembling as she found her footing. She grabbed onto Clayton's arm for balance. The way it flexed against her touch made her wobble and he hooked his arm around her waist for added support.
"Sit," Clayton instructed, guiding her to the edge of the bed as they entered the room. Her eyes gravitated to the mirror. She looked every bit the slut she felt. The mattress dipped beneath her weight as he moved to the dresser, pulling open the top drawer.
Ashley watched him retrieve a small black box, her exhausted mind struggling to process what was happening. The dynamic between them had shifted again, Clayton's dominating presence replaced by something almost... tender. It seemed strange, this sudden softness after everything they'd done.
He returned to her, kneeling before her as he placed the box in her hands. "Open it."
"Are you about to propose?" she quipped as she lifted the lid.
"After that performance, I just might."
Nestled against dark velvet was a small silver anklet with links that sparkled in the light. In the center hung a small charm, a tiny key edged in black with a heart subtly worked into the design. The craftsmanship was exquisite. Ashley wasn't much of a jewelry person, especially anklets, but she could tell it was an expensive piece.
"It's beautiful," she whispered, running her finger along the cool silver. She had no idea why Clayton would give her jewelry, but her mind was still too fuzzy to question it.
Clayton took the anklet from the box, his fingers brushing against hers. "Left ankle," he instructed. "Let's see how it fits."
She complied without thinking, extending her left leg as Clayton fastened the cool metal around her ankle. The charm rested against the delicate bone, unfamiliar but not unwelcome. She admired it for a moment, the way it glistened against her skin.
"I should go," she said, looking back up into Clayton's eyes. "Chris is expecting me."
Clayton's smile never faded as he rose from his kneeling position. His hands found her shoulders, gently but firmly pressing her backward onto the mattress. "First we should make sure it doesn't chafe," he laughed, his weight settling between her thighs.
Ashley's playful giggle transformed into a gasp as Clayton sank into her again, her body molding around his.
"How are you still..." the question never made it past her lips as Clayton's tongue claimed her mouth.
The anklet glinted in the dim light as her legs wrapped around him, the charm dangling lightly off her ankle as her cries of pleasure began to fill the room.
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I sat alone on the beach, waves crashing over my body as my feet carved deeper trenches in the sand. My shirt clung to my chest, soaked through with saltwater, and every breath I took filled my lungs with the scent of seaweed and coconut sunscreen.
Most people would be distracted by the women in bikinis splashing nearby. I could even use that as an excuse for why my cock strained against my trunks, but that would be a lie. The real reason had to do with what happened thirty minutes ago, when I kissed my wife goodbye and watched her walk toward the hotel bar to meet another man.
Gemma and I were in Hawaii celebrating our fifth wedding anniversary. Even after all these years, she still made my pulse race when she tucked that blonde hair behind her ear and still gave me that smirk like she could read every thought in my head when she caught me staring. Maybe that was why tonight she'd decided to wear the blue sundress that matched her eyes, the one that was cut so low that it made it impossible to concentrate.
We were married in a small chapel just outside her hometown of Cincinnati, Ohio. Both of us were new lawyers at a small firm, so the honeymoon had to wait. She'd always dreamed of coming to Hawaii, and I promised her one day I would make that dream a reality.
A seagull cried overhead. I let sand run through my fingers and tried to remember how we'd gotten here. How the thing that would make any normal man red-hot with jealousy and anger made me so hard it hurt.
The waves pulled back, leaving foam around my ankles. Somewhere behind me, in the hotel's tiki bar, my brilliant, beautiful wife was letting another man tuck her hair behind her ear, stare at her perfect body while she laughed way too hard at one of his jokes. And I was left wondering if I'd made the biggest mistake of my life, or if our marriage was about to get a whole lot more fun.
It was our wedding night that changed everything. When our boss, with wandering hands and a bit too much alcohol, asked Gemma for a dance.
***
The reception was just starting to wind down. Everyone drunk, or getting there as champagne flutes reflected the last flicker of candlelight. The DJ, a guy with a man-bun and designer glasses, turned on some new age pop song and dozens of drunken guests rushed the makeshift dance floor. I watched Gemma, my new bride, as she made her rounds thanking guests for coming, and laughed every time her sister would whisper something in her ear.
I still couldn't believe this beauty had said yes to a guy like me. Not that I'm some scrub. At just over six feet, I hold my own. I played football in high school, ran track in college, and kept the build to prove it. But Gemma... in that dress... Her blonde hair shimmered under the moonlight, the faint glitter in it catching every flicker of light. She looked almost angelic, if not for the way that low neckline made my thoughts anything but holy. At the ceremony, her arms and the top of her chest had been hidden beneath a wrap. Now they were bare, smooth, and close enough to make me restless. I shifted in my seat, the bottle cold in my hand as I took another drink, watching those blue eyes sparkle with laughter.
I was lost in watching her when a voice beside me broke the spell. "Hell of a party." I turned around and saw Richard Carver, our managing partner, materialize beside me. He was in his early fifties, with a similar build to me that suggested that despite his age, he'd kept up with the gym. In fact, the only hint of Mr. Carver being older at all was his salt-and-pepper hair. He clapped me on the shoulder, pulling me closer with his handshake like a man who was used to being the one calling the shots.
"Mr. Carver," I started, but he waved me off.
"Richard, please. We're family here." He gestured around the venue, a restored Victorian mansion overlooking the river. "I hope this place is to your liking," he said with a smile that could disarm the hardest of criminals. "You two certainly clean up nice." He was speaking to me, but it was clear his attention had shifted to just over my shoulder.
Gemma appeared at my elbow, her hand sliding around my waist. "Richard, thank you again for everything. I still can't believe you arranged all of this." She released my waist, reaching out to take his hand. "When you said the firm wanted to do something special for us, I never imagined--"
"Nonsense. We are a family at Lockheed and Carver. It doesn't matter if you've been a part of it for ten years, or ten days." He raised his champagne flute in a toast, taking a slow sip while his eyes shifted from Gemma's face down to the exposed skin where her wrap used to be, then back up again. The look lasted maybe three seconds too long. Long enough for me to notice, long enough to feel something shift in my chest. I waited for the surge of anger, the protective instinct that should have had me stepping between them. Instead, I found myself studying Gemma's reaction, wondering how she would react. She was still smiling, still radiant, like she didn't notice at all, or just didn't care. That realization sent an unexpected bolt of lightning through my system.
"You're a lucky man, Paul. If I were a few years younger she could have been ex-wife number three."
His laugh was infectious, even if his joke made us give each other a concerned look.
"Oh Richard," Gemma swatted his arm playfully. "You know I'd only marry you for your money." A playful smile danced across her lips. She had always been comfortable with attention, knew how to handle compliments with grace and just enough flirtation to make someone feel special.
"Ha! Just like wife number two." Richard's eyes danced across her exposed skin and I felt heat rising up my neck.
The band shifted into a slow ballad, and Richard straightened, extending his hand to my wife. "May I dance with the bride? I promise to return her in one piece."
"Of course," Gemma said placing her hand in his.
I headed to the bar, ordered a vodka Redbull, and tried to look casual while watching them on the dance floor. Richard's hand settled respectfully on her waist as they began to sway. Gemma tilted her head back to say something, and he leaned in to catch her words over the music. She laughed, in the same way she did with everyone. Her smile bright and genuine, like you were the funniest person in the room.
The song stretched on. Richard's hand had shifted lower, not dramatically, just enough that his fingers now rested along the curve of her hip. I chewed on the inside of my cheek, taking a long drink as I watched his fingers extend, getting closer to what would be considered inappropriate. Gemma was just as animated as ever, telling some story that made Richard's eyes crinkle in amusement, and allowed him to pull her a little closer.
A metallic taste mixed with the redbull and I realized I was chewing so hard on my cheek I drew blood. Richard leaned in, whispering something to Gemma that caused her to throw her head back in laughter. Richard's gaze never left her chest. I nearly dropped my glass, my hands suddenly clammy as that comment kept echoing in my head:
_ex-wife number three_.
A mix of emotions twisted in my stomach. A deadly combination that made my pulse quicken, my pants tighten, and my stomach feel like I was going to throw up at any moment. I was transfixed, I couldn't stop staring at them. The way Gemma laid her head on his chest, the lack of any gap between their bodies. Richard's hands slid over her ass, just for a second, and I swear I thought I was having a heart attack. Then, the song ended and his hands were at his side.
I downed the rest of my drink, suddenly feeling like a fish stranded on a desert beach. Richard kissed Gemma's hand, then leaned in and whispered something else in her ear. This time, her eyes went wide in shock, then she giggled and swatted his chest playfully before the two walked back in my direction arm in arm.
"Ready to call it a night and head up to our room... husband?" It took a second to process her words. Her cheeks looked flushed, her breathing faster than normal. Was that because of Richard, or the thought of going upstairs?
I got out of my own head before Gemma realized anything was wrong. We walked toward the elevator as husband and wife, Richard Carver all but forgotten at the bar.
Gemma was all over me the second the elevator door closed. She pressed her lips to my cheek, then peppered my jawline with soft kisses. Her hands already pulling at my shirt, wanting to feel the heat of my body against hers.
"What has you all worked up?" I asked, helping her with my shirt.
"Can't a new wife just want to consummate her marriage?" Her nails scraped against my bare abdomen, making me sigh in pleasure.
"You sure it doesn't have anything to do with how handsy Richard was on the dance floor?" I cursed myself the moment I said it. Her body went stiff, and she pulled back examining my face.
"Are you jealous?" That was a great question, and one I wasn't sure how to answer.
The elevator dinged at our floor, saving me from having to respond immediately. We walked down the hallway in silence, her heels in her hand, I hadn't even noticed her take them off. I fumbled with the keycard, my hands still shaky from whatever the hell had just happened downstairs.
Our suite was exactly as I'd left it. Rose petals stretched from the doorway to the king-sized bed where champagne was chilling in a bucket of ice. But I could barely focus on any of that. All I could see was Richard's fingers on her ass, the flash of her eyes when she'd giggled at his whisper. My pulse kicked harder.
"Well?" Gemma turned to face me, arms crossed, that direct stare that meant she wasn't dropping this. "Are you going to answer me?"
Instead of responding, I kissed her. Hard. My hands found her face, pulling her against me with a desperation that surprised us both. She melted into me immediately, her body pressing against mine as if she'd been waiting for exactly this response. My hand slid down her body, ending at her ass, just like Richard. I grabbed her taut cheek, more possessive than I'd ever grabbed her before, and pulled her sex into my thigh.
She pushed off me with a sigh, her eyes blazing with desire. "Help me with the zipper."
I slid the zipper down slowly, revealing the smooth expanse of her back and the white lace of her lingerie. She stepped out of the dress, skin flushed pink from champagne and excitement, then turned to face me. My jaw went slack. God, she was beautiful. The bra pushed her breasts high, not that they needed much help, the sheer cups giving just enough away to show the outline of her nipples, pale pink and tight with excitement. The panties matched, riding high on her hips and dipping low in front, the lace framing smooth, bare skin.
"You're overdressed," she said with a smirk, pushing me back onto the bed and sending rose petals flying.
She kneeled between my legs and began unbuttoning my pants, looking up at me through her long lashes. Her fingers brushed the inside of my thighs as she eased the zipper down, the faint rasp of metal sending a shiver through me. When she slid them past my hips, a soft moan left her lips.
Gemma leaned forward, pressing a kiss just above my waistband, then another, lower, until my hips were lifting off the bed and she had my pants and boxers around my ankles. The warmth of her breath made my muscles tense. Her hand wrapped around me as she pulled my legs free, then she kissed her way back up my thighs. "I've been waiting all night for this," she teased, running her tongue slowly along the underside of my cock.
I let out a long, involuntary sigh and sank back into the bed, running my hands through her hair. "So have I, Mrs. Johnson."
The use of my last name seemed to send a spark through her. Her palm dropped to my sac, rolling the orbs gently between her fingers as she sank her warmth around my shaft and hollowed her cheeks. "Ooooh," The sound slipped from me in a low moan, my eyes snapping shut. But in the dark behind my lids, I didn't see Gemma on her knees in front of me. I saw her on the dance floor laughing at whatever Richard was saying. And then, just as her tongue swirled around my crown, the image changed and her lips were around him.
My stomach tightened.
"God, I don't think I've ever seen you this hard," she whispered, the words vibrating against me.
My eyes snapped open. Disgust, sharp and unexpected, cut through the haze. I reached for her, my hands sliding to her shoulders, pulling her up my body until our faces were level.
"I need you," I said, pulling the lace of her underwear to the side and feeling her warm, slick heat against me.
"I thought you'd never ask, Mr. Johnson," she purred, lining herself up. I groaned when I discovered just how wet she really was. She sheathed me with little resistance.
Her body was on fire, her walls drawing me in with each slow roll of her hips. She moaned above me, her eyes shut tight, lost in her own thoughts. Her hair spilled forward, hiding her face slightly as she bit her lip.
"God, you feel so good, baby. You feel so big." She was working herself into a frenzy and I knew neither of us were going to last long.
"What did he say to you?" The question came out of left field, and for a moment her hips stopped working as she blinked her eyes open and looked at me.
"Huh? Who?"
"Richard." I grabbed her hips, making her resume her pace. "When the song ended. He whispered something to you. What was it?"
She hesitated, looking down on me trying to read my expression. "Paul... He was drunk. It doesn't..."
"But what did he say?" I bucked into her, making her cry out, her nails digging into my chest.
"Uggh," she moaned, her eyes fluttering shut, her movement becoming more urgent. Was she thinking about him now? "He... he told me if I wanted a wedding I wouldn't forget I should come to his room."
My balls tightened, my cock swelled. Suddenly, I couldn't breathe hard enough. I arched my back, clutching at the sheets, and exploded inside Gemma's tight pussy.
"Ohhh Paul..." she moaned. A hand shot between her thighs as she worked her clit furiously, joining me a moment later in bliss.
Later, lying next to my bride in the dark, my head spun trying to understand why those words had affected me so intensely. Why the image they planted made me lose all control.
***
The waves had shifted direction, now pulling sand from beneath my feet instead of depositing it. I checked my phone, no messages. It had been over an hour since Gemma walked into that bar.
Over an hour since I'd watched her smooth her dress, check her lipstick in the mirror, and head down to meet him for drinks. Over an hour since I'd made the decision that had led us to this moment.
It happened by happenstance, like so many of these moments do. We'd been sharing an appetizer at the resort's oceanfront restaurant when Gemma took a sip of her wine and then looked like she'd seen a ghost.
"It can't be. Gemma Johnson, is that you?"
I recognized the voice, but I couldn't quite place it, not until I turned in my chair and saw Richard Carver making a beeline for us. He looked different. He was leaner, tanned. His hair was shaggier, the salt-and-pepper gone, and now a solid dark brown. But that smile, the way his laugh seemed to echo through the restaurant and turn every head in the building, that was very much the same.
"Paul!" He'd made it over to our table before he even bothered looking my way. "I'm so glad to see the two of you still together. I can't believe we're bumping into each other like this. What are the odds?"
He slapped my back, pulling me into one of those firm handshakes that turned into a brief embrace. When he released me, his attention shifted to Gemma. I caught the way he drew his bottom lip between his teeth as his eyes traveled over her, lingering on the way her sundress clung to her waist before sliding down her tanned legs and slowly back up again. He stepped forward and pulled her close, her chest pressing into his through the low cut of her dress. And just like that, I was back at our wedding reception, watching those same appreciative glances, feeling that same twisted heat rise in my chest.
"Richard, what are you doing here?" Gemma asked. She twisted out of his hug, but not completely, letting his hand rest on her back like it belonged there. Three years since he retired early, three years since we'd seen him.
"Surfing retreat," he said, grinning. "Trying to find a new hobby."
His hand finally slid away from her waist and only then did I realize I'd been holding my breath like an idiot.
"After Wife Number Three took me to the cleaners..." He looked straight at Gemma when he said it, like it was their little joke. "I figured I needed a little fun in the sun." She blushed, actually blushed, and it hit me square in the chest. My cock stiffened on the spot, steel in my pants while I stood there smiling like a fool.
Richard chuckled, shaking his head. "You really punched above your weight class with this one." He nudged my arm the way older men do, casual but claiming space. "I'm actually headed to a lesson now, but we should catch up properly. How about drinks at the tiki bar later? Say, nine o'clock?"
Gemma glanced at me, then seeing my deer-in-headlights look, took the initiative. "We'd love that. It's been too long," she said, watching me squirm out of the corner of her eye.
"Great, I can't wait to let loose a little." This time he didn't even pretend to look my way, before giving Gemma another hug and disappearing into the crowd.
Gemma slipped back into her seat across from me once Richard disappeared into the crowd. For a moment we just sat there, the noise of the resort humming around us.
"Well," she said lightly, though her eyes searched mine, "that was unexpected."
"Yeah," I muttered, still trying to process what had just happened and why I was about to say the dumbest words of my life. "Drinks could be... fun. But maybe you should go without me."
Her lips parted in surprise, then closed again as she chewed the corner of her lip. She took a sip of wine, studying me like she was trying to crack a code.
"Without you?" she asked softly, though I could see the fire building behind her eyes.
I nodded, keeping my face neutral. "I didn't really get the sense it was my company he was after."
"Is... is that a good idea?"
I didn't answer. My cock throbbed between my legs, shame and arousal knotting together. How could I tell her it felt like the best and the worst idea at the same time?
Her foot brushed mine under the table, then slid higher until I felt her toes pressing firmly against my inner thigh. She leaned closer, her perfume wrapping around me.
"You know this is a bad idea, don't you?"
My mouth went dry. I could only nod.
"I mean... what if he still wants to show me what I was missing on my wedding night?" she whispered, her big blue eyes holding me while her foot pressed directly against my cock.
Heat rushed through me, and I swear I was already close to the edge.
Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she bit her lip, studying me. "Even knowing that, you still want me to go alone?"
"I... I do," I managed to choke out.
"Mmm." She let the sound linger, her foot moving faster. "Interesting choice of words, Paul."
I pushed her foot away, heart hammering. I couldn't take another second of it. I had almost exploded right there in the middle of the restaurant.
Now, standing alone in the surf, that moment felt both like a lifetime ago and like it had just happened. What had I been thinking? What kind of husband encourages his wife to have drinks with another man, especially one who'd once propositioned her on their wedding night?
I checked my phone again. Still nothing.


Were they even still at the bar? Maybe they'd skipped drinks altogether. Maybe Richard had suggested they go somewhere more private, his room, or worse, back to ours. Were they there right now, in the bed where Gemma and I had made love just this morning? Was she between his thighs asking him to show her exactly what she'd missed out on?
My stomach lurched. I sat down hard in the sand, my head spinning with images I couldn't shake. Gemma's cries of passion echoing through our suite. Her dress discarded on the floor beside another man's clothes. The look in her eyes when she discovered what she'd been missing all these years. Was he making her scream, to beg for it?
The rational part of my mind tried to intervene. They were probably just talking, catching up on old times, sharing stories about their lives since leaving the firm. But the darker part, the part that had been dormant since our wedding night, whispered different possibilities.
I pulled my knees to my chest, feeling like a teenager dealing with emotions too big for his body. This was insane. Normal husbands didn't send their wives off to meet other men. Normal husbands didn't get aroused by the thought of someone else fucking their partner.
But I'd stopped being a normal husband five years ago, hadn't I? The moment I'd discovered that another man's desire for my wife turned me on instead of filling me with rage, I'd crossed into territory I didn't understand.
I'd spent five years trying to understand why. Our sex life was good, better than most couples, probably. Gemma was passionate, adventurous, always eager. We had chemistry, timing, all the technical elements that relationship articles insisted mattered.
But it was never electric the way it had been that first night. Never desperate or consuming. I told myself that was normal, that wedding nights were supposed to be special, that married couples settled into comfortable rhythms.
Then came the night at Flanagan's Bar. The night I finally understood what I had been chasing all along.
***
It was almost a year ago to the day. It was raining so hard you could barely see three feet in front of you, and by the time I made it across the parking lot and into Flanagan's I was drenched and already forty minutes late. I'd spent the last three hours trying to explain to a client that patent law required actual paperwork. I'd sent Gemma a text to let her know, but I never got a response back. As I stood in the doorway, dripping onto the tile floor I scanned the bar looking for her.
I found her at the far end, perched on a barstool with her back to me, wearing a short black dress. But she wasn't alone.
A guy in a navy blazer sat on the stool next to her. He looked to be in his early forties, short military-style haircut, and some type of intricate tattoo covered his arm beneath the shirt that looked like it was designed to show off just how ripped he was. Gemma seemed to be giving him her full attention.
I told myself I was going to walk over, as soon as I was dried off a little. The competitor in me even said I would give her a proper kiss when I did, mark my territory and all that. I slid into a booth in the corner, I just needed a minute to not be dripping wet, it was just a coincidence that this seat seemed to be hidden in the corner.
She laughed at something he said, her head tilted back in a way that made her entire face light up. When she reached for her wine glass, her hand brushed his arm, looking up at him through her lashes.
My pulse quickened. Was she flirting?
The man next to her leaned closer to be heard over the noise, and Gemma flashed him her brightest smile as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. My cock stirred, my body beyond dry, yet I stayed sunk deeper in the booth.
Heat coiled in my stomach, that same twisted rush of emotions I'd first felt on our wedding night. I should have been angry. It was past time to march over and put an end to whatever this was. Instead, I sat there, watching my wife charm another man and getting harder by the second.
Then her eyes found mine across the crowded room.
My heart stopped. Panic shot through me like I'd been caught stealing. Would she be angry? Embarrassed? I waited for the flash of irritation, the sharp look that would send me skulking over with my tail between my legs. Instead, she raised an eyebrow. Just a slight lift, barely perceptible to anyone else, but it made my pulse race even faster, and my leg bounce with nervous energy.
I didn't move. The rational part of my brain screamed at me to get up, to end this before it went too far. But my body was betraying me, responding to the sight of my wife with another man. Flashes of our wedding blending with reality that made my dick like steel.
Gemma held my gaze for another moment, then turned back to the stranger. But something had shifted. The casual touches became more frequent. When she laughed now, she leaned into him, her hand lingering on his chest. She was putting on a show, and suddenly I couldn't breathe. Was she really doing this? Was I really okay with it?
I found myself wondering how far we were going to let this go. Would she kiss him? Sneak away with him in the bathroom? Without realizing it, my hand had found my manhood under the table, grazing it slightly with my palm as I continued to spiral.
He moved closer, emboldened by her attention. His hand settled on her knee, just below the hem of her dress, fingers resting against her bare skin. I held my breath, waiting for her to push him away, to establish boundaries the way she always did with overly forward men.
She didn't.
Instead, she said something that made her bite her lip. My cock throbbed and I knew I needed to pull my hand away. I watched her lean in, her lips nearly brushing his ear as she whispered something back.
_Stop her,_ my rational mind screamed. _Get up. Walk over there. End this before it goes too far._
But I was paralyzed by my own arousal, by the sick thrill of watching my wife flirt with another man while I sat in the shadows like some voyeur. The idea that she knew I was watching, and that it only seemed to make her bolder, twisted inside me. We had never talked about our wedding night, about the fireworks that came after she danced with Richard. But it was clear now that we both understood what it was, and maybe on some level we were both okay with it.
Gemma whispered something else in his ear, her fingers threading through his hair. This time, when she pulled back, I saw her tongue dart out to trace the outside of his ear. I thought I may explode right there in the bar.
When his hand moved across her leg to her thigh, that's when she finally stood up. For a second I imagined her grabbing him by the hand and leading him through the crowd to the restroom in the back. My breathing became ragged as I pictured him pinning her against the sink, hiking up her short dress...
"We need to leave," she said breaking me from my fantasy and appearing in front of my booth. Her cheeks were flushed, her voice a high whisper. "Now."
I stood on unsteady legs, still processing what I'd just witnessed. "That was..."
"I know." She glanced back toward the bar, then smiled at me with that mischievous look I'd fallen in love with. "I told him I needed to use the restroom."
"Gemma." I searched her face, trying to understand what had just happened between us.
"Knowing you were watching, seeing that look on your face..." She squeezed my hand. "Take me home, Paul." She leaned in close, her hand brushing the front of my slacks. "And fuck me like you're him."
I couldn't get out of the bar fast enough.
***
I couldn't sit on that beach for another second. The memory of Flanagan's, combined with the silence from Gemma's phone, had wound me so tight I felt like I might snap. I adjusted the erection in my pants, chastising myself for being so turned on by such a fucked up thought.
The walk back to the hotel felt endless. Every step through the humid night air amplified my anxiety until my shirt was sticking to my back and my hands were shaking. I stopped several times thinking I was either going to vomit or cum before making it back up to the hotel.
The tiki bar came into view first, its bamboo torches flickering in the ocean breeze. The crash of the waves behind me had vanished, drowned out by the sound of my heartbeat as I scanned the crowded area. I tried to look as casual as possible. Tried to hide the panic in my eyes as I looked from couples sharing drinks, to friends laughing over appetizers.
No Gemma. No Richard.
I circled the bar twice, checking every corner, every dimly lit booth. Maybe they'd moved to the dance floor? I pushed through the crowd of tourists swaying to the steel drum band, searching faces in the strobing lights. Nothing.
My heart rate spiked as I checked the pool area next, the hot tubs. I imagined Gemma there, in her bikini that showed off her perfect heart-shaped ass. I imagined Richard, palming it, kissing her neck. My cock jumped at the thought. They weren't there.
I checked the 24-hour cafe next just off the main lobby, my breathing labored making the staff believe I had sprinted the entire way there. They'd definitely moved somewhere more private. The knock in my chest magnified as I realized I had no idea what room Richard was staying in. I'd never thought to ask. What if they were there right now? Gemma on her back, her strong thighs wrapped around Richard's frame. Was she moaning his name, telling him how much she wished she'd taken him up on that offer five years ago?
I pulled out my phone and stared at the blank screen. Still nothing.
The elevator ride to our floor felt like it lasted an hour. I didn't have a plan really. I didn't know where else to look so all I could think to do was come back to our room and wait. Would she be home tonight? In the morning? Would she smell like him, taste like him? I imagined pushing into her, reclaiming her after her night of infidelity. Would she feel the same? Would I still groan when I felt her velvet grip wrap around me?
Then I heard it.
Soft moaning, Gemma's unmistakable gasp. I stumbled into the railing, my vision blurring.
I froze three feet from our door, my blood turning to ice water. It was real. It was happening. Right now, on the other side of this door, my wife was with another man.
"Oh God, yes," I heard her gasp. "Just like that. Don't stop."
I heard his groan, the sound of flesh meeting hers and my legs buckled. I almost ran, wanting to give them privacy. I felt like a pervert, my ear pressed against the door as I listened to another breathless gasp from Gemma. My cock hardened instantly, even as nausea twisted in my stomach.
"Harder," Gemma's muffled voice said from the other side of the door. "I'm so close."
"You like getting fucked, baby?"
Baby? They were already using pet names for each other? Why did that somehow make this entire experience feel even worse?
"Yes... Oh, God, yessss."
My hand found the front of my pants, pressing lightly against my throbbing erection through the wet fabric of my pants. I needed to make a decision. I couldn't stay out here forever. Someone was going to see me, call the authorities, or worse.
The pace of the sounds increased. Gemma cried out, a sound of pure pleasure that sent electricity straight through me. They were getting close to finishing. I could hear it in her cries of passion, in the way her breathing was becoming more rapid.
I couldn't stand it anymore. I had to see for myself. I wanted... I wanted to watch my wife cum with another man. My hand found the keycard before I could stop myself, sliding it into the lock with shaking fingers.
I stepped inside, my eyes adjusting to the dim light, preparing myself for the sight of my wife with Richard Carver.
Instead, I saw Gemma alone on our bed, completely naked, her skin flushed and gleaming with sweat. One hand moved between her thighs while the other gripped the sheets. Her eyes were closed, her tongue hanging from her mouth.
"Uggnh, fuck," she moaned, her hips lifting off the bed.
I blinked, looking around the room in shock. Where was Richard? The TV sat on the other side of the room, mounted on the wall. On it, a couple were fucking hard, the man's grunts filling my ears. The same grunts, that I'd heard from the other side of the door.
I looked back to Gemma, my mouth hanging open in shock. Her fingers were still moving between her legs, but they had slowed. My gaze traveled up her body, locking eyes with her.
"Hi, baby," she said, her voice husky with arousal, her smile beaming. "I was wondering when you'd get here."
I stood frozen in the doorway, my mind struggling to process what I was seeing. "Where's... where's Richard?"
"Later," she whispered. "First, get over here and fuck me."
I couldn't get out of my clothes fast enough. I pulled my shirt over my head, tripping around the room as I tried to kick off my shoes at the same time.
Gemma's fingers never stopped working her clit as she bit her lip.
"Hurry," she whispered as my pants hit the floor. "Mmm, you're already so hard." I watched as two fingers slipped into her glistening slit, then crawled over her replacing her digits with my tongue.
"Ohhh, yesssss, baby." Her fingers, still wet from her juices, curled into my hair, pressing me harder into her smooth slit.
Her taste was intoxicating, her juices coating my face as I flicked my tongue over her swollen nub. Her pussy was like a furnace. Her hips bucked wildly as I closed my lips around her clit, pulling gently. Was it Richard who got her this wet? Was she imagining him instead of me?
"Unnngh, Yes, Paul. Oh, God, baby." She yanked me up by my hair and crashed her mouth against mine, tasting herself on my lips, panting into my mouth as our teeth clanked together.
Hearing her say my name made my chest swell with pride. But some twisted part of my mind wondered if Richard could make her sound like that.
"Fuck me, baby," she pleaded. "I need to feel you inside me." She reached between my legs, grasping my cock before I have time to react. Her strokes are rapid, desperate. She pulls me forward, guiding my shaft against her sex.
She was soaked, her pussy pulsing in anticipation. For a second I wondered if it's because of the porno she was watching, or from whatever happened with Richard. Then, I'm inside her.
She releases her stored breath all at once, her wet grip pulling me like I'd never felt. She's tight. Way tighter than if she had actually... My cock flexes, pushing deeper inside her.
"Uhh, God. Uhh, fuck, Paul." Her mouth is on mine again, her tongue, sliding wildly into my mouth. As we shift, I sink deeper, her nails clawing at my back and driving me forward another inch.
"Harder, baby. Fuck me harder." Her heels dig into my back, pulling me completely inside her. I grab her right leg, pulling it over my shoulder.
"Yessss," she moans, through gritted teeth, arching her full chest out for me to take in my mouth.
My lips clamp down on her nipple, and I take her hand, guiding it between our bodies where my cock is thrusting furiously in and out of her. Her fingers tease her clit, another sigh breaking from behind her lips as I bite down on her taut nipple. Her nails scraped across my balls as she works her hand faster, desperate for release.
"Right there, baby. Fuck... don't stop."
I wouldn't dream of stopping, not now. I can feel her orgasm approaching, her walls convulsing around me as her breathing gets more ragged in my ear.
"OH MY GOD I'M CUMMMING!" She cried, arms reaching out to her sides and raking at the sheets.
Words failed me as Gemma's cunt clamped around me. my vision blurred, my ears began to ring. I thrust harder into her, groaning as Gemma's grip refused to give way. My cock started to swell, I was right on the verge.
Gemma grabbed my neck, pulling me into another intense kiss, her hips lifting and falling, desperate to get me there. Her lips found my ear, her breath heavy. "He... he kissed me, Paul. I... I kissed Richard."
The world went white. A million different thoughts crashed over me and I threw my head back and roared as I exploded inside of her. I filled her, and kept filling her. I had never cum so hard in my life. Each throb of my cock brought a new gasp from her lips. Her hips rolled under me determined to milk every last drop
When I finally finished I collapsed onto her, my body completely spent. She held me close, her fingers ghosting over my sweat-covered back as my cock began to soften. I wanted to fuck her again, right then, but knew that first we needed to talk. I needed to know exactly what happened with Richard.
She sensed it as well, cuddling into me for a couple more minutes before uncrossing her legs from my body and letting them fall to her side. "Fuck... that was." She was trying to catch her breath, trying to discuss the elephant in the room. "You were really turned on."
I was thankful my face was buried in her neck, so she couldn't see the way I blushed, but she could feel it in the way my body reacted.
"So... what exactly happened between the two of you?" I asked, rolling off her body and staring at the ceiling fan as it tried to cool the flames leaping from my body.
She sat up in the bed, her hair matted to her face as she tried to get her breathing under control.
"I... I went down to have a drink with him. when he asked where you were I told him you weren't coming." She paused to study my face. "As soon as I said that, it was like he knew. He became more touchy-feely, started asking me more personal questions."
My chest tightened. "What kind of questions?"
She looked away, pulling the sheet up over her breasts. "About us. About our marriage. He asked if we'd ever done this with other people before." She gave a nervous laugh.
Even though I'd just cum, I felt my cock start to respond. I wanted her to rush to the end, to the kiss. But, I knew better than to interrupt her.
"I told him no, and then," she paused, sucking on her bottom lip. "His hand was on my leg, and starting to slide higher." Her gaze locked with mine and I could see the fire behind her eyes. "I was so turned on, Paul. Like, for a minute I thought about letting him run his hand higher. To touch my..."
A pulse of heat shot through my body. I was holding my breath. "Did... did he?"
She giggled. She didn't slap me, or call me a pervert. She just laughed, like it was the silliest question in the world. "No. That's when he leaned in and..."
"And kissed you?"
Her blue eyes softened, and she nodded. "Just for a second, but I... I kissed him back."
I swallowed hard, my mind replaying it a hundred different ways. Richard leaning in, Gemma not stopping him, maybe even tilting her head to give him better access. My cock twitched against my thigh, proving to Gemma I wasn't upset.
"And then?" My voice cracked.
She swallowed. "Then I sort of freaked out." She laughed. A real laugh this time, that drew me in. By the time we had stopped, she was wiping tears from her eyes. "I think the kiss sort of woke me up. I pushed his hand away and told him I needed to leave. He stood up, probably to try to stop me, but I was already rushing back here."
"And all this?" I said, with a laugh, pointing to the porno still blaring in the background.
Her cheeks flushed, but her smile didn't fade. "That was for you." She shrugged, almost sheepish, but her eyes glittered. "When I left him, I was... wound up. My head was spinning, my body was on fire."
I frowned. "So you put that on?"
She nodded. "I thought... I knew you would eventually come up and if you heard me, if you thought..." She trailed off, biting her lip, waiting for my reaction. "I wanted to make it real for you. I didn't want to do something we couldn't take back."


My chest tightened as her words sank in. I wanted to laugh, to thank her, to kiss her, but instead I just sat there, staring. I couldn't believe how far she'd gone to give me what I wanted, all while ensuring we weren't getting in over our heads.
"I..." I reached for her, pulling her back into my arms, my lips finding hers. This time there was no desperation, there was just love. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, her palm finding my cock, hard and ready.
"I love you, Paul," she whispered as I sank back into her.
***
Light spilled into the room, the smell of salt drifting through the open balcony doors as Gemma rested her head on my chest. We'd fallen asleep after making love, the closeness between us like nothing I'd ever known.
"So," Gemma said, breaking the silence, "was this enough? Or are we actually doing it for real next time?"
The question sat there, pressing down on the world around us. I felt her heart flutter against my ribs, the hitch in her breath as she waited.
Instead of answering directly, I rolled her onto her back, pinning her beneath me. She laughed, wrapping her arms around my neck.
"Ask me again in a week," I said, kissing her neck. "When we're back home and neither of us are thinking about Richard."
"You can't possibly be ready aga--"
I pushed into her, cutting her off with a sigh. Her body still burned for me, her walls molding around me, holding me in place.
"I can't get enough of you," I whispered, keeping the pace slow as our eyes locked.
Outside our window, surfers were already charging the waves, the ocean swallowing them whole. Richard was probably out there too, bronzed and confident as ever.
Inside, Gemma writhed beneath me, her cries muffled against my shoulder. We didn't know what the future held. But for now, the spark between us burned brighter than it had in years.
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"Wendy?"
Ava's voice from the doorway caused them both to freeze. How long had she been there? What all did she see?
Wendy's heart stopped as she met her friend's wide-eyed stare. Her fingers shot to her wedding ring in a panic, feeling the sticky substance on her fingers slide over the ring. She pulled her hand away like it had burned her, rubbing the front of her dress in four quick counts instead.
The expression on Ava's face told her everything she needed to know. Everything she'd worked for was about to go up in flames. Her career, her friendship, her marriage. Oh God, Jon. How could she do this to him?
Michael leaned back in his chair, the creak echoing through the room like a sonic boom. He tucked himself back into his pants with zero shame. Even with everything that was happening Wendy couldn't help but wonder how he got it all to fit. His lips curved into that satisfied smirk as he zipped up his pants. The casual arrogance of it made Wendy's stomach twist. How was he not freaking out? His career was about to go up in flames as well.
"Fuck," she breathed, scrambling to her feet. She searched frantically for her red blouse, covering her chest with her arms. She reached down, finding the fabric sticking out just under Michael's desk. She clutched the fabric closed across her chest, but there was no hiding what Ava had walked in on. Not with Michael's evidence still cooling on her skin.
"I um..." Ava's voice cracked. "Don't stop on my account. I was just leaving." Her tone turned cold as she spun around and pushed out the door.
Wendy gave a panicked look to Michael. His expression remained unchanged, his arms behind his head, pushing it forward in a way that made it look like he had six chins. "Ugh," Wendy grunted in disgust, both at herself and Michael's lack of concern, before pushing past his desk. "Ava, wait--"
Ava was already out the door, before Wendy could catch her. She slipped out behind her, attempting to button her blouse with one hand, catching her friend in the hallway.
"Don't." Ava held up a hand without turning around. "I just... I can't."
"You don't understand--"
"I understand perfectly." Ava spun to face her. Tears welled in her eyes, and her nostrils flared. Wendy had never seen her friend look so angry. So... disgusted. "I told you. I fucking told you what he was," spit flew from Ava's mouth, unable to contain her emotions. "and you still... Jesus Christ, Wendy."
Each word was like venom in Wendy's veins. Ava was saying the same thing she had said to herself, deep down, she knew her friend was right. But Ava didn't understand the pressure she was under. The weight of the New Orleans trip, this project as a whole. They'd almost lost the Fireball account. Her first big project and she nearly blew it. Her fingers found the last button, her hands shaking so badly she could barely work it through the hole. "It's not what it looked like."
"Oh good, because it looked like you had Michael's dick in your mouth."
Heat flooded Wendy's face. She stared at her feet, unable to look her friend in the eye.
"In fact, you still have a little there on your cheek. You may want to clean that off before you go home. You know... to your husband."
Wendy's breath caught, her hand instinctively moved to her cheek. Her stomach tightened, bile filling her throat as she ran her fingers across the white sticky evidence of her betrayal and what she'd become. Her legs gave out and she fell onto the cool tile floor, arms resting on her knees as she buried her head in them.
"Oh God," she sobbed, no longer able to stifle the cries from echoing down the empty hallway. "I'm so... Jon's going to... Oh God, how do I explain this to Jon?" She barely got the words out. Each one rolling into the next as she tried and failed to control her breathing.
The fury in Ava melted away slowly as she watched her friend crumble onto the floor. This must have been what it was like for Lisa. That moment of cold, hard reality before it all came crashing down. She knelt beside her friend, gripping her shoulder in a show of solidarity.
"I know this wasn't completely your fault," she whispered. "But, let me help you. You've got to tell Marcus what's going on. We can still make this right."
"It was all because of that stupid Christmas party," Wendy choked out, her voice thick with tears. "That stupid IOU that you..." she stopped herself. "When the gifts got mixed up Michael used it to tease me and then..."
"Wendy, how long has this been going on?"
"New Orleans." She had to open her eyes, afraid of how her body would react if she relived those thoughts. "But it's been building for awhile." Wendy wiped her eyes. "I just got so caught up in the moment, the power."
Ava nodded, unsure of how to respond. It made sense. There was no way someone like Michael could land a girl like Wendy, or even Lisa for that matter. He must have used his position for leverage, promised them the world. Suddenly Wendy's promotion made more sense.
"That's the look I was trying to avoid," Wendy said quietly.
"What look?"
"The one that says I didn't earn my promotion. That I'm only here because... fuck" She pressed her fingers into the palm of her hand until it hurt. "You should have seen it, Ava. When I walked into that conference room in New Orleans no one could take their eyes off me. I had them eating out of the palm of my hand." She paused, looking up at Ava through glassy eyes. "I know what you're thinking. That Michael had me dress like some whore. Some bimbo to parade around so he could make a sale."
"Well, didn't he?"
Wendy licked her lips, the tingle of something other than anger and embarrassment building inside her. "No," she said flatly. "I held all the cards. I made the pitch. For twenty minutes, I wasn't just some marketing specialist they were humoring. I was the one calling the shots."
"He lied to you, Wendy." Ava rubbed her arm, trying to offer comfort. "Michael was always the one calling the shots. He just made you think you had power."
She didn't understand. She couldn't. Ava had never had that type of responsibility. "You don't get it," she insisted. "Jack loved my presentation. He was engaged, he asked questions. He saw me as an equal."
Ava's expression tightened. "So that's it then? All of this, debasing yourself, that's all in the name of feeling important?"
Wendy shook her head. She still didn't see it. She was never given the chance to lead anything more than a social media campaign. "You know what Jon said to me when I told him I nailed the Fireball presentation?"
Ava raised an eyebrow.
"He wanted to help me with the statistical analysis. He couldn't even be bothered to tell me good job."
"Jon's just--"
"I know what Jon is," Wendy snapped before taking a break to calm herself. "He's loving, and smart, and supportive. But he also treats me like I'm some fragile doll that will break." There was a pause in the conversation, a silence that seemed to widen the gap between them. "Michael doesn't do that. He may be crude and harsh but he also hands me million-dollar campaigns with the expectation to deliver."
"Because he's using you." Ava's voice cracked with frustration.
"Maybe he is," she finally admitted, pressing her palms into her hands. "Or maybe I'm using him. Maybe I'm taking exactly what I want and finally playing the same game as everyone else."
"You can't be serious." Ava's voice rose, and she got to her feet. "You sound just like him you know."
Wendy didn't answer, but a strange sense of pride shot through her body.
"So what happens when Jon finds out? When all of this comes out and you lose whatever false sense of importance you think you have?"
"I... I honestly hadn't considered that," Wendy answered honestly. "I'd rather that not happen, but I guess that isn't an option anymore, is it?"
"You have until tomorrow morning." Ava's voice was final. "If you don't tell him, I will."
"Ava please." Panic started to creep back into Wendy's voice. "I thought we were friends."
"We are. That's why I'm doing this." Ava turned and walked down the hallway.
Wendy watched her friend disappear around the corner, leaving her alone in the hallway with the weight of tomorrow's deadline pressing down on her chest. Why couldn't she just trust Wendy to do what she knew was best? Why was she so concerned with Wendy's professional success all of the sudden?
***
The car ride home was torture for Wendy. Every stoplight gave her time to reflect on her decisions. How they not only affected her, but Jon. The tears had stopped flowing by the time she made it into her neighborhood, replaced by anger, first targeted at Michael, then Ava, and finally, herself. She was finally getting recognition, making a name for herself at the company, only to have it all come crashing down before she really had a chance to prove just how far she could go.
She pulled into the driveway, her headlights shining into the kitchen window where Jon busied himself with what she assumed was dinner. She took a breath, this wasn't about her, or even her career. This was about Jon and finding a way to break the news to him that wouldn't completely crush him. She didn't mean for him to get caught up in this. This wasn't supposed to happen. She thought she could keep her two lives separate. Gold dress Wendy was the one calling the shots in the office. She was the master manipulator, the one using her sexuality to advance her career. All she wanted to do was come home and hide that persona away in the deepest, darkest, corner of her soul. To be the loving wife Jon deserved.
Dread stirred in her stomach, her fingers twirling her wedding ring unconsciously. The anger was back, pressing on her shoulders as she got out of the car. Why should she have to choose between the version of herself that felt powerful and the man she loved?
"You're home early," Jon called from the kitchen, a dish towel slung over his shoulder. "Dinner still has another ten minutes or so. How was the meeting?"
"It was um... productive," her hand twitched with anxious energy. "I got him to agree to keep me on point for the Fireball stuff. No more of this team stuff."
Jon's shoulders sagged. It was only then she realized even that would have an effect on him. How could she be so selfish? "I mean... I'll still use you for the numbers and stuff, babe. I just... this project is important to me you know? It's my baby."
She walked into the kitchen wrapping her arms around his waist and resting her head on his muscular back. She wished she could lock in this instant forever, before she blew it all up. "What's all this about, anyway?"
"I just want to show you how proud of you I am." The comment took the breath from Wendy, guilt starting to strangle her. "I know we just went out to Lucky's, but I thought I'd make the porkchops you like."
Wendy chewed on her bottom lip, taking a step back. "Listen, about my meeting with Michael. There's something--"
"Actually," he interrupted, flipping the meat, the sound of grease sizzling filled the air. "before we get into anything heavy, can we just... eat first? I feel like we haven't had a normal evening together in weeks."
The request was reasonable, even sweet. But it also meant delaying the inevitable conversation that would end everything. She made her way to the fridge, pulling out the wine. She took a large sip, allowing the alcohol burn away some of her guilt.
"Of course."
Dinner was delicious, and it helped calm Wendy's nerves. She took another drink of wine, placing her hand on Jon's. "I love you. You know that, right?"
Jon looked at her, his mind working overtime to figure out what had gotten into his wife. He took off his glasses, making him look at least ten years younger. "Of course. Why would you ask that?"
"I just..." she took the last drink of wine, pushing her chair out from behind her. "I haven't gotten the chance to show you just how much I appreciate you." She bit her lip seductively, her fingers sliding up Jon's bare arm. If Ava was going to blow up her marriage she could at least have one final act of love and intimacy with her husband.
She stood behind him, running her nails across his chest, her lips on his neck. "I need to take a quick shower," she whispered, her teeth grazing his ear. "But in fifteen minutes I expect you in my bed, naked and ready." She pushed her hands lower on his abdomen causing him to nearly jump from his chair.
"You'll get no arguments from me," he said, laughing as he turned his head to kiss her.
Wendy nearly fell to the floor she pulled back so fast, leaving Jon a little hurt and confused. "I just... garlic breath. I want tonight to be sexy. Let me brush my teeth first."
"Fifteen minutes," he said, a look of contentment on his face, despite the fact that Wendy refused his kiss.
In the shower, Wendy spent extra time scrubbing her face. She'd done her best to wipe off the evidence in the bathroom at work, but now she was worried about smelling different. She wanted every part of tonight to be about Jon's enjoyment, not degrading him by making him smell another man's...
Once out, she brushed her teeth twice, then applied the lotion that Jon loved. By the time she was through there was no trace of the unspeakable things that she... that gold dress Wendy, had done. If this was going to be their last night together she was going to make it perfect. She owed Jon that much.
When she emerged from the bathroom twenty minutes later, wearing nothing but a towel and a smile, she found Jon sprawled across their bed wearing only a pair of boxers, snoring softly.
For a moment, she just stared at him. Really? She'd practically thrown herself at him, promised him a night to remember, and he'd fallen asleep on her?
Resentment flared in her chest as she dropped her towel for an audience of zero. She'd spent twenty minutes preparing herself like some kind of offering, and for what? So Jon could pass out fully clothed? When had she become so easy to ignore?
As she walked toward her dresser to find a nightgown, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. Her chest stood high and proud, defying gravity despite its size. The whisper in the back of her mind came despite herself. This was exactly the kind of body that made men like Jack and Brian lose their train of thought. Real men with power would never let such perfection go to waste. Her freshly shaved sex glistened in the reflection, now wasted because Jon had taken her for granted.
Wendy shook her head, trying to dismiss the intrusive thoughts, but they persisted. If Michael had been here, there was no doubt he'd be eagerly waiting for her to appear from the bathroom, his impressive cock hanging free, daring her to step closer and--
"No!," she cried out a little too loud. Jon stirred on the bed, but didn't wake up. Christ, what was wrong with her? She was standing naked in her bedroom fantasizing about another man while her husband slept ten feet away. This wasn't about Michael. Jon had made her favorite dinner, opened wine, tried to celebrate her success. He was tired. It was late. She was being unfair.
Besides, wasn't this better? Now she had until morning to figure out how to tell him. Time to prepare, to find the right words. Maybe fate was giving her one more night of normalcy before everything fell apart.
She pulled on her nightgown and slipped into bed beside him, laying her head on his chest and listening to the soft patter of his heart as she drifted off to sleep. Tomorrow she would confess everything. Tomorrow she would face the consequences.
But, at least for now, she got one more night to sleep in the same bed as her husband.
Wendy woke up the next morning to an empty bed. For a moment, her heart rate spiked and she feared Jon had somehow already found out and left. However, the smell of fresh coffee floating in from the kitchen brought her back to reality. Jon had simply woken up before her. She took a deep breath, letting her legs hang off the bed, before heading toward the kitchen.
Today was the day.
When she got there, Jon was already sitting at the table, sipping his coffee, or rather his creamer with a hint of coffee, while scrolling through his phone.
"Sorry about last night," he said, as she padded toward the counter. "I guess the wine hit me harder than I thought."
"It's fine," she said, reaching for a cup. He was always so quick to apologize. Even when he didn't fully understand what he did wrong he would say how sorry he was. He really was a good man who didn't deserve any of this. "But we should probably talk. We never got a chance last night." She took a deep breath. "Jon, Michael... No, I mean, I--"
He squinted, confused about where exactly this was going. His gaze went back to his phone as it buzzed softly in his hand. "Oh my God!"
Wendy gave him a confused look, setting her coffee down at the table next to him.
"Marcus and Ava..." He paused, continuing to read the email. "Is this what you were trying to tell me?"
The color drained from Wendy's face. Had Ava already reached out? Did she go to Marcus last night and now he was contacting Jon? She grabbed his forearm, tears already beginning to well in her eyes. "I'm sorry, Jon. I truly am. I got so caught up with the Fireball stuff and then last night I saw Ava and..."
***
Brian sat behind his desk, his eyes bloodshot as he stared at the anonymous email still open on his monitor. He'd gotten it just before midnight, and hadn't slept since. No signature, no explanation, just a subject line that read: _Do all of your execs act like this._ A high definition video was attached to it, and it was enough to ruin his company.
He hadn't bothered drinking his coffee, he still felt sick to his stomach. Betrayal wasn't something he took lightly, and that's how he felt right now, betrayed.
The soft ding of the elevator made his jaw clench. Right on time.
Marcus entered first, his smile faltering when he saw Brian's expression. Ava followed, her face pale in the harsh morning light. She didn't have the same smile as Marcus, probably wasn't much of a morning person. But after this conversation, she'd be wide awake.
"Sit down. Both of you."
His tone was serious, much like the allegations. He'd fired plenty of people in his time in the corporate world, but never someone he'd felt so close to. Marcus was his friend, his right hand for nearly six years. He clenched his fist under his desk. Their friendship actually made this whole thing worse. He'd told Marcus to be careful, had seen the signs himself. Why didn't he just listen before it had to come to this?
Marcus settled into the leather chair, his face etched with confusion. "Brian, what's this about? The email said urgent--"
"This." Brian spun his monitor around, the video frozen on its first frame. Marcus leaning close, Ava's hand on his arm, her eyes closed as he whispered something. "I received this last night. Anonymous sender."
The color drained from Marcus's face. Ava's hands shot to her mouth in shock.
"That's not..." Marcus started, then stopped. His eyes darted between the screen and Brian's face, reading the verdict already written there. "Brian, you know me. You know I would never--"
"No. What I know," Brian's voice cut through the room like a blade, "is that I warned you about appearances. About perception." He gestured toward the monitor. "What I know is that someone felt compelled to document this and send it to me anonymously. Which means others are noticing. Others are talking. If word gets out, we lose contracts. We lose credibility. We lose everything."
Ava shot forward in her chair, desperation cracking her voice. "This isn't what it looks like! Mi--"
"Stop." Brian's voice thundered off the walls, making Ava cower. "I don't want to hear explanations. I don't want to hear excuses. I want to understand how you thought this was going to play out. You put this company at risk."


"Those pictures are being taken out of context. Christ, Brian, you don't actually think--"
"It doesn't matter what I think," he slammed his hand on the desk, harder than he intended. "I told you, perception is reality. And the perception is the two of you are having an affair, right under my nose. Right when he signed one of our biggest contracts."
"We were trying to help," Ava whispered, her last attempt at salvaging the wreckage. "There was a--"
"I don't care." Brian shook his head in disapproval. "Whatever your intentions, the optics are damning. Ohio is an at-will employment state. That gives me the right to terminate anyone I see fit."
Marcus lifted his head, suddenly realizing this was much more than just a reprimand. "My family, Brian. Sandra and the kids. Please."
Brian nodded, he didn't want to put Marcus's family through that. He was right, they didn't deserve it. He and Marcus had been through so much together, he hated that this was how it had to end. But, it had to end.
"I'll provide two months severance," he said, his voice softening slightly. "Good references for future employment. But there's a condition."
Both of them looked up with tears in their eyes.
"I want this to go away quietly. If I hear either of you have contacted anyone, other employees, clients. If I get so much as a whiff of rumors or retaliation, it disappears." His gaze moved between the two of them, watching as they slowly nodded. "I'm serious about this. We don't need any drama right now."
Ava's tears finally spilled over, silent tracks down her cheeks that she wiped away with angry swipes. Marcus nodded slowly, understanding the cage Brian had just built around them.
"Can you at least let us resign so we have some shred of dignity?" Marcus was trying to be reasonable. He knew Brian had already made his decision, there was no use arguing with him, the best he could hope for was a compromise.
"I'm afraid not. I need whoever sent this to know it's being dealt with, swiftly and deceively."
"But aren't you curious about who sent it?" Ava said, getting her emotions in check. "Because I think--"
"No," Brian practically yelled, he was losing his patience. "What I want is for this to be done, forgotten about, without any more drama."
Marcus stood, Brian wasn't going to budge and the longer this went on the worse it was going to get. "I understand."
Ava followed, clutching her purse with white knuckles. As they reached the door, Brian called out, his voice softer, the emotion of the meeting having taken a toll. "For what it's worth, I wish it hadn't come to this."
Marcus turned back, his eyes glassy. "So do I."
***
Jon ran his hands through his hair. He couldn't believe this. "You saw the two of them together last night? That's what you were trying to tell me?" The words were flying from his mouth now, not allowing Wendy time to interject. "Jesus, Wendy, I'm so sorry you had to see that. You had no idea before?"
The coffee mug slipped from Wendy's grasp, spilling across the kitchen table. "I... what?" She couldn't understand what Jon was saying. It almost sounded like he thought Ava and Marcus were having an affair, but that didn't make sense, did it? She could see Jon's lips moving, but she couldn't hear anything past the roaring in her ears.
"It's going to be okay," she finally heard, as Jon stood and wrapped his arms around her. "I just... I can't believe it. I know 41 percent of marriages end in divorce, but I just never thought Marcus was the type. Poor Sandra."
Wendy shook against Jon's chest. She still had no idea what was going on, it was all happening too fast to process. She waited until he left the room, soppy paper towels in his hand, to grab her phone and check her email. What she found left her breathless and shaking.
_It has come to my attention that an inappropriate relationship has formed between one of our executives and an employee. As you all know, I have a zero tolerance policy when it comes to this type of behavior. I had met with the executive prior and warned them of the consequences of their behavior. Unfortunately, it's come to my attention that the relationship continued despite my warning and I had no choice but to terminate all parties involved.
_Effective immediately, Marcus Campbell and Ava Wright are no longer employees of The Buckeye Branding Company.
_Going forward, Michael Reynolds will be the new Vice President of Operations. Michael, along with Wendy Taylor, has done a masterful job leading the largest marketing campaign in company history. I have no doubt he will continue to succeed and grow in his new role.
_There will be a company party at the Marriott Friday evening to celebrate Michael's promotion and allow the team time to get over the shock of this announcement.
_Brian_
Wendy blinked, reading the email for a second and then a third time. Marcus and Ava had been terminated. Michael had been promoted? "What did he do?" she whispered to herself, knowing that somehow Michael had a hand in it. Not only did he get them fired, but then he got himself promoted on top of it?
She wanted to be disgusted. Michael had manipulated everyone, cost people their jobs, their lives. Ava would lose her apartment, her husband, probably have to move back with her parents. Marcus had a family - Sandra, the kids. How would they explain this to their children?
The guilt twisted in her stomach like a knife, but beneath it... relief. Shameful, terrible relief that made her hate herself even as she felt it. With Ava gone, she'd have no way to tell Jon what she saw. Even if she reached out to him, Jon would never believe her now.
Wendy pressed her palms against her eyes, trying to push away the thought. These were her friends, or had been. They didn't deserve this. But the anxiety she'd felt for the last twelve hours was slowly fading away, replaced by a warmth that she was starting to get far too familiar with.
She stood from the table, her breathing back under control. She needed to get ready for work.
***
Wendy stared out the car window, watching trees pass by in a blur of lights as she tried to process the last twelve hours of her life. After reading the email from Brian for a fourth time, she'd decided to wear a cream colored maxi dress that brushed the floor as she walked. It was more in line with the more conservative version of herself, and that was exactly what she needed to portray walking into the office today knowing the rumor mill would be in full effect. However, there was a voice that she couldn't quiet. One that gave her a rush, and made her keep the top two buttons of the dress unfastened. It was far from the brazen display gold dress Wendy was used to, but it was a needed compromise.
"You look like you're on another planet," Jon said, breaking her thought and putting his hand on her knee. She placed her hand on top of his, the diamond of her ring catching the light and her attention. She turned her hand from side to side examining it to ensure she had properly scrubbed off any hint of last night.
Jon saw the way she was examining her ring and cast her a reassuring smile. "It's going to be okay. We're not them."
"I... yeah, I know." She squeezed his hand, letting out a silent sigh as she realized why he was saying that. "It's just... I still can't believe it." It wasn't a lie, they just weren't quite talking about the same thing.
"Me too. I sent Marcus a text. I thought he could--"
"You what?" Wendy nearly ripped her hand away, her pulse skyrocketing.
"I sent Marcus a text. I know he messed up, but he's been a mentor to me for so long. I want him to know he still has a friend."
"Jon, you can't," she said, before she could really process what she was saying. "People who were caught cheating will say anything to save face. You never know what they'll make up." It suddenly felt too hot in the car, she was suffocating. She cracked the car window and an old fast food napkin took flight from the center console and escaped out the window.
"I guess you're right," Jon said, after taking a minute to think about it. "I hadn't considered that. You're always so much better at these social situations than I am."
She gave a nervous laugh, setting her head back on the seat as she tried not to hyperventilate.
As expected, The Buckeye Building was in full gossip mode as Wendy stepped off the elevator. Clusters of employees were gathered around cubicles, all gravitating toward their given cliques. All talking in hushed tones no doubt about the latest bombshell email. She tried her best to make it through the whispers, but it was impossible not to hear clipped conversations.
"--Marcus didn't seem the type--"
"--Was she really so desperate to advance that--"
"--I'm not surprised, did you see the two of them--"
Each step she took felt like she was getting closer to her own execution, like someone would eventually put together the pieces that were missing. How could they not see that Michael had been the one to orchestrate this? Surely someone would eventually stop her and accuse her of all the things that were being pinned on two innocent people.
But as she rounded the corner away from the mass of humanity, the accusations never came. No one looked at her differently. No one suspected a thing. They all just took the accusation at face value while she... Wendy stopped cold as she passed the last row of cubicles. The row where she and Ava spent years forming a friendship.
Ava's desk sat stripped bare, the personal touches that had made it uniquely hers already erased. Gone were the framed photos of her and David, the succulent she'd named Fernando, the coffee mug that read "World's Okayest Wife." The cleaning crew had been thorough, leaving behind only generic office furniture and the ghost of friendships past.
Wendy sank into Ava's chair, running her fingers along the desk's edge. How many lunches had they shared here? How many whispered conversations about office politics, dating disasters, career frustrations?
Wendy chewed on the inside of her cheek trying to fight back tears. Sure, her friendship with Ava had been strained recently. Wendy had gotten busy with her new promotion and Ava was pushing so hard too... no, that wasn't fair. Ava was doing what any good friend would have done. She was trying to protect Wendy, and now what did she have to show for it? Just another empty desk waiting for the next occupant. She felt sick, like the guilt was eating her from the inside out. She couldn't take this. She needed to come clean. To tell Brian, tell Jon. Let everyone know that she was the guilty party, not Ava.
But what if she was wrong? What if this wasn't Michael's doing? She still hadn't had a chance to confront him. And after all, if there was any question about his involvement then Brian wouldn't have promoted him so quickly.
Maybe Marcus and Ava really had been having an affair. People could hide things, couldn't they? Keep secrets that would shock those closest to them. After all, wasn't she living proof of that? Of course, deep down she knew that wasn't true, but it was enough to rationalize her decision to keep quiet.
"Crazy about Marcus and Ava, right?"
Wendy looked up to find Jenny hovering beside the desk, a look of genuine sympathy on her face. She noticed the way that Jenny's dress clung to her body in just the right places. It was almost disgusting how hard the younger woman was trying to use her body to get ahead.
"I had no idea they were... you know." Jenny sounded shocked, but her eyes seemed to sparkle with fascination. "But I guess you never really know people, right?"
Something about Jenny made Wendy's skin crawl, but she couldn't pinpoint why. Perhaps it was because right now she was interrupting a private moment Wendy was having. Or, maybe it was the way she seemed to be talking about Ava like she knew her at all.
"Anyway, since Ava's gone, I was wondering if maybe I could help with some of the social media campaigns? You are a bit of a legend around here with the way you've handled that account. I have some ideas that Michael really seemed to respond to. I thought they could complement your Fireball strategy."
The way she pivoted from fake sympathy to opportunity was almost staggering. Wendy couldn't believe the audacity. Her chest tightened, the moment to mourn her friend having clearly passed.
"I'm not sure what's happening with campaign redistribution yet," Wendy said, her tone colder than she'd realized. "You'll need to wait until I have time to coordinate all of that with Michael."
"Of course! I really appreciate the chance. You two work so closely together. It would be an honor."
Perhaps the wording was meant to be innocent, but Wendy couldn't help but feel territorial at the comment. "I need to get back to work," she said, leaving Jenny standing at the empty desk looking confused.
As she hurried toward her office, irritation burned through her body. Jenny hadn't earned the right to step into Ava's role. Hadn't put in the years of hard work, the late-night meetings, the shared struggles. Some people just expected opportunities to be handed to them, thought they could swoop in and claim what others had built.
She made a mental note to talk to Michael about Jenny's involvement as she finally made it to her office. Jenny hadn't earned her seat at the table yet, it didn't seem right that she felt like she could just approach Wendy with campaign ideas.
Michael, she'd almost forgotten about him. He wasn't in his office when she walked by. She needed to talk to him, to figure out exactly what happened with Ava and Marcus.
Before she could dwell on it any longer, she opened her inbox to see an email from Jack Peterson. A smile tugged on her lips, at least Michael had followed through with his word to keep her involved in the project.
_Wendy - Michael mentioned you were the brains behind revised projects. I just got back from Broadway and the reception to our premium blend was nothing short of amazing. I haven't seen the numbers yet, but I expect them to be even better than what you projected. Your forward thinking and ability to make bold decisions is nothing short of fascinating. I look forward to our continued success together. Can't wait to have you and Michael back in New Orleans so we can have a proper celebration. - Jack_
The rush was back, hitting her system like the best kind of drug. The CEO of a multinational company just called her fascinating. Michael had once again given her credit on their work on the Fireball case and now the recognition that came with being great at her job made her forget all about her guilt over Ava.
She spent the rest of the day absorbed in work, trying her best to avoid Ava's desk entirely. She still needed to talk to Michael, to understand exactly what happened last night after she left. But, every time she walked by he was in a closed door meeting with Brian. Probably going over his new role as Vice President. Heat pooled in Wendy's stomach as she considered the powerplay Michael must have made in order to secure the position. Here she was belittling Jenny for trying to take Ava's lesser role, while Michael had not only done the same thing but most likely played a part in Marcus's downfall. Why wasn't she more disgusted by that?
At four-thirty, Michael finally emerged from Brian's office. Wendy had been walking by on her way to the restroom when the door opened. She gasped as he emerged, he looked taller more... put together? Even from the other side of the hallway she could feel his gaze on her, the hungry glare he always seemed to have when he looked at her.
"Wendy," he called from the other side of the hall, making her blush for reason unknown to her. "Walk with me. We have some things to discuss."
His words carried more weight now, his tone slightly more commanding than it had been in the past. How was Michael able to make himself seem more magnetic at a time like this, when Wendy was struggling to keep it all together? She fell into quick lockstep with him, despite every instinct screaming warnings, her gaze trained on her feet as they moved toward his former office. Marcus and Ava's absence grew larger with each step. No one was coming to save her.
***
The office felt smaller now, despite the fact that most of Michael's personal belongings had already been moved. The office was bare, but needed a good wipe down. Outlines of dust scattered the room where pictures once stood. The carpet was discolored in spots, in desperate need of a steam.
"I assume you've seen the email, and heard about my promotion?" Michael pushed the door behind her, leaving it cracked just enough to make Wendy feel slightly more at ease. He stood in front of her, arms crossed looking more authoritative than she'd seen him in a while.
"I did." She let out the breath she was holding, reminding herself that she didn't need to feel so on edge, not for professional reasons, anyway "What the hell happened, Michael? How did--"
Michael took a step back, giving Wendy the space she needed to breathe. His face twisted into a smile, a self-satisfied grin he couldn't control, as he considered how much to tell her. "Those two were relentless." He took another half step backward, perching on the side of the desk. "They've been looking for reasons to sabotage us from day one. Surely you saw the way Marcus would pop in here every chance he got. How he and Ava would have secret meetings after they saw us together."
Wendy opened her mouth to say something, then paused. Marcus had told her more than once that he was there to talk when she was ready. Ava had practically blown up her phone when she went to New Orleans. But that was because they were trying to help her, because they knew the type of person Michael was... wasn't it?
"Sabotage us how? Ava was my friend, Michael. She wouldn't have done anything to hurt me."
Michael laughed. "Your friend? She threatened to blow up your marriage, your career. And Marcus..." Michael rolled his eyes like he was the most obvious traitor of all. "He tried to hamstring us every step of the way. You saw how hard he pushed to get Jon on the team, because he thought you couldn't handle it yourself. I had to book the New Orleans trip at the last minute because I knew he was waiting in the shadows to shut it down. We would have never gotten the ball rolling if you weren't there in person to dazzle Jack."
He could see Wendy process the information, looking at the events through a different lens. He softened his tone. She just needed one more gentle nudge. "They were trying to take us down, Wendy." He tried to summon tears, but not even he was that good. "Everything we worked so hard to achieve. All the sacrifice you made. They wanted to destroy it all."
Wendy leaned back against the wall. The room was spinning. She suddenly felt hot. Could what Michael was saying be true? Had she misread their kindness? She didn't think so, but suddenly she wasn't so sure.
Her conversation with Ava in the break room came flooding back. "Marcus and I talked to Lisa," she'd said with such conviction. "She told us about Michael." But where was Lisa now? If she really had this smoking gun evidence, this damning testimony about Michael's behavior, why hadn't she come forward? Why did she suddenly drop the entire thing the second Wendy didn't play along? She could have gone straight to Brian, had Lisa come in and tell her story.
Unless... Wendy's stomach twisted, her knees buckled. Ava had sounded so sure about Lisa, but when push came to shove and Wendy didn't immediately accuse Michael, Lisa was nowhere to be found. Had the whole thing been a fabrication? A convenient story designed to make Wendy doubt herself, doubt her choices?
"But, the rumors about them... those aren't true, are they?"


Michael pushed off the desk, seeing the way Wendy's shoulders sagged slightly. She didn't believe him, not completely. But it was enough of an opening. "Perception is reality. They were seen leaving together, caught in what appeared to be compromising positions. Who knows what else was going on behind closed doors?" He put his arm on the wall near Wendy's head. "Don't you get it? I was protecting you. Doing what any good leader would do."
"But you lied." She watched his face wanting to see if he would flinch at the accusation.
"No." His eyes hardened with conviction. "I did what needed to be done. While those two played by the rules, sitting back and waiting to see exactly how we would fall, I made my own rules. Power plays they couldn't possibly understand."
Wendy's hand shot to her mouth as the pieces began to click in place. Michael's promotion wasn't a coincidence, he planned the whole thing. Anger began to swell in her chest. This was all just a game to him where she'd been a pawn. Was she really that disposable?
"You orchestrated all of this." Her eyes went wide with the realization, her hands clenching into fists. "You used me." The words came out flat, matter-of-fact rather than accusatory.
Michael's expression shifted, genuine surprise flickering across his features before settling into confusion. "Used you?" He stepped closer, forcing her to crane her neck to maintain eye contact. "Wendy, do you feel used? I've given you everything you wanted. People know who you are now. People respect you. Hell, I think Jenny is actually afraid of you."
A smirk appeared on her face before she could help it. He was right, he had given her everything she wanted. She certainly didn't feel like a victim. In fact, hearing it all listed out like that for her gave her a strange, almost dark, satisfaction. Was Jenny really scared of her? Part of her wanted to reach out, to let her know she could be an ally if Jenny just wouldn't come on so strong, but a darker part burned with delight hearing the news.
He was right, of course he was. She didn't feel used. She felt... elevated. Seen. The woman who'd gained Jack Peterson's respect, who'd made Brian stumble over his words, that wasn't a victim. That was someone who'd learned to wield power.
Their stock was rising because of their work on Fireball, because of bold decisions while others clung to safe mediocrity. Marcus and Ava had seen their meteoritic rise and gotten jealous, tried to tear it all down. Maybe the methods were harsh, but hadn't they forced Michael's hand?
"You don't feel used," Michael continued, reading her silence perfectly. "You feel alive." He put his hands on her arms, making Wendy gasp as electric energy passed through them like they were wielding magic. "You finally feel like the woman you were always meant to be. The woman I knew you could be."
Before she realized it, Wendy was backing into the chair on the other side of the desk. Her legs brushing against the cool leather. She sank into the seat, suddenly looking over the room from a perspective she'd never had.
"As new VP, I'm going to need a right hand." Michael's presence loomed behind her, his reflection visible in the darkened computer monitor. "A director I can trust. Someone who isn't afraid to get a little... dirty when the time calls for it."
His hands settled on her shoulders, causing her to close her eyes as the familiar warmth passed through her body. Director. The word held such power. Running an entire department, strategic meetings she could shape, the picture of a woman who could make decisions instead of just implementing someone else's vision.
"I..." she squirmed in the chair, her excitement growing. "I only just got this promotion. I'm not ready for director yet. Am I?" Despite her lack of confidence, she allowed herself to be seduced by the idea of it. She spun the chair, looking out past the cracked door at the people walking by. She saw them walking into her office, asking her suggestions on campaign slogans. For permission to run with a campaign plan she'd spent all night crafting. The fire building in her core made her breath catch as Michael's fingers traced her collarbone. "What would people say? What would they think?"
His grip tightened as he spun the chair around, turning Wendy so he could face her. The sudden rotation left her dizzy, disoriented by the shift in perspective.
"You look good in that chair, Wendy." His eyes swept over her, making her blush. "It suits you."
She watched his eyes fall to her chest, something that used to make her want to run in disgust. But now, sitting in this chair, envisioning herself as the woman who would occupy it, she felt a familiar thrill. The same rush she'd experienced in New Orleans when Jack Peterson's attention had wavered, when she'd leaned forward and watched him stumble over his words. This was what power looked like. Men losing focus, forgetting their carefully thought out sentences, becoming distracted by what she chose to reveal.
She smiled at her decision to leave a button or two undone, no longer an accident but a calculated choice. "Up here," she said, playfully. She placed her fingers under his chin, tilting his head to meet her gaze.
The hunger in his eyes didn't intimidate her anymore. If anything, it validated her. This was her effect, her influence. He was putty in her hands just like Jack, and Brian, and anyone else she decided. The director's chair beneath her felt less like furniture and more like a throne.
She pulled her hand away slowly, savoring the moment of control before allowing him to continue.
He licked his lips before continuing. "If you keep delivering on the Fireball account, people will only ask why I didn't promote you sooner." Michael's voice carried the seductive weight of prophecy. "In a couple months max you'll be in this chair permanently, and they will all respect you. Besides, even if you don't..."
He dropped to his knees before the chair, placing his hands on her legs with deliberate intimacy. Panic shot through Wendy as she craned her neck to look at the partly open door. If someone were to come in now they may see him. She turned back to scold him, but stopped. The position they were in transformed the office into what felt like a throne room. Wendy sat deeper into the chair where power was both given and taken. Not a pawn, a queen.
Michael's hands found their way under Wendy's dress before she could stop him. His digits pressed against the smooth flesh of her calf. "You don't need their permission, or even their respect, because you make your own rules." He massaged her calf with a sort of tenderness before sliding to her knee. "People like us, Wendy. We take what we want. We don't care about office norms or rumors." He squeezed her knee making her eyes slip shut. "And we sure as hell don't feel sorry about the choices we make to get to the top."
The cool air of the AC brushed against her leg and she opened her eyes to see that Michael had raised her dress as he worked his way up her leg. She placed her hand on his shoulder pausing him. She could hear the steps of people as they walked by the door. The added danger suddenly adding to the thrill of it all. When she didn't apply additional pressure, Michael bent forward placing soft kisses on her knee, his tongue sliding up her already wet thigh.
"Every major decision will have to go through you," he whispered, just as Wendy, almost instinctively, parted her legs. "The only whispers you'll hear will be about how Wendy Taylor is the most badass director this place had ever seen."
"Michael, what are you...the door..."
He silenced her with another kiss on her thigh, almost mocking in its tenderness. His nose grazed the front of her soaked panties, dragging across her lips as he lingered there. He inhaled deeply, taking in the scent of her arousal... of his victory. The sound alone was obscene, primal. She gasped, she should have been disgusted. Creeped out. No one had ever smelled her like that before, not even Jon. It was too much, too intimate... too filthy. And yet, her body didn't recoil, it exploded.
A sharp, involuntary sigh escaped her lips, laced with heat and shame. Something inside her snapped. She wasn't saying no. She wasn't pushing him away. Her mind still screamed this was wrong, but her thighs were parting wider.
Michael was thrilled by her response. She was no longer saying "no" or "this isn't right", instead she was a willing participant only worried about who was going to see them not if she was going to let him... checkmate.
"I told you before," he murmured, his breath hot against the thin fabric clinging to her, causing her to shiver. "The next time I tasted you would be straight from the source."
"Ohhhh f-fffuck," Wendy moaned, her hands sliding up to Michael's hair, tangling her fingers in it. Her eyes slipped closed again, waiting... anticipating the moment Michael's tongue would slip across her most sensitive area.
"Tell me you want it," he said softly, his voice muffled by Wendy's thighs.
Her eyes snapped open. Michael's head was still buried between her legs, his hands on her hips to control her movement. Someone had stopped just outside the office door. A hushed conversation that she couldn't focus on enough to know what was being said or by who. All she knew was that they were just fifteen feet away from her. If they were to open the door, or even just turn enough to see through the crack they would see her sitting in the directors chair, her dress pulled up above her knees. Would they be able to see Michael too?
"Tell me," he said again, his teeth scraping against the inside of her thigh.
"Ahhh," she cried out, a little too loud for her own liking. Her hands flew to her mouth, giving Michael free reign, as her eyes once again fluttered closed..
"I... I want it," she finally admitted. Although, as she pulled Michael's head closer to its target she had a hard time knowing exactly what it was she just admitted to.
Michael didn't wait for another command. The second the confession left her lips he was on her. He pushed the wet fabric of her panties to the side, taking only a second to admire the way her bald sex glistened with need. Her lips pressed together tightly, begging to be split.
The first flick of his tongue sent a full body tremor through Wendy. She bit down on her knuckle terrified that someone would hear her. Her hips immediately rose to greet his mouth, desperate for more contact. His thick tongue slid across her folds at a torturous pace, like he was savoring the taste of her. She spread her legs as wide as they would go, all pretense gone as his tongue circled her swollen nub.
"Mmmnnngh," Wendy whined, her words incoherent, muffled by the way she bit down on her own hand. She couldn't believe this was happening. The office wasn't even completely empty yet and she was already hooking her legs around the wide frame of Michael.
Before she could chastise herself too much, Michael slurped greedily at her clit, making her buck against his face.
"Mmmm fuuuck," she cried out, her hands moving from her mouth to the back of his salt-and-pepper hair. She looked back at the door, relief passing over her as she realized whoever was out there was now gone.
Michael must have seen her reaction, because at the same time he pushed a finger deep inside Wendy's core, adding to the already overwhelming sensation of his tongue.
"That's... oh God... Too much someone will hear." Despite her pleas, Wendy's knuckles were white from holding his head so tight. She rotated her hips, her body burning with need.
"So much sweeter, from the source," Michael chuckled, breaking free of her death grip to come up for air. Wendy's face burned with shame, her juices were smeared across Michael's face making it look like he'd just gone for a swim. "I'm going to need this sweet treat every day."
"No... this has to be the last.... fffffuck." Michael added a second finger, curling them upward enough to make her legs shake.
"Stop pretending Wendy. By the looks of it, you're getting off on this more than I am."
"That's not... Uuuugggghhhn." Michael dove back in, his fat tongue joining his fingers as he pushed it past her walls. He waited for her hips to slide back down onto the chair before slowly moving his tongue up her folds, teasing her clit with it.
"Tell me you don't love this. That you're not about to explode all over my face."
Wendy didn't answer. She couldn't. Her body was vibrating with tension, the kind that came from knowing she'd already fallen off the edge, but still pretending she hadn't jumped.
Michael curled his fingers again, this time finding that perfect spot inside her, the one that made her whine with need. His tongue danced over her clit at the same time, quick flicks alternating with deep sucks that left her gasping.
"Say it," he said into her skin. "Say you're about to cum all over my face."
She shook her head, a weak, useless gesture. Her fingers tightened in his hair.
"Say it, Wendy. Admit that no one has ever made you feel this good, not even Jon."
"I--" she started, the word trembling on her lips. Her thighs were clamping around his head, her body betraying her. She couldn't belittle Jon. That part of her life was separate. She grinded against Michael's face, wanting desperately to believe her own lies. She didn't want to hurt Jon.
His lips created a vacuum around her clit, sucking it into his mouth as his fingers pistoned into her like a real life cock. "Oh God, Fuck I'm gonna..."
She moaned shamelessly, her voice echoing off the office walls no longer worried about the dangers that may cause. Her head lolled back, eyes rolling shut as Michael devoured her with pure, obscene focus. She knew she was a goner, her body was past the point of no return. The rhythm of his tongue matched the curl of his fingers, building her back up with dizzying precision.
"You gonna come on my face, Wendy?" he asked between strokes. "Let go right here? Legs open, pussy dripping down my chin? Mark your territory?"
"Michael!" she hissed, scandalized, but her hips lifted again, chasing the release he was so wickedly coaxing out of her. She was suddenly very aware of the cool leather seat on her legs. Her butt slipped across the surface of it, her juices covering it... claiming it just as Michael had said.
"This is where you belong, Wendy." His mouth pressed against her slick heat as he spoke. "This is what you need." He pressed a third finger against her lips. It was too tight a fit to slip in, but just the pressure was enough to send Wendy into a frenzy.
She whimpered, a broken, hoarse sound. Her hips jerked as he sucked her clit again, harder this time, and her thighs clamped down on either side of his head like a vice. She wasn't even trying to stop herself anymore. All she could think about was how good it felt, and how close she was to exploding.
"Give it to me, Wendy. I want to feel you let go. To taste every last drop. To remind you no one can make you feel this good."
"Oh God," she breathed. Her fingers tangled deeper into his hair, nails scraping his scalp. Her body was coiled tight, every muscle locked in place and trembling. She could feel it building, not just between her legs, but behind her eyes, at the base of her spine, spreading like fire through her belly.
Michael sensed it. Of course he did. He flattened his tongue and flicked faster, determined to give her the biggest orgasm of her life. "You're gonna cum for me, Wendy," he murmured against her clit. "Not for Jon. Not for anyone else. Me._
That did it.
"Fuuuck, Oh God. Oh mmmm fuck." Her whole body tensed, if there was anyone within thirty feet of the office there was no way they didn't hear it. Her vision went white. Her thighs clamped around Michael's head, trapping him there as her hips bucked uncontrollably. Her hands slid down to his shoulders, clutching at him like she might fall apart if she let go.
Michael didn't stop. He kept working her, riding out every pulse, licking and sucking her through the waves until her body sagged limp in the chair. Her legs twitched with aftershocks, her breath stuttered out of her lungs in shallow pants. Her head lolled to the side, hair stuck to her damp forehead.
"Delicious," Michael said, emerging from between her legs, wiping his face with the back of his hand. The smug look on his face should have sent Wendy into a fury, but she barely noticed, still trying to recover.
Her arms shook as she tried to sit up straight in the chair, pushing her dress back down over her legs. "Jesus Michael. That was reckless, and --"
"Fun?" Michael laughed, standing up straight and walking to the other side of the desk. He adjusted his tie, smoothing it down against his shirt. The casual gesture felt obscene after what had just transpired, like watching someone straighten their collar after committing murder.
"Before I go," he said, reaching into his shirt pocket. The familiar crinkle of paper made Wendy's stomach clench. He placed the IOU on the desk between them, the candy cane wrapping paper now wrinkled and worn from being folded and refolded so many times.
Wendy stared at it, confusion clouding her still-hazy mind. "What are you doing?"
"I don't need it anymore." He smiled down at her, still devouring her with his gaze. "Do whatever you want with it."
Her fingers twitched toward the paper, then pulled back. This was what she'd wanted, wasn't it? Freedom from his leverage?
"Why?"
Michael walked toward the door, his confidence both infuriating and causing the fire she just quenched to rekindle. "I think we both know why."
She snatched the paper, crushing it in her fist. Relief should have flooded through her. This was over. She could focus on the Fireball campaign and not worry about him being inappropriate or making dumb comments. So, why didn't she feel more relieved?
"Oh, before I forget," Michael paused at the door. "There's a company party Friday night. The Marriott downtown. To celebrate my promotion." His eyes held hers, that predatory gleam returning. "I can't wait to see you there to... celebrate."
Wendy laughed, she couldn't help it. "Michael, you just gave me the IOU. If that was your plan you should have waited. Do you not know how these things work?" She crumpled the IOU in her hand, like it was the ultimate power play.
"I'm aware." His smile widened. "Make sure Jon comes too. I'm sure he'll enjoy seeing how far we've both... evolved."
After he left, Wendy sat alone in the empty office, the crushed paper warm in her palm. She should feel free. The chain was broken, the leverage gone. She smoothed out the wrinkled note, reading her own handwriting: _One night of making your wildest dreams come true._
A bitter realization hit her, or maybe it was always there and she just refused to acknowledge it. Michael was right, he didn't need it. Maybe he never did. After all, it was just a silly piece of paper, a facade to trick herself into making the choices she wanted to make all along.
She could tell herself it was over. Destroy the note, avoid Michael, return to her safe life with Jon. But even as the thought formed, she knew it was a lie. The woman who'd sat in this chair, who'd claimed it in the most primal way possible, that woman wasn't going anywhere. Gold dress Wendy had tasted power, and she was hungry for more.
The IOU hadn't been a leash. It had been an excuse.
Her fingers found her wedding ring, spinning it in that familiar pattern. But even that couldn't calm the storm inside her. She had a taste of the good life. Of power, and respect. Michael had shown her how to tap into her potential in a way she'd never known possible. She loved Jon, she truly did. But she was addicted to the power Michael had shown her, had promised her.


Wendy Taylor. Director material. The woman who made her own rules.
She stood on shaky legs, tucking the IOU into her purse. Not because she needed to keep it, but because destroying it would mean admitting what she already knew. Michael owned her in ways that had nothing to do with paper promises.
Friday night at the Marriott. A celebration.
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The engine ticked softly as Ashley stared at the single light that was on in the back of the house, trying to gather the courage to go inside and face her husband. Her breathing was uneven as she looked at herself in the rearview mirror. Her mascara was smeared, her hair still damp from her shower at Clayton's. She turned her head, a dark mark sat just above her collarbone and stood out from beneath the trench coat.
Ashley closed her eyes. She could still feel Clayton's touch, his mouth on her neck, biting her, claiming her. She never considered herself the type of girl who would enjoy rough sex. But after tonight... holy fuck. Her knuckles gripped the steering wheel, white with force. She could feel Tom's eyes on her, examining every inch of her exposed body as Clayton... Her eyes snapped open, tears stinging as memories flooded back and she squirmed in her seat. She'd broken so many rules tonight. Was she even going to have a marriage after it was over?
The car door swung open and Ashley willed herself to step out and face her fears. The weight of the anklet suddenly felt heavier. With each click of her boots on the concrete, she could feel it burning against her flesh. A constant reminder of her sins that night. Her hands shook as she reached for the lock, the keys slipped through her trembling fingers and clattering against the concrete. "Shit," she muttered, the sound seeming too loud in the quiet neighborhood. She hesitated, suddenly aware of how exposed she felt in just the trench coat. The fabric shifted as she bent down, threatening to give the neighbors the same show she'd given Clayton.
The keys glinted mockingly in the dim porch light. Her fingers brushed the cold metal when a creak from above made her freeze. The front door swung open, spilling light across her vulnerable position.
Chris stood in the doorway looking down at her. She could smell the bourbon wafting through the front door. When she finally grasped her keys, she looked up at him through glassy eyes, trying to read his expression.
"You're home," he whispered, his words were slightly slurred. He didn't sound drunk, but it was obvious he'd spent most of the time she was away drinking. Not that she could blame him.
"I am," she said, standing up straight. "I-"
He didn't let her finish her thought before grabbing her and pulling her inside. Ashley gasped, a giggle escaping her lips at the sudden outburst as she fell into his arms. Before she could regain her balance, the door slammed behind them with a thunderous crack. Her back hit the cool metal as Chris pressed against her.
"I missed you," he whispered, his lips already brushing hers.
Her stomach twisted with guilt as she threaded her fingers through his hair. "I missed you too, baby. But we should talk first."
"No more talking. We can talk while I..." His words caught in his throat as he pulled open her coat. The fabric parted slowly, revealing Ashley's nakedness inch by inch. His sharp intake of breath echoed in the quiet room. Ashley stood in just her boots and stockings in front of him. Her chest and thighs peppered with bite marks and bruises.
"Oh fuck..." He took a step back, his eyes darkening as they traced over her exposed flesh. His fingers felt like fire as he traced over a particularly dark mark just below her breast. "Are you okay? Where are your clothes? What happened?" The questions were pouring out of him quicker than his brain could process them. When Ashley left the house earlier this evening she looked sexy. Put together in a way that looked both alluring and confident. Now she just looked...
"We um... we got a little carried away. The outfit didn't make it." Her voice wavered as Chris's thumb brushed over a sensitive bruise on her hip. The bourbon on his breath mingled with her own rising desire as he pulled her closer, his eyes never leaving the canvas of marks across her skin.
"Fuuuck." The word came out gentle, but Chris could feel the power behind it. A muscle twitched in his jaw as he shed his shirt, letting it fall beside her discarded coat. When his mouth claimed hers again, there was nothing gentle about it. His teeth grazed her lower lip, making her flinch, but she wouldn't deny him. She'd left him tortured for hours while she...
"Oh, God." Chris's mouth found her nipple, still hard and raw, sucking it into his mouth painfully. His hands were everywhere. Her ass, her hips, her thighs.
"How many times?" he asked, his tongue soothing against the cracked skin on her diamond hard nub. She whimpered softly, although she wasn't sure if it was from pain or desire.
"How many times, what?"
"How many times did he fuck you?" This wasn't his usual, playful banter. There was bass in his voice, anger.
The harshness of his words made her moan. He was never this blunt, this assertive. His fingers brushed her smooth slit, finding it puffy and wet. Before she could protest, he pushed two fingers deep inside her.
"Ugggh fuck," Ashley's nails dug into his shoulders causing him to hiss through clinched teeth. "Th... three."
Her words were like gasoline to the fire. She felt him tense at the admission, his fingers pushing deeper, harder into her used cunt. He bit down on her nipple causing another shock of pain to rip through her body. Her juices coated his fingers telling him exactly what he already knew.
"First in his office. This his... oh fuck, gentle baby, please."
He drew his teeth away from her nipple, kissing back up her body where she eagerly accepted his tongue into her mouth. They stayed like that for several seconds, kissing and reunited. She could feel him press against her thigh. He was throbbing. She'd told him he wasn't allowed to touch himself until she returned, and she could tell he hadn't.
"Where else?" he asked, breaking the kiss. His fingers never slowed their assault. His thumb sliding over her clit causing her knees to shake.
"Fffuck," she groaned, wishing he was still kissing her. "His room... then again in the shower." The confession was equal parts arousing and shameful for her. There was so much they had to talk about. So much he had to know, but he was making it clear, that could wait.
Chris went to his knees, his lips never leaving Ashley's body. She gripped his hair, desperately trying to pull him up as fear began to replace her arousal. She could still feel Clayton's seed inside her. If Chris got much closer he'd be able to see it, smell it... taste it. The thought of it drove her mad. She wasn't the type of person to come home with another man's cum inside her, so why did the thought of it make her leak with need?
"What about this? Did he do this?" She could feel his breath on her clit. Her hips lurched forward on reflex even as her death grip held his face away from her.
"N... no, but wait a minute, please."
"I've been waiting. You didn't make Clayton wait did you? How long were you there before he was inside you?" Chris wasn't usually the jealous type. Even when he watched Clayton and Ashley together he never had this type of reaction. But, something about the waiting, the not knowing, it consumed him. He swiped her hands away as panic began to build in her chest.
"He... he came inside me." Chris's body went rigid, his hands frozen against her thighs. She couldn't see his face, couldn't read his reaction, and that terrified her more than anything. Her fingers trembled against the back of his neck as tears threatened to spill over.
"I'm sorry, baby." Her voice cracked. "Everything was happening so fast, and I just... I lost control. I shouldn't have let him..." She was rambling now, desperate to fill the silence, to understand the storm of emotions she felt radiating from her husband. They both knew what going there meant, where the night would lead. But she allowed things to go too far. Somehow that always seemed to be the case with Clayton. Despite going there for Chris, for their shared fantasy, she'd still managed to cross another line. The ultimate submission to another man.
Just when she thought she couldn't bear the tension any longer, Chris's response shocked her to her core. "OH. Oh fuck. Oh GOD" Chris leaned forward sucking her clit into his mouth before pushing the entire length of his tongue into her sloppy hole.
Chris growled against her sex as he lapped up her juices. She felt different. Looser, wetter. Her sweet taste now carried a sour tang, or was he imagining that? Everything she was saying to him made him crazy with jealousy and lust. She'd let another man inside her bare. Not only that, she let him finish inside her. Chris's mind felt like it was short circuiting. His jaw starting to grow sore as he pushed his tongue deeper inside his wife.
"Mmm fuck, oh God," Ashley held his hair with both hands, grinding her pussy into his face. She could feel her juices smearing against his oral assault. He began to fuck her with his tongue, short, fast thrusts that made her toes curl.
He pulled back slightly, his fingers digging into her thighs as he rotated her hips in search of his tongue. He examined her bare cunt more closely now. It was glistening both from his spit and her own arousal... or was it even more than that? It was red and puffy, used and open. He could see the bruising around it and for some reason that made him painfully hard. He reached down, freeing his steely erection, leaning forward as he ran his tongue over the length of her slit again.
The sound of Chris's pants hitting the floor was music to Ashley's ears. She released his hold on his head, her nails sliding across his back. "Yessss. Fuck me, baby, please. God, put it in me."
"Is that what you said to him? Did you beg him to fuck you?" He rose to his feet, and at the same time she reached for his shaft pumping him in her hand.
"I was so bad, baby." Her voice was seductive, but it had a different tinge to it. A guilt Chris didn't register in his hyper-aroused state. "I was such a slut for him, Chris. Oh God, he fucked me so hard. So fucking good." She placed the head against her slick folds, and gritted her teeth as he pressed against her sore, swollen clit.
"Fuck me!" she hissed. It wasn't a question.
Not needing to be told again, he grabbed her, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh. She wrapped her leg around his waist, steadying herself on on foot as he slammed home.
"Yesss. Oh God, Chris." Her lips were on his ear, her forehead already slick with sweat.
He fucked her with a relentless pace. It wasn't their usual love making. It wasn't even the sex they had after she'd played before. This time was different. Harder, more primal. He clung to her as his grunts filled the air, wanting to smother himself in her body.
"Oh God. Oh Jesus." Her hands were on his back, his arms. She was flailing, trying to find something to hold onto. "Harder, baby. Punish me. I deserve it. Oh Fuck. I'm such a dirty slut. Ugggnh yes."
His mouth claimed hers in a vicious kiss. Their tongues lashing until their teeth collided. She bounced on her toes, breaking the kiss and arching into him as his teeth found her neck. He bit down, adding his own mark just above Clayton's. She clenched handfuls of his hair, her nails sliding down to his back, her nails breaking the skin as they both howled at the assault.
"Yes baby. That's it, fuck me. I can't get enough of it, oh fuck." The walls of her pussy were beginning to come alive. Despite the night she had with Clayton, the rough treatment by her otherwise gentle husband was having an effect.
"I'm going to cum, baby. I'm going to be the second man to cum inside you tonight."
"Uugggh fuck. Oh God!" His words seemed to be exactly what they needed to reach their shared climax. Ashley's moans filled the room, and Chris grabbed her head drawing her into another deep kiss, silencing her. Her body shook with each jet of cum inside her. Her bloody fingertips pulled on Chris's shoulders, begging him to stay connected with her.
Finally, with a low sigh, she felt his cock deflate and slip from her iron grip.
Chris let go of her legs, and stumbled backward. "Jesus, fuck," he stammered trying to catch his breath.
Ashley slid down the door onto her butt as she gasped for air.
"You... you really let him cum inside you?"
Ashley opened her eyes. Chris was leaning back against the sofa in a similar position as her. His legs bent slightly in front of him, his deflated cock glistening and leaking against the floor. She chewed on her bottom lip as she felt his release drip from inside her. There was so much she had to tell him. So much he didn't even think to ask.
She didn't answer at first, she wasn't sure how to answer. The question hung in the air like a weight between them. Ashley studied his face. He didn't look mad or upset, just... conflicted. Like he was in disbelief. She tilted her head backward onto the door, not wanting to look him in the eyes as she gave her final confirmation and nodded slowly. "I didn't plan to. Everything just-"
"Happened so fast. Yeah, you said that." Chris ran his hands over his face trying his best to process the information the best he could now that he wasn't dying for a release. He wanted to be pissed at her. God, why couldn't he be pissed at her. He felt his cock start to swell, despite himself, as he asked his next question. "Did... did you like it?"
Ashley's breath caught. That wasn't the question she was expecting. She pulled her head away from the door and looked toward Chris. His gaze was piercing her, but he didn't look angry. In fact, he... She looked between his legs. He was already hard again. She ran her tongue across her upper teeth trying to make sense of what that meant. "I... I did. Fuck Chris. It felt so much better. So much... bigger."
She watched his reaction carefully, smiling to herself as she saw his manhood swell to it's full size. His breathing became shallow as his eyes grew darker. Chris's mouth was hanging open slightly, like he couldn't believe she was telling him this, which was fair, because she couldn't believe it herself.
Using the door handle for leverage, Ashley stood up, her legs shaking beneath her. Nothing about this night had gone the way she'd thought it would. As she made her way to the stairs, Chris looked over at her. "Where are you going?" He asked, standing up.
"To bed," she paused giving him a mischievous grin. "Clayton really wore me out."
He was on her before she made it to the third step. His arms around her waist, his teeth on her neck. "I'm not done with you yet. You left me here, hard and alone while you..." He bit the back of her shoulder making her arch into him. "while you let him cum inside you."
A whimper left her lips as Chris pushed her forward making her catch herself on the stairs with her hands. His lips were trailing down her back. His hands were on her ass, his cock pressed against the slick on her thighs. "Did he fuck you like this?" His voice was a low growl. Ashley could feel it reverberate through her back making her core pulse.
"Yes," she whispered. "He fucked me so hard like that."
A slap echoed through the house as Ashley let out a surprised scream. "You were a slut for him. A married fucking slut!" He slapped her ass again, harder this time. He wasn't usually into spanking, he never saw the appeal. But something had come over him. He couldn't help himself.
Ashley pushed her hips backward, lowering herself onto her forearms as she tried to slide Chris back inside her. "Yes, baby. I was so fucking bad. I was a whore for him and he used me like that's all I was." She rolled her hips, but she couldn't find the right angle. "Fuck me, lover. Fuck me like Clayton did. Give me your cum again." She bit her lip. "The way he did."
Chris's grip was bruising as he pushed inside her. "Ooohhh fuck. Oh yessss." He slipped inside her with ease. His cock pushing cum out as he hammered his hips into her.
Ashley was sore, but she didn't want to deny Chris, she owed him that. She'd never seen this side of him, and despite her exhaustion, her body seemed to crave the rough treatment. "So good, baby. Oh God, Clayton fucked me so hard."
Her words seemed to ignite a fire in Chris. His thrusts only getting harder, deeper. He could feel the cum pushing deeper into Ashley, slicking his dick with it. The thought of not knowing for sure whose cum it was drove him mad with desire as his body continued to crash into hers.
"Did you beg for it?" Sweat was dripping onto Ashley's back as he continued his relentless pace. "Did you beg him to cum inside you?"
"Ooooh, Oh fuck." Her pussy contracted around him, pulling him deeper. Her body was on fire. His words adding fuel to the fire, like hers had so many times before. "Uhhh fuck. That feels so good," she admitted the shame of it all somehow heightening her arousal as Chris's hand snaked around her body and found her clit.
"Oh God. Ohhh ffffffffff." The attention on her clit was too much, causing her orgasm to sneak up on her and hit her like a tidal wave. Her walls contracted around Chris's cock. His fingers matching the pace with his thrusts as she continued to ride out her orgasm. she grabbed his wrist, his continued attention drawing her orgasm out longer as her pussy tightened around him.
The thrusting slowed but never fully stopped as Chris removed his dripping fingers from her clit. Ashley's entire upper body was pressed awkwardly against the steps as she struggled to breathe. "Did he make you cum harder than that?"
Heat bloomed across Ashley's cheeks. Part of her wanted to lie, to tell Chris that what she did with Clayton didn't hold a candle to this. On some level that was probably true. There was a connection with Chris, an emotional bond that Clayton could never touch. Perhaps it was the competitor in her, or the part that loved to get Chris riled up. She bit her lip and slowly nodded her head.
She heard the low snarl come from behind her, felt the way his fingers dug a little deeper, a little harder into her skin. His slow thrusts paused, his fingers, still wet from her juices, pressed against the tight ring of her ass, making her eyes shoot open.
"Did he fuck you here?"
"Aaaahhhh," Ashley moaned, shaking her head gently as she felt the fat digit push into her ass.
Ashley's moan echoed up the stairs as Chris's finger pushed deeper into her ass. The sensation was intense, a mix of pleasure and discomfort that sent sparks between her legs. She could feel his cock throbbing inside her, his body tense with a mix of jealousy and need.
"No, baby," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their ragged breaths. "He didn't... he didn't try."
Chris's grip on her hips loosened slightly, his finger moving in and out of her in a slow, deliberate rhythm. He could feel his cock moving inside her, heightening the experience. "But you wanted him to, didn't you?" he growled, his voice thick with lust. "You wanted to feel his big dick inside your ass"
Ashley's body trembled at his words, her pussy clenching around his cock as another wave of pleasure washed over her. She hadn't thought about it actually, but now that he'd put the image in her head, her body jerked at the thought of it. She had only just recently realized she enjoyed anal. Could she really handle a cock like Clayton's? "Y-yes," she lied, her voice shaking.
Chris's cock throbbed at her admission, his hips moving faster as he fucked her with renewed vigor. He could feel her tightening around him, her body on the brink of another orgasm. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back as he whispered in her ear.
"I'm going to do it. I'm going to fuck your ass again, Ashley." With that, he pulled his finger out of her ass making her whimper at the sudden empty feeling.
"Please, baby. Do it... fuck my ass. Take me how Clayton has never been able to."


Chris leaned down, peppering her hips and cheeks with kisses before sliding his tongue against her opening.
"Mmmmmm Ohhhh." She rocked her hips back as his slimy tongue pressed against her. She wanted it deeper. Wanted him to take her in ways only he could. She could feel the thick tongue circling her rim before dipping inside her making her toes curl.
"Ohhh God, baby. Yesssss."
Chris slid his hands down her legs, burying his tongue in her ass.
"Oh fuck, Chris," she moaned, her fingers clutching at the stairs beneath her. "That feels so fucking good."
Chris's response was a low chuckle, vibrating against her sensitive flesh and sending shivers down her spine. He could feel her body trembling, her muscles tensing as the fire between them continued to burn into an inferno. He slipped his tongue from her ass, positioning himself at her entrance, using their juices as lube. His gentle thrusts stopped abruptly, his hands resting on her ankles where something cool was pressing against his skin.
"What's that?" he asked, breaking Ashley from her spell at least momentarily.
The hair on the back of her neck prickled. The anklet, she'd completely forgotten about it. She wiggled her foot allowing it to dangle loosely. "Clayton gave it to me before I left. He said I... earned it."
The possessive grip was back on her hip as the head of Chris's cock nudged her ass. "Oohhhh," Ashley whined, balling her hands into fists.
"For being such a slut for him?" He pushed the tip of his spear into her ass slowly, allowing her time to adjust.
"Ahhh ohh God." Ashley chewed on her lip. Chris wasn't wrong, it was because she had been a slut for Clayton. But that was only the half truth. She felt him drive deeper into her ass, trying to relax her muscles as he claimed the one spot no one else had been.
"Yes. Oh God, baby, I was such a slut." She felt his heavy sac press against her folds, and she knew he was all the way inside her. It felt incredible. Slightly less painful than the first time they'd tried it, but she still felt so completely full.
"Did he give it to you because you let him cum inside you? Did you take his cum all three times?" She felt his cock flex inside her ass as he started to pick up a slow rhythm.
"Ohhh God baby. You feel so fucking big." She brought her hand between her legs applying gentle, steady pressure to her over sensitive nub. "Ffffuck, I feel so full."
"Is that why he gave you the gift?" Chris insisted, his pace picking up. Ashley rubbed her clit faster to match the speed. She could already feel another orgasm building.
"Ohhh fuck, oh yes." she could hear Chris's labored breathing, he was running out of steam. They'd been fucking like rabbits since the second she walked in the door. "But there's also... there's something else I haven't told you."
She felt Chris slow down and she held her breath. She had to get it out. Had to tell him about Tom, she had to absolve herself of that guilt. "In his office. When he... Tom was there."
"WHAT!?"
"OW!" His fingers dug into her hip hard. Adding another bruise to the ones already there. "Not there... but, he was on a call or something. I didn't know at first and then. He.. saw me. He watched us, fuck."
The world felt like it was spinning too fast. Chris felt the whiskey he had been drinking earlier threatening to come up. He wanted to hit something, to scream, to cry. Instead, all he could do was push his hips forward. Pushing his dick into Ashley's ass hard, no longer concerned about her comfort or orgasm.
"Uuunnnngh," Ashley's head fell forward, her head hitting the step above her with each powerful thrust.
"You let Tom see you? Let him watch Clayton fuck you?" His words were dripping with venom. Tom was the one line he'd told Ashley repeatedly not to cross.
"I didn't plan--" Her explanation cut off as Chris slammed into her, stealing her breath.
"Did you like it?" he demanded, his voice raw. "Did it turn you on knowing he was watching you? Knowing he could see everything? Knowing how it would make me feel?"
Ashley's fingers dug into the carpet of the stairs, her mind spinning between pleasure and the guilt pulsing through her veins. she was starting to see stars. Her orgasm building to perhaps the biggest of the night. She should lie, should try to salvage what was left of their boundaries, but she couldn't. Not now.
"Yes," she admitted. "God, oh fuck. Once it started. Once I saw the way he was looking at me. It was so intense so... OHHHHHH!"
Chris's rhythm faltered at her confession, his dick pulsing, buried inside her ass. He hated everything about this. Hated that Tom had seen her, hated that now Tom knew about her and Clayton, hated that she'd broken their one rule. And most of all, he hated how his cock throbbed painfully inside her. threatening to unleash a firehose of cum at her admission.
"I'm sorry baby." She rolled her hips. "Please..."
"Please what?" Chris couldn't hide the anger, or the hurt in his voice. "Please forgive you?" His hand cracked down on her ass causing her head to shoot up in surprise. "Please keep fucking you so you can cum?" Tears were dripping down his cheeks as his hand found her exposed neck. He used it for leverage, pulling her body into him and choking her slightly. "Please treat you like the fucking slut you were for Clayton...for Tom?"
"Fffffuuck, Oh God Oh fuck OOOOO..." Ashley's vision blurred. Her fingers rapidly stroking her clit as her orgasm tore through her. "Yes... yes. Fuck yes to all of it. Ugggh."
Ashley's ass clutched around Chris like a vice. His tears were flowing freely now, dripping onto her back with each powerful thrust as her body convulsed in bliss. "Fuck, Ashley. I love you so fucking much it's killing me," he groaned, the confession ripped from somewhere deep inside him. "I can't lose you. Not to Clayton, not to Tom, not to any of this."
"Cum for me baby. Claim me again. Make me yours. I'm yours. I'll always be yours, no matter what."
"Unnngh," Her walls clenched around nothing, her ass gripping his cock in pulses that triggered his own release. With a final thrust, Chris emptied himself inside of her. He collapsed on top of her, his cock still spasming as rope after rope filled her bowels.
What came next was silence, broken only by their ragged gasps for air. They remained tangled together on the stairs, their bodies covered with sweat and spent fluids. The smell of sex mingled with the lingering aroma of bourbon as the intensity of what just happened washed over them.
He slowly, carefully, pulled out of her. The friction made Ashley whimper, a low sound of discomfort that sliced through the haze in Chris's mind. The familiar cocktail of jealousy, anxiety, and arousal had a new ingredient. Guilt. He looked over Ashley's used body, her eyes still shut trying to recover from the things her body went through tonight. He shifted, gathering her into his arms, cradling her against his chest. Her skin felt feverish, bruised. He could feel the rapid beat of her heart against his ribs, or maybe it was his own. He hadn't even asked if she was okay when she got home. He felt like the world's biggest asshole.
Ashley burrowed into his hold, her cheek pressed against his damp skin. Her entire body was sore. She'd never felt so exhausted, both mentally and physically in her life. But at least Chris knew everything. About what her and Clayton had done, about Tom. He knew it all and yet he didn't leave. At least not yet, anyway. Instead, he got possessive, and a little rough. A thrill ran down her spine. She had loved how he'd lost control. How he had a primal need to take her, to make her his again. _fuck, what is wrong with me?_
Minutes passed with neither of them moving. Chris stared past Ashley's head into the darkness, his thoughts a storm of chaos. Clayton had cum inside her... and she liked it. He wasn't sure what to make of that. She was on birth control, so there was no real risk there. A fresh stab of pain, twisting into the knot of love and fury in his chest. Then there was Tom. He'd seen her, seen Clayton with her. He wasn't sure what that meant just yet, but he knew he didn't like it. Why was Clayton even talking to him so late on a weekend? The entire situation seemed to give him more questions than answers.
"I'm so sorry, baby. For everything. I was so stupid," Ashley whispered after a long silence, her fingers running through his matted hair.
Chris turned his head, looking at her, his thoughts a jumbled mess. "It's not your fault. I sent you over there. But damnit, Ash. We have rules. And Tom..." He pulled her tighter, inhaling her hair before recoiling at the foreign scent. "I told you to let go, you were only doing what I asked."
"I took it too far." Her hand found his, their fingers intertwining. "What are we doing, Chris?"
He had no answer for her. The rules they'd set seemed meaningless now, the boundaries blurred beyond recognition. The anklet glinted in the dim light of the stairwell, a silent reminder of how far they'd already gone.
"I've never seen you like that," she continued, after it was clear he didn't have an answer. "So... aggressive."
"I didn't know I could be like that," he admitted. "Tonight was...a lot." _Understatement of the century._
She pressed her cheek into his chest wanting to somehow feel closer to him. "Yeah."
They stayed there, cramped and uncomfortable on the stairs, the adrenaline slowly ebbing away, leaving behind a residue of confusion, pain, and a strange, unsettling intimacy. For now, suspended in the dim quiet of the stairwell, surrounded by the evidence of their volatile passion, this twisted, broken version of love was all they had. Their new normal.
***
Chris groaned in pain, turning to his side to avoid the light that was piercing through his curtain like a knife driving straight into his skull. Reluctantly, he blinked his eyes open, his mouth tasting like he'd been chewing on cotton balls all night. "Ugh," he complained again, the jackhammer in his head feeling like it was on full blast.
With tired eyes, he looked around the room. He was in bed, next to Ashley. He had no memory of how they got here. The last thing he could recall was collapsing on the stairs after...
Pain shot through his stiff neck as he turned toward his sleeping wife. She looked so peaceful, almost innocent. Chris chuckled at the thought, then immediately grabbed his head, regretting it. Last night had been anything but innocent.
His eyes scanned her body, barely covered by the thin white sheet. Purplish-red marks marked the base of her neck. Her chest bore similar constellations, along with light scratches that trailed down to her ribs. He lifted the sheet, careful not to disrupt her. Her thighs, slightly parted in sleep, showed fingerprint bruises where he'd gripped her too hard. Dried fluids crusted on her inner thighs--his, Clayton's, her own.
Looking at her made his stomach twist with conflicting emotions. Guilt. Arousal. Possessiveness. Pride. _I want this._ That's what he'd said to her yesterday when they started talking about her going to see Clayton on her own. Had he known it was going to get so out of hand would he have still said it? He was too ashamed to answer his own question. Despite everything that happened, the sex last night had been other-worldly. It always was, after Clayton and now, there was a whole new dynamic he couldn't process.
Light reflected off something at the bottom of the bed that caught his gaze. The anklet. He hadn't gotten a good look at it last night, just feeling it beneath his fingers in the heat of the moment. Now, in daylight, he could see it clearly. A silver chain with a small key charm, black-edged with a heart in the design.
_He said I earned it._ That's what Ashley told him last night. But what did it mean for Clayton? Clayton never did anything that didn't also benefit him, so what was the catch? Chris closed his eyes imagining all the ways she must have worked for it. He felt his body responding, blood rushing downward despite his hangover. The betrayal of his own body made him grimace.
Chris eased himself from the bed, careful not to wake her. She needed rest. God knows she'd been through enough last night. He pulled on a pair of sweatpants and padded downstairs. He needed coffee.
As the coffee brewed Chris rubbed his temples, thankful that the smell of it was already lifting the fog. What the hell happened last night? He wasn't entirely sure what exactly he was asking. If it was curiosity about what Clayton and Ashley did, or if it had to do with the animal he had become. What had started as a fantasy was beginning to feel like something they wouldn't be able to come back from.
The coffee maker beeped, drawing Chris from his thoughts. He poured himself a cup, black and scalding, hoping it may burn away some of the shame he felt.
Clayton came inside her. He closed his eyes envisioning the moment it happened. Trying to picture Ashley's face the moment she felt his seed inside her unprotected womb. _It felt so much better. So much bigger._ Her words echoed in his mind as his cock stood at full staff.
Should he put a stop to all of this? The rational part of his brain screamed yes. This had gone too far, crossed too many boundaries. They were playing with fire, and one or both of them was bound to get burned.
But he couldn't deny the truth. He didn't want to stop. Even now, hungover and sore, sitting in his kitchen surrounded by the wreckage of last night, he couldn't bring himself to want it to end. The image of Ashley with Clayton, of her being used and enjoyed by another man while he waited. While he watched. It still set his blood on fire.
But Tom... that was a different story. That made his blood boil in the worst possible way. He'd never liked the way Tom looked at, or even mentioned Ashley. There was something about him, something dangerous that caused the hairs on the back of Chris's neck to stick up. But what? Tom had seen her. Had watched Clayton with her. He knew their dirty little secret and something told him Tom would try to exploit it.
That still didn't answer the most burning question though. Why were Tom and Clayton even on the phone? Chris thought about the upcoming audit, about the pressure Larken, or maybe just Tom, was putting on BitGuardian to ensure a clean audit. But why? What did it all mean?
The caffeine helped cut through some of the fog, but there were still pieces of the puzzle that were missing. Something larger was at play and Chris was worried he and Ashley were just pawns in it all.
"Good morning," Ashley's voice from the bottom of the stairs broke Chris from his thoughts. She still looked just as beautiful as ever. She had on one of his old Metallica t-shirts that hung just past her knees. Her hair was a tangled mess, and her eyes were puffy, her make-up smeared, but in that moment she looked angelic.
"Hey," he replied, standing to pour her a cup of coffee. "How are you feeling?"
She shuffled to the table, the jewelry around her ankle catching Chris's stare and making his chest tighten. "Like I've been hit by a truck." She gave him a seductive smile. "A very sexy, out of this world truck."
He placed a cup of coffee in front of her, cream, more sugar than coffee, and a hint of honey, just the way she liked it. Their fingers brushed as she accepted it, the small contact sending an electric current through him even now.
"Thank you," she said, taking a cautious sip and closing her eyes as the warmth spread through her. "For everything, I mean. Not just the coffee."
He cast her a confused look, and she brought her foot up to rub his calf. It wasn't meant to be suggestive, but simply to feel his closeness.
"I know last night got out of hand," she reached out lacing her fingers in his. "But the fact that you had enough trust in me to let it happen. Most couples would never-"
"I think we've established we're not most couples," he said with a laugh, trying to break the tension.
Ashley smiled warmly, her gaze locking with his. "I thought you were going to hate me when I got home and you saw me."
"I could never hate you, Ash. You're the most important person in the world to me."
She squeezed his hand. "And you are to me. I just... I always think I have control. But then when I'm with him I just-"
"Let go and lose yourself."
"Yeah." She stared into her coffee, watching the swirl of cream dissolve like her dignity had. "It's like he has this power over me. One minute I know exactly what I'm going to do, I'm the one in control, and the next..." She shook her head. "And that's not fair to you, and it's not an excuse, but-"
"I get it, it's like a superpower of his." Chris smirked imagining for a moment what it would be like to have a super power like that, then dismissed it. "I've been in a similar situation, when I'm watching the two of you." He took another sip of coffee to gather his thoughts. "I don't blame you. I'm the one who is always telling you to let go. You were only doing what I asked."
"This was different."
Chris nodded, letting go of her grip so he could take another drink of his now cold coffee. "You're right it was different." He smirked. "It was also the craziest sex I think we've ever had."
Ashley felt heat creep up her cheeks. She'd done things last night she never would have dreamed. She was sore, exhausted, confused... and maybe more than a little aroused. She pushed the thought aside. "We need to talk. Really talk, about what happened last night."
His smirk faltered, he heard the sincerity in her voice. He knew she was right, he just wasn't sure if he was ready to try to make sense of it all. "Look, no matter what happens, no matter how far this goes, I love you, Ashley. That hasn't changed. That won't change."
"So..." Ashley chewed on the inside of her cheek. "you don't want to stop?"
Chris exhaled slowly, considering his words carefully. He knew the question was coming. Hell, he'd thought the same thing, nearly screamed out Bayberry last night. "I don't know," he admitted. "Part of me thinks we should stop before we get in too deep. But another part..."
"Doesn't know if you can," she finished for him, the blush in her cheeks confirming she felt the same.
"Yeah." He squeezed her hand. "The Tom thing, though, that crosses a line for me. I hate that he saw you like that, that he watched you with Clayton."
Ashley tilted her head, studying him with curious eyes. "That bothers you more than Clayton coming inside me? Not once..." Her foot started to slide up his calf. "Not twice." It traveled higher as she watched his reaction. "But three times." She giggled feeling just how hard he was already.
He grabbed her foot, holding it against his member for a moment longer before nudging it away. "I know. It sounds insane. I... I'm embarrassed to say it out loud because I can't even make sense of it." He set the mug down too hard, coffee sloshing over the rim. "Any normal husband would be furious. Hell, part of me is. But..." He ran his hand through his hair, unable to meet her eyes. "When you told me, when I could taste him on you..." His voice dropped to a whisper and he chewed on his lip. "I've never been so turned on in my life, and I fucking hate myself for it."
The silence stretched between them, heavy with things still unsaid.
"I don't understand what's happening to us," Ashley finally said. "What we're becoming."
Chris shook his head. "I don't know, I'm still trying to process everything. But, about Tom." He ran his fingers through his hair trying to control his emotion. "That crossed a serious line for me. I told you he was off limits. And then he watched you..." he couldn't finish the sentence.
"I'm not trying to excuse what happened with Tom," Ashley said, dropping the flirtatious tone. "But Chris, you're sending mixed signals. You tell me he's off-limits, then you nearly break the bed when I tell you about it." Her fingers drummed against the table, frustration evident in every tap. "You say there are boundaries, but every time I cross one, you're harder than you've ever been in your life. How am I supposed to know where the actual lines are?"


Chris's mouth opened, then closed. He had no answer.
"Last night, when I mentioned Tom, you didn't stop. You didn't use our word. You fucked me harder," she continued, her voice breaking. "We both came harder than ever before. What do I do with that? How am I supposed to know where the actual lines are?" She trailed off, confusion etched across her face.
"I don't know what I want anymore," Chris admitted, the confession wrenched from somewhere painful. "When it's happening, when you're telling me about it, showing me, I want everything. I want you to push every boundary, cross every line. Then after, when I can think clearly again, I'm terrified of what we're becoming."
"I don't know what I'm supposed to do with that. And it's not fair that I'm the bad guy when I get it wrong." Tears stung the back of her eyes, but she blinked them away. "Do you want to stop?" The question hung between them, loaded with implications.
"No," he said after a long moment. "God help me, I don't. But we need better rules."
"I think it's clear we don't follow the rules, even when we're the ones that make them."
"So what then?" He felt anger, or maybe it was fear, burning in his chest. "We just take all the rules off the table? That doesn't sound like much of a solution."
"Of course not." She gazed into his eyes trying to convey the way she felt about him without words. "We communicate. We tell each other everything and then sort through it." Her fingers traced the rim of her mug. "Because right now, I don't think either of us really knows where our boundaries are anymore."
Chris nodded, he wasn't sure how he felt about the plan, but he didn't have a better one. In a lot of ways it felt like Ashley was just looking to absolve herself of future discretions. His dick throbbed. Future discretions... here he was trying to set rules so something like last night won't happen again and at the same time he's already thinking about the next time. Why was he like this?
"There's more," Ashley said, leaning forward making him focus back on her.
"What do you mean more?" He wasn't sure he could handle another confession.
"I heard parts of their conversation when I... When I met Clayton in his office."
Chris's eyes lit up, his arousal finally taking a backseat. The missing piece of the puzzle.
"It wasn't much, but they were talking about the audit, something about moving money around. Does that mean anything to you?"
His instincts were right. This did have something to do with the audit, but what? It still didn't make sense. Why would they need to move money unless they were using it to pay people. But who? Why? "Did you hear anything specific?"
"I... I don't think so?" Ashley closed her eyes, taking another sip of the liquid sugar she called coffee to clear her head. "I don't think so, but..." She paused, her expression troubled. "I did see a thumb drive in the computer. Like one you would use to back up files." She stirred her coffee absently, as she bit her lip. "I didn't get a good look at it though. I was... distracted."
And just like that, Chris's arousal was back trying to take control of the driver's seat. His mind wandered, imagining exactly what Ashley was doing that had her so distracted.
"Chris?" Ashley's voice pulled him back. "Should we be worried?"
He reached across the table, taking her hand. "No," he said, though uncertainty gnawed at his gut. "I'm sure it's just pre-audit stress. Everyone gets tense around these things."
Ashley squeezed his fingers, accepting his explanation, no matter how flimsy it felt. It made his chest ache, she had no idea she was caught in the middle of whatever game Clayton and Tom were playing. Neither of them did, really. But at least he was starting to see the edges of it.
"Now," he said, forcing lightness into his tone as he pulled her toward him. "I believe you still owe me details from last night."
"Mmm later," Ashley said standing up and kissing his lips. "Right now I'm way too sore for it to be any fun." She locked eyes with him, giving him a seductive smile as she peeled off his shirt leaving her naked. It still drove her crazy that after all these years together he still had that same hunger in his eyes when he saw her naked. "I'm going to shower"
She turned toward the steps, hearing Chris's chair scrape against the kitchen floor. "Alone."
***
Clayton kicked his feet up on his desk as he fired up his computer. Last night had gone better than planned. He'd expected Ashley to submit to him, sure, but the way she did it with such... eagerness made the front of his sweatpants strain. He pulled up the footage from last night, Ashley bent over the desk as he fucked her, raw. He zoomed in on her face the moment he pushed inside her, watching as it shifted from shock to utter bliss. She fucking loved it. His pants grew tighter as he fought the urge to text her, or maybe log into her phone to see how exactly Chris was handling the aftermath.
Clayton couldn't pinpoint the exact source of his growing satisfaction. Was it Ashley's gradual surrender, the way she fought his influence even as she yielded to it, her attempts at manipulation only making her submission sweeter? He had to admit, there was something intoxicating about her resistance, how she tried to maintain control even while falling deeper into his web. Or perhaps it was the masterful way he kept Chris perpetually off-balance, always believing he had a handle on things right before Clayton changed the rules of the game. Both scenarios fed different parts of his ego.
His phone buzzed, breaking him from his thoughts before he could further examine them. Tom's name flashed across the screen causing Clayton to roll his eyes and pause the video on screen just as Ashley was about to cum.
"I'm starting to think you're obsessed with me," Clayton said, answering the call.
"Don't flatter yourself." Tom's speech was perfect, no trace of slurred speech or hangover. "Last night's show was... eye opening."
Clayton sat up in his chair, taking a screenshot of Ashley, moments before her release.
"I'd say she's more than ready to meet the board members."
Clayton's jaw tightened. "Stick to the timeline, Tom. After the audit we can discuss a strategy to introduce her."
"Why wait? I can be there by Tuesday. We can have introductions over video chat" The hunger in Tom's voice made Clayton's fingers curl into a fist. "She seems to love video chat."
"You're starting to sound careless. You'll ruin months of careful work," Clayton snapped. "She won't take well to someone like you-"
A low chuckle crackled through the line. "Someone like me? Oh this is rich. Don't tell me you're actually developing feelings for your little play thing."
The hairs on Clayton's arms stood up. Why did he suddenly feel warm? He wasn't going to let someone like Tom get under his skin. He was better than that.
"I'm protecting our investment," Clayton replied, trying to keep a level head. "Unlike you, I understand the value of patience."
"Patience?" Tom's amusement only grew. "Is that what you call raw-dogging her in your office?" Tom's voice dripped with condescension. "You're getting sloppy, Clayton. Letting your guard down. There's a reason all of my projects start with a good old-fashioned spanking."
"No one is letting anything down," Clayton hissed, a bit too defensive. "This isn't some 50 Shades book where you can take her into one of your play rooms and have her submit to your every whim. She's more delicate than that."
"I think you're greatly underestimating my ability to train my girls. Or maybe you're too delicate." There was a slight pause, Tom's labored breathing carrying through the phone. "What's wrong, worried she may not look at you with those same puppy dog eyes after I'm through with her?"
Clayton's skin felt like it was on fire. Yet, he couldn't stop himself from pressing play and zooming in on Ashley's eyes as she was cumming. "Stick to the plan, Tom. I don't do well with liabilities."
"And I don't do well with partners who forget their place." Tom's anger was pouring through the phone, causing Clayton to hold it away from his ear. "Because I can promise you this. If you can't deliver when the time comes, I'll handle Ashley myself. And I can assure you the things I do to her will make last night's little display look like child's play."
The line went dead. Clayton stared at his phone, rage building in his chest. The picture of Ashley still displayed on the screen, her face contorted in pleasure. He'd orchestrated this masterfully, each move calculated to achieve maximum impact. He couldn't let Tom go rogue and mess it all up. He needed collateral. He needed a backup plan.
He stored a copy of the audio file from the call onto his external drive. He'd examine it more closely later. If Tom wanted to think he was the one calling the shots Clayton would let him. He could use that. After all, if he could make Ashley dance to his tune so perfectly, imagine what he could do with someone as predictable as Tom.
***
Chris couldn't help but smile when the host's eyes went wide as the couple approached, unable to keep himself from scanning Ashley's body. The short black dress she was wearing was a last minute decision, the same one she wore on her first date with Chris. The fabric clung to her chest, cut just low enough to tease anyone who may be looking, and everyone was looking.
He had watched her get ready. Another layer to their game neither of them even realized they were doing. He marveled at how she could apply just the right amount of concealer to make the bruises and marks on her neck and arms disappear. He'd feel himself start to swell as she applied a layer of lotion on her long legs, her gaze locking with his in the mirror. Then, when she actually picked out the dress, pairing it with a pair of six-inch heels that made her legs look endless, he knew he'd be adjusting himself all night. She even decided to keep Clayton's anklet on for the night. A minor detail that kept the fresh sting of jealousy burning in Chris's gut. Another reminder of what they'd become, what she'd become - somehow even more desirable for it.
"It's about a thirty minute wait," the host said, his eyes glued to Ashley, as if Chris didn't even exist. "You can grab a drink at the bar if you'd like."
They'd barely made it to the bar area when a man in a fitted shirt slid next to Ashley, matching her stride. "Mind if I buy you a drink?"
He was a good looking guy, mid-twenties who looked like he could have been in town for a convention or something similar.
Ashley didn't answer him immediately. Instead she turned to Chris, arching her eyebrow. She was almost shocked to see the smug look on his face. No hint of jealousy or trepidation at all. Just the look of a man proud to be standing next to a woman getting so much attention. For a moment she considered the request, wondered how Chris would respond to her openly flirting with a complete stranger in a bar.
"I'm good, thank you." She pressed her body closer to Chris, who wrapped his arm around her waist. A look of disappointment flashed over the man's face before nodding and then disappearing into the crowd of people surrounding the bar.
"That's the second guy to hit on you since we left the house," Chris murmured against her ear. "Have I ever told you that you're the sexiest woman in the world?"
Ashley turned in his arms, pressing against him and feeling his excitement. "You may have mentioned it once or twice." Her lips brushed his neck. "You almost look disappointed I turned him away."
"Not disappointed," he pulled her close. "I just can't blame them for trying."
"In that case, maybe I won't be so quick to turn the next guy away." There went her competitive streak again, always needing to not be the first one to blink.
"I love you, Ash." He pressed his lips to hers, ignoring her attempt to goad him. "Find us a spot at the bar. I'm going to hit the bathroom before your friends get here."
Ashley watched him leave with a smile on her face. How did she get so lucky?
It didn't take long for her to find a couple of open chairs at the end of the bar. Ashley pushed her way past the growing crowd claiming the spot for her and Chris. She flagged the bartender down, ordering a gin and tonic for herself, and a bourbon, neat for Chris.
Ashley stirred the lime wedge in her glass, savoring the cool tang of gin as a man slid into the chair she was saving for Chris. He was a little older. Tall with broad shoulders.
"That seat's taken," she said, her smile more inviting than warning. "My husband will be back any minute."
"I'm sure he won't mind if I keep it warm for him. Keep all the vultures at bay." He had dark skin and the same cocky smile that she hated about Clayton. The same one that caused heat to flood through her system.
Ashley leaned forward, letting her dress ride up slightly, allowing him to see just a hint of thigh. "Looks like you might be too late for that." She wet her lips, imagining Chris watching from somewhere in the crowd. The thought sent heat coursing through her.
His eyes traveled down her body, lingering on her legs, not backing down from the challenge in her tone. "I like to think of myself as more of a hawk."
A laugh escaped her lips. "And why is that?" she brought her hand to his arm, impressed by the firmness under his shirt.
He smiled, his teeth a perfect shade of white that seemed to brighten the room. He leaned into Ashley like he was about to tell her the biggest secret in the world, his hand landing on her exposed knee. Ashley felt that familiar spark of excitement. "Vultures circle endlessly, afraid to make their move." His hand traveled up her leg slowly. "I prefer to swoop in and take what I want."
"And what is it you want?" Ashley asked, biting her lip as his fingers traced higher. Her eyes darted around the crowded bar, searching for Chris while praying no one else was paying attention to the exchange. She grabbed his wrist, not pulling away but halting his advance as he reached the top of her thigh.
"He's probably out there right now, you know, watching." His smile never faltered as he kept his gaze trained on her. "Getting himself all worked up watching my hand slide higher."
Her breath caught, her grip on his wrist loosening. How did he know? Were they putting off some kind of signal? Was this more of a common thing than she realized?
"Those marks on your neck, are they from him, or another lover?" His breath was warm against her ear. Ashley closed her eyes, imagining the man's mouth on her neck adding his own mark. An electric pulse shot through her at the thought and she released his wrist.
Her legs slipped open a little wider, his fingers now grazing the front of her silk panties. "Girls like you are all the same." His teeth grazed her ear. "Spreading your legs at the first hint of attention. Just begging for a guy like me to swoop in and fuck you the way your pathetic husband can't."
The words were like a bucket of ice water. Ashley's eyes shot open, her hands pushing on his shoulders. "What the fuck?"
He barely flinched. His laugh mocking her. "Come on now. Don't act so offended. I've met plenty of sluts like you. Women that--"
Fire flashed in Ashley's eyes as she grabbed her drink tossing it in the man's face. "You don't know the first fucking thing about me."
The man jumped up, his perfectly ironed purple shirt now covered in alcohol. "What the hell. You fucking bitch!"
"Everything okay here?" Chris was beside her in a flash, his hands balled into fists, his eyes dark.
"This crazy bitch--"
Chris stepped forward, placing himself in between Ashley and the man. "Is my wife, so watch your mouth."
They stood like that for what felt like an eternity. The two men chest to chest, neither breaking eye contact with the other.
"Whatever, man. I don't need this shit." The man threw up his arms and stormed off into the crowd.
Chris turned to his wife. "Are you okay?"
She nodded, her heart thundering in her chest as she stared up at Chris. Shame burned her cheeks as she thought about what the man had said, how quickly the conversation shifted from flirty to disgust. Yet, watching Chris stand up to him, seeing the more aggressive side of him, the protective fire in his eyes...
She threw her arms around his neck, pushing her tongue into his mouth as they made out in front of everyone at the bar. "I've never seen you like that before," she whispered, her forehead pressed against his. "That guy was an asshole. But God, it was so hot seeing you react like that."
Chris held her waist, letting the moment wash over them. "I was watching from the other side of the bar. It looked like things were getting fun until he said something to set you off."
Ashley rested her head on his chest, feeling his arousal pressed against her thigh. "I'm just glad you were there to protect me."
"I'm always here to protect you. No matter what."
"Gross, get a room you two!" Jen's excited voice cut through the moment. She rushed toward them, her purse still on her shoulder like she'd just arrived. Ashley giggled, pulling away from Chris to greet her friend. She caught movement at the bar next to Jen. Dave was lifting his half-empty whiskey to signal the bartender for another round.
The host appeared beside them, drawing Ashley from her thoughts. "Your table is ready."
***
They were led to a circular booth near the back of the restaurant. Dave slid in first, followed by Jen, while Chris held Ashley's hand as she settled into her seat across from them. After the scene at the bar, Ashley was a bit more self-conscious about what she was wearing and she made it a point to hold her dress in place as she took her seat.
"So," Jen leaned forward, wine menu already in hand. "Any more big work trips coming up? Ashley was telling me all about the Seattle trip. It sounded amazing."
Chris smiled, but a pang of guilt rushed through him. He needed to tell Ashley about Katie. He was running out of time.
"Seattle was great," Chris said keeping it vague. He was unsure exactly how much Ashley had told Jen. "But Vegas was even better."
"Vegas?" Jen's eyes lit up as she threw a napkin at Ashley in mock disgust. "God, I would kill for Dave's company to send him somewhere, anywhere." She nudged her husband's shoulder. "When's the last time you actually left the house Mr. Work-from-Home?"
Despite the smile on Jen's face, Chris could feel the tension in her question.
"Some of us prefer stability. Spending the night in our own bed, next to our own spouse." Dave's eyes were fixed on the menu but something in his words made Chris shift uncomfortably.
"It's not all fun," Chris added, trying to control the situation. "Jet lag is real and there's plenty of times I have to go without Ashley."
"And what does Ashley do those nights you're gone?" Dave was suddenly much more involved in the conversation. "Just sit around the house bored and alone?"
The hair on the back of Chris's neck was standing up. He needed to change the subject. "Yeah usually." He laughed, placing his hand in hers in hopes of defusing the situation. "Ashley says you're a programmer of some kind, Dave. Is that right?"
The waiter appeared at the table allowing the situation to simmer for a moment while he poured everyone a glass of wine.
"Security software mostly," Dave took a sip of his wine. "Penetration testing, vulnerability assessments. Making sure the bad guys can't get into places they shouldn't."
"All I ever see him doing is watch YouTube videos when he should be working," Jen jabbed causing Chris to groan.
"Why do you always have to..."
Chris's phone buzzed against the table distracting him from the rest of the pending argument. Katie's name lit up the screen.


Katie: Sorry again about the other day. We should really talk about what happened.
"Everything okay?" Ashley asked, noticing the look of panic on Chris's face.
"Oh... um, yeah, sorry. Just Katie, asking about the audit and Seattle and stuff." He wanted to be sick. He couldn't believe he was lying to her again, but there was no way they could have this conversation in front of their friends.
"Audit?" Dave asked, his argument with Jen seemingly subsiding.
"Yeah, I was meaning to ask you about that, actually." Chris put on his best sales smile. "We have an audit coming up in a few weeks and I'd love to get your opinion on it beforehand. See if there's anything that looks... off."
Dave's eyebrows lifted slightly. "BitGuardian, right? Been hearing some interesting things about your security protocols lately. But don't you have a company doing the audit for you?" He finished his glass of wine, refilling his and Jen's glasses. "Seems weird for a guy in sales to be soliciting outside help."
"I'm actually part owner now," Chris said, it was a stall tactic more than a brag. "And we do have another company doing the audit. I just thought it may be best to get a preliminary review... given all the news about the company."
Before Dave was able to respond, Ashley gasped from beside Chris causing everyone at the table to look at her.
Her face turned scarlet as she viewed the message from Clayton. A photo of him stepping out of the shower filled her screen. Drops of water covered his chest, not that his chest was the main part of the picture. His manhood stood like steel between his legs. The head purple and angry as it pointed directly at the camera. But it was the message beneath that made her stomach flip: "All cleaned up and ready for round two. Think you can handle it?"
Chris's heart raced as he saw the photo over her shoulder, felt her grip tighten on his hand, and noticed the way she squirmed in her seat, struggling to put her phone away.
"Everything alright over there?" Jen asked, seeing their shared reaction.
"Fine," Ashley managed, her voice higher than normal. "Just... work stuff." She caught Jen's confused look as she put her phone away, thankful she didn't push the issue.
"Seems like everyone's getting work messages tonight," Dave noted, his tone casual but his eyes remaining on Ashley. "I'm a little disappointed I'm not part of all the action."
Ashley opened her mouth to speak, but Dave continued, turning his attention to Chris.
"Why don't you two come by next weekend? Jen's birthday is coming up and she's been hounding me about getting in the new hot tub. Send me the files this week and I'll look them over. Give you a full report then."
"That sounds like so much fun," Jen brightened, clearly relieved to shift away from work talk. "I got a new suit I've been dying to try on."
"Saturday work for everyone?"
They spent the rest of the dinner making plans, and catching up like old friends. The tension between Dave and Jen seemed to vanish as she seemed more than happy that he was making an attempt at being more social. Chris couldn't shake the feeling that something else was going on though. Between the smug look he would give Chris and the way his gaze would stay on Ashley just a beat too long made him think there was more going on than met the eye. Regardless, the dinner ended without issue, and as Ashley and Chris said their goodbyes, she looked like she couldn't be happier.
***
Ashley's shoes were off before the door closed behind them. "God, my feet hurt." She set them next to the door, sighing as the coolness of the hardwood floor soothed them slightly. "I'm not sure I've ever worn heels this much before. Someone is going to owe me a foot massage," she said, poking Chris's side.
"I'll happily massage any part of you that you want," he said with a smile, hanging his coat on the hook by the door. He turned toward her admiring again how good she looked in that dress. "You really are the most beautiful woman in the world."
Heat shot up to Ashley's cheeks, coloring them red. "Apparently half the city agrees with you," she mused. "I don't know if it was a full moon tonight or what, but I definitely got way more attention than I'm used to." She shrugged it off. "It was nice to see Dave and Jen though. I don't work enough shifts with her anymore."
"Believe me, you get that kind of attention everywhere you go. You've just never noticed."
"I don't know, this time felt different. That guy at the bar." She gave Chris a worried look.
"Seemed things with him were going great before he decided to be an asshole." Chris gave her a smile stepping towards her.
"So, you were watching." Her teeth caught her bottom lip as she replayed the events from earlier.
"Trust me, I've become an expert at watching other men around my wife." He pressed his lips to hers, feeling her body respond to his words.
He broke the kiss and moved to the kitchen, pulling two glasses from the cabinet. "Nightcap?" He already had the bottle of vodka in hand, not waiting for her answer.
"Please." Ashley followed him, leaning against the counter. "Dave seemed... different tonight. More riled up than I remember."
"Yeah," Chris poured the vodka into two glasses, not bothering to measure. "He didn't seem to love the way Jen views his job. He was pretty short with her."
Ashley accepted the glass, taking a small sip. "You noticed that too? I'll ask her about it next time I see her at work. I think I have another night shift next week." She sloshed the alcohol around in her glass. "Maybe spending some more time together the four of us will help. She seemed pretty excited about the idea of us coming over."
"Couldn't hurt to expand our social circle a bit I guess."
"Speaking of..." She set her glass down, stepping closer to him. "Clayton texted me at dinner."
"Oh, I saw." Chris took a long swallow of his drink, the ice clinking against the glass. "Does he always send you pictures... like that?"
Ashley studied his face, trying to read his reaction. "Not usually." Did she sound disappointed, or was he imagining it? "Most of the time he doesn't send pictures at all just messages with... innuendo."
"Did it turn you on?"
Ashley considered lying, but what was the point? After all wasn't that exactly what Chris wanted? "Yes," she admitted. "If Jen and Dave hadn't been there I may have texted him back and shown him exactly how excited it made me."
Chris felt his pants strain, his eyes lingering over Ashley like he'd seen so many other men do today. He finished his drink, trying to push his arousal to the side. "It kinda felt like a power play. Like he wants you thinking about him, about last night, even when he isn't here."
Ashley felt warmth start to pool low in her belly. If that was Clayton's intention, it certainly worked. The picture he sent immediately took her back to his shower, to the way he had pinned her against the wall and taken her from behind. She felt her arousal start to leak. "Maybe," she said, as casually as she could. "You asked Dave to look over the code before the audit. Are you afraid something may come up?" It wasn't the smoothest redirect, but it was all she had to work with.
"I don't know," he admitted, truthfully. "But Clayton has been acting off lately. Add that to the cryptic conversation you overheard and I'd rather be safe than sorry." He saw the worried look in Ashley's eyes. "I'm sure it's nothing to worry about. Just business stuff. I want to make sure we don't take any more bad press."
Ashley smiled, walking over to her husband and beginning to work on the buttons of his shirt. Her lips found his neck. "Speaking of," her hands slid across his chest. "Are you ready to hear all the dirty little details about how your wife was a complete slut last night?"
For a moment, Chris felt the familiar tug of desire at her words. The thought of hearing every detail of her submission to Clayton, of picturing it all as she described it... His body responded instinctively, a pavlovian reaction they'd cultivated over months.
But something else rose within him, something quieter yet more insistent. A need for connection, for something untainted by Clayton's presence.
"Not tonight," he said, surprising them both. His hands framed her face, tilting it up to meet his gaze. "Tonight I just want you. Just us. No stories, or games. Just... this." He kissed her lips softly.
There was a hesitation in Ashley's response. Was it disappointment? Anger? A smile spread across her lips before he could read further into it. "Really?"
"Really." He kissed her, soft and lingering. "We've had enough of Clayton for one day, don't you think?"
"More than enough," she giggled, pulling him deeper into a kiss.
He lead her upstairs, taking the steps two at a time like a couple of college kids. As they reached the bedroom, Chris spun her around in his arms, kissing her again. This was a different kind of kiss from the one last night. This was slower, deeper, a rediscovery more than a reclaiming. His hands slid to the zipper of her dress, easing it down her body as his hands traced every inch of her.
As her dress slide down her body, his lips followed. He bit her collarbone with a tenderness that wasn't there last night. As her chest came into view, he could still see the fading marks from Clayton's encounter. Instead of stoking his jealousy or arousal, he felt a sense of pride wash over him. She was all his.
Ashley pulled him back to her lips as she stepped out of the dress, her tongue snaking into his mouth. He pulled her closer, his hands gentle on the curve of her ass as she undid his pants and pushed him backward onto bed.
"You're so beautiful," he whispered, kicked his pants free as he looked up at Ashley in just her lace bra and panties.
"You think so?" she teased, unclasping her bra and tossing it onto his face. She leaned forward, her nails raking against the bare skin of his legs as her mouth hovered over his boxers. "Mmm still as hard as I remember. Or maybe it's Clayton's cock I'm remembering?" She watched it flex at her words as she beamed in satisfaction before pulling the waist band from his hips.
"No Clayton talk," Chris reminded her, lifting his hips and letting the fabric slip down his legs. He pulled Ashley onto him, discarding her panties in the process. He didn't want to dwell on Clayton or feel sorry for himself. He deepened the kiss, trying to make her forget about everything but him.
Each kiss grew more passionate, their tongues colliding with one another. Chris could feel her breath become more rapid, sensing the same longing from her that he was feeling.
Ashley reached between her legs and gripped Chris shaft, her fingers tracing the large vein on the right side of it. "Mmmm I've missed this so much," she cooed. "I've missed... us."
She lowered her hips onto his cock, both of them sucking in air as their bodies connected. He leaned up, pressing his lips to her neck, his warm breath dancing over her skin and making her shiver.
"You feel amazing," Chris whispered, as Ashley's hips continued their descent, swallowing more of his cock. She released her grip on it, pushing her hips further and claiming the rest of his shaft inside her velvet heat.
"I love you, baby," she whispered, intertwining her fingers with his and pushing them above his head on the bed. She used them for leverage, raising her hips until just his head was inside her then, slowly, with a gentleness that she'd almost forgotten, lowering herself back down until her hips brushed against his.
With each deliberate movement, she felt her walls give way. Chris's dick pushed deeper inside her, slickening with her juices. "You feel perfect, Ashley. Just the way you always feel." He captured her ear in his teeth causing her to moan out as she pushed off from his wrists into a more upright position.
Wet heat continued to flood her pussy as she swayed her hips. Chris watched awe struck at the beautiful figure undulate above him. Her hair seemed to shine in the moonlight creeping in through the window, her lips parting just slightly as a small moan of pleasure escaped her lips.
Each motion seemed to fuel the sparks of lust more and Ashley's hips began to pick up their pace.
Chris's hands found her hips, his fingers barely brushing her skin, more to feel her than to guide her movements. His eyes stayed open, watching as Ashley's tongue traced her bottom teeth, her breathing becoming more erratic. He wanted to capture every detail, to remember her exactly like this. Their connection felt deeper now than it had in months, their bond somehow stronger than ever.
"Fuck, baby. You feel so good inside me. So perfect. Make me cum, lover."
Chris nodded, despite her eyes being closed. His hands slid up her sides, over her ribs, to cup her breasts. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, circling the sensitive peaks until they hardened under his touch. "I love you, Ashley," he said, his voice filled with emotion. "I'll always love you. No matter what."
"Ahhh yes, right there. Oh God." Her hips rolled with more urgency as Chris felt her walls start to shake, her pussy getting warmer. Her hands clawed at his chest, her nails digging into her skin.
"Cum for me baby," Chris lifted his hips to match her pace. "Open your eyes and cum for me."
Her eyes fluttered open, and for a moment they looked distant, lost. Then her gaze locked with his and a smile spread across her face.
"Oh God... Oh... Oh Fuck. Chris... Unngh God, baby. I'm about to... I'm-"
Ashley's body convulsed on top of him as her orgasm ripped through her. She tried her best to hold her eyes open, but as the sensation grew, it eventually overtook her and her eyes fluttered shut as her walls pulsed around his steel dick.
As her orgasm began to subside, Ashley collapsed onto his chest, trying to catch her breath.
The touch of Chris's fingertips across her back caused the hairs on the back of her neck to stand. "That was quick," Chris said, teasing.
"You have that effect on me," she laughed. She pulled her hips up slightly, before letting them fall again. "You haven't finished yet."
It wasn't a question, but a statement. She pressed her forehead to his, her eyes locking with his. "I want to make you feel as good as you make me feel." She forced her tongue into his mouth, moaning against his lips.
She broke the kiss and sat up, her hands pressing against his chest as she began to move in earnest. Her hips rolled and ground against him, her body taking him deeper with each motion.
"I love your cock Chris. It feels so good. You feel so fucking hard." She could feel him throbbing inside her She leaned back, her hands resting on his thighs, and changed the angle of her hips, taking him even deeper.
"You feel incredible," Chris groaned feeling his orgasm near.
"And you feel like you're holding back," she teased. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his ear. "Don't hold back, baby. Give me everything you've got. Give me your cum."
His arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her body deeper into him. He felt his cock bottom out inside her, their chemistry in full reaction. "Oh fuck, baby. Your pussy feels amazing. I'm going to cum soon."
His words seemed to drive Ashley's hips into high gear, her hips swaying with reckless abandon. "Do it baby. Cum for me, Chris. Ohhh fuck, I want to feel it."
Wet slurping noises filled the room as Chris continued to fuck Ashley, her eager pussy sliding up and down his throbbing cock. He felt his balls begin to tighten, doing his best to hold out a little longer.
"Oh Fuck. Oh God you feel so good. So fucking good. I'm going to cum again baby." She slipped her hand down to her clit, rubbing at a fierce pace as her walls quivered around his shaft.
"Oh God, Oh fuck. I'm going to cum."
"Uuungh fuck. Do it, baby. Cum with me. I want to feel it. Oh Fuck. I love you, Chris!"
Ashley's pussy continued to spasm drawing the cum from Chris with a powerful roar. His hips lifted from the bed, suspended in time, as he flooded her pussy with his seed.
The expansion of his cock, along with the sensation of him exploding inside her, sent Ashley into another powerful orgasm. Her entire body shook from the intensity of it. For a blissful moment, her mind felt blank. Like she was a computer in need of a hard reset. The entire world ceased to exist.
Cum was leaking out of Ashley onto Chris leg, a sensation that he didn't seem to mind. Ashley was already asleep on his chest, her body slick and glistening in sweat. This may not have been the most physically intensive sex they'd ever had, but it was certainly the most emotional. As he laid there, holding his wife, he felt complete. At times it may have felt like the two of them were standing on uneven ground, but right now, in this moment, everything about their life felt right. Like they were exactly where they needed to be.
***
As usual, Chris woke up before Ashley. She was still lying peacefully on his chest. He did his best to slip out from under her without waking her, and for the most part, he succeeded, although she stirred slightly. The movement caused the blanket to shift, revealing her leg slipping out from beneath the sheet. His eyes caught the glint of the silver anklet just above her foot. A knot formed in his stomach. He should have asked her to take it off last night before they made love.
After a long hot shower and getting dressed he still had plenty of time to stop by Mabel's before he needed to be at the office. Or maybe he was just stalling, afraid to be face-to-face with Katie again after what happened. He'd tell Ashley about it tonight when he got home. She'd understand why he didn't say something sooner. Even if she was pissed, she'd forgive him.
Grabbing his keys, he headed out the door, careful not to let it slam so as to not wake up his wife. Morning traffic was lighter than normal and he found himself day dreaming about everything that had transpired over the course of the year. He was making more money than ever before, he and Ashley were doing great, and they'd discovered a new sense of sexual freedom they never knew they needed. Sure there were some... complications, some lines being crossed but overall it had been one hell of a year.
The parking lot at Mabel's was nearly empty when he got there, giving him yet another perfect excuse to sit down and delay going to the office a little bit longer.
"Hey, hon. The usual?" Mabel's voice shouted from behind the bar, already jotting down his order on a note pad.
"Yes, ma'am." he replied cheerfully, as he slid into the same faded booth he was in last time he was here.
As he waited for his food Chris lost himself in thought, trying to decide how to handle the Katie situation. He was probably just over reacting, he told himself. They walked into a hot situation at the office and emotions got the best of them. It didn't mean anything. Even while he thought it, he could still feel the press of Katie's body against his back, so different from Ashley's. He could feel the hard press of her palm against his cock her fingers wrapping around its length.
His day-dream was shattered with a man with graying hair and a beard slid into the booth across from him.
"Can I help you?" Chris asked, confused, as he looked around at the dozens of other empty booths in the diner.
"I hope so, Mr. Parker." he said, causing Chris's eyes to go wide at the use of his name. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a leather wallet, flipping it open to reveal a badge. "I'm Special Agent Gerard Holbrook. FBI."
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"Ohhhh. Mmmph," Wendy tried to muffle her moans as Michael lapped eagerly at her swollen clit. She sat back in the leather chair, spreading her legs wide as her fingers dug into the thinning, salt-and-pepper hair.
This had become somewhat of a routine since Michael's promotion to VP just a few short days ago. She'd burned the IOU the moment she got home on Monday. That had all been an excuse, a lie she told herself while she chased the respect she rightfully deserved. They would meet in his old office, the one that Wendy hoped would soon be hers, while everyone was at lunch. The first time it happened, she told herself they were going to go over the Fireball numbers, he was going to mentor her into being a director. After that first day, she dropped all pretenses.
Today was no different. She would find herself in the chair, fantasizing about how she could use the new position to get some of her best ideas into the world--all while Michael was between her legs bringing her pleasure that no one who looked like that should be allowed to give her.
The ache low in her belly she got when she thought about these lunchtime encounters was about the intoxicating rush of power. The way Michael would kneel in front of her, seeing his hunger for what only she could give him. It certainly wasn't about the way his touch could set her body aflame, the way he seemed to know exactly how to...
"I'm close... oh God, don't stop. I'm almost there." She began grinding her hips into his face, rotating them in a circular motion that coated him with her juices. She closed her eyes, stifling another moan. Behind her closed eyes she could see the nameplate on the door shifting. Wendy Taylor - Director.
She could see herself leading meetings in the conference room, no longer disappearing against the wall, forgotten. Jenny would no longer look at her like she was some type of equal. The younger woman would look on in amazement, maybe tinged with the healthy fear that came from recognizing real authority.
"Please sign off on the Henderson campaign, Director Taylor." She could hear the deference in voices that had once dismissed her. Could feel the weight of decisions that would affect millions of dollars, hundreds of jobs.
"Ohh. Yes, yes. MMMPPHHH." Her breathing quickened as the fantasy deepened. Brian calling her into his office to congratulate her on yet another record-breaking deal. "That Coca-Cola contract, I don't know how you did it, but great work as always." Jack Peterson flying her first-class to presentations, introducing her as his strategic partner, not Michael's lapdog.
"Ahhhhh fuuuuck," her hips lifted off the chair, her heels hooking behind Michael's back as he brought her to orgasm. Her nails dug into his shoulders, pulling his face flush against her thighs as wave after wave of pleasure rolled over her.
Michael rose from between her legs slowly, a smirk on his face as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "I think it's time for you to repay the favor. Don't you?"
Through half-lidded eyes, Wendy watched as he undid his belt, his sausage-like fingers fumbling on the button of his pants.
"Sorry, big guy," she teased, running her manicured nails up his thigh. "That's not really my thing, remember?" She gave him a wink before standing up on shaky legs.
"But if you behave yourself the rest of the day," she added before he could quip about past experiences, "then maybe I'll give you an extra special gift tonight after your party."
She smoothed out her dress, the red matched her lips perfectly. The fabric was silk. It was the kind of investment piece she'd justified as "professional development." The dress extended just past her knee, making it longer than most of the women in the office, but still shorter than she was used to. Three short months ago, she would have paired it with a cardigan, worried about drawing the wrong kind of attention. Now she appreciated the low cut of the dress--how she could use it as a way to grab attention before wowing people with her brilliance.
Her hand stopped on the knob of the door, expecting Michael to say something that would remind her of her place, but instead, when she turned around, he was chewing on his bottom lip, already fastening his belt.
She really did have all the power.
***
"Wow, that's the fourth time this week," Jon marveled, letting out a satisfied sigh as he tossed the used condom into the wastebasket next to the bed. "I'm not sure what's gotten into you, but I'm loving it." He kissed Wendy on the cheek before reaching for his boxers at the foot of the bed.
The familiar four count played in Wendy's head as she spun her ring unconsciously. If she was going to open this door with Michael, the least she could do was throw herself into Jon completely. She owed him that much. The scale had to balance somehow.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it," she said, and she meant it. "But now my hair's a mess, and we're going to be late." She glanced at the clock on the wall, half-considering skipping the event entirely. But she knew that wasn't really an option. Now that she was out of the shadows, she needed to stay visible. Michael had told her that, to make the promotion to Director feel less abrupt, she needed to stay at the front of Brian's mind. That meant speaking up at every meeting, cc'ing him on every client email. Brian would certainly be at the party tonight, which meant Wendy would be too.
"I'm going to hop in the shower real quick and wash off," she said, running her fingers through his hair. "I laid your khakis and red button-down out on the dresser."
"You didn't have to do that." It had been ages since she'd laid out clothes for him.
"I know, but I enjoy seeing you happy." She gave his hand a quick kiss before rising from the bed and letting him watch her naked form disappear behind the bathroom door.
Fifteen minutes later, she emerged, her hair dripping onto her shoulders, a white cotton towel wrapped snugly around her body. Jon was in the closet, khakis already on, reaching for his dress shirt.
"We're going to be so late," Wendy sighed, a touch of panic rising in her voice as she crossed to her closet.
"I'm sure no one will notice. These things start late the majority of the time, anyway." He stepped out of the closet, fingers working the bottom buttons of his shirt.
No one will notice, not exactly the words any woman wanted to hear. She pulled the Luxe cover out from the back of the closet, a fire already building inside her. She'd stopped yesterday on her way home from work and picked out a dress. Not being noticed wasn't going to be a problem tonight.
"I've been meaning to ask you," Jon said, standing in front of the mirror. "I've been thinking about applying for the open director position."
Wendy's fingers froze on the knot of the towel. "Director position?"
"Michael's old role." Jon was buttoning the last button on his shirt. "Marcus had been grooming me for something like this before... well, before everything happened. I'm the most senior account manager now, and despite Michael's dislike of me, I think I'm the most qualified for the job." He smiled at himself in the mirror. "Plus, the pay bump will be nice. We'll finally be able to do that bathroom remodel you've always wanted."
Ice ran through Wendy's veins, and for a second she forgot how to breathe. That was her promotion. Her opportunity. She hadn't even considered that Jon may want it too.
"That's..." She finally found her voice. "That's great, honey."
"I know it's a long shot." Jon flattened his hair with his palms. "But I've been looking at the numbers, and I'm part of almost forty percent of the company's projects. I think I could make a case." He turned to her, that boyish enthusiasm that had first drawn her to him now twisting like a knife. "You've been working so closely with Michael lately. I was hoping you'd put in a good word for me. I know how much he values your opinion."
Her hands glided across the soft fabric of the towel. She thought she might hyperventilate.
One-two-three-four. One-two-three-four.
How could she have been so short-sighted? How had she not realized Jon would want the role too? And now he expected her to bring it up to Michael.
She closed her eyes, imagining Michael between her legs, casually asking him to consider Jon for the promotion while he brought her to climax. She almost laughed out loud at the ridiculousness of it.
"I... of course I'll mention it." She could tell Michael that Jon was interested. She couldn't risk another lie, not when the house of cards felt so precarious already. There was no harm in simply passing along Jon's interest, was there? The only question was when to bring it up, and the electric thrill that shot through her at the thought of that meeting was something she chose to ignore entirely.
Jon's face lit up like Christmas morning. "Really? You're a lifesaver." He abandoned his hair and walked over to the closet, kissing her forehead. "I knew you'd support me in this."
His words were like a gut-punch. Would her taking the position mean she wasn't supporting him? Would he be just as supportive as she was?
"Can I ask you something?" The words slipped out before she could stop them. "Do you think I'd make a good director?"
Jon paused, halfway back to the mirror. His brow furrowed, her head tilted slightly, not the look of encouragement she'd hoped for.
"Someday, absolutely," he said, a smile tugging on his lips, like he was proud of how "supportive" he was in that moment. "You've got incredible instincts, and you've done amazing work on Fireball. But..."
Now it was Wendy's turn to tilt her head, her eyebrows arching.
"You just got promoted. Director-level responsibilities..." He shook his head dismissively, like he was doing her a favor. "It's not just about one successful campaign, no matter how great it is. You're talking about budget oversight, personnel management, strategic planning across multiple accounts. You're not prepared for what that job entails."
Her mouth fell open. _You're not prepared._ As if everything she'd accomplished meant nothing. As if months of late nights, rock-solid campaigns, and a very happy client were just lucky accidents. So much for supporting each other.
"I see."
"Hey." Jon's eyes found hers in the mirror. "I'm not saying you won't be ready someday. In a few years, with more experience..." He smiled warmly, a warmth that felt ice-cold to Wendy, "But right now, you'd be in over your head."
_In over your head._ The phrase seared through her mind like a brand as she turned back toward the dress. This from the man who'd never stepped foot in a boardroom where every eye was calculating whether you were worth listening to or just worth fucking. Who'd never had to weaponize his own attractiveness while simultaneously fighting to be seen as more than a pretty face. Who'd never had to master the art of using every advantage at his disposal, turning what others saw as weakness into the very source of his power.
Jon lived in his pristine world of numbers and projections, where everything could be quantified and predicted. He couldn't comprehend the kind of strategy she'd had to use just to get where she is, the tightrope she'd been walking, the careful choreography of demanding respect from men who undressed her with their eyes before she even opened her mouth.
Strategic thinking? He had no idea what strategy looked like when the playing field was rigged against you from the moment you walked through the door.
"You're probably right," she said, blinking back tears as she tried to control the emotion in her voice. "I should focus on excelling in my current role, make people see my value." She never thought Jon would be the "people" she was referring to.
"Exactly." Jon's relief was audible. He'd dodged a bullet. "Besides, if I get the position, we'd be working even more closely together. I'd be your boss." His laugh held no malice, just innocent pleasure at the prospect. "I could finally give you all the recognition you deserve."
_Recognition you deserve._ The patronizing undertone made her hand shake against the hangers. She deserved recognition now, not as a favor from her husband's hypothetical promotion.
She nodded, forcing the movement to appear natural. Time to move past this. They were already running late, and she couldn't afford to unravel now. Her towel dropped to the floor, out of Jon's eyesight, and the soft crackle of tissue paper as she freed her dress from its wrapping was nearly drowned by the white-hot fury roaring in her ears.
The dress was like none she'd ever owned. The gold sequins shimmered in the light. It wasn't as revealing as the one she'd worn in New Orleans, but it was more than enough to make every head turn the moment she walked through the door.
She slipped it over her head, feeling the cool silk cascade down her body like water. The fit was perfect, like it was tailor-made just for her. The neckline formed a deep V that showcased her chest without venturing into scandalous territory. The hemline landed just above her knee, a length she was slowly getting used to.
But it was the back that made the dress truly unforgettable. A series of delicate gold chains crisscrossed her bare skin, trailing all the way to her hips. A bra was simply out of the question.
She fastened the clasp at her neck, watching her reflection transform. Looked like Gold-Dress Wendy was making an appearance tonight. The thought alone sent goosebumps racing across her skin.
When she appeared from the closet, Jon's reaction was exactly what she'd hoped for. His lips parted slightly, his eyes traveling over her body, taking in every inch of her perfection. "How do I look?" she teased, bending forward to grab her four-inch heels. His gaze fixed on her chest, his khakis growing tighter around his thighs.
"Wow. You look..." He swallowed hard, seemingly at a loss for words.
"Glad you approve," she said, licking her lips seductively as she stood back up slowly. Perhaps it was him that was in over his head. "Just need to put on some light makeup and do my hair and we can go."
She turned her gaze to the mirror, smiling at the woman in front of her. She had a party to attend.
***
Conversation and light jazz music poured out of the Marriott's grand ballroom as Wendy and Jon approached the large glass doors. A knot formed in Wendy's stomach, one she couldn't quite describe. She took a deep breath to steady herself before swinging the doors open.
As Jon had predicted, the formal part of the evening hadn't started yet. People were still milling around, snacking on appetizers, and trying to be noticed. A smile formed on Wendy's lips. She'd have no trouble with that part.
The click of Wendy's heels as she descended the few marble steps into the main room might as well have been trumpets announcing her arrival. The gold sequins of her dress seemed to catch every light source, sending tiny sparkles around the room like a disco ball. The effect was exactly what she'd hoped for. Entire conversations paused mid-sentence, heads turned, and she could feel the weight of dozens of gazes watching her every move.
Fragments of conversations drifted past her, making her stand a little taller with each step. Words like "stunning," "captivating," and "gorgeous" filled her with pride as she smiled at a few of the junior associates gawking at her.
Jon's fingers curled around the small of her back, the skin-on-skin contact sending fire shooting through her body. "Everyone is staring," he whispered, a slight tremble in his hand.
"Good."
"I... I thought you hated being the center of attention? Especially when it came to your looks?"
The fire in her veins cooled, embarrassment crashing over her. They'd barely made it ten feet into the room, and already Jon was killing her mood. But he was right, wasn't he? When had she become this person? The one starved for attention.
She opened her mouth to respond, maybe even to tell him he was right and that they should leave. But before any words came out, Michael materialized beside them with two champagne flutes in hand.
The suit he wore looked expensive, custom-made just for him. For a brief second, he almost didn't look half bad. His suit jacket hid his bulk well, and his hair was styled in a way that made him look put together. Like a vice president.
But as he neared, Wendy noticed the subtle signs of the real Michael. Breadcrumbs littered his lap, there was a mustard stain on his shirt, and something dark--chocolate, perhaps?--was smeared across his chin.
"Wendy." His eyes swept over her dress with undisguised appreciation, lingering on the plunging neckline before meeting her gaze. "You look absolutely magnificent tonight. Damn shame Jack Peterson isn't here to see this. We both know how much he... appreciates gold." He saw the way her posture straightened, how her chin lifted with renewed confidence. "Maybe we should send him a picture, remind him of what he's missing."
Heat crept up her neck, as she saw the perplexed look on Jon's face. Michael was already fishing his phone from his front pocket before she realized he was serious.
"Jon, be a good sport and take our picture." He thrust his phone into Jon's chest before he could respond, then moved to position himself beside Wendy. His hand settled on her lower back, and where Jon's touch had felt like fire, Michael's was molten lava flooding her system. Every nerve ending sparked to life under his palm.
As Jon fumbled with the phone, trying to frame the shot, Wendy, without thinking, reached up to brush away the chocolate still smeared on Michael's chin.
Michael's free hand caught her wrist mid-motion. His eyes locked with hers, making it suddenly feel entirely too hot in the room. "What would I do without you?" he whispered, sending electricity through her chest.
Jon cleared his throat, cutting through the shared moment, a tightness forming in his chest. "Should I... are you ready?" He held the camera up.
"Of course," Michael said with a grin, releasing her wrist while his other hand pulled her closer to him. "I'd tell you to get her good side, but we both know she doesn't have a bad one."
Jon snapped a couple of pictures from different angles, still trying to process what he'd just witnessed. He didn't want to cause a scene, especially not when he'd just asked Wendy to put in a good word for him with Michael. But something about the whole interaction made him uneasy. Sure, Michael was just being his normal creepy self, but Wendy...
Jon studied the images on screen. In the first picture, Wendy was looking at Michael, not the camera. The way she wiped chocolate from his chin, the chemistry that seemed to run through them when Michael grabbed her wrist. The rational part of his mind dismissed it as professional camaraderie, but the image unsettled him in a way he couldn't quite articulate.
"Can I have my phone back?" Michael's deep voice broke through his thoughts.
Jon handed it over, forcing a smile. He needed to set up another appointment with Dr. Carson.
"Oh, we're taking pictures? I want one!" A voice rang out from behind them just as Jon had given Michael back his phone and Wendy shifted back toward her husband.
They turned to find Jenny approaching, and Wendy had to admit the younger woman looked good. She looked trendy, dressed more like an Instagram model than someone in a professional setting.
Her outfit was technically appropriate, though barely. A high-waisted skirt hugged her hips and stopped at the knee, but a high slit ran up one thigh, flashing her flawless skin with every step. Her top was cropped and barely thicker than lingerie. It clung to her chest and left a sliver of toned stomach exposed. A look Wendy could no longer pull off. Nude heels added a few inches, but still left her shorter than Wendy.


As Jenny approached, Wendy noticed how Jon's attention shifted. It wasn't anything obvious, but she knew him well enough to recognize the signs. She watched as his eyes tracked the sway of Jenny's hips, the way he forgot to breathe for just a split second. Even after all the attention she'd given him this week--all the effort that had gone into transforming into Gold Dress Wendy--her husband's gaze still drifted to another woman.
"Jenny," Michael beamed, looking over her body without an ounce of shame. "Don't you look youthful tonight."
_Youthful_ Wendy rolled her eyes. That was just another word for slutty.
"Thank you!" Jenny's smile was genuine. It was like she couldn't see the way Michael was undressing her with his eyes at all. "I was just chatting with the other associates about how helpful you've been with getting me up to speed." Her gaze flickered to Wendy. "And Wendy too. You've both helped me so much. I can't wait to get to work more closely with the two of you."
There it was, the subtle positioning. Jenny making sure everyone knew how excited she was to be here. How she couldn't wait to work more closely with Michael. The comment was innocent enough, but Wendy caught the underlying message: _I want what you have._
"Thanks. You're certainly... eager." She saw the surprised look Jon gave her, the way Jenny's shoulders sagged just a fraction. "Which is exactly the type of spirit we're looking for on our projects," she added, realizing she'd come across too harsh.
Michael checked his watch with exaggerated importance. "As much as I love being sandwiched between two beautiful women..."
Jenny giggled and touched his arm. Wendy almost gagged. It sounded so fake.
"I need to prepare for my speech." His fingers brushed the small of Wendy's back. "Catch up with me after. We need to discuss expectations."
The lava had made its way to Wendy's core, and she could only nod. Michael didn't even glance in Jenny's direction as he walked off. She wasn't even a blip on his radar, not with how focused he was on Wendy.
Meanwhile, Jon was already leaning toward Jenny, whispering something that made her laugh.
As Michael disappeared into the crowd, Wendy turned back to see Jenny and Jon both staring at her. "I admire you, Wendy," Jenny started with her perfect smile. "The way you're able to keep up with Michael so effortlessly. The way you still find time for work-life balance. Jon was just telling me the story about how you two met. I would have never pictured you the type to frequent the casino."
Something about the way she said it, the way she smiled and acted like she was best friends with Jon made Wendy's skin crawl. She could feel herself about to lose control, about to say something that would shatter all the progress she'd made for her career over the last few months.
"Well," she started, raising her eyebrow. "There's a lot about me you don't know. It's actually really freakin' exhausting." She balled her hands into a fist, but was unable to reach her ring.
Jenny's eyes went wide. "Oh, I didn't mean..."
"Wendy..." Jon had an equally surprised look on his face. "She was paying you a compliment."
Of course he was taking her side. He thinks he can handle something like being the director, but he can't even tell when someone like Jenny was playing him. And what kind of husband doesn't take his wife's side? She was spiraling fast. She felt that familiar knot of frustration tightening in her chest.
"Right, sorry," she said, forcing a tight smile. "I'm going to get a drink."
She turned away from both of them. It was best to not make a scene. Behind her, she could hear Jon's quiet explanation to Jenny, probably apologizing for his wife's "sensitivity," too naive to understand how underhanded Jenny was being.
Time for something stronger than champagne.
***
"Shot of Fireball with a Coke back," Wendy said to the bartender as she leaned over the bar. She rolled her eyes as his gaze fixed on her exposed chest.
She relished the burn as she took the shot, ordering another one with the wave of a finger. She waited until she felt the fire deep in her belly before she grabbed the Coke. She needed the burn.
"Wendy."
She turned to find Brian approaching, a warm smile on his face. He'd always been pleasant to her, always had nice things to say. But still, when the CEO engages you in conversation, you can't help but get a little nervous.
"Brian." She straightened, muscle memory from countless presentations kicking in. "Beautiful event you've put together."
"Thanks. Everything was so last minute, I wasn't sure if we'd pull it off." He gestured to the bartender and ordered a whiskey. His expression turned somber, remembering the events that led them here. Then he turned his attention fully to Wendy, smiling, "Just got off a call with Jack Peterson. Seems our Nashville launch exceeded his every expectation."
Wendy's eyes sparkled. She'd spent countless hours this week ensuring every event in Nashville would go off without a hitch--last-minute phone calls with venues, marketing changes at the eleventh hour. Whenever she'd sensed the winds changing, she pivoted.
"And your decision to shift to Memphis yesterday instead of following the original plan and launching in New Orleans..."
Wendy held her breath. That decision was her most risky yet, one that not even Michael agreed with. He thought it was too risky, too reactive. But of course she had ways to make Michael see her reasoning.
"What made you change your mind?" Brian sipped his whiskey slowly, his expression unreadable.
"That opening band from the stadium show. Chase... something," she said, reaching for her ring. "The last song they played got a massive reaction. Every social media platform exploded with clips of it. They went viral before the show even ended." She watched his face carefully. "A moment like that, I knew they'd be hot for at least a couple of weeks. I checked their tour schedule."
"Brilliant," Brian whispered, truly impressed. "Jack said you called it a game-time decision when you pitched it. Said he'd never seen someone so passionate before." He gave her an approving nod before downing the rest of his drink. "He wants you on every future project his company does with us."
Wendy's breath caught. "Future projects?" Her skin tingled with excitement.
"That's right." Brian couldn't hide the smile on his face any longer. "You, Wendy Taylor, just secured this company's future for a very long time. Well done."
"I just... I saw the opportunity," she managed, her pulse quickening with the magnitude of what Brian was telling her. Jack Peterson wanted her specifically. Future projects. The validation she'd craved for years finally materializing in ways that exceeded even her boldest fantasies.
"Well, keep up the great work." A new glass of bourbon sat in front of him, and he raised his glass to her. "Preliminary reports suggest the Memphis strategy will provide twenty-three percent more revenue than what New Orleans would have brought. Hell of a game-time decision."
He moved away into the crowd, leaving Wendy's head swirling. Twenty-three percent. Jack Peterson already requesting future work. She ordered another shot, her earlier anxiety completely melting away.
"Hey."
Jon's voice, soft and concerned, made her turn. He stood a few feet away, his boyish features creased with worry.
"Hey yourself." She tipped her head back, letting the Fireball burn away the anxiety.
"Are you okay?" He stepped closer. "What happened back there with Jenny? These last few weeks you haven't seemed like yourself. You seemed... stressed."
Tears welled in her eyes, but she pushed them back with a deep breath. He was right, she was stressed, but not for the same reasons he thought. The weight of living this double life was consuming her, suffocating her with every decision she made. She hated the lies. Hated seeing that crease form between Jon's eyebrows when he tried to solve what was wrong with her. But Brian's praise burned hotter than the Fireball. Jack Peterson wanted her specifically. Her decisions had secured millions in revenue. How could she tell Jon that the very thing eating her alive was also the first time she'd ever felt truly powerful? That Michael hadn't taught her to want more--he'd just shown her how good it felt to finally take it?
"It's just..." She searched for words, unable to lie. "Everything's been so intense lately. The pressure, the expectations. Sometimes I feel like I'm drowning."
Jon's expression softened with understanding. "I know the feeling. These past few months have been crazy for both of us." He moved closer, close enough that she could smell his cologne. "You've been carrying so much weight with the Fireball account."
She nodded, grateful he was giving her an out.
"That's why I think me taking the director role will make so much sense," Jon continued, unable to see the way her pupils dilated. "I could help you balance things better. Take some of the pressure off." His eyes brightened with the possibility, while hers burned with rage. "You wouldn't have to stress about so much of the administrative stuff. I could handle the budget oversight, the personnel management, all those headaches that take you away from the creative work you're so good at."
Wendy's stomach dropped. Even his attempt at support felt patronizing, as if her struggles were simply a matter of being overwhelmed rather than what they actually were.
"That's sweet of you," she managed, meaning the sentiment if not agreeing with the solution.
"I really think it could work." His enthusiasm was building now, the way it does when he solves logical problems. "We'd be the perfect team. We could revolutionize how the company approaches major accounts."
_Revolutionize._ Like the way she had just done with Fireball? All by herself.
"It would be amazing," she said, because what else could she say?
Jon reached for her hand, his fingers intertwining with hers. She squeezed them affectionately. He was trying, she could see that. He recognized something was wrong with her, and offered a solution. Even if she didn't agree with the solution--even if she thought it was patronizing--at least he was trying.
"Are we good?" he asked.
"We're good." She squeezed back, anchoring herself in the warmth of his palm against hers.
Around them, conversations began shifting toward the small stage area where a microphone stood waiting. The formal part of the evening was beginning, and with it, whatever Michael had planned for his moment in the spotlight.
"Come on," Jon said, tugging gently at her hand. "Sounds like they're getting ready for the speeches."
She let him lead her back toward the small row of tables, their fingers linked, moving through the crowd together. Jon was her anchor in every storm, steady and reliable, always there to pull her back to safety. But lately the swells were rising, the pull beneath her feet growing stronger. Each lunch with Michael, each lie by omission, each moment she chose the intoxicating burn of power over honesty dragged her farther from shore. Somewhere between Michael's office and Brian's praise, between the taste of Fireball and the promise of bigger projects, Wendy began to wonder how much strain that anchor could take before the chain snapped and everything she'd built with Jon went under.
***
Brian took the stage first, thanking everyone for attending and reiterating how sorry he was that it was under these circumstances. He spoke about family, loyalty, and respect, all tenets of what Buckeye Branding stood for, before formally announcing Michael as the company's new Vice President and welcoming him onto the stage.
The lights dimmed as Michael took his spot on the small stage, making Brian turn sideways in order to move past him. The applause was thunderous, and Wendy found herself leaning forward in her chair, drawn by what Michael may have to say.
"Thank you, Brian," he started, looking out over the crowd like a king. "Just a few short months ago, life at Buckeye Branding was very different. We had smaller accounts, and while we did more than enough business to keep the lights on, we weren't exactly swimming with the big fish."
He looked around the room, locking eyes with Wendy. "We had a leader who was more concerned about his... personal relationships than that of the partnerships we were building." Behind him, Brian fidgeted nervously. He had told Michael he didn't want to dwell on Marcus and Ava. He needed to make this quick.
"All of that changes today." Polite applause rippled through the audience. "We are now partnered with one of the largest whiskey brands in the nation. A company that just today has all but guaranteed additional long-term partnerships." Wendy's pulse quickened; he was talking about her success.
"This success didn't happen by accident. It happened because we have team members who refuse to settle for good enough--who see opportunity where others see risk." His smile widened as his gaze found Wendy's. "We've learned that success requires leaders who understand priorities and recognize talent regardless of... previous assumptions."
Wendy felt herself blush under his deliberate stare.
"Professionals like Wendy Taylor, whose strategic instincts and unwavering commitment to excellence turned what could have been our biggest failure into our greatest triumph."
Jon's hand found her thigh, squeezing gently as heat flooded Wendy's chest. She felt the weight of dozens of gazes, the murmured appreciation of colleagues who finally saw her as more than Jon's wife or the former model.
"I had the privilege of witnessing this firsthand during our trip to New Orleans," Michael continued, his gaze holding hers. "Watching Wendy in action, seeing that fire in her eyes when she really wanted something..." He let the pause stretch just long enough to make her pulse quicken. "The way she went after it--relentless, uncaring--until she had exactly what she asked for."
Molten heat shot through Wendy's core as the double meaning hit her. Her face flared crimson as images flashed through her mind. The way she kneeled before him in his hotel room, the way her body responded when she saw his size, the sheer amount of... She forced her breathing steady, scanning the shadowed room to make sure no one else caught the true weight of his words.
"Relax," Jon said, squeezing her knee. "You deserve every bit of this recognition. Michael's right, you've worked so hard for this moment."
Wendy managed a nod, not trusting her voice as Michael watched her from the stage.
"That level of dedication, that willingness to do whatever it takes. That's what I expect from each and every one of you as we work to be the biggest marketing company in the great state of Ohio." Cheers erupted from around the room as Michael gave a small nod and turned to head off stage.
As the crowd began to disperse, Michael made his way down from the stage, accepting congratulations and handshakes. When he reached their table, Jon stood immediately.
"Great speech, Michael. Well-deserved promotion."
"Thank you, Jon. I appreciate the support." Michael's handshake was firm, professional. "It's been great of you to lend me your wife during all of this. I wouldn't be here without her."
Wendy shot up beside her husband, still struggling to compose herself after Michael's loaded words. Her legs felt unsteady, her pulse refusing to slow.
"I um... yeah of course," Jon said, confused by Michael's wording. "She's pretty great."
"She's actually phenomenal. And also standing right here, thank you very much," Wendy said, finding her voice in an attempt to put a stop to whatever it was Michael was trying to do.
Jon let out a nervous laugh before turning it into a yawn and checking his watch.
"I can get a car home if you want to call it an early night," Wendy said, running her hand through Jon's hair. "I know you have that run early tomorrow morning."
"You sure?" Jon hesitated, looking back at Michael. Something felt off, but he attributed it to the night he'd had. "I could stay a bit longer."
"No point in both of us being exhausted." She squeezed his hand, then leaned in close to ensure Michael couldn't hear her whisper. "It will give me a chance to put in that good word for you."
Jon's fears melted away; he was just being paranoid. "Congrats again on the promotion," he said, reaching out and shaking Michael's hand. Then he kissed Wendy's cheek. "Don't leave me waiting too long," he said before turning to walk away.
"Me either," Michael said with a chuckle, causing Wendy to spin around just as he dropped a keycard into her purse. "After all, I think I've been well behaved."
Wendy's face went white as she watched Michael's retreating figure interject himself into another conversation. She'd nearly forgotten about the promise she'd made earlier today at lunch. He'd been pleasuring her all week while she sat in the empty director's chair fantasizing about what the future would hold. Now he expected reciprocation.
She moved toward the bar, trying to escape the thought. The bartender had another shot of Fireball waiting before she even arrived. She set her purse down, the keycard visible against the dark leather, taunting her.
The excuse formed automatically. She could go upstairs to discuss Jon's promotion, a perfectly legitimate business meeting. But it crumbled immediately. She wasn't going up there for Jon's career. She was going because those lunch sessions had revealed something darker in herself. Because his hunger made her feel powerful; it had awakened something insatiable in her.
The liquid courage only added to her anxiety as she weighed her decision. She glanced around the ballroom; it seemed larger now that people were leaving. There were still enough stragglers that her lingering wouldn't raise suspicion. Michael was gone, probably already waiting in his room. She pulled out her phone, her lifeline, pulling up the Uber app as she considered all the reasons she should leave.
But safety wasn't what made her blood sing. Safety didn't give her the rush she'd felt when Michael dropped to his knees in front of her, when she'd controlled every moment of his pleasure.
Her feet carried her toward the elevator bank before her mind fully committed. When the brass doors slid open, her reflection stared back from the polished interior. Gone was the newly promoted account manager who'd arrived earlier that evening on Jon's arm. This was someone else. Someone who wanted more and knew exactly how to get it. Gold sequins caught the light as they swirled around the elevator like a nightclub, her dress dipping lower on her chest than she'd ever dared.
Gold Dress Wendy smiled at her reflection as the elevator began its ascent.
Time to show Michael exactly who held the real power.
***
Room 847 was the topmost floor of the Marriott. Wendy stood in front of the door, the keycard trembling in her hand. The hallway was empty in both directions, but Wendy still looked over her shoulders before holding the card up to the magnetic lock. The soft click as it disengaged took her breath away.
Wendy pushed the door open slowly, half expecting to see Ava and Marcus standing there, judging her. Instead, it was Michael whom she saw. He was standing in front of the window, unfazed by someone walking into his room. She took a cautious step forward, allowing the door to quickly shut behind her.
"You sure took your time," he said, not bothering to turn around. He'd taken off his suit jacket and tie. The cuffs of his dress shirt were rolled up. The city sprawled beneath him, making him seem even larger. From this angle, he certainly looked every bit an executive.
"I wasn't sure I was even coming." Wendy took another step inside. She expected to feel nervous, anxious. Instead, there was a confidence in the way she held herself.


"I never had any doubt." He turned, the moonlight cutting across his face, stripping away the executive veneer. In this light, he looked more ogre than man. His shirt sagged untucked over the swell of his stomach, the fabric pulling where the buttons strained. The roundness of his face seemed exaggerated in the pale light, jowls soft and loose beneath his jaw.
Wendy averted her eyes, taking in the surroundings of the room instead. There was a single king-sized bed against the wall and a chair in the corner covered in clothes and empty bags of potato chips. "If you're going to be an asshole, I can still leave."
Michael laughed, stepping out of the moonlight and closing the distance between them. "God, I hope you never lose that fire." His eyes studied her, making no apologies for the way he spoke to her.
"Actually..." She ran her palms against the front of her dress. "I'm here for Jon." She closed her eyes, cursing herself for even muttering the words.
Michael halted mid-step, head tilting as if she'd just said something amusing. In two strides he was behind her, the heat of his presence brushing her exposed back. His eyes traced the length of her spine to the curve of her ass. "Really? Well, that tracks. He's always had that... cuck energy."
"What? No, not like that. Jesus, Michael." She rounded the table in the center of the room, keeping her distance from him as she approached the window. "He... he wanted me to put in a good word for him. About the director position."
Michael's expression shifted; it seemed Wendy was full of surprises tonight. For a moment, he said nothing, he just watched her look out the window at the world beneath them. Slowly, he crossed the room toward her, stopping just behind her without actually touching her. Far below, the people looked small enough to crush with a fingertip.
"Is that what you want?" he asked. His voice was soft, almost soothing. "I didn't picture you as the type to settle."
'Settle' she hated that word. Her entire career she'd heard some variation of that, all said in a way to try to hold her back. _Be grateful for what you have. Don't reach too high. Know your place._ Was that really what she was doing, or was Ava right all along? Was Michael manipulating her?
His hands came to rest on her shoulders. While expected, there was a tenderness that she hadn't accounted for, a warmth that shot through her body. "If you'd rather I give the promotion to him than to you, then just say the word." He leaned in, his voice soft. "You're the boss".
Why was it so easy for Michael to give her control, to let her make her own decisions. But with Jon, it was like pulling teeth, like nothing she did could possibly be good enough to warrant the next step.
But his hands were so warm, and the way he looked at her through the glass... like she was capable of anything.
His palms slid slowly down her arms, fingertips grazing her skin. Sparks seemed to leap between them at every point of contact. "There's a reason people like us are up here, looking down on the rest of the world. Most people spend their entire lives down there... wishing for just one shot at this kind of power."
_People like us._ Michael actually believed they were cut from the same cloth. He saw her willingness to play his game and thought she was just another predator in a pretty package. But the Memphis pivot proved he was wrong. She was doing what she needed to do to even the playing field, to get what she had earned. He was the one taking advantage, using underhanded tactics. The view from here may be the same, but how they got here couldn't be more different.
She pressed her palm against the cool glass, imagining herself in an office like this. Corner suite, executive wing, the kind of woman kids aspired to be like.
His touch shifted, hands curving over her hips, his fingertips inches from the swell of her ass. She could feel the warmth of his breath against her neck, could smell the faint burn of liquor on it. "You've had a taste of that life. Do you really want to give all of that away?"
"I..." Wendy held her breath, not because she didn't know what she wanted, but because she was afraid to say it out loud. As much as Gold Dress Wendy wanted to take over, the old Wendy still clung to her last strand of dignity.
"I want to be a good wife to Jon," she whispered, her voice catching on the confession. "But..."
"But what?" In the reflection of the window, Wendy caught the smirk on his face and the predator-like gaze in his eyes. She wasn't sure what she hated more, what she was about to say or that he already knew she would say it.
"I want what I've earned." The words came out stronger than she'd intended.
Michael's hands shifted, fingers splaying across her ass, even as his voice took on that familiar mentoring tone that had guided her. "You know what Jon doesn't understand? The real cost of being director. The weight of it." His lips brushed the shell of her ear. "He thinks he's protecting you with all that talk about you not being ready, but he's actually stunting your growth."
She found herself nodding, unconsciously agreeing to everything Michael was saying. He was right. Jon was already talking about taking away some of her responsibility, all under the guise of helping her.
"You'd be doing him a favor by taking this position," Michael continued, his hands digging deeper into the soft flesh of her ass. "Think about it. Could Jon handle people like Jack Peterson? The pressure, the constant decision-making... the politics?" His voice dropped lower. "He would have never made that Memphis call. Too afraid of the risk, too focused on the numbers to see the real opportunity."
A warmth engulfed Wendy, burning hotter with each word Michael uttered.
"He'd be in over his head," Michael whispered, and the familiar phrase sent fireworks through her system. "Stressed to no end. Is that really what you want for the man you love?"
The logic was intoxicating, wrapping around her guilt and transforming it into something that felt almost noble. The warmth burned hotter, brighter. Michael was right. Jon wouldn't just hold her back. He would fail, miserably.
Her breathing quickened, hips betraying her as they rolled instinctively in Michael's hands. "I made Jack see our vision. I made the Memphis call that resulted in a twenty-three percent profit increase." Each word came faster now, years of suppressed frustration pouring out. Her body pressed against Michael's hands, seeking more of his gratifying touch. "He thinks I need more experience? I have all of the experience."
"That's right." His voice was like gasoline. "You're the one Jack Peterson specifically requested. You're the one who saw the opportunity everyone else missed."
"I deserve that promotion." Her body exploded, the heat consuming her. "Not because of how I look. Not because someone's doing me a favor. Because I earned it."
"Yes." His hands slid up her sides, cupping her breasts. "There she is."
She turned in his arms, her back now against the window, the cool glass a stark contrast to the heat radiating from his body. The city lights created a halo behind her, making her look ethereal, untouchable.
"Good," Michael said with a grin. "Now that we've gotten that out of the way..." his hands came to rest on her shoulders, applying steady pressure. "I believe you made me a promise at lunch today."
"Well," Wendy bit her lip, a hint of seduction in her voice. "I suppose you have been a good boy." She sank to her knees without much resistance, looking up at Michael through her lashes so as not to break eye contact.
She let her hands rest on his thighs as he slipped the straps of her dress down her arms. "You know, I wasn't kidding when I said I never do this."
"Sounds like Jon needs a lesson in being more assertive," Michael said, moving his hands to his belt to unfasten it. His large gut lifted in the process, giving Wendy an unobstructed view of the outline of his manhood. "Maybe you can show him a thing or two when you become his boss."
A soft, unexpected moan escaped Wendy's lips. She wasn't sure if it was from the talk of promotion, the suggestion that Jon should be more aggressive, or the way Michael's cock continued to expand after he unbuttoned his pants.
"So, when are you going to announce it?" she asked, feeling her dress slip past her elbows and fall off her chest. She saw his eyes go dark, he wasn't expecting that question, not now, not with her...
"Take it out," Michael demanded, ignoring her question and turning the tables.
Her heart hammered against her exposed chest, her nipples hard despite the warmth coursing through her body. She sucked on her lower lip, still unsure why her body was reacting the way it was, even while unzipping him.
"Someone's excited," she teased, reaching into his slacks, her soft hands running along his shaft.
"Indeed, somebody is," he taunted, reaching out and pinching her diamond-hard nipple.
"Ahhhh." The rough treatment made the heat radiating from between her legs magnify. Her fingers curled around his shaft, unable to make her fingers meet.
"Jon doesn't treat you like this, does he?" Michael tweaked her nipple again, eliciting another soft moan. "He's too gentle, too timid. He has no idea how to really get you going."
Her grip tightened, making Michael cry out. "Careful, big boy. You seem to have forgotten who is in control here." She loosened her grip, stroking him slowly. "If you don't want me getting up and leaving then I suggest you keep my husband out of it."
Michael's eyes darkened as Wendy's strokes sped up. "Of course." He released her nipple, allowing his fingers to slide through her hair. "Director Taylor. Whatever you say."
"Mmmm, good boy," she teased, brushing her hair out of her face and letting her head slide forward into his lap.
Michael groaned, feeling the warmth of her breath against his manhood. He wanted to push his hips forward, to take her mouth like he'd done before. But he knew patience was the better option. He saw the intoxicated look in Wendy's eyes, understood exactly what was turning her on.
"So, about that timeline..." she looked up at him through her lashes, her tongue hanging out just past her lips, not quite making contact with his shaft.
"Two months," Michael said, a little too fast. She was good at this, and he felt his self-control slipping by the second.
Wendy pulled back slightly. "Not good enough."
His grip tightened in her hair, but he didn't pull her forward. "Fine, next month. We can't move too quick or people will..."
Her tongue ran across the underside of his cock as she held the base, angling it at Michael's gut. "Good answer."
Michael released a strangled gasp, causing Wendy to practically drip with desire. The power she had in this moment was staggering, her body aching for release.
Michael smiled, looking down at the woman kneeling before him. He could see the hunger in her eyes. "By this time next month you'll be Director Taylor. The one making decisions not just on the Fireball account, but every account in the department."
A faint smile formed on her lips as she grazed the ridge of his cockhead. She was lost in a haze of lust. She ran her tongue along his glans, ensuring he was nice and wet. Then, without breaking eye contact, she took the tip into her mouth.
"Ohhh fuck," Michael groaned, the soft, wet feeling of her mouth wrapped around him making his toes curl. Wendy moaned as well, caught between the rush of power and the creeping surrender that felt as inevitable as it was intoxicating.
"Jesus, you're good at that. Maybe even the best ever." Michael's words dissolved into a strangled groan. His hands tangled in her hair, then released, then gripped again, like he was fighting for control of his own body.
A 'pop' vibrated off the walls as Wendy released him from her mouth. "Maybe?" she teased, before taking him back into her wet suction. He watched as half his manhood disappeared, her tongue swirling in zig-zags across the most sensitive parts of him.
"A little more practice and there won't be any doubt." He stroked her hair, encouraging her to bob a little faster, to take him a little deeper. "Are you able to take Jon this deep?"
"Mmmmppphh," she moaned around his cock, tears streaking down her face from choking. "I told you to keep my husband out of this," Wendy warned, with a flash of anger in her eyes as she pulled off his glistening shaft.
"Relax," Michael chuckled. "I'm just trying to figure out if you're good enough to take it all. Or if we're going to need more practice."
Her pussy tingled at the words. She wanted to be angry at Michael, to tell him this wasn't going to happen again and he should shut up and enjoy it. But as her tongue snaked down his shaft she couldn't help but unconsciously grind her thighs together.
"Mmmm yessss. I'm glad to see you still remember what I like." Michael watched with a satisfied smile as Wendy pumped his cock faster, her lips closing around his freshly shaved sac.
She kept her eyes on Michael's face as her tongue flicked over the other swollen weight. She knew at some point he was going to cum. She had no intention of letting him finish in her mouth or across her face; the humiliation of last time still burned in her memory. This time, she'd feel the moment building, then angle him toward his own stomach. Let him see how it felt.
She kissed her way up his length, feeling the steady throb of his pulse beneath the thick veins, each beat stoking her urge to please him. "Has anyone been able to get the whole thing in their mouth?" She didn't mean for it to come out so inquisitive, but the competitor in her had to know. Her tongue lazily circled his crown while she waited for his response.
"Only one," he said, fisting his hands in her hair and guiding her lips back around him. This time she managed a little more than half before pausing to take a steadying breath. "I bet you could do it though." His fingers massaged her scalp, letting her adjust to his size. "I bet you could get it down your throat."
The reassuring words, paired with her competitive spirit, were like a drug to Wendy. She ached to touch herself, but forced every ounce of focus onto the task at hand. Drawing in one last deep breath through flared nostrils, she sank lower onto the monster before her, taking another inch or two until it pressed against the back of her throat.
The thickness was unyielding, and with nearly three-quarters of him between her lips, her throat rebelled, convulsing around him. His cock arched in her grasp, heavy enough to curve under its own weight. The spasms sent a shiver up his spine, but her watery eyes and the muffled choke had her pulling back. Frustration flared in Wendy's chest, she was close.
She coughed into her hand, catching her breath, feeling her heat sliding down her inner thigh.
Michael cupped her chin, forcing her eyes to meet his. "It's okay," he said, voice warm and sure. "You'll do better next time. These are still world class."
"Who said there was going to be a next time?" she asked, even as she allowed him to nestle himself between the soft swell of her breasts. She pressed them together, catching her lip between her teeth as the slick head disappeared into the valley of her cleavage as his hips began to rock.
Before she could protest, he eased her down, nestling himself between the soft swell of her breasts. She instinctively pressed them together, the slick head disappearing into the valley of her cleavage as his hips began to rock. The heat of his skin and the slickness from her mouth made each stroke glide, his shaft throbbing against her chest with each pass.
Her hands slid beneath her breasts, pressing them tighter around him. The weight of him dragged along her skin, hot and slick, and she began to sync her movement with his hips. Every time the head pushed through at the top, she'd give it a slow swirl of her tongue before letting it disappear again into the warm, yielding valley.
"Mmm, are you going to cum for me now Michael? I can tell by your breathing you're getting close." she murmured, looking up at him with a spark in her eye.
Michael groaned, his fingers flexing against her scalp. "And I can tell by yours you're just as turned on as I am. I bet the hot little pussy of yours is drenched right now isn't it?"
Wendy ignored the jab, even as she felt her juices continue to pool. Instead, she focused on getting Michael off. Her breasts bounced around him, the glide becoming wetter with every pass, and she found herself chasing his reactions. Each strained breath, each twitch of his hips, made her push harder, squeeze tighter. She was panting, she was so eager to see him break.
"Give it to me big boy. You know you want to. Don't my tits feel good? Don't you want to cum in my mouth?"
The crown began to linger at the top of each stroke, fat and flushed against her chest, and she leaned forward to take it between her lips. Just the tip, just enough to push him over the edge, she told herself. But his groan deepened, and the salty heat on her tongue made her forget the exit she'd planned.
"Arrrggh, FUCK!" Michael growled as his cock exploded in Wendy's mouth. He held her head as the first blast erupted and struck the back of her throat, making her gag and wrench free with a startled noise.
The second spurt caught her under the chin, warm and slick, sliding down to her chest. Before she could even wipe it away, another hit her cheek, the heat spreading across her skin. Swearing under her breath, she fumbled his shaft into position, forcing it to angle upward so the last pulses painted his stomach instead of her face.
"Jesus," she whispered, sitting back on her heels as she struggled to catch her breath. Her cheeks were flushed, not just from exertion. Embarrassment burned through her, tangled with disgust and a flash of anger. "There's so much." She wanted to sound angry as she wiped a sticky glob from her chin, but it came out sounding like wonderment.
"That was on the lighter side," he said, dismissively, as he fumbled to get his pants off his ankles so he could get to the bathroom for a towel.
Michael disappeared into the bathroom, leaving Wendy alone with the electric energy still coursing through her body. She wanted to be angry at what just happened, at the audacity of him going in her mouth. But there was something about the entire experience, about the way he just took what he wanted that made her want to surrounded completely.
When Michael returned with a damp towel, his expression carried his usual smugness. "Here," he said, tossing it at her.
She accepted it, wiping away the evidence while fire still burned in her core. As she stood, the gold dress surrendered to gravity, falling to the ground around her ankles in a shimmer of sequins. She stood there in nothing but her black lace thong and four-inch heels.
"I was right," Michael said, his gaze dropping to the obvious dampness. "You want this more than you're willing to admit."
Heat flooded her entire body as she realized how true that was. She was still burning, still aching for more. The dampness between her thighs was growing, she needed a release.
Instead of reaching for her dress, she walked toward the bed with a smirk, swiveling her hips like only someone with years of training could do. Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor, her gaze fixed on the powerful, thick shaft between Michael's legs. Even soft it still looked intimidating, making her mouth water in a way that was getting harder to deny. She wasn't just looking, she wanted a reaction, wanted to see how quickly she could make it respond again. The thrill of being able to control something that looked so powerful sent a shiver straight through her like nothing she had ever felt before.


"Well then," she said, settling onto the edge of the bed and opening her legs to his stare. "Why don't you come get a closer look at what you think you've done to me." She arched her eyebrow as she brought her leg up straight, reaching for the strap of heel.
Michael's eyes blazed as he moved toward her. "Leave the shoes on. I love a woman in sexy underwear and heels."
He kneeled in front of her, grabbing her hips and pulling them off the edge of the bed slightly. He pressed his nose to the center of the damp fabric inhaling her scent and causing her to squirm. "When are you going to admit that you're starting to look forward to these meetings?"
Wendy grabbed his thinning hair, grinding her slickness against his face. "When are you going to shut up and give me what I came for?" She closed her eyes, relishing in the friction sliding across her lips.
"You're so fucking wet. If I didn't know any better, I'd think you wanted this even more than I do," he teased, reaching up and grasping the side of her thong. He ran his tongue across his lips at the eagerness Wendy displayed, lifting her hips off the bed, and allowing him to drag the fabric down her legs.
Without waiting for Wendy to respond, he leaned in, dragging his tongue against her wet folds. Wendy shuddered, clawing at his head as her eyes rolled back in her head.
"Unngh, fuck," she whined, rolling her hips. She clamped her legs around his head, her heels driving into his back. "God, that feels so good."
"Better than Jon?" Michael knew he was playing with fire, but he was betting on Wendy being too far gone to care. When she opened her mouth to protest, he drove his tongue into her depths like a small cock.
"Ohhh, ffffff..." Her mouth worked hungrily, tongue darting in and out as if she could taste the pleasure building inside her, her body trembling with the need to let go. When Michael's fingers slid across her clit, she saw stars, ready for her impending orgasm... but it never came.
Instead, Michael removed his tongue from her velvet grip and stood between her legs.
"Wh... why'd you stop?" she complained, her hips still rolling against the imaginary cock between her legs.
"You already got yours in the office this afternoon. I think it's only fair that the next one is together, or not at all."
Wendy's eyes went wide as she realized what he was suggesting. She reached between her legs, determined to get herself off, but he denied her, swatting her hand away. In all of their encounters together, Michael had never denied her. Never challenged her when it came to this. "I...I told you before, Michael. I'm not going to fuck you."
"You said a lot of things before. Things that don't hold true anymore." He watched her chest, the way her breathing went from ragged to more controlled. He reached out, his fingers finding her clit again, adding just enough pressure her hips jerked off the bed.
"Ohhh," she whined, her thighs trembling as her toes curled into the sheets. She grabbed his wrist, understanding what he was trying to do, but only making him press harder against her nub. "I... oh. I can't. Just let me cum."
He pulled his hand away again, just as her orgasm was about to crest. He knew he had her, he just had to push a few more buttons. "Either you cum with me, or you wait until you get home to your husband. But, do you really think he can give you what you need?"
"I told you not to --"
He pushed two meaty fingers past her folds, her body immediately clamping down on them.
"Shiii... uuhhhhh, fucck." Her hands flew to his wrist, and then to her sides, digging at the sheets.
"Your body wants this, Wendy." He held his fingers up, letting her see how coated they were, her juices dripping down his arm. "You want this."
Her body ached from the denial, every nerve screaming. "I..." Her breathing was labored. "Even if I wanted to--you already went." A smile forming on her lips, she found the perfect excuse to get her out this situation and still get what she wanted. She lifted her head to look at the man between her legs. "You can't possibly be read--"
Her words caught as he shifted, the thick length of him sliding along her slick slit. The heat radiating from him was almost shocking, the weight of him, hard and pressing, caused her to cry out.
"H... how?"
Michael leaned down, taking her nipple into his mouth. "What? Are you not used to a man who can rise to the occasion?" He rocked against her again, the head of his cock nudging her entrance before gliding back up to her clit.
"Uhh... Uhh..." Wendy clenched her jaw, trying to ignore the electric pull between them, but her hips betrayed her, tilting just enough to chase the friction.
"That's it," he murmured, covering her entire chest with spit. "I know you want to feel it."
"I don't--" she started, but her voice cracked as he rolled his hips, sending a deep, throbbing pulse through her core. Her fingers fisted the sheets.
"Keep telling yourself that," he said, dragging his length slowly, deliberately, until her breath hitched on every pass.
Each stroke blurred the line between defiance and surrender, her resolve eroding with every molten sweep of his body against hers.
Michael's movements slowed, the head of his cock dragging in slick, lazy strokes over her clit. Wendy was shaking now, torn between shoving him away and pulling him closer.
"Michael..."
"Say it," he murmured. "Say you want me to fuck you."
"I... don't." The words came out tight, breathless, and her hips betrayed her again, keeping contact with his cock.
He shifted his angle just enough that, on the next stroke, the thick head of him slipped lower. It pushed past her clit, past the soft petals of her flesh and just barely inched into her entrance. The sudden stretch made her gasp, her body clenching around him instinctively.
"God..." she hissed, her hands flying to his chest, though she didn't push him away. "You--" She swallowed hard. "Fuck, you feel so big."
His smile widened. "That's not even the tip. Just wait until--"
"No," she gasped, pushing harder on his chest. "Do... do you have a condom?" Her stomach flipped, she couldn't believe those words came from her mouth, but she was so close.
He sat back on his heels, watching her face. "I hate them."
"What?" Her eyes snapped open, and for a moment he was worried he pushed her too far.
"I don't like the way they feel." He pushed just a fraction deeper, savoring the way she tightened, hoping she'd get it back. "Nothing between us. That's how I want it."
Her pulse was pounding in her ears now, and some buried instinct forced its way to the surface. "No. That's not happening." She pressed her elbows onto the bed, pulling herself a fraction of an inch away from him.
He chewed on his bottom lip, she was a stubborn one. "There's one by your head. Top drawer."
Her breath caught. She couldn't tell if it was relief or dread as she turned just enough to glance at the nightstand.
"But," he said, voice low and deliberate, "this is the only time I'm ever going to use one with you."
Her gaze snapped back to his. "You don't have to worry about that, because this is the only time I'm going to let it happen."
The corner of his mouth curled as she opened the drawer, letting her believe for now that it was her win.
Wendy turned back to him, her hand trembling as she held the magnum between her fingers.
"Put it on," he said with a confidence that made her want to run from the room just as much as it made her want to obey.
She bit her lip, recognizing the moment for what it was. Leaning forward, her eyes never left Michael's slick shaft as she pinched the tip of the condom and rolled it slowly along his length, the latex stretching over him inch by inch.
With the last of her resistance slipping away, Michael pushed her onto her back. He loomed over her, cock poised at her entrance, his shadow falling across her bare chest.
"Look at me," he commanded.
Her eyes flicked up, meeting his. Heat flared in his gaze, a steady, unblinking dominance that rooted her to the spot. The rest of the world vanished; there was only the weight of him between her thighs, the scent of sex thick in the air, and the pounding in her ears.
Wendy's breath caught. She didn't nod, didn't say yes, but her thighs parted slightly.
Michael's smirk deepened as he pushed forward, the first stretch of him drawing a gasp from them both.
"Ooohhhh." Wendy's eyes slammed shut, the pressure and heat flooding her senses in a dizzying rush. She felt herself stretched to the brink, inch inch sliding deeper inside her. The sensation was unlike anything she'd known before. It was a perfect storm of ache and pleasure, sharp enough to steal her breath yet impossible to turn away from.
Above her, Michael's expression shifted, the usual smirk nowhere to be found. His jaw slackened, eyes half-lidded as the first tight pull of her body gripped him. For just a second, he forgot to move, caught in the shock of how good it felt.
He hadn't been sure this moment would ever come, not even while she had been rolling the condom down his length. But now, buried in her heat, he knew he would never be able to get enough.
"Christ..." he breathed, marveling at how tight and wet she was. The warmth of her body wrapped around him, her muscles drawing him deeper in with every shallow thrust.
"Unngh, fuck," she groaned, grabbing his bicep. "It's so... fuuuuck." Her hips lifted off the bed to meet his thrusts, driving him deeper inside her, the need to prove she could take all of him burning in her chest.
Beads of sweat formed on Michael's forehead, his thrusts matching her rhythm and meeting her halfway, each collision driving deeper into her. "Uhhhh... yes!" Wendy whimpered as her body began to wither beneath him.
Michael steadied her hips, holding her in place underneath him, fucking her faster and harder. She forgot to breathe, clawing at his chest as the pressure continued to build.
"Oohhhh... fuck... ugh, God... yes... yes... UGGGNNNGH!" Wendy screamed, her face flushed as an orgasm ripped through her, every nerve in her body on fire. Michael didn't let up. He drove into her harder, watching the muscles along her stomach ripple. He was thankful he'd cum earlier; otherwise, he'd be right there with her.
"Wait... wait," Wendy pleaded, swatting at Michael's chest as her orgasm began to fade. "Too much. Too sensitive. I need a minute."
Michael eased his pace, finally pulling free and letting her collapse back against the mattress. Her chest rose and fell in quick bursts, hair sticking to her flushed cheeks.
He stayed still for a moment, dragging in deep breaths, letting his own racing pulse settle. The truth was, he wasn't giving her this pause out of mercy. He could feel himself teetering on the edge, and if he didn't slow down, it would be over before he was ready.
Wendy slid herself up toward the headboard, her arms trembling slightly as she pushed back against the pillows. "Mmm... I'm done," she murmured, turning away from him. "I told you before, I'm a one and done kind of girl. Sorry you couldn't get there again," she said, though her voice carried no hint of sadness.
Michael watched her with a faint smile, his gaze fixed on the way her thighs still glistened, the faint twitch of her hips as her body calmed. He said nothing, just stepped forward and caught her ankle, dragging her back down the bed.
"Michael--" she started, but her protest turned into a gasp as he pulled her hips back toward him.
"Just cause your pathetic husband can't get you off twice, doesn't mean I can't."
Before she could respond and tell him not to mention Jon, he pressed himself back inside with one hard thrust.
Wendy's eyes widened, her fingers clutching the sheets. "Hhhnn... oh, God..."
From this angle, Michael was able to drive even deeper into his employee's tight, trembling body. Each thrust buried him to the hilt, his hips slamming against her ass with a satisfying crack of flesh on flesh.
Wendy couldn't believe how good the new position felt. His thick cock dragged against her g-spot, making her bow her body back, as a new wave of fire engulfed her.
terrified of how quickly the pleasure was climbing, but his grip on her hips was unyielding.
"You feel that?" Michael's words were choppy, his own release sprinting closer. "Right... there."
She bit her lip, refusing to answer, but the heat flooding her face and the shiver that wracked her body betrayed her. "Uh, uh, oh, uh."
Michael planted one foot on the bed, angling himself for maximum leverage. The new depth made her cry out, the edge of her vision turning black as his pace quickened.
"Don't... ohhh God. Don't stop. Mmmmm, fuck, Michael. I'm close."
"God, you're squeezing me so fucking tight," he growled, feeling his impending release.
"Aaaagghhh, FUCK," Wendy's vision turned to black. An intense warmth spread out from her core and covered every inch of her body as she collapsed onto the bed.
Michael drove into her one last time, burying himself fully. The sound of their mingled moans and skin meeting filled the room, echoing in the haze of her fading climax.
She let the numbing bliss hold her, breathing in short, shaky bursts. Her thighs quivered with every aftershock. It had felt unreal, almost otherworldly. Never in her life had she believed she could come twice in a single encounter, much less with this intensity.
For a moment, she just lay there, chest heaving, the edges of reality soft and unfocused.
The sharp snap of latex broke through the haze. She blinked, disoriented, watching Michael toss the used condom aside.
"Even better than I expected," he said, his white shirt now clinging to him, translucent with sweat.
Her stomach clenched, but not for the reasons it should have. She wasn't drowning in regret, or shame, or the disgust she'd always imagined she'd feel if... this ever happened. What unsettled her most was the absence of those things.
Her gaze flicked down between them, to where his cock hung soft and spent. It had taken two rounds, but she had tamed it. The thought sent a flicker of satisfaction through her, a heady rush that she didn't want to admit.
She knew she needed to get home to Jon. She knew this was too far, that she could never let it happen again. But as she gathered herself, a small, stubborn ache coiled in her chest. Why, when she was so certain it had to end here, did the thought of never feeling this again make her feel... sad?
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"You just got back," Cory argued, her brown eyes fluttering like a puppy as she leaned against the doorframe of their bedroom. She knew she couldn't actually keep him from leaving. Four years ago, she had married into this reality. Travel was the price of loving a management consultant.
"I know, but this is the gig. They need an action plan for reducing spending before their Q4 earnings call." 
He held up two different ties, one red one purple. Cory nodded toward the purple one and he tucked it into the suitcase.
"Like, literally just got back. Wednesday night. It's only Friday."
"Babe--"
"I'm not fighting with you." She pushed off the doorframe, padded across the hardwood in her bare feet. "I'm just...I miss you when you're gone. That's all."
Hunter stood up straighter, the suitcase only half-packed. "I don't leave until Monday. We have all weekend to hang out." He gave her a playful look, his hazel eyes running seductively over her body as he flexed his arms, making the serpent tattoo that wrapped around his arm come to life. "I miss you too. You know that, right?"
"Intellectually, sure." She picked at the hem of her oversized sleep-shirt. It was one of his old Northwestern tees that hung to mid-thigh. "But you're gone three, four nights a week. Sometimes it feels like we are still in college and only see each other through the phone."
"We had a lot of fun on those phone calls." He abandoned his suitcase completely, making the short trek across their small bedroom to hold her in his arms. She felt tiny against his large frame, her body nearly disappearing as he wrapped his arms around her.
"Just a couple more months," he whispered, seeing how upset she was. "Their guys loved the operational excellence deck. If the CEO signs off after this meeting, we're moving into the implementation phase. That's senior consultant track, Cor. That's us finally having money for the larger house you wanted. The family."
The financial cushion was something they'd talked about since they started this journey. They both hated their jobs, told each other it was a means to an end. This promotion would finally let them breathe. They could get out from the crushing weight of the student debt they'd piled up. 
"How many people?" She asked it quietly, almost like she didn't want to know.
"How many people what?"
She pulled back from his chest, curling her fingers around the back of his neck. "How many are going to get let go because of this strategic optimization?"
Hunter shook his head, it was a low blow. She knew how much he hated this part of his job, but if it wasn't him doing it then it would be someone else. "That's not fair Cor."
"They probably think the same thing."
"You really want to spend these last couple of days fighting?"
"No, I'm sorry," she said finally. "I know it's important. I just... I like it when you're home."
For a moment, they just stood there, his arms around her, her fingers twisted in his shirt. This was the life they were fighting for. When he didn't have to fly away every other day. When they could just be who they wanted to be, instead of what society wanted them to be.
"I'm home now," he said finally, his voice softer. His fingers slipped inside the hem of her shirt. "Why don't you show me how much you miss me?"
She felt herself smile despite the melancholy. "Are you fishing for compliments?"
"Maybe." She felt his fingers brush against the tattoo above her knee. "Or maybe I'm just fishing for some mental images to use while I'm in Cleveland."
She rolled her eyes and stepped back from his touch. "Is this what you were hoping to see?" She pulled her bottom lip between her teeth, grabbed the hem of the oversized shirt, and tossed it aside.
Heat tinted her cheeks as she spun around slowly, revealing the green boy-short panties underneath. For a minute, it felt like they were back in college - him at Northwestern, her at Cornell, separated by over six hundred miles and a time zone. Back then, these little teasing shows over video calls were all they had. Late-night conversations that left them both aching and wanting more.
A single manicured finger slid up her toned stomach, the lines of her abs marked with henna tattoos that spiraled up toward her ribs. "It's too bad I have Katrina meeting me in a couple of hours." She backed toward the bathroom slowly, Hunter following her every step of the way. "Guess you'll have to just imagine me in cat pose until then." She blew him a kiss, then shut the bathroom door behind her.
"You're ridiculous," he said from the other side of the door, his voice an octave higher.
"You love it." She slid off her damp underwear and tossed them into the dirty clothes hamper.
Through the door, muffled: "Seriously, Cor. You can't just--"
"Lots of downward dog, too," She was laughing as she changed.
She really did need to get ready for Katrina. But she could give him a few minutes to think about what he was missing.
***
"Focus on your core, just put everything else out of your mind. Breathe. Ok?"
Cory placed her hand on Katrina's stomach, moving it in slow circles as she demonstrated the breathing pattern. Deep inhales that engaged the core, pulling everything tight.
"Tuck your knees in, right up to your chest, you're going to feel a strain in your thighs."
The client on the clean mat below made a valiant effort. Her hips were locked from age and old injuries, but Cory's calm voice and the scent of burning sage helped her relax into the stretch. Find peace with what her body could still do, even if it wasn't what it used to do.
Cory nodded her head, tucking a short lock of hair behind her ear, habitually tapping the handmade, dangling sunflower earrings she'd made on her own.
"You're doing well. Feel the muscle memory you've built. If you're sensing tension, don't push past it. Your abductors are stabilizing this movement, your hamstrings and quadriceps join together in this trinity. Our bodies are systems. Can you feel it in your pelvis?"
Katrina nodded, a gentle smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. She relaxed with every command and gentle adjustment Cory offered.
Cory walked over to the sage she was burning alongside her incense and smothered it with ritualistic fondness in the glimmering oyster bowl it rested in. The remaining embers at its ends, fluttered into glowing orange motes against the bowl's shimmering polish, dissipating into nothing. She paused her custom playlist of new age ambience.
"Let's go ahead and stretch before we end our session." 
They moved through mountain pose together, hands at their chests, breathing in sync. The henna tattoos on Cory's feet and thighs curved up her legs like vines as she demonstrated each position.
"You did so well today Katrina. I mean it." She handed the former tennis pro a warm compress for her knee. She watched her wince slightly before her shoulders finally relaxed, the chronic ache in her thoracic spine subsiding. Katrina let her platinum hair down from its ponytail and took a long drink of cold water. The relief on her face was visible.
Cory opened her phone and typed session notes while Katrina gathered her things. Rotational measurements, improvements since last week, the slight weight loss that might help with pain distribution. For Cory, this part was pure, driven by actual science, actual biomechanics. For every injury, there was a way to strengthen around it. Maybe not fix it completely, but at least give it a fighting chance.
This was after all what she had pursued at Cornell. Her sports medicine dissertation thesis was focused on biomechanics within holistic practices. Demonstrating that the pursuit of hokum oils, therapies, and dietary fads were in fact economic in their intention. With no studies to prove their effectiveness.
Yet the allure of it, the somehow natural feel of it all felt right to her. It spoke to something deeper within her, past the sound walls of logic and intellect. A need she couldn't quite define but could easily tap into when necessary.
After Katrina left, Cory retreated to her office, she changed into her luxury bohemian dress and jewelry quickly preparing for her MS Teams meeting with the CEO and accompanying board of Nexus Capital Strategies. Before turning on the camera, she closed her eyes and took a deep breath, preparing to get into character.
The investment firm had reached significant prominence by creating in house AI that examined existing portfolios for potential economic downturns. To date, using this proprietary tech, Nexus had risen to a Fortune 500 company, whose CEO, Lawrence Walker had quickly become the face of cutting edge technology enhanced investing.
Cory parted her hair carefully, despite its short length, relying on its asymmetry to enhance her aesthetic that balanced both tech world minimalism and hokum wellness guru. She had done this hundreds of times, and while a lingering sense of shame buttressed her feelings of dishonesty, the lifestyle and the ease at which she paid back her Ivy League degree assuaged any doubt.
The screen of her monitor was soon full with the board room of Nexus Capital, Lawrence at the center of the grey, rough hewn marble table that occupied the majority of the room. Its CFO and primary executives watched with apprehension, and legitimate suspicion at Cory who looked to them, more of an influencer than a respected professional. Lawrence has assured them however, that her consultancy has increased productivity with many companies she had worked for.
It wasn't a lie. Cory's vague affirmations and mindfulness language resonated with these people. They knew that offering "wellness sessions" was an effective cover for their actual goal: extract more work from employees to increase shareholder wealth.
"Good afternoon Mr. Walker and NCS board members. I'm so honored that the alignment between our energies brought us here today."
Lawrence frowned, wincing slightly at the mention of "energies" but given the reassurance of other titans of tech, he wouldn't let it dissuade him. He was purpose driven.
"Certainly. A pleasure. We were curious as to some...strategies we could implement."
"Of course, like, ok so mindfulness breakouts before quarterly meetings. This is a simple practice, and builds trust. I've sent over in the attached PDF instructions on how team leads can lean into these techniques to build comfort amongst each other."
"We have a decent relationship among our employees. HR has the metrics to prove it. What is this about affirmations?" Lawrence shifted in his chair, reserved and imposing, as if to challenge Cory.
"Affirmations come from the heart's space. It's about intentionality. And work, like what you all do, is about manifesting truth. Right? So like these daily affirmations sent out to employees, it builds value. It creates unity. Potential for expansion."
Expansion. That was the singular word that enticed any purpose driven corporate leader. It was simple, and its intended meaning was immediately ignored by them. Which is just the way Cory wanted it.
The conversation wrapped with alignment exercises. When the call ended, she leaned back and checked her calendar. Her phone buzzed, a text from Hunter.
"Hey. How'd it go?"
She smiled despite the lack of warmth in the text. Face to face, those same words would sound completely different. She took off her blazer and hung it back up, her acrylic nails spearing against the screen with startling accuracy.
"It went well. Lawrence was absolutely brought on board but it was a tough sesh."
"No, I mean with Katrina."
"Oh! Yeah she was great. Sorry. Just out of it."
"I'm sorry about earlier. You know I'd stay home if I could."
"I know it's not that. Well not completely anyway." She sank deeper into her chair and chewed on her lip. "I just worry that we're going to get trapped in the rat race and not be able to get off. Like, we keep talking about growing the savings, but where does that  end?"
"I get it. Once I get this merger done, we're going to be in a great place. And hey, after that IUD comes out...we can start trying. And that's half the fun right?"
Cory blushed and bit her lip. It was rare for him to be so brazen. He was so focused on work, not entirely dissimilar from men on the boards she advised on a weekly basis. She licked her lips.
"Wanna practice? :)" She was still a little worked up from teasing him earlier and her next client wouldn't be here for at least an hour.
"Oh we need it. Badly. You've been doing all that flexibility stuff. Maybe you could show me some of it?"
"Maybe." She spread her legs, lightly running her fingers across the fabric of her leggings.
"Maybe? I have a conference call later, there's enough space under my desk. I'm sure it would help me... focus.
She hadn't heard him be this playful in months, and delightfully teasing.
"Think you'll be able to keep your voice down...all that spit those cute little choking sounds you make."
"Mmm fuck. You know how turned on I get when you make me choke." Her fingers moved to her inner thigh and she let out a needy sigh. "I'm thinking about it right now. What would you have me do next?"
She saw the three dots appear on his message, then disappear. She held her breath, the tip of her manicured nail close enough now to her core that she could feel the heat pulsing from it.
"Guess you'll have to wait and see. It sucks being teased to death, doesn't it?"
She let out an audible gasp that seemed to echo through the empty office. "Fuck. Are you serious?"
He left her on read. She caught the side of her flushed face on the screen, smiling in anticipation of what would happen later.
***
Cory stretched beneath a cloudless sky, working out the tension in her calves. She'd been tracking her running stats obsessively lately, personal records, route elevations, energy expenditure. Mapping it all out late at night was a happy distraction from everything else.
As the sun coated the sidewalk with its blinding rays, it transformed the asphalt into a hazy mirage in which Morgan appeared. Her dark brown hair was artfully colored with platinum blond highlights, and was already partially matted against her neck from the grueling heat. Her thin, short fingers nimbly worked to tie a loose side braid.
"Hey, bestie!" Cory smiled fondly at Morgan, who, despite their familiarity, seemed to be in a state of near-permanent shyness.
"Hi! Wow, it's sooo hot out today." Morgan embraced her for a quick hug.
"Yeah, only because you're here." Cory winked.
"Stop! Ugh. Come on. Dad jokes? Really?"
Cory had never quite figured out Morgan's lack of confidence. There was no obvious reason for it. She had soft features, a serene face, enticing big dark eyes. Her complexion, although pale, was near flawless. Her body was lavish, her curves perfectly symmetrical. But the timidity seemed baked into every expression.
"New route today. Let's walk it before we run it."
Morgan nodded as the two set off at a brisk pace, transitioning away from the sidewalk and underneath the shade of looming pines. The trail offered resistance in its sometimes steep elevation. At the crest of the path, they started their descent. Cory, as per tradition, was the first to speak.
"So...Hunter's flying out to Cleveland on Monday."
"Really? I don't know how you do it. I swear he's gone more than he's home."
"I'm getting so sick of it." She swatted a branch away from her line of sight with a surprising amount of anger, snapping it at its base.
"You don't mean that. You and Hunter are the strongest couple I know. I wish Zach looked at me the way Hunter looks at you."
Cory's sharp look softened. Morgan was right. He was doing this for them, for their future. Every reason she was proud of him was undercut by the loneliness she felt when he was gone.
"You're right. You are. I know...I just. I fucking hate it. Y'know? I swear, I've even tried manifesting him to stay. I'm starting to believe my own bullshit."
"Well, I mean you must believe some of it, right?"
"I do. I always have. It's just... it feels like grifting. I have a degree in sports medicine. Yet the actual science doesn't pay a third as much as fixing people's auras. It's embarrassing."
"Does it matter umm if it reaches someone? I know it sounds stupid, but--"
"No, you're right. As long as I'm helping people that's what matters. I just can't sometimes get lost in the big picture of it. Thanks, for the reminder."
The shadows swallowed the rest of their conversation as the trail steepened, dirt and clay dragging at their tired legs. Cory leaned into the burn, into the simple math of effort and air and motion. When they finally broke back onto the groomed industrial paths, sweat soaked her clothes and her chest heaved, but for the first time all morning, her head felt quiet. As they rounded back into the neighborhood, both breathless and sweating, they saw the U-Haul positioning itself in the driveway next door to Cory's house.
It was an alien sight, a sign of life that was bestowed upon the empty vessel that sat beside them for so long. There wasn't anything particular about the vehicle itself, after all it was by design, to be a blank brand that bore the unique lives of its customers.
From the passenger side emerged a woman of startling beauty. Bronze skin, without any blemish, long obsidian hair, and a voluptuous figure that communicated fertility and command, they both stood slack-jawed looking at her.
From the driver's side came a troll of a man, older, his face a tired and worn slab of jowls and a patchy white beard with spectacles that were dirtied and smudged. His complexion was blemished and corpse like, his expression that of a near constant grimace. They silently began to open the back of the vehicle, unceremoniously bringing box after box in. The woman's attire was grossly inappropriate for labor of any kind, save seduction.
Morgan, in a rare moment of playfulness, nudged Cory's elbow as she tried to catch her breath.
"So I mean, sugar daddy much?"
Cory laughed despite herself. The observation was undeniable. The contrast couldn't have been more stark.
"I should probably go say hi," Cory said, still watching as they unloaded box after box. "Be neighborly." 
"Looking like that?" Morgan gestured at Cory's sweat-soaked running clothes. "Girl, you're literally dripping." 
"Good point." Cory pulled out her phone, checked the time. "I'll shower first and make Hunter come with me."
"Good luck." She pulled Cory into a hug. "When Hunter gets back from his trip, the four of us should go out. Zach mentioned a new Italian restaurant. Their wine selection is supposed to be to die for."
"I'll talk to him and let you know."
As Cory headed toward her front door, she stole one last glance at the couple next door. The woman caught her looking and smiled. Cory waved awkwardly and hurried inside. She needed a shower. Then she and Hunter would go be good neighbors.
***
Cory ran the bottom of her soaked shirt across her face as the cool air on the AC hit her. Despite having barely run the new route, just being outside for an extended period of time caused dark patches to form under her arms and down her sides. She walked into the living room to find Hunter as she pulled the sweat soaked shirt completely off, her black sports-bra soaked through.


Hunter was perched in the middle of the sofa, a glass of sweet tea sweating on the table beside him. 
"Hunter, there's a coaster right next to the glass. Use it," Cory chided, shaking her head. They'd only gotten the wooden end tables last year and the last thing she wanted to do was replace them because her husband couldn't move his glass three inches to the left.
He didn't even bother with a response, his gaze glued to the tv as the Titans moved the ball past the twenty and into the redzone. 
Cory arched an eyebrow and placed her hand on her hip. She never understood why men obsessed over something like football. It was a brutal game, just a modern day version of gladiators as far as she was concerned. 
"Looks like someone finally moved into that house next door. We have new neighbors."
"Mm." He slammed his fist against the sofa in frustration as Dike dropped what would have been an easy touchdown.
"They're moving in right now." She crossed into the kitchen, stepping in front of the TV and causing Hunter to shift to look around her. "I'm going to shower then we should probably introduce ourselves."
"Mm-hmm." A run up the middle got them a few yards closer to the end-zone.
Cory grabbed a water bottle from the fridge, and downed half of it in one pull. The cold spread through her chest, fighting the heat still radiating from her.  "Are you even hearing what I'm saying?"
"Uh-huh."
She rolled her eyes and pulled her sports bra over her head, before walking into the living room, her nipples like diamonds once the cool air hit them. She tossed the discarded bra at her husband. "Hunter."
The bra landed on his head. Once he realized what it was, his gaze shifted from the TV to his wife standing beside the couch, topless and grinning. For a moment, he just stared.
She gave a playful laugh as she reached back, pulling the elastic tie from her hair and shaking it loose. "Oh good I have your attention. I'm going to shower and then we are going to go introduce ourselves to the new neighbors."
She'd never loved her chest. It was too small, too boyish, all the things her peers and classmates had said in high school. She leaned into it, cutting her hair shorter, telling herself that she didn't care what other people thought. Her sophomore roommate at Cornell had suggested the tattoo. A tree of life spreading across her sternum and between her breasts. "You're never going to have cleavage, so give them something else to look at," she'd said. Cory had agreed, slightly drunk and still stinging from the frat guy who'd compared her chest to his kid brother's. But the way Hunter looked at her now made none of that matter. When he looked at her like this, she felt like the sexiest woman alive.
"Want some company?" The game was suddenly a distant memory. 
"No." She backed toward the stairs, smiled at the way his eyes tracked her movement. They'd barely made it to the bedroom Friday night after all that teasing, and here he was ready to go again. She should have known better. Hunter's appetite for her never seemed to diminish. "I want to get clean. But after we meet the neighbors... maybe we can revisit that."
She turned and headed up the stairs, still feeling Hunter's eyes on her. 
"Touchdown Titans," the announcer's voice boomed. Hunter's groan of frustration followed her up the stairs, and she was still laughing as she reached the bedroom.
---
The water pressure in their shower was one of the few things in the house that actually worked the way it was supposed to. Cory stepped beneath the spray, letting the heat loosen her shoulders.
Her phone sat on the bathroom counter, Citizen blaring from the speakers. She had a little extra energy because they had mostly walked their route that morning, and she bounced lightly in place while the music filled the room.
Her hips swayed to the beat as she worked shampoo through her hair, foam sliding down her arms. Her thoughts drifted back to the new neighbors. The woman looked to be around Cory's age, but the man was old enough to be her father.
Morgan's playful quip about him "having money" replayed in her head. That was one explanation. But then again, they had shown up with a U-Haul instead of a moving company, and the guy definitely was not dressed like someone with cash to burn. There was another explanation for the obvious age gap, although Cory shut it down the moment it surfaced, too disgusted to consider it. Besides, maybe he had an amazing personality or a killer sense of humor.
As the second song began to fade, Cory turned off the water and grabbed her towel, wrapping it around her body and tucking it under her arms. The next song to play was even more upbeat than the last and she practically danced out of the bathroom and made her way to the dresser. 
She thought about whipping up a batch of brownies or something before they went next door. She hated to show up empty-handed, but they would take too long to bake and the woman had already seen Cory. She didn't want to seem anti-social by not coming over in a timely fashion. Her head bobbed to the beat, her towel falling to the floor as she opened her dresser drawer. 
Maybe they'd just pop by for a quick introduction today and then tomorrow she could bring something more appropriate. Besides, she didn't know what kind of allergies they had. 
The top drawer slammed shut as she slipped on a green thong. She didn't particularly like the way thongs felt, but if Friday night was any indication of where tonight was heading, she wanted to make sure she had something sexy on for later tonight.
She turned toward the closet. Maybe she had a dress that wouldn't require a bra. It was only going to be a ten-minute visit, then they would be back home and she could...
Her eyes widened. She froze.
The bedroom window that faced the house next door had no blinds covering it. The ones Hunter had promised to install three months ago were still sitting in a box somewhere downstairs. In the window directly across from hers stood the man from the U-Haul.
His gaze locked onto her, his expression caught somewhere between surprise and delight. For what felt like an eternity, neither of them moved. They simply stared at each other while Cory stood there, topless and exposed.
There was no pretending he hadn't seen her. There was no blush and no attempt at turning away. He just stood there and watched.
Sunlight flashed off his glasses, a sharp glint like a sniper tracking its target. Cory's mind screamed at her to move, to grab something, to cover herself, to do anything, but her body refused to obey. She stood frozen in place as if her body had forgotten how to respond to basic commands.
"HUNTER!" The scream tore through her, the sound unfreezing time as she lunged for the towel on the floor and the man disappeared down the steps.
"Cory?! What--are you okay--"
She pointed at the window with a shaking hand, the towel clutched against her chest with the other. "He was there. The neighbor. He was just standing there watching me--"
Hunter walked over to the window, looking around their surroundings as if he expected to find some damning piece of evidence. 
"I don't see anyone now."
"He was there!" Her voice was trembling. "Right there, in that window. Hunter, he saw me. He saw... everything. I was topless and he just... he just stared at me. For like--I don't even know how long. He didn't turn away, didn't close his blinds, he just--" She pressed her free hand against her mouth "This is so mortifying."
Hunter turned from the window, and she searched his face for outrage. Instead she saw what looked like a smirk.
"It's fine. He probably only--"
"Why haven't you put up those blinds?" She knew she was redirecting, but he hadn't been there. He wasn't the one who felt violated.
"Cor--"
"And you said yeah, I'll get to it like you always say, and then you never actually--"
"You're right." He held up both hands, walking closer to her. "I should have done it. I will do it." He put his hands on her bare shoulders trying to calm her down. "But babe... you can't really blame the guy for staring at perfection."
Her mouth hung open, she wasn't in the mood for his charm. "Are you serious right now?"
"I'm just saying, he probably walked into his bedroom, looked out the window, and there you were looking all, like this..." His smile turned crooked and his hands slid to her elbows. "He was probably just as surprised as you were."
"Surprised? Hunter, he didn't look surprised. He looked... He just stood there. Watching."
"Which is creepy, I agree." But his tone didn't match the words. He kissed her forehead "Still. We should probably go over there."
"What?" She pulled away from him. "Are you insane? I'm not going over there. Not after--I can't just knock on their door and pretend--"
"We don't have a choice." He reached for her hand but she pulled away. "If we don't go over there now, it's going to be weird forever. Every time you see him, you'll think about this. It'll be this... thing between you."
"It's already a thing!"
"Which is why we need to go over there and make it not a thing." He moved toward the closet and pulled out the first dress he saw, tossing it on the bed. "Get dressed. We'll go over, say hi. You'll see you're making this a much bigger deal in your head than it actually is." He pulled her toward the bed, away from the window, and loosened her towel. "Then when we get back..."
"Not a chance until you put up those blinds." Cory looked at the dress, then at the window, then back at Hunter. Everything in her wanted to refuse, to hide in this bedroom until the neighbors moved away or the house burned down or literally anything that would make this feeling go away.
But he wasn't wrong. If she avoided them now, that moment would live between them forever. The neighbor who saw her naked. The woman was too mortified to introduce herself.
"Fine," she said finally, hating herself immediately for it. "Five minutes. Then we leave."
"Five minutes," Hunter agreed, already heading for the door. "I'll be downstairs. The game is just about to end."
She stood alone in the bedroom, staring at the sundress on the bed, and tried to convince herself this was the right choice.
***
Hunter had always been meticulous about first impressions. It was a necessity in management consulting where every client meeting was an audition for the next contract. He settled on minimalist loafers, khaki chinos, and a maroon polo that hugged his frame. He tucked in the shirt, made sure his black leather belt matched his Apple Watch's charcoal strap.
Cory emerged from the bedroom in a high-necked blouse and a knee-length skirt that practically screamed modesty. Her trainers peeked out from underneath. Hunter grinned playfully.
"You're dressed like we're going to church?"
"You know exactly why I'm wearing this."
"The sundress looked amazing on you though."
"There's absolutely no chance I'm walking over there showing a single inch of skin after what just happened." She massaged the back of her neck, feeling the tension there.
"Well, I guess let's go introduce the new neighborhood nun to the neighbors. You ready?"
She nodded, as they held hands and headed toward the door. There was a strange unease in her, she could feel it, her breathing hurried, her fingers tingled. Standing still, she ran her fingers through her hair, anything to calm herself to remain present. Once outside, Hunter paused on the top step, a college football ring catching the sunlight as he grabbed the railing, projecting a crystallized prism from the stone at the center.
They didn't bother to lock the door behind them, there was no need. Southern Point, or more affectionately known among locals as SoPo, was small, tranquil, and isolated with little foot traffic of any kind. The occasional car would pass through, mostly a detour brought on by a GPS error.
As they turned the corner of the U-Haul that was still parked out front, the enormity of Luther's shape was glimpsed, easily handling a large box that was poorly and quickly packed. He displayed a minor amount of exertion as he placed the box in front of their door.
"Well." His voice was deep and unhurried. "I had a feelin' we'd be meeting each other soon enough." He extended a hand to Hunter. "Luther Kane."
"Hunter. Nice to meet you, man."
Luther turned to Cory, there was a slow pause, one that was undeniable to the couple as Luther studied Cory carefully. Her hand looked dainty in his as she shook it slowly.
"Cory," she whispered, unable to find her voice.
"A pleasure to meet you properly, Cory." The way he said her name made something tighten in her stomach. "No need to be bashful." A smile tugged at his lips, and Cory found herself pulled into the pale blue of his eyes. "Bad luck, really. Me carryin' books upstairs just as you happened to be... well." His eyes drifted down once more as he let the image settle. "No harm done. I suppose these things happen between neighbors."
"I..." Cory glanced at Hunter, who was grinning with an I-told-you-so expression.
"We're all adults here. Bodies are just bodies, aren't they? Nothin' the good Lord didn't intend."
He said it so reasonably. Like the violation was just an accident of proximity, like her mortification was an overreaction. And then, worst of all, the subtle shift in his expression that suggested he was doing her a favor by dismissing it.
"I accept your apology."
Cory's eyes went wide, heat flooding from her chest to her face. He hadn't apologized. She had nothing to apologize for. The whole exchange was backwards, upside down, and yet he'd said it with such calm certainty that for a disorienting moment she questioned her own memory of events. 
He held her hand a second longer, as if gauging her reaction. When it became clear she was too frazzled to speak, he released her with a faint smirk.
"Y'all seem like good people. Neighborly, comin' over to introduce yourselves." Cory looked at Hunter, but if he'd recognized what had just happened, his face didn't show it. "My wife and I were just about to head over ourselves. She's inside gettin' things settled. Come on in, if you've got a minute."
As he turned toward the front door, he glanced back at them. His gaze lingered on how closely they stood together, on Cory's nervousness despite her effort to hide it.
Hunter glanced over Luther's shoulder, seeing the rows of moving boxes and furniture still left to be arranged. The box that had yet to be moved inside was partially open. It was bordering on impossible to not examine it as they followed Luther. Hunter peered into the box.
It was filled to the brim with older books, some resembling tomes even, weighty, with dusty or moldy covers. The distinguished odor of old parchment paper was immediate, even at his distance. Quills, reservoirs of ink, old journals with tanned leather covers were strewn within. Before he stepped inside the home, Hunter looked to the back of the U-Haul, seeing even more books spilled out of old boxes, and several large trunks with rusted bronze fittings, latches, and broken locks.
Luther noticed him looking. "Occupational hazard, I'm afraid. Taught philosophy for twenty years--you accumulate things. Books, mostly. My wife keeps threatening to make me get rid of them, but..." He shrugged, almost sheepish. "Can't seem to let them go. Each one's a conversation I'm not done having yet."
From the kitchen a voice called out, soft and melodious, with the slightest Mediterranean accent.
"Oh they are here? Wonderful!"
Emerging from around the corner, was the same stunning woman Cory had seen earlier. Hunter stared with complete disbelief at the confident, curvy, bronzen beauty in front of him. He cleared his throat, and stepped out in front of Cory eager to introduce himself.
"Hi, I'm Hunter. This is my wife, Cory."
"So nice to meet you both. I am Dafni. Please, come in."
Before Cory could respond, Dafni had taken her by the wrist and was guiding her toward the kitchen, leaving the men in the entryway. Hunter caught himself watching Dafni walk away, the sway of her hips, before Luther's hand landed heavy on his shoulder.
"Something, isn't she?"
"Yeah. I mean... sorry, I was staring. That was rude."
"No worries at all." He led Hunter out the front door and started up the ramp of the truck. "Hard not to appreciate beauty when you see it. Seems we both have great taste." He paused, studying Hunter. "Cory looks very... athletic. I bet she has incredible stamina."
Hunter shifted uncomfortably, searching for a box to grab so he could get away from the conversation. "Thanks. She um... she works hard at it."
They worked in silence for a few minutes, hauling boxes from the U-Haul. Hunter was grateful for the physical activity. But he could feel Luther watching him between trips, like he was working up to something.
Finally, as they set down a particularly heavy trunk in the bedroom, Luther spoke again.
"You know, Hunter, my philosophy, literally and figuratively, has always been that beauty should be shared. Appreciated. The ancient Greeks had a word for it, koinonia."
He pulled out a handkerchief, wiping his brow. Hunter wasn't sure how to respond. He couldn't make heads or tails if Luther was being a creep or friendly. 
Luther bent over, unlatching the trunk and Hunter saw why it was so heavy. It was filled to the brim with books. Hunter skimmed the titles: The Holy Bible, Republic, Critique of Pure Reason, and sitting on top of them all was a plaque of the ten commandments. Luther picked it up, wiping the dust from it. 
"If you ever wanted to spend time with her, Dafni, I mean, I wouldn't object." 
Hunter suddenly found it hard to breathe. He looked over his shoulder, half expecting Cory to come rushing in and pull him away.
"She's her own woman, of course. Makes her own choices," Luther continued, like it was the most casual conversation in the world as he tossed the plaque onto a chair. "I'm just saying I wouldn't stand in the way of it. The body is a temple, yes, but temples were meant to be visited. To be experienced. Judging by the art on Cory's, I'm sure you feel the same way."
For a moment, Hunter couldn't process what he'd just heard. His mind was reeling. Did his new neighbor just give him the green light to sleep with his wife? And was he expecting Hunter to do the same?
"I... what?"
"Anyway, we'd best get a move on." Luther slapped Hunter's shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Still got two more of these chests in the truck."  He turned and headed down the stairs with Hunter following, his mouth hanging slightly open.
***
In the kitchen, Dafni crossed her arms beneath her heavy bust, eyeing Cory with an appraising gaze. Normally, Cory would bristle at such scrutiny and would meet it with her own confident stare. But given what had just happened upstairs, she felt exposed. Even more so under Dafni's dark eyes.
"It is so nice to have a neighbor like you." Dafni's voice carried the soft lilt of her accent, vowels rounded in ways that made the words almost musical. "I was worried there would be no women my age here. To be alone somewhere new... this is difficult. You would like wine?"
"No, a bit early in the day. But, thank you."
"Of course. This has been a huge move for us, but already it feels like home. You and your husband... Hunter? You have been here a long time?"
"Yes actually. A few years." Cory tried to hide within herself, intimidated and ashamed in front of Dafni's stalwart and sultry appearance.
"Tell me, what is it you do?" Dafni poured herself a glass of bottom-shelf red blend. The low price tag made Cory relax slightly.
"I actually work as a personal trainer and wellness consultant."


Dafni didn't blink, she barely even acknowledged Cory's proud response.
"Ah. Interesting." She took a slow sip of wine. "And you and Hunter, how long have you been together?"
"In total? Close to six years. Married for four now."
"This is impressive." Dafni set down her glass, her full lips stained faintly crimson. "So many marriages end quickly now, as if people are afraid of commitment, yes?"
She crossed to Cory, reached out without asking, running her fingers along Cory's bicep. The touch was warm, assessing. "Very strong. You take care of yourself." 
Cory stepped back instinctively, reclaiming her space. The touch had been surprisingly gentle, almost comforting, but still--too familiar. "Yes. I focus on it. Most of my family didn't really take care of themselves, so... health problems. I wanted to do better." 
"Mm. Diabetes is cruel that way." Dafni's eyes held hers and Cory's pulse began to race. "Especially when it takes someone so young."
How did she--. Her father had been fifty-four. Type 2 diabetes. She hadn't said diabetes. Hadn't mentioned anything specific at all, just "health problems."
Cory forced herself to breathe. Diabetes was one of the most common health issues in America. Practically an epidemic. And the fitness obsession, the way Cory had phrased it, wanting to do better, anyone perceptive could make that leap. It was a logical guess. Nothing more.
"We can all improve, can we not?" Dafni continued. "There is always more to discover about who we truly are."
Cory nodded pensively, there was something alluring, even comforting about Dafni, but at same time intimidating.
"So how did you and Luther meet?" She wanted to get the focus away from her family. 
"It was like the fates wanted us to meet. It is powerful story. As if our souls were assigned to each other. Destiny. I tell you another time full story, no? He is very--"
Before she could finish her thought, the men came in with the last of the boxes. Hunter shot Cory a look she'd seen a dozen times before, a silent plea that told her he was ready to go. She was on her feet before she realized she'd moved, crossing to him and slipping her arm through his.
"We should get going and let you get settled." Hunter extended his hand to Luther.
"Of course. It was lovely meeting you both." Luther's gaze cut to Cory, and the hairs on her arms stood up.
"We're um... right next door if you need anything," Cory said, already taking a step backward toward the door.
"So," Cory said the second they were outside and out of earshot. "That was--"
"Fucking weird," Hunter finished, anxious to get back to their house to tell his wife everything Luther had said.
***
"He said what?" 
"I know. They're swingers, right? They have to be."
They'd barely closed the front door before Hunter dropped the bomb, like he couldn't hold the weight of it another second.
Cory's face was twisted up, her button nose crinkled along with her soft cheeks that always made Hunter smile. She headed towards the kitchen.
"I don't know about that. I mean, those two?" She looked out the kitchen window at the house next door. It looked peaceful, quiet. She thought about what Dafni was saying as the boys walked in. He's very... what? Was she setting Cory up to let her know that she could share? Bile threatened the back of her throat and she shook the thought free. "I mean, you saw him, you saw her. What if it's not what it looks like? What if she's being coerced somehow? Trafficked, maybe?" She knew how it sounded even as she said it, reaching for explanations that made sense. "I know that sounds extreme, but it would explain the... obvious mismatch." 
"I seriously doubt that, but I guess it would explain the... obvious."
He squeezed past her in the kitchen, his presence always reminding her just how small it all was. He carefully arranged the ingredients for their meal tonight, organic chicken breasts with a rub of Calabrian chili, roasted potato medallions with Italian seasoning and a sliced orange pepper. It was a simple dinner, healthy, and exceptionally tasty every time he cooked for her.
She loved when he cooked for her. It wasn't because he was particularly skilled, but because he tried. Because it was one of the ways he showed he cared when words failed him. Hunter began arranging the cutting board.
"What exactly did he say? Hey, want to bang my wife?" Cory rolled her eyes.
"Ok. So get this. Luther and I are talking. I'm helping him out, just moving stuff. I mean, he's an old guy, figured he could use it. But I was struggling to keep up with him, not gonna lie. But he asked if I wanted to...borrow Dafni."
She rolled her eyes.
"Ok funny man. I get it, he has a hot wife."
"I'm serious! Completely unprompted, as casual as saying hello. And the thing is I can tell he wasn't joking. Like, he was talking about the Greeks and sharing. It was insane."
Cory crossed her legs under the dining room table. Checking her phone for some text that wasn't there. She knew Hunter was telling the truth. And it instilled a deep insecurity in her that she hadn't felt in years. Dafni was everything she wasn't, and couldn't ever be. She bit her lip.
"Dafni knew about my dad."
"What?" Hunter's eyes widened. "What do you mean knew about him?"
"It was probably nothing but we were talking about work and I said I try to stay active because health wasn't a priority in my family and then she said something about diabetes and dying at a young age."
Hunter added vegetables to the chicken, the aroma filling the air making Cory's mouth water.
"Are you sure she didn't just mean like, in general?"
"I guess. I mean, so like sometimes I really do feel these vibrations. Energies. You can call it anything, a gut feeling, vibes, whatever. And something felt off about how she knew. Not just a lucky guess. It was too specific." She shook her head, seeing the look on his face. "I'm not saying she's psychic or anything. I'm just... I don't know what I'm saying."
"I kinda get what you mean. I'm not into that. You know that. But I know you are and I trust your perception over mine. I really do."
Cory nodded, tucking the same errant strand of hair that came from behind her ear, back into its rightful place.
"I'm relieved. I thought you were just gonna say it's all because of what happened upstairs."
"No. No. I think even if that hadn't happened, this all would have been the same. But maybe we are passing judgement. Maybe we just need more time to get to know them."
"It's all weird. Everything feels odd. Off. Even their decor."
"Their decor?"
Cory rubbed her eyes, feeling unusually fatigued, drained from the events of what was already a short day. The familiar sounds of Hunter hoisting the cast iron pan onto the burner was comforting, allowing her mind to focus again.
"Everything was old. I couldn't place any of it. Like all vintage but some of it was just weird. Did you catch that side table in their living room?"
"No. There were other things to look at if you catch my drift."
"Oh my god you're such a pig!" She playfully flipped him off as he chuckled, popping a slice of pepper into his mouth. She sighed as loud as she could before continuing.
"The side table looked like a cinder block. The ottoman looked like it could have been from the Ottoman Empire. I mean you saw Dafni, you think someone like her would want to live in that space?"
"I dunno. Maybe she likes that kind of stuff. Maybe that's why she's with Luther."
"I guess."
Cory drummed her fingers on the table as the sizzling of the chicken breasts nestling against the cast iron pan filled the kitchen and dining room. Her stomach already began growling in anticipation. She stood and leaned against the doorway of the kitchen.
"Something else that was strange." Cory paced the kitchen unable to let the topic go. "Dafni also has a tattoo right behind her ear."
"What, like a semicolon or something?" Hunter handed her a strip of the pepper. "Those are pretty common."
"No, not that. I don't even know how to describe it. I know a lot about esotericism, but this was a cross... I guess? But a circle or something in the center, like a hook throughout all of it. The base was like a trumpet, you know? Kind of wide, and there were letters all around it. I thought they were equations but they weren't. It was strange."
"I didn't notice." Hunter winked at her. "Maybe when we invite her over for the orgy I'll take a look."
"Gross. Could you not. The last thing I need is to think of them naked."
Neither one of them could deny that Luther and Dafni remained complete enigmas. Both undecided if they even wanted to learn more about their new neighbors. They sat down to a dinner held mostly in silence, small talk when needed, common questions of a comforting domesticity, soon they were clearing the table and listening to a podcast.
They were loading the dishwasher when the first moan drifted through the wall. Wailing moans of complete desire. Cory froze, dish in hand. Hunter's eyes went wide.
Hunter grinned ear to ear lightly elbowing Cory. She slapped his shoulder and rolled her eyes.
"So much for not thinking of them naked."
Another moan, louder this time. Then a rhythmic thudding of a bedframe against the wall and Dafni's voice rising in pitch, words in a language Cory didn't recognize mixed with English. "Yes, yes, please--"
"Jesus," Hunter sounded like he was in awe. "Is she--"
"Either the best actress in the world or..." Cory trailed off, unable to finish the thought.
Hunter turned off the water so they could better hear the fierce coupling next door. Panting, thudding, soft screams, and cries of ecstasy, each demanding thrust carried Dafni to some place else, where her screams weren't even heard by her. But they were impossible to miss for Cory and Hunter.
Cory couldn't even form words. Just shook her head and went back to loading the dishwasher, hands trembling slightly as she rinsed a plate that was already clean.
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"Can I help you?" Chris asked, confused as he looked around at the dozens of other empty booths in the diner.
"I hope so, Mr. Parker," he said, causing Chris's eyes to go wide at the use of his name. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a leather wallet, flipping it open to reveal a badge. "I'm Special Agent Gerard Holbrook. FBI."
Panic shot through Chris like lightning, the hairs on his arms standing up as he blinked at the badge in front of him. He slid his hands from the table, placing them to his side so the agent didn't see how badly he was shaking. He had a feeling Clayton was into some shady stuff. But the FBI?
He tried to play it cool. He'd seen too many tv shows where innocent men acted guilty and became the subject of the investigation. Besides, he hadn't done anything wrong, it was Clayton they were after.
"Have a seat," he tried to keep his voice calm, even, but he couldn't tell if he'd succeeded or not. "Let me guess." _be cool, act normal._ "This is about Clayton, right?"
Holbrook tilted his head, like a dog watching a trick. "What makes you say that?"
"I've seen the news. Heard the rumors about Bitguardian. I didn't want to believe it, but... well, here you are." Chris noticed he wasn't wearing a tie. It was a silly thing to notice, really, given the situation, but in every movie he'd ever seen, they always wore a tie.
Instead, Agent Holbrook wore a gray polo with the top button undone, casual, like he was just another face in the crowd hidden behind a pair of aviators.
Holbrook nodded. "Here I am."
"So what, it was you guys following me? In the black cars?" Chris smiled like they were old friends. He was in control. He didn't have anything to hide.
"It was."
Holbrook flagged down Mabel and ordered a coffee, black. He removed his sunglasses, revealing pale green eyes that looked tired. The heavy bags beneath them made him seem older and more worn than his athletic frame suggested. He had the look of a man who had been doing this job long enough to know most men lied, and exactly when they were hiding something.
The silence between them stretched for what felt like an eternity. Chris's eyes darted from Holbrook to the door, to Mabel behind the counter. His leg shook with nervous energy as he wondered what was going to come next.
"So..." Chris said, unable to stand the silence any longer. "What is it I can help you with?"
A smile, if you could even call it that, formed on the FBI agent's face. "I'm just trying to figure you out."
"I'm not sure I follow."
"Well it's simple, really." He reached into his jacket and pulled out an manilla folder, thumbing through a few sheets of paper before landing on the one he wanted. "Are you just as cocky as Clayton... or just stupid? Maybe the fall guy who never saw it coming."
The world seemed to narrow as Chris took in what he was saying. Darkness dotted the sides of his vision, his heart threated to beat out of his chest.
Everything seemed to be moving in slow motion. Mabel flipping the eggs in the skillet behind the counter, the couple at the other end of the diner enjoying their breakfast, even Agent Holbrook as he slid a piece of paper onto the table.
"Tell me something, Mr. Parker. When Clayton transferred your ownership stake, did you ever question where the money came from?"
The smirk on Chris's face didn't drop, not immediately. He laughed. Short, awkward.
"No, I mean why would I?"
Holbrook didn't laugh. He didn't even move his face into that thing he thought passed for a smile. He just shook his head, like a disappointed father.
"Because, most people tend to think having enough money to suddenly buy a new car, upgrade their home, buy fancy dresses for their wife all within a year feels odd."
Chris's jaw went slack. This wasn't about Clayton at all. They were looking... at him. "I... I became partner I just... I thought..."
Holbrook pulled out another file. "This one came from an unregistered entity based in the Caymans. Another came from Luxembourg. And this one--" He tapped another sheet. "This was the one that made the alarms really go off. See, it traces back to some major insider trading right here in the US. Maybe you've heard of the company... Larken Industries."
Larken... Chris's chest tightened like it was being squeezed from the inside. Of course it was Tom. He was right not to trust him. The pressure in his chest grew. And now Tom knew about Ashley, saw her with Clayton. What the hell did it all mean?
"There has to be some mistake. I... I just became partner and..."
"Yeah, congratulations on that by the way." He took a sip of his coffee, watching as Chris tried to process what was happening. "You seemed to make quite the windfall. I just hope it was all worth it."
"You can't actually think I'm part of all this? You said it yourself, I'm being set up as the fall guy."
Holbrook nodded, sucking his lips so they formed a thin line. "Bitguardian's backdoor access to client systems makes it the perfect tool for extracting financial data before it goes public. Insider trading at its finest." He tapped the files again. "So you're saying Clayton told you nothing about this? Kept you completely in the dark?"
"Yes," Chris said too quickly. "That's exactly what I'm saying. Is that really so hard to believe?"
He studied Chris's face for what felt like an eternity. His expression was blank, giving Chris no indication if he was passing the test.
"I want to believe you." He reached back into the folder. "But you and Clayton seem to share an awful lot with each other."
He pulled out the last piece of paper in the folder. This one was a picture.
Chris saw it and his world tilted sideways. Blood rushed to his ears, drowning out the ambient diner noise.
Ashley. On Clayton's porch. Trench coat open. She was wearing white lingerie he'd never seen before. Lace that left very little to the imagination. He was instantly taken back to that night. Ashley playfully telling him he'd have to wait and see what she was wearing only to come on later to say it was destroyed. He'd imagined what she wore that night. He'd fantasized about it. Now that fantasy felt like a nightmare.
"What the fuck is that?" His voice cracked halfway through the sentence, rage and shame colliding in his chest. His fingers trembled as he fought the urge to snatch the photo, to hide her from Holbrook's clinical gaze.
"That," Holbrook said softly, "is from a surveillance team following Clayton. We weren't even looking at you yet."
Chris's stomach twisted violently. The coffee threatened to come back up as sweat broke out across his forehead. Their secret life was suddenly part of an FBI investigation... a criminal investigation.
The FBI agent set the photo down gently, let it sit beside the bank records, the visual connection between Chris's professional and personal collapse unmistakable.
Holbrook stood.
"Bitguardian is a powerful piece of technology. And in the hands of people like Clayton and his family, it can have serious implications. Unless you're ready to take the fall for him I suggest you start finding a way for us to take him down."
Then he walked out, calm as Sunday, leaving Chris alone in the booth. The coffee was cold. His hands were shaking.
Chris felt like he couldn't breathe. He looked out the diner window and saw cars passing by, commuters on their way to the office just like every other day. A couple walked by on the sidewalk, holding hands and laughing about something. The outside world continued to spin, like nothing happened, like a nuclear fucking bomb hadn't just exploded and evaporated everything normal in Chris's life.
***
The drive home was silent for Jen and Dave, both lost in their own thoughts. Jen stared out the window of the large SUV absentmindedly dreaming about a week in Seattle, or Vegas, or anywhere else that wasn't the city she'd grown up in and never left. When they walked in the door of their modest, two-story house Jen slipped out of her heels, heading for the kitchen to pour herself a drink while Dave took up his usual spot in his comfortable gaming chair in front of his computer.
"You offered to help Chris pretty quickly tonight," Jen said, as she emptied the last bit of red wine into her glass.
"You two seemed to get along pretty well."
She watched Dave from the kitchen, his attention fixed on whatever was playing on the screen in front of him. He still had the same boyish good looks he'd had when they first met in high school. His blue eyes sparkled behind his glasses, a familiar glint that surfaced when he was deep in thought. His blond hair was a little longer now, more unkempt, and the beard he'd been trying to grow for the past few months remained stubbornly patchy. He'd put on some weight since he started working from home, but in many ways, he was still the same boy she'd once fallen for, he'd just lost his spark somewhere along the way.
"It was nice of you to invite them over." She took a long drink from her glass, walking into the small home office where he sat. She began taking off her earrings as she moved into the dark room. Dave always preferred to work on his computer in the dark, a habit that drove her crazy.
"What are you doing?" she asked, draping her arms around his neck. On screen, he had a bunch of jewelry pulled up. A variety of different lockets and bracelets, all very expensive looking.
"I knew it," Dave said, with a low laugh as he pushed his keyboard away. "Your friends are into some kinky shit." He spun his chair around so that he was facing Jen causing her to straddle his lap.
"What are you talking about?"
His left hand rested on the back of her knee, while he used his right to take off his glasses and set them on the desk. "Before you got there, I saw them at the bar." His fingertips brushed against her skin lightly causing goosebumps to cover her flesh. "Chris went to the bathroom, and as soon as he was gone another man was taking his place."
"So, she was getting hit on in a bar. That hardly classifies as kinky." She felt his hand slide further up her leg to the back of her thigh. She wasn't sure what was going on, but it had been weeks since he'd touched her so she wasn't about to complain now.
"If that's all it was then you'd be right." His fingers paused at her hip bone, digging into her skin, his thumbs tracing the edges of her panty line. "But I saw it Jen. Saw the way this complete stranger leaned in close to her. The way she parted her legs for him." Whether it was because it felt like a command, or part of the story, she wasn't sure, but Jen parted her legs.
"The way his hand disappeared under her dress. I'm pretty sure he was finger fucking her." His thumbs stretched, pressing on the outline of her lips and drawing a hiss from her mouth. "I bet she was wet like this."
"Ahhh." Jen rolled her hips, her grip on his neck tightening. "Y... you think she's having an affair or something?"
Dave's laugh was louder now, deeper than the one before. "That's the best part," he chuckled, gripping the edge of her panties and sliding them down her toned legs. He loved Jen's legs. Loved that she'd kept her body tight since high school. She was a track star back then and much to his appreciation she still loved logging miles a decade later. He tossed them into the corner of the room, his hands quickly returning to her hips to control her movement.
"Chris never even made it to the bathroom. He stood in the crowd, watching the entire time." His hand shifted, his fingers dipping into her pussy only to find her wet and ready.
"Ohhh fuck, baby. Are... are you sure?" Her eyes fluttered shut, her tongue slipping over her bottom lip as she undulated on his fingers. She whimpered as he moved them from her core, gripping her hips and spinning her around. She felt him stand, his belly pressing against the small of her back as he maneuvered her toward the wall. It wasn't as graceful as it may have been a couple of years ago, but she wasn't about to complain.
"The anklet she was wearing, it has a meaning." He pressed his lips to her neck, his fingers finding the zipper on her dress. "She wore it on her right ankle." His kisses became more urgent, more aggressive as her dress slipped down her body leaving her in nothing but a black, lace bra. "It means she's married but open to... encounters."
"Encounters..." Jen's voice trailed off as his teeth grazed her shoulder. "You're telling me they..."
Dave's hands slid around to cup her breasts, thumbs teasing her hardened nipples through the lace. "Are like us. Or rather, he's like you." He unhooked her bra feeling her start to tremble as the pieces started to fall into place for her.
Jen gasped as Dave pressed her harder against the wall, his clothed erection grinding against her bare ass. "That doesn't sound like Ashley. She's so... normal at work."
"And you don't think she'd say the same thing about you?" Dave's hand traveled down her stomach, fingers finding her slick heat again. "The quiet nurse who likes to watch her husband fuck other women." He slid two fingers inside her.
"Unnngh." Jen's head fell back against his shoulder, his free hand immediately finding her throat. "That's... that's different," she managed between moans. "It's been so long."
"So long that you want to watch again?" Dave whispered, his fingers working faster. "You want to watch me fuck your friend?" The heel of his hand found her clit, swollen and eager.
"Yes... Oh God, right there."
He withdrew his fingers suddenly, leaving Jen whimpering at the loss. She heard his belt buckle, the rustle of clothing, then the blunt press of his cock against her entrance. She braced herself against the wall, his grip on her neck tightening.
"Chris needs my help. As long as I'm helping with his little audit problem he won't risk telling me no." Dave teased her with just the tip of his cock, covering it in her juices. "He'll sit back and watch... just like you."
"Oh God," Jen moaned, her protests dying in her throat as she pushed back against him. "Please, baby."
Dave entered her with one firm thrust, both of them groaning at the sensation of her walls closing around him. He wasn't big, but he was thick and he was always amazed at how easily her pussy could take it. How it would stretch to the point of near pain to accommodate his prick.
"Bitguardian's into some shady shit," he said between thrusts, his tongue sliding along her shoulder making her shudder. "Suspected data harvesting, possible insider trading. I've seen the chatter online and in the forums."
"You're so fucking hard," she gasped, her hand grabbing his on her neck as she felt her orgasm build. "But what if... what if you're wrong and it's just jewelry?"
"I'm not wrong," Dave grunted, loving the way she was gripping him. She may not admit it, but he could tell she loved the thought of this plan. "Trust me, I know what I saw." His breathing quickened matching his pace. "The way she looked out into the bar for Chris when that guy's hand was between her legs... it wasn't guilt, Jen. It was excitement."
"Oh fuck, ohhh shit." Jen's body betrayed her skepticism, pleasure building with each stroke. "But... fuck." Jen struggled to find the words. Her orgasm was so close. "Ashley's my friend. We... we work together. I don't want this to make things awkward."
Dave slowed momentarily, considering. Jen continued to rock her hips, not wanting her orgasm to die. He let her use him like a toy while he considered her protest. The velvet heat from her pussy causing his balls to tighten. He didn't want her to lose her friend over this, but then he knew he was right. All the signs were there.
"You worry too much," he said, resuming his rhythm. "We'll enjoy the hot tub, have a few drinks. If she balks at all we can blame the alcohol and move past it." His hand found her clit again, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips. "But I don't think you'll need to worry about that."
"I don't--"
"Relax, baby." His voice softened, though his movements grew sharper, his orgasm approaching. "I'm telling you, she'd be into it. Plus, after I look at those files for Chris, how could he say no?" His fingers worked faster, matching the pace of his thrusts. "In the meantime, keep an eye out at work if you have another shift with her. I bet you'll notice some signs."
Jen bit her lip, wrapping her arms around his neck and threading her fingers through his hair as fire raced through her body. "fuck baby, I'm so close. Don't stop, please."
Sweat began slide to down Dave's forehead as he felt his wife's body come alive. She bucked against him, her wall contracting around his shaft. She was so close. She just needed one final push. "For your birthday, I'm going to fuck Ashley and let you lick my cum from her pussy."
The image of her friend, always so put together at work, sprawled out beneath Dave sent Jen over the edge.
"Oh yes, ohhh fuck. Fuck Dave. Unnngh...."
"Mmm that's my girl," Dave said with a grin before finding his own release. With one final thrust, he pinned Jen against the wall, emptying himself inside her.
"We need to be careful," Jen finally said as Dave withdrew, her practical nature reasserting itself. "If you're wrong about her..."
"I'm not," Dave insisted, turning her to face him. "I'll handle Chris. You just keep your eyes open at work." He kissed her forehead, a tender gesture that still gave her butterflies even after what just transpired. "Now, let's get to bed. I have a lot of homework to do on Bitguardian in the morning."
As Jen followed him to the bedroom, she couldn't shake her conflicting emotions. The fantasy was undeniably exciting. She'd always found Ashley attractive and loved the way Dave was always overly attentive to her after one of his conquests, but beneath her arousal lurked concern. Ashley really was her closest friend in the hospital. She had to be sure whatever happened wasn't going to come between that. Despite her reservations, the thought still sent another jolt of excitement through her. Maybe Dave was right. Maybe they weren't so different after all.
***
Chris sat in a puddle of sweat, despite the AC from the car blowing directly on his face. He'd been sitting idle in the parking lot for at least ten minutes, phone in hand, just staring. He wanted to call Ashley, but after what he'd just learned he wasn't sure if his phone was safe to use. He wasn't sure how much Clayton knew, or how much Clayton thought he knew, but he didn't want to take the chance. He should go home, just take a sick day. No, that would just set off alarm bells.
The thought of going to the office made his stomach knot. Clayton would see right through him, know something was up. But then, what choice did he have? He had to download the source code to get it to Dave. He wasn't sure what he would find but that felt like the only way he could get ahead. Maybe if he could find out what was in the code before Clayton got wind that he knew something was up he could get leverage. He had to do something. The only way out of this for him was to find something the FBI could use. Something to trade. Something that might just buy back his life.
The drive to the office took longer than normal. Every passing car looked like someone who could be watching him. Every alert on his phone caused him to jump like a bomb had just gone off. When he finally got to the office, he wiped his brow with the cuff of his shirt. It looked like he'd just finished running a marathon.
Approaching the building, Chris hesitated. The thought of seeing the smug look on Clayton's face made his throat clench, but what choice did he have really? He wasn't a very religious person, but before turning off the car he closed his eyes and said a silent little prayer. He could use all the help he could get.


The cameras at the entrance of the building gave him pause. They had always been there, but now, with this new information, they suddenly felt menacing. Was Clayton watching him right now? Gauging his reaction as he walked into the office? The white walls inside the building seemed to stretch longer than normal, like he was walking into the belly of the beast.
Once inside, everything seemed so... normal. It was still pretty early so the only people in the office were a couple of the engineers and Katie.
Chris's breath caught. Katie. He was supposed to talk to her today about what happened the last time they were together. After his breakfast this morning that conversation felt significantly less urgent.
Katie looked up from her computer and caught his gaze, a smile forming on her lips as her hand shot up in a friendly hello. Chris chewed on the inside of his cheek as he returned the smile. Could she see the sweat still dripping from his forehead?
"Morning," he muttered, as he stepped closer, his voice cracking slightly.
"Hey boss, late night? You look like shit." Her chuckle was soft, her eyes sparkling like she had no cares in the world.
"Something like that." He plopped down in his chair, turning on his computer in the process. His hand trembled as he typed in his password. Each keystroke echoing unnaturally in his ears. The feeling of being watched was constant.
She had been followed too, he remembered when he finally got logged in. She came to him, terrified that people were following her. Had the FBI approached her too? Could he talk to her about it?
He spun around in his chair, his knee bumping against hers. "Actually, there's something I wanted to talk about."
"Me too," she said, relief flooding her face.
"Go ahead," Chris said with a grin, happy to be able to offload this to someone.
"I just... I know things got... well weird last time we were together."
The wind emptied from Chris's sails. She didn't want to talk about the FBI.
"And I just want you to know," she fidgeted in her chair, unable to find the right words. "I take full responsibility for it. I don't want things to be weird with us, especially with the Seattle trip coming up."
He felt himself nod, too preoccupied with his own thoughts to form words. The truth was, he was glad she wanted to move past it. It had been bothering him all weekend, but now, that seemed to be the least of his problems.
"Are you okay, boss? You look like you might be sick."
"Yeah, I... The car that was following you before, was it..." Katie's phone buzzed on her desk, drawing his attention. Her lock screen lit up, the Bitguardian logo. His pulse started to race, what if Clayton was listening? What if he'd tapped into everyone's phone and recorded conversations? It all sounded like science fiction to him, but the articles he read, what Holbrook had said to him, they made it sound like it was more than possible.
"What about it?" Katie grabbed his arm, her eyes wide.
"I just... I was wondering if you'd seen them around anymore."
Clayton's door swung open, silencing whatever Katie was going to say, but Chris could see in her eyes that just the mention of the vehicle had scared her. There was no way she was a part of it, was there?
"Chris, didn't hear you come in. How was your weekend? You and Ashley do anything... fun?" He had the same cocky grin he wore every day. He studied Chris waiting for his usual flustered reaction, but this time it didn't come.
Clayton lingered in the doorway, eyes narrowing at Chris's muted reaction. The familiar dance of discomfort he expected to see was conspicuously absent.
"What's the matter, Chris? Cat got your tongue?" Clayton stepped closer. "Surely you guys did... something?"
Chris stared back, his expression carefully neutral despite the fire igniting in his chest. "We had dinner with friends. Nothing special."
Nothing special? Is that what he called what Clayton had done to Ashley? He was getting annoyed. Obviously, he knew Chris wouldn't mention anything specific in front of Katie. But he expected some type of reaction. Not... whatever this was.
"The Seattle presentation's looking good. Katie's done excellent work," Chris said shifting the conversation like it was a normal day at the office.
Katie shifted uncomfortably between them, sensing the strange undercurrent.
Clayton opened his mouth to press further when his phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen, his expression darkening instantly.
"Shit," he muttered, the facade cracking momentarily. "I need to take this," he said turning back into his office.
Katie and Chris shared a look of confusion. They couldn't remember the last time they'd seen Clayton look so flustered over a phone call.
***
The door slammed shut, rattling the walls of the office as Clayton let out a frustrated sigh before answering the call. "What do you need, Dad? I'm busy running a company."
"Watch your tone." His father's voice sliced through the connection like a knife. "Your office isn't as secure as you think it is."
Clayton's eyes darted to the surveillance monitor on his desk. Katie was still talking to Chris about something, but his focus did seem to be more on Clayton's closed door than Katie. "What does that mean?"
"Rumor has it, the feds have been poking around."
Clayton froze. "What?"
"Some hotshot special agent looking to make a name for himself." His father's words were calm, like this was just another normal day. Hell, maybe it was for him. Clayton had been involved in the family business long enough to know things like this happened, but he still wasn't completely sure exactly how deep his father's ties went. "He's been sniffing around our Luxembourg accounts, the same accounts you insisted were untraceable."
Clayton turned his attention to his computer. He pulled up surveillance logs, trying to find anything that looked out of place. "That's impossible. I've been careful."
"Not careful enough it seems." Silence followed for several seconds with Clayton too preoccupied with the logs to care. "Is there anything in those records that can be tied back to us?"
"Of course not," Clayton said truly offended his dad thought so little of him. "All of the money flows to off shore accounts and then to Chris's account."
He sat up in his chair, the thought nagging at him, but he didn't verbalize his concern. If the feds were smart, and they had to be if they were able to track the payments without him knowing, then they could potentially see where the payments originated. But that wasn't tied to his family either. Not directly anyway.
"And if he talks?"
"He won't. Besides, he doesn't know anything." Clayton hesitated, recalling Chris's odd behavior earlier.
"You don't sound so sure." His dad's voice sounded like he had gravel in his throat. His years of smoking making him sound like some kind of super-villain. "Tom says you're drawing this out longer than necessary. Says you need to change up your... tactics."
Clayton rolled his eyes and pulled up Ashley's number on his phone, typing with his free hand.
Clayton: _Send me a picture._
"Tom works for me," Clayton snapped, not missing a beat. "You letting him call you when he doesn't go his way isn't doing me any favors."
"Then perhaps you should do your job and put his mind at ease. He says you're wasting his time with this Seattle trip. He wants to come to you instead."
Clayton's phone vibrated. Ashley's photo filled his screen making him smile. The picture was just her face, smiling coyly over a bare shoulder, clearly topless but pretending otherwise.
Ashley: _Like this? You weren't looking for anything specific, were you?_
His suspicion was confirmed. If Chris thought the FBI was involved, Ashley wouldn't be playing along this easily. His confidence surged.
"Tom isn't seeing the big picture, not that I'm surprised." Clayton's tone was a little too snarky for his father, but he continued. "The board needs to have some level of confidence in the software if they are going to agree to the expansion. Tom's... persuasion tactics won't be enough by themselves."
"And the wife?" His father's tone remained skeptical. "Tom says you're getting attached."
Clayton: _I'm sure you can do better than that._
"She's not as fragile as Tom thinks," Clayton replied. "By the time I'm through with her she'll do anything I say."
Ashley: _I'm not sure what you mean I'm a happily married woman._
His father's laugh was brittle. "It sounds like you're letting personal indulgences interfere with business."
"I know what I'm doing."
"Do you? Because right now, it looks like you're too busy playing with your new toy to notice the feds circling." His father paused, letting the accusation land. "Remember who built this empire. Remember whose reputation is at stake."
Clayton: _If I have to ask again I'm coming over to punish you._
"Mine is too," Clayton snapped.
"The audit is a week away. If I hear of any more setbacks I'm pulling the plug on this whole damn thing."
The line went dead.
Clayton stared at his phone, rage simmering just beneath the surface. His jaw tightened as it vibrated again. Another photo from Ashley. And this one? It was exactly what he'd wanted. Her bare stomach was taut, and her red panties sat low on her hips, a tiny white heart stitched just below the waistband. But it was the dark, wet stain at the center that made his pulse spike. Her two fingers resting around it, glistening, as if she'd frozen mid-stroke just for him.
Ashley: _This always seems to happen when I think about you punishing me._
His mood instantly lifted. Chris couldn't possibly know anything. Not with Ashley still playing her part so perfectly. But he needed to be careful. Tom was becoming a liability, pushing too hard, threatening his control.
Clayton turned back to his surveillance monitor, watching Chris through narrowed eyes. He'd need to handle both problems at once, pacify Tom while ensuring Chris remained the perfect fall guy.
Clayton pulled the small external drive from his pocket and plugged it into his computer. On it, every conversation with Tom, every transaction, every line of malicious code. His eyes skimmed the contents, looking for one thing in particular.
If they wanted to play hardball, he'd show them exactly how ruthless he could be.
***
The office clock ticked by with tormenting slowness as Chris anxiously waited for the end of the day. He'd already had one of the lead engineers give him a copy of the source code, a feat that was much easier than he'd expected. He'd even managed to avoid Clayton for the better part of the day, disappearing into meeting rooms and around corners when he saw him come out of the office.
"Heading out?" Katie asked, making him nearly jump out of his skin as he logged out of his computer. They'd settled back into something resembling normalcy, though the word had lost all meaning for Chris.
"Yeah, Ashley's making dinner, don't want to keep her waiting." It wasn't a lie, not completely anyway. Chris wondered how many half truths he'd told since he'd started working here. When did he start becoming such a dishonest person?
Katie nodded, the smile on her face never faltering. "You know, you still haven't even so much as shown me a picture of her." Her laugh was soft. "When do I finally get to meet her?"
"Oh, um... I'm sure we can work something out," Chris said, standing up from his desk and walking toward the door. Why did she all the sudden want to meet Ashley? What was she planning?
The drive home stretched interminably, every red light an opportunity for his mind to race. How could he tell Ashley? What words could possibly convey the danger they were in? His foot tapped with nervous energy while he waited for the light to change.
When he finally pulled into the driveway, he took inventory of the house in front of him. The new siding they had recently installed. The BMW sitting in the driveway. His stomach heaved. He was going to be sick. He had thought he'd earned it all, thought his luck was finally turning around and his hard work was being recognized. But it was all part of Clayton's scheme. Just blood money to be used in part of a larger game.
Chris tossed his keys onto the table by the door as he made his way inside. The smell of cooking meat and spices filled the air as Ashley danced along to Good as Hell by Lizzo. He couldn't help but smile at the scene in front of him. Ashley, in one of his old t-shirts, her hair pulled into a messy bun, dancing around barefoot in the kitchen. It was one of his favorite things to come home to before... before he turned their life upside down with his stupid fantasy.
He walked into the kitchen wrapping his arms around her waist and causing her to jump.
"Jesus, you scared me," she laughed, reaching back and wrapping her hands around his neck.
He inhaled her scent, she smelled like herself again and it immediately calmed his racing heart.
"We need to talk," he whispered, kissing her neck. His gaze fell onto her phone, Had her phone been "infected"? Was anywhere in his house safe? "Let's go up and take a shower. You can finish dinner after."
Ashley giggled, her hand reaching down and cupping his manhood through his pants. "Mmm, someone's anxious." She felt him start to stiffen against her touch. "Is this because of the picture I sent Clayton? Did he show you how bad I was being?"
An audible gasp left Chris's lips that Ashley mistook for excitement. His cock betrayed him, pulsing with excitement.
"God you're so hard," Ashley continued to tease. "Want me to tell you all about it?"
Chris chewed on the inside of his lip, his gaze never leaving Ashley's phone.
"Turn off the stove and meet me upstairs." He pushed away from her hoping to get his emotions in check before she made it up the steps.
They stripped quickly once inside the bathroom, Chris's urgency was less about lust and more about using the sound of the water to ensure their conversation couldn't be heard. As soon as the water was warm Ashley stepped inside, a mischievous smirk on her face as she waited for Chris to join her.
Chris stepped in behind her, the steam already fogging the glass. He closed the door and pulled her into him, his body melting against her back.
"Mmm are you going to use the sprayer on me, baby? It's been so long." Ashley's hand was already reaching back for Chris's cock.
"We need to talk first," he said, pulling away. "For real."
Ashley turned to face him, smiling until she caught the worried look in his eyes.
"What's wrong?" she asked, the sultriness in her voice disappearing.
"The FBI approached me this morning." Steam continued to fill the room making Chris feel safe. His eyes began to fill with tears as he wrestled to get the words out. "At Mabel's."
Ashley's eyes widened, her body going still under the shower spray. "What? Why would the FBI--"
"They think I'm laundering money for Clayton." His hands clenched into fists as he fought to get the words out. He'd been holding so much in all day long, now it was all coming out in one massive wave of word vomit. He could tell by the look on Ashley's face she wasn't following, not completely. But he needed to get it all out. "They showed me bank records, offshore accounts in Luxembourg, the Caymans. All funneling back to me. The money I thought was just a bonus for my ownership stake."
Ashley shook her head, drops of water flying from her hair. "This doesn't make any sense." Ashley blinked like she was in the middle of a bad dream. "You would never--"
"BitGuardian's software is designed to scan any device that it shares a network with," Chris continued, the words tumbling out now. "My guess, is that Clayton has some kind of backdoor installed that allows him access to any device it connects to. He's using it to steal financial information from clients.
Clayton and his family are using it for insider trading, and the money trail leads straight to me. I'm the fall guy, Ashley."
She stared at him, her mouth opening and closing without sound. The color drained from her face as the implications crashed over her. Her legs wobbled, and she lowered herself to sit on the shower floor, water cascading over her hunched shoulders.
Clayton wouldn't..." she started, then stopped herself. Her eyes darted around the shower stall as if searching for an escape. "How could he... all this time..." Her voice faded as memories rearranged themselves in her mind. Had she really been that blind?
The statement felt like a punch to the gut for Chris. Was she seriously going to defend him? Did she think he was somehow above all of this? "I'm going to figure out a way to get us out of this." His breathing was still ragged, but he was starting to see things clearer. "I got a copy of the source code today. I need you to give it to Jen for Dave."
"The audit..." Ashley was starting to put the pieces together, but her head was still foggy. She didn't want to believe anything she was hearing.
Chris watched her expression change as she lifted herself off the shower floor. The initial shock of the situation seemed to be disappearing. Anger, determination, and something much sexier washed over her face.
"Yeah, I don't know if Clayton has auditors paid off or not, but he seems awful calm about it. If there's something there, then Dave may be our best chance of finding it and exploiting it."
"I can help." Her voice was steadier now, though still quiet. "Clayton trusts me. I could..." She paused, seeming to test the weight of her next words. "I know where he keeps things in his house. I could find something."
"Absolutely not," His tone was too stern, too demanding. "I need you to stay away from him. No more pictures, no texts. Nothing."
Her head snapped up, eyes suddenly clear despite the water streaming down her face. "If I suddenly stop responding, he'll know something's wrong."
"I don't care--"
"Chris, think." Ashley stood straighter, finding her footing. "I'm already involved. If I start acting differently, he'll get suspicious. He'll know you know."
"I won't let you risk yourself for me."
"It's not just for you," she said, firmer now. She took his hands in hers, fingers intertwining. "It's for us. Our life together. Everything we've built."
Chris stared at her, torn between protection and pragmatism. "It's too dangerous."
"More dangerous than you facing federal charges? Than losing everything?" She stepped closer, determination replacing fear. "We're in this together. Maybe I can find out things you can't. I can be... persuasive."
He hated how right she sounded. Hated that he was even listening.
The shower spray filled the silence between them, rivulets tracing paths down their bodies.
"I hate it." Chris pressed his forehead against hers, relenting. "The thought of you with him, texting him, sending those pictures..."
"You don't hate it that much," she giggled, feeling his hardness press against her.
"This is serious," he said, through clenched teeth as he felt her fingers wrapping around his shaft.
"I'll be careful." Her lips found his, her grip tightening. "I'll wear him out. Make sure he passes out then start snooping."
He knew he should tell her it was a bad idea. The words never came. Instead, his cock pulsed in her hand
The tension, her touch, the image of her straddling Clayton. The image of her on his porch wearing next to nothing burned in his mind. The combination blurred into one dizzying ache.
He wanted to say no. That it was too much, too dangerous. This wasn't just a fantasy anymore. This was their lives. But the truth was, he had already lost control.
He tried to clear his head, to think rationally about all the ways this was a bad idea.
Precum gathered at the tip, allowing Ashley to use it as lube. She knew what she was doing, she would be smart about it, not get caught.


He told himself it was strategy. That letting her do this was the best way to get them the information they needed. But deep down, he knew he was lying to himself. This was just another excuse to throw caution to the wind and continue this fucked up fantasy.
"Do you want to hear how I plan to ride Clayton until he's so spent he won't even notice me going through his files after?"
Her words shattered what was left of his resistance.
His cock grew harder, desperate for release. All Chris could do was nod.
Without any more warning, Ashley slipped to her knees in front of him. She looked up at him through her long lashes, her fist still slowly pumping his shaft. "I never told you about how Clayton fucked me in the shower did I?"
Chris hissed through his teeth, hating the sound of Clayton's name coming from his wife's mouth, but unable to stop his arousal from growing out of control.
She took him in her mouth before he could form words. He had to reach behind and splay a hand along the tiled wall in order to keep his balance. She took him deep in her throat quickly, her tongue pressing against the tip of his cock, lapping up his seed.
"After the second time in his bedroom, I thought we were done," she pulled his dick from her mouth to catch her breath. "He followed me into the shower and forced me onto my knees."
She ran her tongue around the crown of his head like a lollipop making Chris's toes curl. "God he was so rough with me. I loved how rough he was, I couldn't get enough."
Her mouth was back on him now, a velvet grip that threatened to suck his lifeforce out of him.
"Fuck Ash," he bucked his hips, nearly slipping on the shower floor. "I... fuck. I don't want to hear about him right now."
Ashley either didn't hear him, or didn't care. After a few more skillful bobs, she angled his cock against his abdomen and ran her tongue along his balls. Chris grunted in response as she sucked away at one before switching to the other. The loud pop of his sac leaving her mouth echoing through the shower.
"He tasted a lot different than this when I did it. Probably because he was already covered in my cum. He made me cum so fucking hard, Chris."
He could already feel his balls start to tighten, like all the fluid inside his balls was about to boil over. He tried to focus on his breathing. He didn't want to cum, not like this.
"God Ashley, I can't... oh fuck. I can't take much more of this."
"Not yet, baby. Don't you want to hear how he fucked me." With a wicked grin, she swallowed his entire length back into her mouth before he could answer. Her cheeks were hollowed out, her big doe-like eyes staring up at him.
"Glug glug glug," she took him in her throat, her lips covering the root of his dick. Her free hand gripped his balls, tugging slightly with each downward motion. When she finally relented, tears were streaming down her face, a strand of spit connecting her to his cock.
"Can you believe I got his whole dick in my mouth?" Her hand was back on his shaft, pumping with a fierceness as she tried to catch her breath. "I didn't think I could open my mouth that wide. It felt like he was going to dislocate it. You want to know the hottest part?"
He opened his mouth to say, no. To tell her he just wanted to be in this moment with her. But he was already shaking his head. His lust having completely taken over the rational part of his brain.
"He came so hard, and there was so much. I tried to swallow as much as I could, but it spilled out of my mouth. On my face, my tits, my..."
Without warning, Chris grabbed her head, pulling her lips back onto his cock. "Aaargh, fuck," he roared, as he exploded down her throat. She pulled back after two bursts, letting him spray the rest on her chest. With his orgasm came all those dangerous thoughts. Ashley, moaning in pleasure as Clayton fucked her relentlessly. Ashley begging him to cum inside her. Her on his front steps in white lingerie sinking to her knees and blowing him while other men took pictures of her. After the fifth or sixth rope, he staggered backward crouching, guilt and embarrassment joining him.
"That was fun," she teased standing back up and rinsing off her face. "Now it's my turn." She took the shower handle out of the cradle and handed it to Chris with a cocked eyebrow.
Chris tilted his head, confusion written across his face as he took the shower head and slid forward on his knees.
"Did he..." Chris held his breath. He would try to reel in the Clayton talk tomorrow. Right now he had a wife to please. "Did he fuck you after?" he asked, dipping his head between her thighs and letting his tongue slip across her petals.
"Mmm he did," came her muffled response. "I don't know how he does it. But he recovers so fast."
She shifted above him, trying to angle his tongue in the place she wanted it. He ignored her efforts. If she wanted to torment him, then he could return the favor. He tickled his tongue against her clit, just enough to make her put her hand on the glass for support.
Ashley lifted a leg onto his shoulder, opening herself wider for him. Chris flattened his tongue, pressing it harder against her sex. He ran his free hand up her thigh.
"Oh fuck, baby. That feels so good," Ashley purred, and ground her hips against her husband's face. "Almost as good as Clayton's dick when he pinned me against the wall and fucked me for a third time."
Anger swelled in Chris's chest, he knew she was just trying to turn him on. This was all just part of the game, but for Chris, in this moment, it was so much more. He switched the shower head to pulse mode as his tongue dipped inside her. She was soaked, the warmth of her sex inviting Chris's tongue to probe deeper, but he had other plans.
Chris pulled his tongue from her cunt, leaving her gasping. Then, before she had time to fully recover, he ran his thumb over her slit and pointed the pulsing water at her mound.
"What are... ohhhh fuck. Oh God."
Her reaction was immediate. She bucked forward, drawing out a long moan from between her lips. She tried to pull back, to gain her bearing, but Chris held her close. He clutched the round of her ass, pulling her body into him as he pointed the pulsing water away and dove back into bathe his face and tongue in her juices.
"Jesus, fuuuck," Ashley whined, the dual sensation completing overwhelming her. Her fingers threaded through his wet hair, her hips fucking the air in front of her.
"Did Clayton do that? Did he make you feel like this?" Ashley was too consumed by her own lust to hear the bitterness in Chris's question.
"Oh fuck... No... Uggh that feels so good, baby."
The pulse of the water battered her sex, her knuckles turning white as she held Chris's hair like the reins of a horse. Just as she began to get used to the rough sting of the water, he would remove it and replace it with the gentle caresses of his tongue.
"What are you... nnngh fuck!"
The hard pulsing water was back, making Ashley see white spots behind her eyes.
Tossing the shower head aside, Chris stood up on shaking legs and positioned his hard cock at her entrance. His tongue invaded her mouth and he felt her moan into it, pulling her body tighter against his.
"Fuck me, baby. Please. I want to feel you so.... OHHHH Fuck!"
Chris pushed into her with every ounce of strength that he had. Her nails dug into his back, no doubt breaking the skin, her velvet heat wrapping around him with such intensity he had to stop himself from biting her. The shower head lay forgotten and pulsing on the floor, as Chris's pace intensified. Ashley's moans echoed off the walls, growing louder with each thrust. If Clayton was listening in, then there was little doubt he'd hear her.
Chris adjusted his grip on her thigh, lifting her higher and causing Ashley to stand on her toes. "Is this better?" He whispered through gritted teeth. "Is this better than Clayton?"
Her walls clenched around him, responding to Chris's words. She was on fire, her entire body tingled with energy. "Yes... oh fuck, don't stop. So fucking good. So much better."
Her words sent a surge of pride through him, Clayton may be the new shiny toy, but he still knew his wife's body. He slowed his pace, kissing her neck. She turned her head, her lips meeting his as they continued to sway.
"Make me cum, baby. Make me cum harder than Clayton did."
The words were like a drug flooding his system, overwhelming his rationality until nothing remained but raw, primal hunger. He knew this addiction would destroy him, knew he should fight it, but every time she said his name it penetrated his consciousness, resistance became futile. He groaned against her neck, grinding into her with renewed force. Her body welcomed him, greedily. So damn greedy. Her thighs trembled against his hips, her moans sharper now, or maybe they only seemed sharper because she was thinking about him.
His fingers tangled in her hair pulling her down on his cock as he picked back up his pace. Each thrust grew faster, more urgent. He could feel his orgasm building, the tension coiling in his gut as he thought about Clayton taking her in this position. Did the FBI have photos of that too?
"Mmmm fuck, just like that," Ashley cooed. She could feel his cock flexing inside her, and knew he was close. "Yes... don't stop. Yesss fuck, yes I want it."
She was bouncing on her one leg now, determined to find her orgasm and not let Chris withhold it from her anymore. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head, her tongue hanging slightly out of her mouth.
With a guttural shout, he buried himself fully inside her, the hot rush of his release flooding her. The instant she felt the warm spurt of his seed inside her, it ignited her.
"Nnnnggghh fuck!" Her body trembled and tightened around him, each pulse of her orgasm pulling him deeper inside her as she gasped and panted.
Chris kept himself buried inside her, savoring the final throbs of her climax. Once it finally passed, her body began to relax. Her grip around his neck loosened, her foot sat firmly on the shower floor.
"Mmmm fuck," she whispered, and felt Chris's cock slip out of her. "Where did that come from?"
He ignored the question, the strategic side of his brain taking back over, the side that should have been in control the entire time. "If you're going to do this, if we're going to do this, we need a plan," he said, as he turned off the shower head. "You can't just go in blind. We have to know what each other is doing."
Ashley nodded. "Tomorrow," she whispered. "We'll figure it all out tomorrow."
He watched her for a moment, her eyes were still half shut, still trying to catch her breath. He wouldn't let her go down for him. He would reach out to Holbrook, tell him that whatever happens Ashley had nothing to do with it.
They stepped out of the shower, and immediately grabbed towels to warm up. Ashley moved to the mirror, wiping away the condensation to examine her reflection.
"I should check on dinner," she said, but made no move to leave.
Chris watched her through the clearing steam, studying every minute expression that crossed her face. The way her eyes lingered on the marks his fingers had left on her hips. The subtle curl of her lips as she touched them. Was she thinking about him, or Clayton?
"Go ahead," he said. "I'll be down in a minute."
Once alone, Chris leaned heavily against the sink. Their plan made sense rationally. She was already involved, already had Clayton's trust. She could access information he couldn't. But the practical strategy felt suspiciously convenient, too perfectly aligned with their darkest desires.
Was this really about gathering evidence? Or was she as addicted to the thrill as he was, using this new threat as justification to continue? The way she described her encounters with Clayton, the vivid details she chose to share, the unmistakable excitement in her voice, his cock started to stir and he cursed himself under his breath.
Could she actually feel something for Clayton? Was she falling for him? The thought carved a hollow space in his chest. He'd always been certain of her love, even as they ventured into these dangerous waters. But now, with real consequences looming, the foundation felt less stable than he'd believed.
He wrapped the towel tighter around his waist, bracing himself against a sudden chill. No, he didn't think he would lose her, not completely. But something had shifted between them, or was he imagining that too?
One thing he knew for sure, he needed to monitor their interactions more closely now. Not just for evidence against Clayton, but for signs of where Ashley's heart truly lay. "Bayberry", he whispered to himself in the mirror. Would she still respect the word if he said it? Would he ever truly actually use it?
As he dressed, Chris looked through the bathroom door toward their bedroom. The thumb drive sat on his nightstand, Ashley had another night shift with Jen soon, she could give it her then. He needed Dave to come through now more than ever, his life and everything he'd worked for was dependent on it.
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The moment Cory stepped outside it felt like she was underwater. Her shirt stuck to her skin, the humidity so thick she so could almost taste it. She rolled her shoulders, still feeling the burn of yesterday's run as she stretched on the porch.
This was her ritual. Running was an act of freedom for Cory. The burn in her thighs, the rhythm of her feet hitting dirt, that moment when everything else disappeared and there was only motion and breath and the high that came after. Better than anything else, if she was being honest. Brief, but it reset something in her that nothing else could.
Morgan struggled to keep up. She always did. Cory knew it wasn't fair, her stamina bordered on excessive, but when she was in her zone, the world narrowed to just the trail ahead. She didn't even notice Morgan falling behind until she finally stopped, dropping onto a fallen log and gulping water.
Minutes later, Morgan collapsed beside her, breathless, nudging Cory's elbow.
"You... could've... waited y'know."
Cory's response was always the same, a charmingly arrogant smirk. While Morgan knew it wasn't intended to be malicious, there were days where she wondered if Cory really did enjoy wielding the prowess she had, her raw and explosive athleticism as a tool.
Cory leaned back, thrusting her chest out as subtle clouds of gnats fluttered around them, both reacting with instinct, cutting though the buzzing groups with their palms. Cory angrily sighed.
"I hate these things."
Morgan nodded. "That umm makes two of us."
Cory grabbed Morgan's wrist and pulled her up. No sense sitting around letting their muscles stiffen. The path ahead cut through dense trees, the canopy blocking out most of the sun and dropping them into an eerie gloom.
Their pace slowed to something more manageable. Breathing easier now, Cory spoke.
"I picked this trail because everyone who ran it said it was an absolute beast."
"Well, they weren't wrong."
"There was another thing, the other PR coaches I hang with, all said this place was deeply isolated. I mean they weren't fucking lying."
Morgan swatted at the side of her neck, taking a long swig from her water bottle before checking her Apple Watch biometrics. She grinned.
"You didn't take me all the way out here to kill me did you?"
Cory grinned, her strong, sculpted back and powerful thighs cut through the brush ahead.
"Out here? Kill you? Come on. I could do that at your house."
They both laughed, the sound swallowed by the trees. The deeper they went, the quieter it got. No birds. No breeze. Just their footsteps and breathing until they rounded a bend and stopped dead.
A woman stood in the middle of the trail. Stretching. Her figure was unmistakable. It was Dafni. Cory exhaled, exchanging a look with Morgan as they approached. Of course Dafni would be here. Of course.
Cory treated the encounter like a professional, challenging all the skills she had learned leading two different lives. She nodded towards Dafni. "Would have never guessed to see you here."
Dafni looked up, her tight leggings accenting her voluptuous thighs, even causing Morgan to blush.
"Ahh yes, so good to see you both, no?"
Morgan had taken to tightening her ponytail again, a sure sign of her nervousness. She above all others had no reason to be intimidated by Dafni, at least in terms of appearance. But Dafni had this energy that made her feel off-balance.
As Dafni continued her deep stretches, Cory decided to break the awkward silence.
"So, like, did you want to join us? I'd feel silly just kind of... trodding off without you."
Dafni smiled, noticing the apprehensive distance that Morgan kept from both of them. Afterward, Dafni finished stretching, clamping her wrist behind her back, her heavy bust over filling her top as she pushed her chest forwards.
"Of course I join!"
The sky parted, oblique and scalding rays of light ripped away the reprieve they just had found under the gloomy treeline. Morgan's shoulders slumped.
"More heat? Ugh. I hate it."
Dafni smiled. "The clouds move, soon, we'll have some shade."
Minutes later, the wind kicked up, scattering pine needles and dead leaves. The clouds rolled back over the sun. Cory crossed her arms, watching Dafni's face. Where she'd expected smugness, there was only focus. It was like she'd simply observed weather patterns Cory had missed.
She glanced at Morgan who seemed to share her "what the hell just happened" look, before Dafni cocked her head to the side and finished putting her long locks into a ponytail.
"You ready?"
Cory and Morgan nodded, falling quickly in line. Within seconds Cory realized keeping up was going to be a problem. Her strides were unnatural, despite the difficulty of the terrain and its mounting elevation. It was all effortless for Dafni.
Cory pushed harder, competitive streak kicking in. She wasn't about to let herself get shown up on a trail run. Beside her, Morgan was struggling, barely keeping pace as she pretended it was just another run.
"So, Cor..." the question came between staggered breaths. "When does Hunter leave?"
"Later this afternoon. It should just be a couple days this time."
Dafni, slowed her pace wanting to join in on the conversation. "Hunter travel for work often?"
Cory nodded her head, too focused on not falling behind. Dafni looked over shoulder coyly.
"No worry. You get lonely, we keep you company."
Cory shot Morgan a glance along with an eye roll that said everything. There was no denying that Dafni and Luther were swingers.
As Cory and Morgan continued to labor to keep up, Dafni shot Morgan a quick, yet playful glance.
"You come to? Community is important, no? The more the merrier."
Morgan struggled to swallow as she felt her face turn to a shade of crimson from both exertion and embarrassment alone. Under another clearing, once the trail had evened out, they stopped for a water break. Cory stood against a tree, feeling the rough bark against the back of her arms. She gestured to Dafni after a long swig of water.
"I know how personal tattoos can be, but if you don't mind me asking. The one behind your ear. Like, what is that?"
Dafni's smile faded. Her expression went serious. "It mean whatever you want. Easiest way to say it. But what it speak to me, is knowledge. Freedom."
Cory nodded while Morgan stared sheepishly at the ground. She was the only one in the group that didn't have any tattoos. Dafni turned her attention back to Cory, her smile returning.
"Yes. But yours? World tree, no? How all the branches bridge things back to each other. When we depart this place, we become... how would you say? Seeds. We float to other places to grow. But always. Always we're connected."
Cory smiled. "More or less. Yeah."
The rest of the run felt different. Easier. They talked like normal people. There were no cryptic comments, no weird energy. Just three women running together. By the time they reached the neighborhood, Cory had almost convinced herself Dafni was just... intense. Worldly.
As the three came to a stop in front of their neighborhood, Dafni gave a friendly wave and peeled off toward her door.
"Wait!" Morgan called out. "Did you want to run with us tomorrow?"
Dafni paused at the door and looked back, smiling. "Of course. I wouldn't miss it for the world."
Left alone, Cory and Morgan finished their water. Cory wrapped her towel around her neck. "She's like, kind of easy to talk to. I didn't expect that."
"Me neither." Morgan shook her head.
"But they're definitely swingers, right?"
"Oh yeah." Morgan grinned.
***
Hunter zipped his suitcase closed, then immediately opened it again. Did he need the extra pair of dress shoes? He always did this before a trip, overthought every detail to the point of compulsion. It was only a few days, but he'd packed enough to survive a week.
The front door opened downstairs, and he heard Cory's voice, then Morgan's laugh, then the door closing again. Their run must have finished. He glanced at his phone. It was just after eight. His flight didn't leave until two, leaving him more than enough time show Cory exactly how much he was going to miss her.
Moments later, Cory appeared in the doorway. Her hands were already on the hem of her shirt about to pull it off when she paused. Her gaze went to the bedroom window, then Hunter _fuck_.
"Seriously? You haven't fixed the blinds yet?"
"I... I was just getting to it," he lied.
"You sure?" She glanced at the suitcase on the bed. "Because if I had to guess I would think that you were repacking for the fifth time." A smile pulled at her lips as she pulled away the hair tie and shook her head, letting the loose strands fall around her face. "Let me guess, couldn't decide between the Oxfords or Monk Straps?"
He rubbed the back of his neck. "I just... how was the run?"
Cory snickered and rolled her eyes. It was a lame segue but she gave him a pass. "It was... weird." She grabbed a water bottle off the nightstand. "Dafni was there."
"Like you invited her?"
"No, that's the weird part. She was just... there." she peeled off her socks, tossing them into the hamper.
"I thought you said it was pretty remote? How did she find it?"
"I don't know." She glanced at the window then moved into the bathroom, standing just inside the door as she pulled off her shirt. "Maybe she saw us coming from that direction the other day? I... I don't know."
"So what are the three of you running buddies now?"
"I don't know. Maybe? She's easy to get along with. Like totally approachable. But also--" She made a vague gesture with her hands. "You know."
"Creepy as fuck?"
"So creepy." She turned on the shower, allowing the water to get hot. "Maybe I'm just still in my head after the whole Luther thing."
"You know," Hunter said, hearing the water and walking into the bathroom door. "My flight's not for a few more hours. I could join you. Help you... multitask."
She turned, one eyebrow raised. "Multitask?"
"I'm a management consultant." He stood a little straighter, shoulders pulled back. "Efficiency is kind of my thing."
"Such the romantic." She fanned her face, laughing. But she couldn't deny that stupid smirk of his did make her chest tighten. she stepped closer, pressing her hands against his chest. "Remind me again how I ever got so lucky."
"Oh I'd be happy to show you."
"I bet you would." She kissed him quickly, then pulled back before he could deepen it. "But I actually need to get clean, and you still have those blinds to install." She glanced at the box in the corner.
Hunter let out a sigh, his eyes traveling over her near nude body.
"Tell you what." Cory pulled her bottom lip between her teeth, as she wiggled out of her leggings. "If you can get them up by the time I finish my shower, maybe we'll talk more about... getting lucky."
Before he could respond, she was pushing him out of the bathroom, locking the door behind her. Hunter laughed staring at the closed door and imagining what he was missing out on. Then he rushed downstairs to get his tools. The blinds would be up in record time.
Fifteen minutes later, he was nearly done with the project, the sound of water splashing and Cory humming some new song providing background noise as he got the brackets in place. He paused just long enough to make sure everything lined up, then unwrapped the blinds to slide them into place.
Movement flickered in his peripheral vision. When he glanced up, his breath caught and he nearly dropped the drill on his toe. directly across from him in the other window stood Dafni, completely naked.
She had clearly just come from the shower. Her dark hair hung damp down her back, darkened even more by the water, a few loose strands clinging to the side of her neck. He found himself watching a tiny droplet slide from between her shoulder blades, following the smooth line of her spine until it disappeared at the curve of her ass.
His pulse thudded in his neck. Her ass was perfection. It was heart-shaped, full. He felt himself stiffen, heat spreading through his groin even as shame crawled up his throat. He grabbed the blinds, intending to pull them shut but his hand froze. His body refusing to cooperate.
The faint sound of water hitting the ground behind him made his chest tighten. His wife was in the shower twenty feet behind him. He was installing these blinds specifically because Luther had done this exact same thing and it had violated her, made her feel exposed and unsafe in her own home.
But he couldn't stop looking.
Dafni moved toward the bed, and Hunter worried Cory would actually hear his racing heart over the water in the shower. Her profile came into full view, those heavy breasts swaying with each step, nipples a dusky rose against bronze skin that looked like it would be warm to the touch. She reached for a towel, arms lifting, and the movement made everything shift and bounce in ways that bypassed his brain entirely and went straight to his dick.
This was fucked up. This was beyond fucked up. He needed to look away. He needed to tell Cory what happed and--
Dafni spun away from him, and only then did Hunter realize the door leading into their room had opened and Luther walked in.
Everything in Hunter went rigid. Oh shit. Oh fuck. He needed to turn away, but his body refused to obey. Then, it was too late. Luther wasn't looking at the naked goddess of a woman standing right in front of him. He was looking at Hunter.
Their eyes met across the space between houses and Hunter felt his stomach drop. Luther's face was completely calm. Not angry. Not surprised. Not even uncomfortable that he'd just caught another man staring at his naked wife. Then, he did the most twisted thing of all... he smiled.
It was a small smile. Knowing. Almost pleased. Like this was exactly what he'd expected to find. Like he'd walked in hoping to catch Hunter watching. As if Hunter just vindicated him for watching Cory.
Hunter jerked backward. The thought of Cory made his knees weak. He had to tell her. He wasn't this person. He was nothing like Luther.
His heel caught the edge of the blinds box and white-hot pain exploded through his big toe as his foot slammed into the corner. The drill clattered from his hand, hitting the hardwood with a bang that seemed to shake the entire room.
The shower stopped. "Hunter?" Cory's voice came through the bathroom door. "Everything okay?"
Panic flooded every nerve. Hunter lunged for the window, grabbed the blinds, yanked them into place with shaking hands. They went crooked, one side higher than the other, but he didn't care. He jerked the cord and they dropped, cutting off the view of Luther's satisfied smile and Dafni's naked body and everything Hunter had just been doing.
"Yeah!" His voice had gone up an octave, and he prayed she didn't notice. He cleared his throat. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just... dropped the drill. These brackets are a pain in the ass."
"So, you got them up?" Cory's voice was playful, seductive and for a moment Hunter contemplated dashing from the room.
"Yeah, all done."
He stood there staring at the closed blinds, trying to get his breathing under control before Cory came out. His hands were shaking. His face felt like it was on fire. And underneath all of that--the panic and the shame and the fear of getting caught--his cock strained against his zipper, hard as steel.
***
Inside the bathroom, the cool air hit her damp skin and she shivered. God, that felt good after a hot shower. She dried off slowly, the towel soft against her skin. Her hand lingered as she moved lower, fingers brushing past her groin. She caught her reflection in the mirror and paused, something tightening in her stomach. Sometimes she imagined someone watching from the other side. The thought shouldn't turn her on, but it did.
Movement in the bedroom snapped her back. She grabbed one of Hunter's old t-shirts from the hook and pulled it on. Her hair was still dripping, but she just wrapped it in a towel. No point getting dressed up for an airport run.
She opened the door, relief flooding through her when she saw the blinds closed. Finally, Hunter stood by the window, his back to her, shoulders tight. Even from across the room, she could read the tension in his frame.
"Hey." She padded toward him, bare feet silent on the hardwood. "Thank you for finally getting those up."
He turned quickly, almost startled. His face was flushed, a sheen of sweat on his forehead. "Cor, I need to tell you something."
Something in his voice made her pause. He looked... wound up. Tense in a way that made her pulse quicken. She crossed the remaining distance between them, letting the towel slip slightly.
"Does it have something to do with this?" Her hand found the front of his jeans. He was already hard, straining against the denim. A thrill shot through her. He'd been thinking about her while she was in the shower. She pulled at her bottom lip with her teeth, heat blooming in her core.
His breath caught. "Cory--"
"Mmm." She pressed against him, felt his whole body go rigid. "Does that mean you're going to miss me as much as I'll miss you while you're gone?" She stroked him slowly, the warmth beginning to spread through her body.
"Cory, I..."
She didn't let him finish. Rising on her toes, she kissed him, cutting off whatever confession had been building in his throat.
For a heartbeat, he was frozen. Her hand stilled on his erection worried that she did something wrong. Then his hunger took over.
His hands clenched into her waist, thumbs digging hard into her pelvis. The kiss turned aggressive, consuming, his scruff scratching her face as he devoured her mouth. She gasped against his lips and he swallowed the sound.
She went to speak, but before a single utterance left her mouth, his lips silenced her. Clutching her fingers into his broad, mountainous shoulders she felt herself lift with ease under his strength, suspended in air, her ankles locking around his waist, the first moan escaped her lips as he kissed down her neck.
Something was different in his initiative, in his touch, even his kisses, he had been aggressive and dominant before, but never like this. Nothing that held such a consuming hunger behind it. She felt the traces of his strong fingers grasp her taut cheeks from below, quickly pushing her into the wall.
It felt like when they'd first met, that same raw hunger they'd had in college. She knew what usually got him going: lingerie, slow teasing, working him up gradually until he couldn't take it anymore. But this wasn't that. His fingers dug into her ass, pressing her hard against the wall. The towel fell from her hair, wet strands sticking to her flushed face.
She almost spoke, but couldn't break contact with his hypnotic and forceful kisses. He pulled her away from the wall and dropped her on the bed. She bit her lip and grinned devilishly at him, her eyes daring him to continue.
The ratcheting of the zipper's teeth filled the room as he dropped his boxers, offering no subtle pacing, no theatrics, he spread her toned legs and claimed her with his length. She was wet enough to receive him with ease, feeling every inch of him slide into her until he reached his hilt. His hand slid up her taut stomach, strong fingers reaching gently for her throat, caressing her cheek and gripping at her scalp as he began thrusting furiously.
It was raw, devoid of any pretense, just an animalistic hunger she hadn't seen since their days in college. Her fingers locked around the base of his neck, in the subtle dark she could barely recognize her husband, only the outline of his chin and piercing eyes. Her moans came softly, underscoring his grunts and murmurs through gritted teeth.
She could see him look away from her, focusing, his primal strokes driving her deep into the bed as he stared towards blinds. She clenched around him, thankful that he was ensuring no one could see in.


"God, you feel so hard. So deep."
He looked back down to her, her words making his breath come more hurried. She wanted to reclaim power. She uttered a single phrase as her wide eyes locked with his.
"Cum for me."
Through gritted teeth he felt his roar die in his throat, as his back flexed, and he pulled her hips flush against, flooding her chasm with thick strands of his seed. When his breathing steadied, he immediately stood off the bed, grabbed her towel and slid it under her rear.
"Now... your turn."
He leaned in close to her, straddling her side as he tilted her head forward to look at his hand between her thighs. She watched his fingers draw a soft trail to her slit, parting her folds as his thumb brushed against her hood, soon pressing in softly with slow spirals as the knuckles of two of his fingers slipped inside her in a gentle rocking motion.
It was building, the savage pleasure she had endured, in a trance she tilted her head backwards towards the blinds gazing past them as she came, her stomach folded over with electricity, stretching into full body pleasure that bloomed across her skin and left her in a glamor of static.
They laid there breathless for an amount of time neither one of them bothered to keep track of. They offered each other subtle, and short kisses as the whirring blades of the fan overhead carried their musk through the room. She sat up slowly, resting on her palms.
"Wow." Her voice was still hoarse. "Where did that come from?"
Hunter's smile came quick. "Just wanted to give you something to think about while I'm gone."
She laughed, swatting his chest. "Mission accomplished." But when she looked at him, he looked almost distant. Lost in thought. "You okay?"
"Yeah." He sat up, running a hand through his hair. "Yeah, just... gonna miss you. That's all."
"I'll miss you too." She leaned in and kissed him softly, sitting upright on wobbly legs. "Holy shit. Wow, that's a lot. Ok, I gotta clean up again before we go to the airport."
As she headed toward the bathroom, she glanced back. Hunter was staring at the blinds again. "Thanks again for getting them up. I'm going to feel a lot more at ease now when you're gone."
His head snapped back toward her and he gave her a bashful smile. "Of course."
***
The drive home from the airport was a familiar one for Cory. She'd driven it so much the last few years that she started looking forward to it as a way to catalog the week ahead. It wasn't just planning. It was a kind of meditation for her. Thirty-three minutes of motion and silence where the world narrowed and her mind settled.
Hunter's kiss still lingered on her lips. Not the soft, loving kiss goodbye at the airport, but the wild, passionate one after the shower. It wasn't how their usual pre-trip routine went, not that she was complaining. She just knew it was going to make her miss him that much more this time. It was only two days. She'd survived worse. Even so, she could still feel him inside her. His phantom touch, how full she'd felt. She shifted in her seat. It was going to be a long two days.
She changed lanes allowing a pickup truck to pass. She needed to focus on the week ahead not what happened 45 minutes ago.
Her stomach growled, and she realized she hadn't eaten since before her run. The grocery store exit approached on her right. They hadn't been yet this week which meant they needed to restock almost everything. She didn't have a dinner plan, but the idea of spending the next hour walking up and down those aisles made her exhausted just thinking about it. She'd DoorDash something later. Thai, maybe. Hunter hated Thai food, so she never got to order it when he was home.
Small silver linings.
The highway stretched ahead, and with it the fire burning low in her belly began to cool. The thought of Hunter's sudden aggressiveness replaced by work. Nexus would want another call soon which meant she needed to consider the next step in their "wellness process." The Lawrence guy seemed intense. She knew that type well. He may have dialed back her skepticism after she mentioned expansion and efficiency gains, but their next conversation had to come with something more concrete.
At least with Hunter gone, she'd have uninterrupted hours to dive into a more robust plan, craft the right language of intention and alignment that made people like Lawrence Walker feel like they were investing in something meaningful rather than just checking a box for HR.
The exit for Southern Point came into view and Cory took a minute to appreciate everything she had in life. The Smoky Mountains stretched in front of her, a vast canvas of trees and unexplored nature. The Baptist church sat on the corner as she turned right. The building must have been over a hundred years old, but was still packed to the rafters every Sunday for service. Further down the street was one of only two auto shops in town. It was an old mom and pop place with tires stacked up outside and an old Coca-Cola machine by the door that would give you an ice cold can of soda for a quarter.
It was quiet. It was home.
She turned onto their street and her grip tightened on the steering wheel. Luther and Dafni's house seemed more lively in the afternoon light. No U-Haul anymore, no boxes stacked on the porch. A wind chime she didn't remember seeing before hung from the eaves, spinning lazily in the nonexistent breeze. Music drifted out from the open windows in a language she couldn't place.
The house had been empty for months. Cory and Hunter had grown accustomed to it being empty. As she pulled into the driveway and killed the engine she continued to study the house of her new neighbors.
They were both so... intense. Both of them. Luther had a creepy way of looking at her and then gaslighting her into thinking he was doing nothing wrong. Dafni and the way she could just... sense things. Maybe she'd brush up on aura reading. She had a feeling she could learn a lot about those two from their auras.
Was this her new normal? Living next to people who made her feel perpetually off-balance?
Her phone buzzed in the cupholder. She glanced down.
_About to board. I miss you already._
The tension in her shoulders released, and a smile formed on her lips. At least she had Hunter to keep her grounded, safe.
_Miss you too. Text me when you land. I love you._
She grabbed her purse and stepped out into the heat. The wind chime next door caught the light, flickering in her peripheral vision, and she felt the pull to look. To see if anyone was watching. She didn't. She kept her eyes forward, keys already in hand, and told herself it didn't matter if they were.
***
The presentation for Nexus Capital's Holistic Approaches to Corporate Wellness was still mostly blank. Cory had been working on it for the better part of two hours but kept getting pulled back into the three other open tabs on her browser: A Beginner's Guide to Understanding Auras, How to See Auras in 7 Easy Steps, and Auras and Intentions: Understanding Someone's True Self.
It started with her convincing herself it was professional research. New techniques she could bring up when discussing holistic approaches to large corporations. That it was one more tool in her bag of holistic bullshit she could use to get greedy corporations to open their wallets. But she knew she was just kidding herself. Her gaze traveled to the window. She couldn't see the neighbor's house, but she knew it was there, and a sickening feeling opened in the pit of her stomach. Maybe she believed in this stuff more than she'd let on. All she knew for sure was that something didn't sit right when it came to her new neighbors and she would use every tool in her disposal to figure out why.
The hard drums of "Dammit" played in the background, oddly soothing her as she scrolled through descriptions of violet auras and indigo frequencies. Hunter always laughed at her, claiming no one could actually get work done with music so loud, but Blink was part of a specifically curated playlist she'd put together that seemed to give her the right amount of energy for the task at hand.
She was nearly done with the first article when there was a sharp knock on the door.
The sound made Cory yelp and nearly jump off the sofa. She pushed the laptop away, taking a moment to regain her composure, then stood and walked toward the entrance. Through the front door's frosted glass, she could make out Luther's bulk.
Her stomach dropped, her hand moving to her neckline. She considered pretending she wasn't home, but her car was in the driveway and her music was loud. He knew she was here.
She opened the door just enough so that only her head was visible.
"Luther. Hi."
"Cory." His smile was warm, his eyes dark. "Dafni mentioned Hunter flew out today. I just hate the thought of you eatin' dinner alone."
"Oh, that's... that's really thoughtful, but I'm fine. It's just part of our routine. I've got work to catch up on and--"
"I'm fixin' moussaka." He said like he didn't hear her objection. "It's an old family recipe. Dafni's grandmother taught me when we first met. Took me three tries to get it right, but once I did..." He shook his head, almost wistful. "I've already got the meat on. It'd sure be a shame to let it go to waste."
"I appreciate it, really, but--"
His head tilted, his smile growing wider. "Why, I didn't peg you as an Enema of the State kind of girl. You really are full of surprises, ain't ya?"
Heat crept up her neck. He'd heard the music. Something about the way he was looking at her, about the way he'd said it, caught her off guard. Like he was seeing a part of her she didn't let many others see.
"I... yeah. Old favorite."
"Good album." His pale blue eyes held hers. "Real authentic. None of that manufactured pop-punk garbage that came after."
"I've said the same thing to..." she caught herself, not wanting to volunteer more information than necessary.
He stepped back from the doorway, hands in his pockets. "Anyway. Supper's at seven. Dafni came home from the run this morning goin' on and on about you and Morgan. She doesn't make friends easily. She'd be awful disappointed if you couldn't make it."
Cory's throat tightened. She thought about her run this morning, about the easy conversation with Dafni. She'd made Cory push herself harder than she had in months, making the run seem so effortless. That some insecurity about herself was also what fueled her competitive side and she wasn't ready to give that up even if she had an uneasy feeling about it.
While she worked herself through this, he was already turning away, heading back toward his house before she could form another refusal. She stood in the doorway, words dying in her throat, and watched him disappear inside.
She grabbed her phone as she swung the door shut, shooting off a text to Hunter.
_They invited me to dinner. I'm not sure if I want to go._
The reply came thirty seconds later.
_Who?_
_Luther and Dafni._
_That doesn't seem so awful. Why are you freaking out?_
She stared at the screen in disbelief.
_You know why I'm freaking out._
_It's just dinner babe. They're trying to be friendly. You're reading too much into it._
Maybe he was right. Maybe she was reading too much into it. If she didn't go it would be awkward forever. She'd be the unfriendly, antisocial neighbor. The kind she used to talk trash about when she was younger. But if she did go...
She called Morgan.
"Hey!" Morgan answered on the first ring like she couldn't answer fast enough. "What's up?"
"Thank God you answered. They invited me to dinner and I'm kinda spinning out."
"Wait, what? Who?"
"Luther and Dafni. Luther just showed up at my door and invited me over for dinner tonight and I... I shouldn't go, right?"
"Okay, wait. Back up. He just like... knocked on your door? What is this the 90s? Don't people know you're supposed to text first."
"Morgan, I'm serious." But she couldn't hide the smile plying on her lips. Morgan had a way of making her feel at ease even when she was panicking. "Hunter's barely gone and he shows up at my door and invites me to dinner like--"
"Babe, have you seen my blue polo? The one your mom gave me last Christmas?" Zach's voice boomed from the other side of the speaker.
Morgan didn't pull the phone away. "Yeah, it's in your closet near the back. The back, Zach." She scoffed. "Sorry, continue."
"I just... It's weird right? For them to invite me?"
"I don't know, I guess. Maybe they are just trying to be nice. Dafni seemed really sweet this morning."
"You're supposed to be on my side here."
"I am on your side! I'm just saying. She was cool. Strange as hell, but cool. And it's just dinner, right? Like, you're not actually planning to be their third or anything."
Despite everything, Cory felt her mouth twitch. "Jesus Christ, Morgan."
"I'm just saying! Go, eat some food, be polite, leave after an hour. What's the worst that could happen?"
The possibilities raced through her head. _They could be more pushy about making me their third. Luther could bring up how he wants to see my tattoo close up. Dafni could predict how she was going to die._ The thoughts came in rapid succession until Morgan cut them off.
"And honestly? You've been so stressed about Hunter's traveling and your whole corporate wellness grift crisis. Maybe getting out of your own head for a night would actually be good for you."
"I hate you."
"You love me. Look, just--"
Zach's voice called from deeper in Morgan's house, louder this time, more insistent.
"Hold on a sec... what?" Morgan's irritation bled through. "I literally just told you where it is. The back of the closet, Zach. The back. Yes, I'm on the phone. Just move the hangers to the left."
A beat of silence.
"Sorry, Cor, I gotta go help him before he trashes the entire bedroom. But seriously, you'll be fine. Text me after, okay?"
"Yeah. Okay."
The line went dead.
Cory stood in her living room, phone still pressed against her ear, and tried to believe Morgan was right. It was just dinner. Just neighbors trying to be friendly.
***
She knew it was just dinner. Casual. Neighborly. But her hands wouldn't stop shaking as she went through her closet for the third time. Finally, she grabbed an aurora-colored bohemian dress and her Birkenstocks. Comfortable. Authentic. That would have to be good enough.
She closed her eyes at the door, trying to breathe through the nerves, then turned the handle and walked next door. Before she could knock, the door swung open. Luther filled the entire doorframe. Had he always been this big?
He extended his hand in a gentlemanly fashion. She was cordial and offered hers in return. He hesitated, as if sensing her unease, but eventually offered a featherlight peck on her hand.
"Wasn't sure you were gonna make it. Such a delight. Come on in!"
He ushered her inside. The house was cooler than she remembered, but heat rolled from the kitchen. Something was cooking, the air thick with it.
He gestured to the couch, a leather sectional whose color and origin were difficult to discern. It looked ancient. Its texture was cracked and warped, parts resembled a hide, others something Cory couldn't recognize. Luther's voice broke her from her studied trance of the couch.
"I believe Dafni'll be ready in just a sec. I've got a whole lot of books if you want to occupy yourself for a while. I'm almost finished with what I was doing upstairs. Our home is your home, darlin'."
Luther climbed the stairs with surprisingly agility. A dark stain of sweat spread down his back as he made his ascent. She paced the cluttered space, scolding herself, convinced she shouldn't have come. She checked her phone. Nothing from Hunter yet.
The room closed in around her. There were floor-to-ceiling bookshelves on every wall, towers of paper, books stacked in corners. She approached the nearest shelf. Most of the spines were in languages she didn't recognize. Philosophy, history, texts she'd never heard of. Dust coated everything. She ran her finger along one shelf and it came away gray.
At the end of the row, a title caught her eye: _Sein und Zeit_ by Martin Heidegger. She'd never heard of it. The book was wedged in tight, but she worked it free and flipped it open. German on one page, English on the other. But the margins were filled with symbols. Geometric patterns, crosses, circles, letters she couldn't place. She flipped through. Every single page, covered in the same strange notations.
She shoved it back onto the shelf.
How long had they been upstairs? She checked her phone again. Nothing. She opened her affirmations app and scrolled until she found one that reached her.
Cory continued her exploration, doing her best to ignore the strange decor, equal parts ancient as it was industrial and esoteric. She was relieved when she heard the strain of the stairs under Luther's thundering steps.
"Sorry about that. Took a helluva lot longer than I thought it would. Now, time for me to be a proper host. Follow me."
Luther led her back to the familiar kitchen island, a Bluetooth speaker nearby played a song in Greek, from its tone and emotion, it sounded like a ballad.
He grabbed an old bottle from the wine rack. "Now now, you can relax. You like Assyrtiko?"
Cory shook her head, she was far from a sommelier, but had plenty of knowledge about wine, and had never heard of it.
"Sure. Yeah." She crossed her arms, not caring if she seemed on guard.
He poured carefully. The wine was pale, almost clear. The glass he handed her was cloudy, old or dirty, she couldn't tell which. She swirled it, sniffed. Floral, but bitter underneath.
"Thank you." She held up the glass.
Luther clinked his against hers and drained half in one gulp before turning back to the stove. The moment his back was turned, she set the glass down untouched.
"So, like... sorry this is awkward. Is there anything I can do to help with dinner? I'd be glad to help cook."
"There's no need for all that. I'm the chef of the house, passion and a pastime alike for me. Sure you can tell by looking at me I'm damn good at what I do." He laughed loudly, his large hand slapping at his thigh as he gleefully arranged his cookware.
"Are you sure I'd-"
Arms wrapped around her from behind. Hands slid up her ribs, close enough to her breasts that her whole body went rigid. She jerked forward, breaking free, and spun around.
Dafni stood there smiling, wearing a simple gray maxi dress that draped to her bare feet. Gold bangles covered both wrists. Her hair was up in a bun, a few dark strands framing her face. She took Cory's hand before Cory could step back.
"Come, sit. I know, it cluttered. But, next time you and Hunter come, it will be neat as can be."
Cory nodded and sat down. The chair was surprisingly comfortable, the cushion supporting her lower back perfectly. She smiled despite herself.
"Thank you. This chair is wonderful by the way. Where did you get it?"
"Oh? It is handmade. I try to remember where, but it all tends to blend together. Doesn't matter where it came from, just that it is here now, right?"
"Yeah. True. Best to not get lost in the past."
Dafni sat in her own chair, appearing as regal as a Grecian queen of yore, her sharp cheek resting on her knuckles.
"So, tell me. You watch 90 Day Fiancé?"
Cory almost howled laughing, the very idea that someone else other than Morgan, actually seriously watched the show nearly drew a tear from her eyes.
"Oh. My. God. Are you serious? Yes! It's Morgan's fault she got me hooked on it."
***
Hunter's phone jolted from his hand as the plane touched down at Cleveland Hopkins. He fumbled for it awkwardly, waking the older woman who was lightly snoring next to him. He must have dozed off, his mind racing with thoughts of Cory going to dinner with Dafni and Luther.


In the moment, it seemed like the sensible thing to do. Things with the neighbors had started off awkwardly, they were extending an olive branch to Cory to get through it. But then, the reality of the situation set in and Hunter began to panic. Luther had caught him watching Dafni. What if he told Cory what happened? Framed it like he was no different than Luther and turn his own wife against him?
Slipping his overhead bag from the bin, he shuffled toward the front of the plane. On his phone, the last message from Cory still sat on the screen. She was heading over for dinner and would let him know how it went. He texted her to say he'd landed safely and was getting a car to head straight to the client's office to give a quick overview of what they'd be discussing in tomorrow's larger meeting. With that in mind, he opened Uber and ordered himself a car.
The moment he hopped into the backseat and the driver pulled away he found himself worrying about the dinner. He should call her. Right now, before the dinner happened, before Luther had a chance to say anything. He would just put it all out on the table and Cory would understand. He stared at Cory's contact photo, doubt creeping into his mind.
She would want to know why he didn't say something sooner. From there it would escalate, she would accuse him of finding Dafni more attractive, of being a pig. Then there was the issue of the Uber driver. He'd hear everything, Hunter wouldn't be able to properly defend himself without sounding like a total creep in front of this guy.
A text would be better, he rationalized. Cleaner, straight to the point and get all the facts out before she had a chance to question them.
No, that was stupid. This wasn't the type of conversation you had with your wife via text message while hundreds of miles away. He laid his head back against the cool leather of the seat. This needed to happen face to face, where he could see her reaction, where he could explain that it wasn't intentional.
He didn't know Luther, not really, but something told him he wasn't the type of person who would say anything. His pulse quickened and he clenched his fist. If anything, he'd probably consider it progress toward whatever kind of fantasy he was spinning.
The Nexus building was larger than he expected. It was a sprawling building that looked at least 20 stories tall. Consolidation for a company of this size was pretty standard, but it still made a knot form in the bottom of his stomach. Hunter found a restroom in the lobby, swapped his travel blazer for the charcoal suit jacket he'd packed, and straightened his purple tie--Cory's choice.
The receptionist in the lobby pointed him toward the fourteenth floor and informed him Mr. Walker was waiting for him there. Hunter gave a polite nod, but she was already looking at her phone, uninterested in what he had to offer.
Hunter's eyes swept the hall as the elevator opened on the fourteenth floor. It looked like every other large corporate building he'd seen. Rows of cubicles filled the open space. Tall windows dotted the floor plan, making the cubes nearest them more appealing.
A sign pointed him to the left, where rows of offices broke up the area. He paused in front of a smaller one. The nameplate on the door had been removed and replaced with a label written in marker: _Mediation Room_. It was flanked by various posters that read _BREATHE. ALIGN. EXPAND._
A smile drifted across his face as he pulled out his phone to send a picture to Cory. She'd appreciate a large corporation like Nexus buying into holistic practices.
"Mr. Novak." The thunderous boom of Lawrence Walker's voice nearly caused Hunter to drop his phone. He slid it into his front pocket, he'd send the picture to Cory later. As Hunter turned to face the CEO of the company, he was a little taken back by his short stature, but he carried himself with all the confidence of a weathered CEO. His hair had patches of silver blended with darker brown on the top of his head. His jaw was set in what seemed to be a permanent state of skepticism. He extended his hand and Hunter shook it.
"Mr. Walker. Thank you for making time."
"Lawrence, please." He gestured toward the conference room. "The rest of the executive team will be joining us shortly. Can I get you anything? Water? Coffee?"
"Oh?" Hunter paused mid-stride. "I thought today was just us going over the slides and we were diving in tomorrow?"
"We're all here now. No reason to burn more money and man hours when we don't need to, right?"
A lump was forming in Hunter's throat, but he pushed it down. He'd handled worse. "Right. No time like the present." He offered the slightest grin. "A water, please."
"I noticed you checking out our new... ambiance." The word looked like it caused him physical harm. "We've recently engaged a wellness consultant. Mindfulness initiatives, intention-setting exercises, that sort of thing." He waved his hand dismissively. "Board insisted we needed to address employee burnout and improve morale. Personally, I think if people focused on their work instead of their auras, we wouldn't have a burnout problem in the first place."
Hunter maintained his best poker face. "Wellness programs are popular right now."
"Popular. Sure." Lawrence took a seat at the head of the conference table, leaning back slightly. "This woman has a whole presentation around breathing exercises and aligning chakras or whatever. Complete waste of time. Breathing exercise, as if my executives don't know how to breathe."
Hunter couldn't help but smile. The person he was describing sounded an awful lot like Cory. He couldn't remember her saying she had a client in Cleveland. It was possible someone else had landed Nexus of course, and if that were the case Cory was going to need to step up her game.
"She talks a good game, I'll give her that." Lawrence continued, the disdain practically dripping. "Lots of buzzwords about expansion and alignment. The HR people eat it up."
"Sounds like she knows her audience," Hunter said carefully. "There's good money in the work-life balance space."
"That she does." Lawrence's eyes narrowed as he looked Hunter over. "I think we're going to get along nicely, Mr. Novak. You strike me as a man who deals with realities, not all of... this."
"I try to be. After all, work-life balance and green auras sound great, but they don't help the share price."
"No, they don't." Lawrence's smile grew. "That's why we hired you. We need someone who can look at the numbers and tell us what's actually going to move the needle, not just make everyone feel good about themselves."
The rest of the executive team filed in over the next few minutes. The CFO, COO, two VPs whose names Hunter immediately filed away. If Lawrence thought he was going to throw Hunter off his game by moving up the meeting, he had another thing coming. He shook hands, made small talk about his flight and the weather. This was his element. This was where he knew exactly who to be.
"Ready to begin?" Lawrence asked, and Hunter slid his laptop from his bag, connecting it to the tv.
"Thank you all for having me. As Lawrence has pointed out, your time is valuable, so I'm going to cut straight to it." He clicked to an organizational chart, color-coded and annotated. "Over the past few weeks, I've analyzed every department in this company. Their headcount, output, redundancies, and growth potential. What I found is that Nexus isn't near as bloated as you initially thought."
He caught the subtle shift in the room. They were expecting him to be the executioner, to tell them they needed to cut a large percentage of their staff. Honestly, that's what Hunter thought as well, until he saw the holistic changes and remembered a conversation with Cory where she'd said those types of changes could increase productivity by as much as 5 percent.
"That said, there are inefficiencies. Both in people as well as processes." He clicked again, bringing up a workflow diagram. "Your compliance team, for instance, is duplicating about thirty percent of their effort because two different systems don't talk to each other. That's not a staffing problem. That's an infrastructure problem."
Lawrence leaned forward. "You're saying we don't need to cut headcount?"
"I'm saying you need to cut less than you think." Hunter moved through the next few slides pointing out bottlenecks and proposing solutions. He watched their faces, adjusted his pace when attention flagged, circled back to reinforce key points when he saw skepticism. By the time he reached his final recommendations, the CFO was nodding along and one of the VPs had already started taking notes.
"Bottom line: a twelve percent reduction in operating costs. With the changes you've made with your most recent... additions." He saw Lawrence wince. "Actual headcount impact will be less than three percent. Most of that through attrition and voluntary buyouts rather than layoffs."
The room was quiet for a moment. Everyone looked relieved, Hunter felt like Superman. He couldn't wait to call Cory and tell her all about the jobs he'd actually saved.
"This is exactly what we needed to hear." Lawrence's smile widened and he leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled. "Let's move forward with the five percent reduction. Market speculation is a bloodbath and our investors are scared. The extra reduction in overhead will be exactly what we need to reinforce confidence."
Hunter's shoulders sagged and he looked around the table to ensure he'd heard Lawrence correctly. "Sorry, maybe I wasn't clear. The five percent isn't needed. The process improvements alone would--"
"Would still result in a stock price that is relatively stagnant." He looked at the CFO who was nodding along. "What do you think, Dana? Seven, eight percent uptick?"
"At least." She was already making notes. "If we time it with the Q4 guidance..."
"Then we will all see a very nice Christmas bonus," Lawrence finished her sentence, practically hopping from the table with joy.
Hunter kept his face neutral, his fists balled so tight he thought he may break a bone. This was the part he hated. The part Cory always needled him about, even when she didn't mean to. He'd worked for weeks to minimize the damage, to find a path that didn't require gutting departments, and Lawrence had just smiled and used it as cover to do exactly what he'd planned to do anyway.
But he didn't show it. He never showed it. That wasn't what they paid him for.
"I think this calls for a celebration," Lawrence said, pushing back from the table. "There's a steakhouse downtown. The Marble Room. Best dry-aged ribeye in the city. Join us? Only seems right since all of this is because of you."
Hunter couldn't think of a place he'd rather be less, but he couldn't say that. Client dinners were how you got referrals. It was where you rubbed elbows with guys like Lawrence Walker who likely ran three other companies of similar size that would go through this exact same process in a few months.
"It'd be my pleasure."
He followed Lawrence toward the elevator, laughing at some offensive comment he made about employees trying to take good willed people like him to the cleaners. He made a mental note to ask Cory if Nexus was one of her clients.
***
Cory was shocked at how easy it was to converse with Dafni. Despite the fact that she remained imposing from her appearance alone, drawing out every insecurity Cory had ever felt in her life, and manifesting it in a single person. Dafni may have looked like a goddess of antiquity, but at her core, she was humble and open. They spent the next twenty minutes talking about trash tv and other guilty pleasures. She was almost disappointed when Luther entered the room.
"Dinner is served, ladies."
The Moussaka sat steaming on the haphazard array of non-matching plates, was a series of layered vegetables, and what looked like roots, a mixture of perfectly cooked meat hung from the sides of the eggplant slats, a subtle and warm amber residue invitingly seeped out from below.
Cory looked around for the béchamel, sure that it was made optional in case of dietary restrictions. Dafni slowly lowered her fork, her eyes roamed over Cory for a brief moment before a wistful, preemptive smile emerged.
"This traditional recipe. No sauce. Mesopotamia, hence roots and vegetables, no? I ate this growing up in Crete. Where no two homes make it the same. Try."
Dafni cut a sliver off the corner of her Moussaka, lightly bringing it to her full lips before biting the fork and sliding it out, a small moan of pleasure escaping as she did.
"That good huh?" Cory chuckled trying to preserve the decency of the moment. She ate a piece, still unsure of its composition, but despite its texture, it was a wealth of flavors, all competing for presence on her tongue.
"Oh wow. Wow." Cory set down her fork and closed her eyes, savoring the taste.
Luther swallowed a mouthful of the dish, wiping away the spittle from his lips with the back of his hand. "Greece now, it's a different world than what we have here. Food ain't even the biggest, it's belief. Culture. Old world."
"Yes. Crete called "Cradle of Gods" we all closer to something there. Because of that, community is everything. And you cannot "be" there without being part of group. You learn a lot about yourself from others."
Cory nodded, taking another bite of the delicious dish and hesitantly making eye contact with Luther.
"I'm sure you've seen plenty of ole Grecian art. You can just about point a finger in any direction there, and you'll find somethin' special. It's about... proximity to the past and present."
Dafni nodded. "Yes. Because the body, our bodies they tell story, no? And stories are shared, celebrated. Pleasure, beauty, all admired."
Cory nodded and absentmindedly took a sip of her wine. It, coupled with the Moussaka elevated what was already a wonderful dinner to sublime. She found it hard to believe that Luther had prepared it.
"Yeah. Totally. I know what you mean. So like, a lot of what I do in my work is also teaching about acceptance and promoting positivity. Mindset, reframing, creating mind and body connections. Because like, the entirety of American workplace culture it's demeaning. It's stifling and we all have to-"
"Exactly. You see? You better fit for more open minded places, yes? Do you practice religion?"
Cory shook her head and took another sip of the wine, shocked at how she already felt an invasive warmth spreading through her.
"No. Not after my father passed. My faith in God ended. I have faith in the universe now. I know, that's kind of silly sounding."
Luther shook his head. "Not silly at all. Belief is personal as much as it is shared. Lots of religions out there. Some gone for good, some developed by a lonesome soul and kept private. It's in our nature to believe, to keep searchin'." He leaned forward, reaching for the wine bottle to refill Cory's glass, despite her saying it was unnecessary. As he did, his collar shifted and Cory caught a glimpse of the same tattoo that was behind Dafni's ear.
"Oh wow. You two have matching tattoos?"
Luther's gaze shifted to Dafni, as he topped off the glass. "Why yes. It's all about shared experiences. Ain't nothin' in this world you should do alone."
"That's so cool. Like, Hunter has a tattoo on his arm, but we didn't get to experience it together." She reached for the wine glass taking another sip. "Dafni was talking about it this morning on our run. It represents freedom. right?"
Luther touched the spot behind his ear. "Freedom. Experiences. Too many people go through life without experiencing it. They hold themselves back out of fear, out of shame." He met Cory's eyes. "You should want to experience it all."
The words were innocuous. Inspirational, even. The kind of thing she'd say to her own clients.
"Yeah. That's beautiful, actually."
Her phone buzzed against her thigh.
She glanced down as Luther said something to Dafni about the wine. A picture from Hunter. It looked liked his client had a meditation room along with some posters: BREATHE. ALIGN. EXPAND.
*_Hunter:_* _Saw this on the walk up, thought you'd appreciate it._
*_Cory:_* _Oh my God that's so cool. What's the company?_
*_Hunter:_* _Nexus Capital. Have you heard of them?_
Her fork slipped from her hand and rattled on her plate. "Sorry." She gave an apologetic smile, her fingers firing off her next text without looking at the screen.
*_Cory:_* _OMG yes! I had a meeting with them. Their CEO seemed really against it. I'm glad I was able to win him over._
"...and that's why the Greeks understood that pleasure--" Luther's voice cut through her focus.
Cory's head snapped up, guilt flooding her face. "I'm so sorry, Hunter just--"
Dafni reached across the table, resting her hand on Cory's. Cory couldn't believe how smooth it felt. She should ask her about her skin treatment. "No, no, please. Marriage is important. You answer him."
Cory set the phone face-down. "I'm being so rude."
"Not at all," Luther said. "Communication is the foundation of any good marriage. It's fine, honest." He cut another sliver of meat then used his fingers to flip it into his mouth.
The conversation continued to flow, and Cory found herself thinking less about Hunter's messages and actually enjoying their company. The wine certainly helped, and despite telling herself multiple times she shouldn't have anymore she kept stealing one more sip until a subtle warmth spread through her body.
"Community is everything," Dafni continued as she raved about Crete. "You cannot just... how you say... exist there. You must be part of something larger. Share yourself."
"She's right," Luther injected. "America has this way about it. Now, ain't nothin' wrong with it, but it's all just so isolating. Life isn't meant to be divided up like that."
Cory was nodding along. Maybe she had them pegged all wrong. They weren't so strange after all. Just worldly. Open-minded in ways most Americans weren't. Her phone buzzed again, and she glanced down seeing that she had several unread messages from Hunter.
"I'm so sorry."
*_Hunter:_* _Lawrence tried to sandbag me and have the meeting today, but I crushed it. Good news. I'll be home tomorrow._
*_Hunter:_* _They're taking me out for drinks and dinner to celebrate. It feels dirty, but I can't say no._
*_Hunter:_* _where'd you go? The neighbors aren't spreading lies trying to steal you from me are they?_
*_Hunter:_* _Ugh, they want to keep the night going. Insisting we go to some strip club._
Cory shook her head. Maybe the wine was going to her head, but she couldn't remember the last time Hunter seemed so needy.
_Cory: Sorry, just trying to not be rude and be on my phone the whole dinner._
_Cory: A strip club? Really Hunter? I'm over here trying to make peace with our neighbors and you're going to look at naked women?_
*_Hunter:_* _I wish you were the naked woman I was looking at._
*_Hunter:_* _Can't stop thinking about this morning. How good your body felt. The sounds you were making. I'm getting hard just thinking about it. Want to see? ;)_
Heat flooded her face. Her thighs pressed together.
"Oh? You must receive special message? Nothing to be embarrassed about." Dafni's hand lightly brushed against Cory's.
Cory's head jerked up. Both of them were watching her, probably judging her.
"I... no, it's just..."
"Nothing to be embarrassed about." She winked. "I know that look well."
Cory let out a nervous laugh.
Luther finished his meal, licking his fingers clean. "Americans treat pleasure like it's shameful. As if desire itself is something to hide." His hand landed on Cory's shoulder, squeezing. "But there's no shame in wanting it, darlin'."


Cory went rigid. She opened her mouth to speak, but the words wouldn't come out.
Luther withdrew his hand and leaned back. "Well, I think we've kept you long enough." His eyes dropped to her phone. "You clearly have other... matters to attend to."
"No, I--" Shame bloomed in her chest. "I didn't mean--"
"You weren't rude at all, darlin'. It's alright."
"Let us walk you to the door," Dafni said, already standing.
Cory scrambled up. "I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to be rude. This was lovely, really. Let's plan something for when Hunter is back. I promise I won't look at my phone."
"We'd love that," Luther said with a grin.
At the door, Dafni pulled her into a hug. Cory stiffened, then returned it awkwardly. Luther kept his distance, hands in his pockets, making her feel even more like she'd overreacted.
"Thank you for coming," he said.
Cory backed out the door. "Thank you again for dinner. It was lovely, really."
She walked across the lawn to her house, her head down as she replayed everything that happened. This was all Hunter's fault. He left her alone to fend for herself, got her all worked up and then... did she really commit herself to doing this again?
She leaned against the door, welcoming the cool blast from the AC. They had a bottle of wine in the fridge, she could lock up, bring it to bed with her. She smiled, pulling her phone from her pocket.
_Cory: Let me see just how bad you miss me._
***
The wine had been a mistake. Or maybe the bottle she opened when she got home was the mistake. She never drank like this, especially when she was home alone. But dinner had been... nice and then Hunter started texting her and he sent that picture.
She bit her lip. Maybe having him send the picture was the mistake. Her head was spinning. She pulled Hunter's oversized t-shirt to her nose and inhaled. The smell of him always helped her sleep. She'd started sleeping in his shirts senior year of college, and had carried the tradition over to their marriage once he started traveling for work.
God, she missed him.
The dull light from her phone caught her eye and she grabbed it off the nightstand, careful not to knock over the empty glass and half-bottle of wine that sat next to it. She pulled up the picture he'd sent her from the restaurant bathroom before he went with his high-power clients to throw money at naked women. She zoomed in, studying the cock that she'd seen hundreds of times before. The light stubble of hair across his pubic mound, the vein that wrapped around the shaft like a snake.
She licked her lips, her free hand sliding up her naked thigh. He was standing in the bathroom of a restaurant, but his manhood was rock hard. She closed her eyes, remembering the way it felt when he took her earlier in the day--the aggression, the hunger. A soft sigh escaped her lips as her touch glided over the cool texture of her panties. He'd be home tomorrow.
Goosebumps formed on her skin as her fingers traced across her green boyshorts to her other thigh. She placed her phone back on the nightstand, her eyes still closed. She didn't need the visual aid anymore. She could see it all behind her lids. She squeezed her breast through the cloth of the shirt.
"Fuck, Hunter. Don't tease me. Take me like you did earlier. Please, baby. Don't make me beg. I'll do--"
A moan drifted through the open window. Cory's hand paused, her fingers just past the band on her underwear. _Here we go again._
She let out a sigh, keeping her eyes closed as she tried to recapture the thread of her fantasy. Hunter's hands on her thighs, pulling them apart with enough power to bruise her. Hunter--
Another moan, louder this time. Dafni's unmistakably high tone crying out.
_For fuck's sake._
Frustrated, she threw the covers back and stumbled over to the window, intent on slamming it shut. The breeze had been nice earlier, a relief from the humidity, but not nice enough to justify hearing this every night. She grabbed the window frame and started to push it down when movement caught her eye.
Their bedroom window was directly across from hers. The blinds were open. The lights were on. Her breath caught. Did these people have no decency? Didn't they care that they were putting on a show for the entire neighborhood?
Dafni's words from earlier replayed in her ears about community being important and something about shared experiences. She couldn't have meant--
Luther's massive frame stood at the edge of the bed, his back muscles taut, skin gleaming with sweat. Dafni was bent over the mattress in front of him, her dark hair spilling across the sheets, her fingers clawing at the fabric as another cry tore from her throat. Even bent over and wrecked with pleasure, she had an effortless beauty about her that made Cory's chest tighten with envy.
Cory's breath caught. Her hands releasing the window to cover her mouth.
She didn't mean to look. But her eyes drifted down to where they were connected. He was fucking Dafni like a man possessed. His entire body pushing into her, nearly moving the bed. And his... fuck, he was thick. Impressively so. She could almost excuse the noises coming from Dafni now.
Her stomach fluttered, and she squeezed her thighs together. She'd seen enough, too much actually. She grabbed the window sill again, hearing another moan flutter through the open glass before slamming it shut.
The noise must have been too loud, or maybe it was the beating of her heart. Whatever it was, it caused Luther to turn his head and look at her.
He had the same hunger in those pale blues eyes as the day he watched her changing. A grin spread across his face as his gaze held Cory's, his hips never stopping. If anything, he drove harder, deeper, making Dafni cry out as his gaze held Cory's.
Her hands were shaking as she yanked the curtains closed, her heart hammering in her chest. She stumbled back to bed and pulled the covers up to her chin, squeezing her eyes shut.
_Fuck, fuck, fuck._ She couldn't believe that just happened. After the fuss she made yesterday about Luther watching her changing now she was doing the same. She shook her head, she wasn't watching, she was shutting the window and caught a glimpse that was all. She could forget this entire thing happened.
But her body wouldn't let her forget. The ache between her legs had intensified, a persistent throb that demanded attention. She pressed her thighs together, trying to will it away.
She'd just finish what she started. Think about Hunter. His picture. His hands. The way he'd felt inside her this morning.
She let out another long sigh, her fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her boyshorts. She was already wet, embarrassingly so, and she told herself it was because of Hunter, and what she'd already started. It was because of the wine, the loneliness, his text.
She closed her eyes and summoned him once again. Hunter was pinning her against the wall again, his weight pressing into her as she locked her legs around his waist.
Her fingers found her clit, already swollen and aching. She circled it slowly, teasing herself the way Hunter always did. She could almost feel the scratch of his stubble against her neck, the heat of his breath as he whispered how badly he wanted her.
"That's it," she whispered, her fingers adding more pressure. "Just like that."
Her free hand slid beneath the shirt, finding her breast. She rolled her nipple between her fingers, gasping at the spark of pleasure that shot straight to her core. Behind her closed eyes, Hunter lifted her higher, angling her hips as he filled her. Her finger slipped between her folds--
A muffled cry from next door.
The image flickered, she was looking out the window again. Luther had Dafni bent over the bed, his impossibly thick cock stretching her, while his paw of a hand pinned her down between her shoulder blades. His pace was ruthless, and Cory could see Dafni's body ripple with each powerful thrust.
Her walls clenched involuntarily around her finger, drawing out a muffled moan.
She forced the image away, determined not to lose the orgasm that had been building. Luther and Dafni disappeared, replaced by Hunter who was fucking Cory with the same tenacity. She was bent over now, face pressed into the mattress.
"Uhhh, yes, baby. You feel so good. So fucking big."
Her fingers moved again faster now, a second one joining the first. She fucked herself with the same rhythm she imagined Hunter using, her palm grinding against her clit with each thrust.
"God, yes. Harder." Her voice came out ragged, desperate. She pinched her nipple, twisting just enough to make her back arch off the bed. "Fuck me like you did this morning. I need it. I need--"
The pressure was building, coiling tight low in her belly. Hunter's hands on her hips. Hunter's cock stretching her open. Her fingers curled, and her thighs began to shake.
"Yes, I'm right there baby." Her fingers pumped faster, her palm slick against her clit. "Just like that. Oh fuck. Don't stop. I'm gonna--"
Through the walls Dafni's strangled cry peaked, but Cory wouldn't let it distract her again. She was there and she needed it. Her hips lifted off the bed.
Hunter fucked her harder, but his face began to fade suddenly replaced by Luther's.
"No. wai--"
But she was too far gone to stop. Luther stared down at her with his creepy smile. His fingers dug into her flesh with bruising force, all while his cock...
Her orgasm exploded through her.
"Ohhhh fffff ffffuck."
Her fingers couldn't stop, pumping through the contractions as her walls spasmed around them. Her back bowed off the mattress, every muscle seizing as wave after wave crashed through her. She heard herself crying out, couldn't stop the sounds ripping from her chest as Luther's impossible thickness filled her completely.
It went on forever. It lasted seconds.
When it finally released her, she collapsed against the sheets, gasping for air. Her fingers were still inside her, twitching with aftershocks. The shirt had ridden up past her ribs. Her boyshorts were soaked through, twisted around one thigh.
She stared at the ceiling, her chest heaving, waiting for her pulse to slow.
_What the fuck was that?_
The house next door had gone quiet. Luther and Dafni finished. Cory lolled her head from side to side, clinging to her husband's shirt as her body trembled from an orgasm that she couldn't explain.
It was a combination of many factors. The wine, the pleasant conversation at dinner, and then the unfortunate accident at the window. Maybe she would talk to Dafni on their next run, see if she could try to keep it down. No, no she couldn't do that. She would die of embarrassment. Her mind just misfired, that was all. Too much was happening at once and wires got crossed.
It was the wine. It had to be. The picture Hunter sent getting her worked up with no release. The conversation at dinner, all that talk about pleasure and bodies and shame. She was lonely and tipsy and overstimulated and her mind had simply... wandered. Misfired. Crossed some wires.
It didn't mean anything and she would pretend it never happened.
She withdrew her fingers slowly, wiping them on the sheets before pulling Hunter's shirt back down. Tomorrow he'd be home. Tomorrow she'd fuck him until she forgot this night ever happened. Tomorrow everything would go back to normal.
She pulled the covers up and closed her eyes, but sleep was a long time coming. Every time she started to drift, she saw pale blue eyes watching her from across the darkness.
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The studio lights felt hot against her skin as Wendy shifted slightly on the concrete steps they'd constructed for the photoshoot. She'd been a model for three years now. As soon as she turned 18 she made the decision to pursue the career. Up to this point, she had barely done anything meaningful. A couple of local ads here and there, barely enough to scrape by. But this had the opportunity to be huge. She was working with Richard Clemens, a bigshot photographer out of New York. One of the girls from a previous shoot gave her Richard's contact info and after some back and forth via text message he had flown out to Columbus for the day for some big regional magazine.
The black mesh top left little to the imagination, especially for someone with Wendy's measurements. Richard dismissed her concern, insisting the strapless bra would make it chic. "This is what all the models in New York are wearing," he assured her, even as Wendy tugged at the neckline.
Despite her reservations, she told herself she needed to trust the photographer. After all, he'd been doing this a lot longer than she had. The top was paired with black, wide-legged pants, and a pair of 6-inch black heels that she struggled to keep her balance in. Richard had assured her she'd look powerful in the pictures, like a CEO. But as she looked at herself in the mirror all she felt was exposed. Her hair fell across her shoulders, the only thing covering her exposed skin. Once again, she tugged at the front of the top, wishing she could get it to sit higher. No matter how Richard spun it, there was no way any version of these photos she'd ever want her parents to see.
"Gorgeous, absolutely stunning," Richard boasted from behind his camera, as she held her hands in front of her, sitting on the steps that were made to look like they led up to a beautiful mansion. "You're exactly what I've been searching for, Wendy. The camera adores you."
Pride swelled in Wendy's chest, melting away the unease she'd felt just moments before. She tilted her head, smiling at the camera like a lover. Maybe Richard was right, sitting here she did feel powerful.
"Reach back for me, sweetheart, and rest your hands on that backstep."
Wendy did as she was told, tossing her head back and forth, as the click of the camera took shot after shot.
"Beautiful, Wendy. You're a natural. Push your chest out a little for me, let's really grab their attention."
Wendy hesitated, the flush of pride washing away as quickly as it arrived. She swallowed the lump in her throat, forcing her smile back into place, and did as she was told. She convinced herself he was just trying to get different angles, to see what worked. But the way the mesh tightened across her chest, the way the top hung just a little lower, made her feel less like a model and more like merchandise.
"I have some connections in New York," Richard continued, lowering his camera as he stepped closer to her. "Fashion Week connections. Someone like you could really do well there." Each step narrowed the space between them, his eyes studying her in a way that made her feel even more exposed than the camera. "You have that it factor, Wendy It's something that could take you to the very top of this industry."
"You... you think so?" Her pulse quickened, hands twisting together as she tried to rub the nerves away.
"Of course." His gaze lingered on the mesh panel, his tongue darting across his lips. "I know every major company in New York. You stick with me and the sky's the limit, baby."
Her face went pale, and she sat up a little straighter, palms brushing her thighs in four quick passes. She told herself he wasn't suggesting what she thought he was, but the way he was leering at her made it impossible to believe otherwise.
"So what do you say, sweetheart?" He reached out and brushed her bare shoulder with his hand. Goosebumps prickled across her skin, despite the panic racing through her system. "You scratch my back, I scratch yours." His fingers slid over the front of her shoulder.
The sheer fabric of her top felt impossibly thin now, every brush on contact a reminder of just how exposed she was. "I'm... um. I'm not sure I understand."
"Of course you do." He looked over his shoulder, ensuring no one else was around. "A smart girl like you. You must know this business is all about the connections you make." His hand slid across her collarbone. Suddenly she couldn't breathe.
Wendy bolted upright from the concrete steps, legs trembling so hard she nearly tripped on the fabric of her wide-leg pants. "I... I need to." Her voice cracked on the last word, as she wobbled in her heels.
"Aww don't be like that," Richard chuckled, catching her wrist before she could back away. Tears welled in Wendy's eyes, she was starting to hyper-ventilate. "I work with beautiful women all the time, and I can assure you, none of them got to where they are today because of their talent. Well, at least not their talent in from of the camera." He gave her a wink that made her skin crawl. "Sweetheart, if you're not willing to play the game, you might as well pack up and go teach third grade. Because this industry? It will chew you up and spit you out without a second thought."
She opened her mouth to respond, to defend herself, to tell him she was different, that she was going to prove herself on merit and hard work. But as she opened her mouth, the warehouse began to shift and blur around the edges. The lights grew so bright everything turned white.
Suddenly, Wendy was no longer at her photoshoot. She was in a conference room, executives sitting around the circular oak table all staring at their phones. Beside her stood Michael. His suit carefully tailored to hide his bulk, his thinning hair slicked back. He was looking at Wendy the same way Richard had been. His gaze was hungry, wanting, yet it felt different.
"Your insights are absolutely brilliant, Wendy," Michael said, in a way that made her chest swell with pride. "But look at Jack." He nodded toward the head of the table where Jack sat scrolling. "You need to keep his attention."
Frustration sparked in her chest. He was right. She had the vision, all of the relevant information, but these CEOs acted like distracted children. How could she prove her worth if they couldn't be bothered to look up from their screens?
"You have everything you need right here to get their attention. Stop handicapping yourself and embrace your fire, Wendy." Unlike Richard, his hands never strayed. He just watched her, waited.
"You're right," she said, with a renewed confidence. "They just need a little reminder that what's happening here is more important than what's on their phone." Her fingers slipped across the buttons of her blouse. Each one like a shot of adrenalin through her veins. She smiled as heads snapped up one by one, their phones forgotten, their attention hers.
This was nothing like what Richard had done. Richard had been a creep, tried to paw at her. Jack's mouth hung open as her blouse slid off her shoulders and hit the floor. This wasn't about being taken advantage of, it was her choice, her fire.
"The consumer data shows clear preference patterns," she continued, unzipping her skirt. Everyone was watching her now, their phones a million miles away. "And if we leverage the premium positioning correctly..."
She stood nearly naked in the center of the boardroom, yet felt more powerful than she ever had fully dressed. She wasn't shy, or timid. She wasn't worried that someone would take advantage of her. She held every gaze. Controlled every breath. A warmth spread between her legs. She bit her lip, wondering if they could smell the arousal blooming from her, if they could sense how much this kind of power thrilled her.
For a second, she thought about Richard fucking Clemens, with his greasy ponytail, and his stupid camera. He wanted to use her, to use the promise of power in exchange for sex. Here, she was the one setting the terms. Here, her body amplified her voice, ensured she got what she had earned.
"I trust you'll find my projections to your liking, Mr. Peterson," she purred, as she climbed up on the conference table in front of Jack. She unclasped her bra, pressing it to her chest with one hand as her hair fell around her shoulders. "All we need is your signature on this three-million-dollar change order, and our partnership will be closer than ever."
Wendy's eyes snapped open to the pre-dawn darkness of her bedroom, her heart hammering against her ribs like a caged bird. The bedside clock read 5:47 AM, and Jon's side of the bed was already empty. He must have already left for his run. She sat up in the bed, brushing her sweat covered hair from her face, as she tried to shake the dream from her system.
She hadn't thought about Richard Clemens in years, had buried that humiliation so deep she'd almost convinced herself it had happened to someone else entirely. But lying here, her body still carrying the memory of Michael's touch from the night before, the parallel her subconscious had drawn felt brutally, undeniably obvious.
But it was different, wasn't it? Michael actually respected her intelligence, valued her insights in ways Richard never had. He wasn't some sleazy photographer trying to exploit her desperation. He was genuinely brilliant, and he recognized that same potential in her. She thought about New Orleans, about last night. Every decision was hers. Michael may have put the option in front of her, but unlike Richard he had given her a choice, allowed her to see the power she had.
Even as she formed the rationalization, though, she could hear Richard's mocking laughter echoing in her memory: _none of them got to where they are today because of their talent. Well, at least not their talent in front of the camera._ Her chest tightened. Wendy did have talent. Jack recognized her brilliance. Brian was practically gushing as he spoke to her last night. Her looks were just a means to an end. She was respected by those men, revered for her quick thinking.
She took a deep breath, laying back down in bed to try to fall back asleep. That dream had done a number on her, her heart was racing, her skin clammy. She pressed her thighs together. She was soaked. She wished Jon was back from his run. she fought the urge to touch herself, unsure of whose face would appear in her mind. The stress of the last few weeks had taken a toll on her. That was all it was. Her subconscious spinning out of control because of stress and lack of sleep.
It was just a dream, and she didn't need to read anymore into it than that.
***
Sleep came in waves after that. Before she knew it, she heard the front door shutting, followed by the sound of Jon walking across the house to the kitchen. Wendy sat up in bed, pulling the sheet with her as she heard Jon near the bedroom. A dread seemed to fill her as the steps got closer, like she was afraid he'd be able to see her thoughts.
"Oh hey, you're already up," Jon said, appearing in the door. His grey t-shirt was soaked through with sweat, and he was toweling off his face.
"Yeah, couldn't sleep." She watched him as he lifted his shirt over his head, his flat stomach and toned chest coming into view. "How was your run?" She blinked and saw Michael behind her eyes. His large frame wedged between her legs, the way his gut seemed to press into her thighs moments before he--
"You okay? You look a little pale." He walked to the bathroom, turning the shower on, before reappearing at the door.
"Yeah, sorry. I... I think I drank a little too much last night."
"I get it," he said, walking over to give her a gentle kiss on the forehead. "You've been under a lot of stress lately. That's probably why things felt so awkward when you got home."
Wendy's stomach clenched, she had hoped he didn't notice. Coming home from the hotel, she was desperate to wash away Michael from her memory. Jon woke up as soon as she slipped into bed. She couldn't refuse him, not after what she'd just done. But every touch felt wrong, with every kiss she was sure he would taste the difference. Her mind kept drifting back to the hotel room. She'd never had multiple orgasms before, didn't even know it was possible for her. She was so lost in the comparison that by the time she realized Jon was already finishing, she hadn't even begun.
"It's fine, really," he said, sitting on the edge of the bed. He rubbed the back of his neck, not quite looking at her "It was probably on me. I'm still trying to get my head around Marcus being gone. I wasn't as focused as I should have been."
She rested her head against his shoulder, ignoring the salt and sweat clinging to his skin. The absurdity nearly made her laugh. Jon was apologizing for not satisfying her when she was the one who had betrayed him. With Michael, she had also discovered a kind of pleasure she hadn't even believed her body was capable of. Multiple orgasms, wave after wave, until she was left trembling. Now Jon sat here blaming himself, while she still carried the echo of another man inside her.
Jon was always like this, quick to shoulder blame that wasn't his. She used to find it endearing. Michael would never diminish himself like that. He was cocky to a fault, unapologetic in everything he did. Yet as Jon's arm circled her waist and pulled her closer, a different hunger stirred. It wasn't gratitude for his gentleness. It was the electric pull toward Michael's kind of confidence, the kind that took what it wanted without asking permission first.
"We should probably start getting ready," she said, glancing at the clock. "I want to get to the bookstore before they get too busy."
Jon's eyes went wide. "I completely forgot that was today."
"You don't want to go?"
"I..." He took a deep breath. "I've been seeing Dr. Carson the last month or so. I have another appointment this morning."
Wendy studied his face. "You started seeing Dr. Carson again? Why didn't you tell me?" She was trying to act calm, she didn't want to jump to any conclusions. Jon had started seeing Dr. Carson after he accused his last girlfriend of cheating.
"I just..." he gave a nervous laugh. "I didn't want to worry you. I'm trying to be a better version of myself. For you."
"Aww, baby, that's so sweet. You're already a great version of yourself." She gave a warm smile. "You get ready for your appointment. I can go to the bookstore alone."
"You sure you don't mind?"
"Of course. I'll even pick up the newest copy of the journal for you."
"Thanks, Wendy." He moved toward the bathroom, then paused at the doorway. "Hey, we never got a chance to really talk last night when you came in. How'd it go with Michael? Did you get a chance to mention me?"
She chewed at her cheek. She knew that conversation was coming, but still her hand drifted to her ring. "It was... productive. We talked about the Memphis expansion mostly."
"But did you bring up the director position?"
"We um..." _Put it on._ Wendy spun her ring franticly. Remembering the moment she completely submitted and gave Michael what she'd been denying him, the hunger in his eyes, the way it felt as he pierced her with his massive--
"Yeah, we discussed it. He said he's looking for someone who can take initiative."
His voice rang in her ear: _If you'd rather I give the promotion to him than to you, then just say the word._ The memory sent heat rushing through her. Michael was giving her his power, allowing her to make the decision. Meanwhile, Jon wanted the power for himself.
"That's incredible." Jon slipped out of his shorts, his cock springing free as he walked toward the shower with the door open. "Did he say anything else?"
Wendy's gaze held his manhood. He was soft, had just gotten back from a run, she didn't want to compare the two, but Michael's taunts whispered anyway: _Just cause your pathetic husband can't get you off twice, doesn't mean I can't._
"N... no, nothing else. You should talk to him though. Speak up for yourself." Her chest tightened. "He likes that sort of thing."
Instead of getting into the shower, Jon appeared back in the door, a towel wrapped around his mid section. "Is there something you're not telling me?"
"What?" Wendy felt the panic start to creep up her throat. How did he know? They were just having a normal conversation. Was there something in the shower? Some piece of Michael that she'd washed away but left forgotten in the tub?
"It just feels like you're holding something back." Steam was beginning to billow out of the bathroom, as Jon walked back over to the bed.
Her pulse spiked. "I... um... wh... What do you mean?"
"I don't know." He was studying her face now, those analytical eyes missing nothing. "It's like... you're being careful about what you're saying. Like you're editing."
Panic clawed at her throat as she held back tears. "I'm not editing anything." Her response was too loud, angrier than she meant for it to be.
"It feels like you're hiding something from me," he said quietly. "And I get it. If the conversation didn't go well, just tell me. I know Michael doesn't exactly love me. So if he laughed at the idea or shut it down, you don't have to spare my feelings."
Relief shuddered out of her. She grabbed his hand. "He didn't laugh," she said, which was true. "But you know Michael. He can be... demanding." She squirmed in the bed. "Just talk to him. Show him you can command a room and not back down." Michael's voice continued in her ear: _He's always had that... cuck energy._
Jon nodded, already planning his approach. "You're right." He leaned over and kissed her forehead. "Thank you. For advocating for me. I know it probably wasn't easy."
Jon turned and headed for the shower, leaving Wendy alone with her thoughts and a light throbbing between her legs.
***
The business section of Barnes and Noble was nearly empty, exactly what Wendy had hoped for on a Saturday morning. She wanted to get lost in the books, to forget all about Jon's therapy appointment and things Michael had made her discover about herself. She glanced over the leadership titles. Books like _The First 90 Days_. _Good to Great_. _Lean In_ catching her eye. If she was going to be a director then she would earn it just like she'd earned everything else up to this point.
"Wendy?"
She turned to find Marcus emerging from between the psychology shelves, a couple of larger books tucked under his arm. He wore a pair of blue jeans and an SNL t-shirt. He almost looked younger, like a weight had been lifted off his shoulders. Then she saw his eyes. They were red and puffy, with bags that suggested he hadn't slept in weeks. A low ache began to form in her chest.
"Marcus, hi." Her smile came naturally. "Didn't expect to see you here."
"Picking up some reading for Jon?" He nodded toward her armload of books, his expression warm with what appeared to be genuine interest.
Wendy laughed, unconsciously pulling the books closer to her body. "Something like that, I guess." She wasn't sure why she lied instead of just admitting they were for her. She had no reason to be ashamed of all that she'd accomplished so far.
"Glad to hear something positive is coming out of this whole mess." Marcus's eyebrows lifted slightly. Before Wendy had a chance to ask what that meant, he pressed on. "Congratulations are in order. I've been following the Fireball coverage in the trade publications. Impressive stuff."
Her annoyance died as a swell of confidence spread through her chest and Wendy straightened. "Thanks. The consumer insights were spot-on, and I pushed hard for the authentic expansion strategy. The Memphis rollout exceeded every projection I had." She realized she was talking faster, her excitement bubbling over. "And honestly, the social media engagement surprised even me."


The slightest smirk formed on Marcus's lips as Wendy paused for air. "Michael's... business acumen seems to have rubbed off on you."
The comment floated past her like background noise. She could tell by the look on his face that he didn't mean that as a compliment. But Marcus had already moved on. "Have you talked to Ava recently?"
Wendy's grip tightened on the books, their weight suddenly more noticeable. "No, I... things have been so busy with the campaign."
Marcus nodded, the smirk on his face replaced by a look of sadness. "She's been taking it pretty hard. The firing, I mean. David asked her to leave. He's considering divorce."
"Oh God." Wendy's free hand went to her mouth, covering it in shock. David and Ava had always had such a great relationship, she didn't think they would actually get divorced over rumors. Her gaze darted to Marcus's left hand. He still wore his ring, did that mean his relationship was okay?
"She had to move back in with her parents while she looks for work. She's having trouble finding references, obviously."
Guilt continued to twist in Wendy's chest. For a moment she considered dropping the books and rushing out of there. She didn't want to be having this conversation. It wasn't her fault Ava had gotten caught up in all of this. Ava wanted to act like some sort of hero, but Wendy told her, she didn't need saving. "I... I should have called."
"I think we both know why you didn't"
Panic flared in her throat. Marcus didn't look angry, or judgmental, just disappointed, like a father who found out his daughter was working as a stripper. "I don't know what she told you--"
"It doesn't matter now." Marcus's voice was dismissive, in a way that made her blood turn to ice. "What's done is done."
But it did matter to Wendy. The way he'd said it, the implication that Ava had shared whatever she thought she'd seen. Her grip on the books shifted, no longer heavy with guilt but firm with purpose.
"I think Ava realizes she let office politics get in the way of what was important."
"I told her she needed to worry about herself. That whatever she thought was going on wasn't." Wendy felt herself getting more defensive. Marcus's stare more accusatory than when the conversation first started.
"She was worried about you. We both were."
"There was nothing to be worried about," her voice started to rise. "She was manufacturing problems that didn't exist. I'm better off now than I ever was before."
"She was trying to protect you," he said, keeping his voice low and calm.
"I didn't need protecting!" Her voice carried, the few people in the bookstore turning to look at her. She took a breath, composing herself. "Some people know how to adapt to new situations, and others don't. Ava couldn't accept the fact that I was succeeding without her."
Marcus expression shifted, like he was looking at someone he no longer recognized. "I don't think she saw it that way."
"Of course she didn't. Ava always thought she knew what was best for everyone else."
The silence that followed stretched for minutes. Marcus was studying her face with an intensity that should have made her uncomfortable, but instead she felt a strange sense of power. She'd faced down his judgment and emerged stronger.
Marcus nodded slowly. "Those books aren't for Jon, are they?"
Wendy smirked, a new sense of pride rushing through her that made her stand a little taller. Marcus had already begun to walk away before she could answer.
"Take care of yourself, Wendy." He paused, eyeing the books in her arms. "And Jon."
The mention of her husband felt oddly pointed, but Marcus was already gone, disappearing between the psychology shelves like a ghost.
She made her way to the checkout counter, the encounter replaying in her mind. Had she been too harsh? Maybe. But she'd stood her ground, refused to let herself be made to feel guilty for succeeding where others had failed. There was something oddly satisfying about that. Marcus had once felt like this powerful VP whose sheer presence intimidated her. Now, she'd faced down his judgment and emerged stronger, ultimately made him back down because he knew she was right. Some people understood how to seize opportunity. People like Marcus let fear and judgment get in the way.
As she handed her books to the cashier, she could almost hear Michael's voice in her ear, that conversation from the hotel room echoing through her thoughts: _Most people spend their entire lives wishing for just one shot at this kind of power._
Ava had missed her shot. Had let fear and moral superiority get in the way of real opportunity. Wendy wouldn't make the same mistake.
***
The weekend went in the blink of an eye, with no mention of Marcus or Ava. Jon came back from his therapy session with a smile on his face, and thanked Wendy for the latest edition of the business journal. She was almost sad to see it go.
Before Wendy realized it, Monday was already here and she was back to sharing an office with Jon, looking over the Fireball numbers for any type of discrepancy. She'd decided to wear a white silk blouse today, and smiled to herself every time she caught Jon stealing glances at her exposed cleavage. She'd adjusted the neckline perfectly to ensure it couldn't be considered inappropriate, but left just enough on display to ensure she was the focus of every room she entered. She was done dressing to try to blend in. Now, she was dressing to show off, to wield the power she had.
"These numbers are incredible," Jon said. They'd been staring at the same screen for the last ten minutes. "I've run the projections three times. The Memphis expansion is outperforming every model we built by at least thirty percent."
Wendy leaned back in her chair, unable to hide the smile on her face. "You say that like it's a bad thing."
"Not at all, but..." he rubbed his eyes like that would somehow change what he saw on the screen. "Wendy, if these numbers are right this will be our most successful campaign ever."
The satisfaction in her chest expanded. It wasn't very often she'd seen Jon bewildered, especially when it came to numbers. She was giddy with excitement, like she was riding the biggest high of her life. Just a couple of short months into her job as an account manager and she had already produced the most successful campaign in the company's history. There was no way anyone could say she wasn't ready for the director role now.
"I guess I'm a natural," she said with a giggle. "Maybe I need to set my sights higher."
Jon's eyebrows rose slightly, but before he could respond, Wendy gestured toward their empty water bottles on the desk. "Could you grab us some water? I'm parched, and I have a meeting with Michael later to go over all of this. I'm sure it will be a long one."
She realized too late how it sounded. But her muscles already buzzed with the drug of validation. The careless phrasing only added to the heat. The implication struck like a spark, hot and unexpected but not unwelcome.
"Um... yeah, of course." Jon stood, grabbing both of the bottles. "Be right back."
She watched him walk toward the break room, his shoulders slightly hunched like he was still trying to figure out why the numbers didn't make sense. She felt bad for him. He couldn't see the world the way she did. It was as if he couldn't fathom how she could be so good at her job.
"Wendy?"
Jenny had turned the corner and appeared in the doorway. The younger woman wore a navy dress that was about the same cut as Wendy's, but of course she didn't look nearly as good in it. It was like she was screaming for attention, but she was unsure how to capture it.
"Jenny." Wendy tried to keep her face neutral, waiting to see what this was about.
"I hope I'm not interrupting." Jenny stepped inside but didn't close the door. It was a small detail that made her seem less calculated than Wendy remembered. "Look, I've been thinking about the other night. At the party." She ran a hand through her hair, messing up her careful styling. "I keep thinking about how I must have come across and feel like an idiot"
Wendy sat up a little straighter, her eyebrow raising.
Jenny kept looking at her feet, barely making eye contact. "I realize now how that looked, like I was trying to insert myself into something I hadn't earned a place in."
The admission caught Wendy off guard. She'd expected defensiveness, maybe even competition, but this felt genuine. "It's fine. You were just excited."
"But it wasn't fine." Jenny moved closer. "You and Michael have done something with Fireball no one else has. I hear the whispers, see the coverage." She bit her lip. "Watching you and Michael. Seeing the ideas you two come up with together. It's like... magic. It's stuff they don't teach in marketing classes."
Recognition shot through her like a live wire. The kind she'd been craving for years. Jenny was finally starting to understand what she'd accomplished. She was finally seeing past the surface to the strategic thinking that had made it all possible.
"Sorry, I'm sort of fangirling." She brushed a strand of hair from her face. "I want to learn from someone who's actually achieved what I'm hoping for someday. The way people talk about you in the halls. The respect you've garnered. I want that."
The flattery was expertly delivered, hitting every note Wendy needed to hear. People valued her mind. Her work was being discussed, analyzed, admired. She wasn't just the pretty face who'd gotten lucky.
"That's... that's very kind of you to say."
"Look, I know this might sound weird, but would you maybe consider... I don't know, letting me shadow you sometimes? Not officially or anything." Jenny was twirling her fingers together, her foot bouncing with nervous energy.
Wendy wasn't sure how to respond. Not because it was unexpected, but because of how it made her feel. Powerful. Respected. Like someone worth emulating.
"I don't want to get in your way," Jenny added quickly. "I know you're busy with everything. But even just occasional advice would be..."
"I mean, I'm still learning myself," Wendy said, but even as the modest words left her mouth, she was already thinking about ways she could use the extra set of hands, and claim the authority Jenny was offering her.
"That's exactly why I think you'd be such a good mentor," Jenny pressed. "You remember what it's like to be where I am now. You know what it takes to break through and actually get noticed for your ideas."
"Don't sell yourself short," Wendy said, suddenly unable to remember why she didn't like Jenny. "Michael seems to notice you. He has an eye for talent."
"I don't know, sometimes I think I have his attention, but then I lose it and can't gain it back."
Wendy found herself nodding along, all too aware of that feeling.
"Okay," she said finally. "But just so you know, success in this industry isn't just about being smart or creative. It's about being willing to do whatever it takes, about showing how bad you want it. To succeed here, you have to be fully committed."
Jenny's eyes sharpened with interest, her nervous energy fading away. "Fully committed, got it."
---
The rest of the morning drifted by like an ordinary Monday, but Wendy was on cloud nine, still shaking with the buzz of this morning's news. Every time she looked at the Memphis numbers she felt goosebumps pimple on her skin, sending another jolt of electricity through her body. After Jon had returned with their water he'd spent the better part of an hour confirming, and reconfirming the data, unable to process the massive swing in sales. And then there was Jenny's visit. The younger woman had finally admitted to herself that she needed Wendy's help, that she couldn't just bat her eyes at Michael and get him to give her access without earning it. She wasn't sure how this day could get any better.
"Ready for lunch?" Jon asked, closing his laptop with a smile. "I'm thinking that Mexican place you like."
"Sure," Wendy stood, stretching, "I just need to swing by Michael's office first. Then we can go."
Jon nodded, already reaching for his phone. "No problem. I'll catch up on emails."
As Wendy's heels clicked down the hallway, she realized it was her first time entering Michael's office since his promotion. The thought sent something hot and restless through her veins. She'd been there plenty of times when it belonged to Marcus, could still picture the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking downtown Columbus and the walls dotted with golf photos and motivational quotes. Michael, despite his round in New Orleans, didn't strike her as the type to share Marcus's enthusiasm. Nor could she picture that space occupied by a man of his size.
But when she pushed the door open after a polite tap, the sight stole her breath. Michael sat behind a massive oak desk, the Columbus skyline framing him through the windows. The desk concealed much of his bulk, transforming him into something larger than life. In that moment, with the city spread out behind him, he looked almost presidential.
"Nice setup," she said with a smile, pushing the door closed behind her. The golf art was gone, just as she'd expected. Michael's belongings, however, were still packed in boxes, leaving the walls bare while he typed away on his computer. In the corner, the only splash of color was a polished mahogany liquor cabinet, its shelves lined with an impressive array of premium spirits. Dominating them all, like a trophy, was a massive bottle of Fireball Premium, sitting front and center.
"Wendy." Michael's face brightened as she appeared in his doorway. "Perfect timing. I was just reviewing the Memphis reports."
"Have you seen the overnight numbers?" She stepped inside, unable to contain her excitement. "They're beyond anything we projected."
"I have indeed." The leather chair groaned under his weight as he leaned back, satisfaction radiating from him. His grey dress shirt was perfectly tailored, the expensive silk concealing his bulk and transforming his frame into something presidential. The red and gold tie caught the office light, and she saw him for what he was: powerful, and unapologetically untouchable. "I just got off the phone with Jack. For the first time since I've known him, he was speechless."
She bit her lip, feeling her nipples tighten as she allowed the praise to wash over her. "I have to admit, when I pitched the Memphis idea, I had no clue the market would react like this."
"I may have had something to do with that," Michael said, with a grin.
"Oh? Taking credit for my ideas already?" Wendy's tone remained playful as she crossed the office, letting her hips sway as her gaze locked with Michaels.
"I wouldn't dream of it." He rolled his chair back from the desk, his eyes never leaving Wendy's. "I did make a call though. I convinced the band that since it was the last night of their performance they should drink Fireball Premium on stage, talk about how great it was in between songs."
Wendy's mouth fell open. "That's... that's incredible. How did you possibly arrange that?"
"Let's just say I can be very persuasive when the situation calls for it." His smile was pure satisfaction. "Don't worry, I told Jack it was your idea. After all, had I not listened to you we would have never been in the Memphis market."
"Michael, I..." Her thighs trembled as she rounded his desk, her legs unsteady. The scent of his cologne made her body hum. It was more than that. It was his power, his success. The aura of a man who achieved something remarkable and treated it as routine, certain there would be dozens more. Her fingertips brushed the polished wood of his desk as she moved closer, seeking balance in a moment that felt like falling. No one had ever handed her power like this, wrapped in genuine respect for her own business acumen. "I don't know what to say."
"You don't have to say anything," he said casually. "You earned it."
Something playful sparked in her chest, a confidence that only seemed to grow every time she met with Michael. She slid onto his desk, positioning herself between his legs.
"And I bet you think that entitles you to some kind of reward, don't you?" She leaned forward, pressing her breasts together as her toes hooked around his ankles to draw him closer.
Michael laughed, but his eyes held no humor. "Actually, now that you mention it." He undid his belt. "I was thinking about Friday night, and how we might--"
She placed her hand on his. "Slow down Casanova." She maintained her playful tone, allowing her nails to dip just past his fingers and press lightly on his manhood. "I was being overly generous Friday night. I already told you, it's not going to happen again."
"Is that so? Because--"
A knock at the door froze them both. Wendy's stomach lurched as the handle turned. Without thinking, she slipped off the desk and dropped to her knees, scrambling beneath. The confined space swallowed her as Michael rolled his chair forward, pressing her back into the shadows. His belt still dangled loose, swaying above her face as if to remind her.
"Sorry for interrupting," Jon's voice filled the room and Wendy's face went white. "I um... I was actually just looking for Wendy. I thought she came in here."
From her hiding spot, she could see his shoes. He was so close she could have reached through the gap beneath the desk and touched him. Her blood turned to ice. She pressed back against Michael's leg, tucking her feet under her, terrified Jon might catch the faintest trace of her perfume or the sound of her breathing.
"You just missed her," Michael said, casually, as he reached under the desk. His fingers tangled in her hair. Wendy swatted at him in panic, terrified he'd give her away, every nerve on fire. She just needed Jon to leave. If she could hold still long enough, she could slip out after him unnoticed.
"Ok, um.. sorry to bother you." He turned to leave and Wendy let out a sigh of relief. However, just before he reached the door he turned back toward Michael. "Actually, if you have a second. I'd love to take a minute to talk about the director position."
Wendy's heart stopped. Now. Of all times, he chose now to finally listen to her advice.
"Please, have a seat." Michael gestured to the chair across from him with one hand, while the other guided Wendy's face toward the front of his slacks. "I love someone who takes initiative."
The hardness of his shaft pressed against her cheek. Even beneath all the clothing she could feel the weight of it, the casual assertion of power. She placed her palms on her thighs, trying to resist his pull. He had to be out of his mind.
"Thanks. I know Wendy mentioned it to you the other night, but I thought it might help to share my vision for the department directly."
"I think I can spare a few minutes." His hand went to the zipper of his pants, slowly sliding it down much to Wendy's dismay. She glanced toward the opposite side of the desk, catching sight of Jon's ankles as he settled into the chair.
The timing was catastrophic. Jon, who never asserted himself, had chosen this moment to advocate for himself. Meanwhile, Michael seemed intent on prolonging the conversation for reasons that made Wendy's pulse thunder in her ears.
Wendy pressed herself tighter into the shadowed space under the desk, barely daring herself to breathe. She wanted to scream at Jon to leave, to stop lingering, but Michael leaned back comfortably, more than happy to let him talk.
"I'll be honest," Michael began, "when Wendy said you were interested in the position I was shocked. I expected her to advocate for herself."
The chair creaked as he shifted, forcing Wendy to scurry around his feet. His hand disappeared inside his fly turning her blood cold. He couldn't be serious. Just behind her, Jon's shoes scuffed softly across the floor, close enough she could reach out and touch them.


"Wendy's success on the Fireball campaign has been nothing short of amazing," Jon started, bringing a smile to Wendy's lips even as Michael tugged his cock free. She edged closer to her husband's side of the desk, thankful he was finally seeing her as an equal, as someone deserving of the promotion.
"But," Jon went on carefully, making Wendy's heart break. "It's just one account. Impressive, absolutely, but anyone in analytics will tell you one data point doesn't prove a trend. I just think she needs more time to show consistency."
Tears pricked the back of her eyes. How could he say that? She had gone to Michael for him, had nearly sacrificed her own chance, and the first time Jon had Michael's ear, he dismissed her? In her stunned silence, she barely resisted as Michael's hand closed around her head, dragging her toward him. The thick head of his cock brushed across her cheek. She wrenched back, shaking her head desperately, but Michael only smirked above her, patient as ever.
"I disagree," Michael said, seemingly undeterred by Wendy's resistance. "I've seen Wendy in action. She's got fire. A drive to win, no matter what. You can't teach instincts like that."
"Oh, I agree she's been tenacious." Jon's voice wavered with false generosity, and Wendy bit the inside of her cheek, bracing for the sting. Her father used to say you couldn't trust anything said before the word _but._ "But, you of all people should know that sort of dedication isn't possible across multiple projects. In a few years she'll be ready, but she doesn't have the experience I do managing account managers and getting them to see your vision."
Wendy clenched her fists. She'd dealt with CEOs, she'd put out more fires, and handled more personalities than Jon could ever dream. How dare he suggest she was unproven. Michael caught her wrist and pressed her palm against his shaft. Her nerves lit up like a match. She stroked him once before tearing her hand back.
"She's still early in her career," Jon continued, suddenly more confident than she'd ever heard him. "But she doesn't have the experience I do. She still gravitates toward her big ideas instead of looking at the data."
Wendy's lungs emptied in a silent gasp. Even after everything this morning, all the praise, he still didn't believe in her. Not really. Not when it counted the most.
"That's an interesting take," Michael said, calmly as his thumb brushed over Wendy's cheek and settling at the base of her neck. This time she didn't fight him. "From what I've seen from your wife she's more than capable of... wrapping her head around big problems. She just needs someone willing to believe she has it in her."
It was the way he said it, the conviction in his voice. Michael believed in her when no one else did, not even Jon. Something inside her cracked. She exhaled, slow and shaky, then let her tongue circle his swollen head before sealing her lips around him.
Other than the subtle tightening of his hand in her hair, Michael's face betrayed nothing. To Jon, he was a calm executive at ease in conversation. But Wendy felt the tremor in him when she sealed her lips tighter and pushed him deeper. The faint shudder ran through her like current, making her body quake.
"It's not that I don't believe in her," Jon said, earnestly. "I think she's going to be the best account manager we've ever had. I just think she needs more time. The Memphis pivot was a huge success, but it was an unnecessary risk. You need someone levelheaded."
Her hand clenched around Michael's base. She opened her mouth wider and the taste of him was a hot, shocking truth. It was a raw, defiant answer to the quiet, casual betrayal happening just inches away. _Jon doesn't believe me. He's betraying me._ The words hammered through her mind with every desperate intake of breath, a jagged rhythm to the relentless pressure. _Michael is the only one. He's the only one who's ever seen me._
"That's what I like about her." His voice only slightly strained, but Jon didn't seem to notice. A smile formed on Michael's lips as he leaned back slightly. "I need someone with..." he paused slightly for emphasis, "balls."
Jon chuckled nervously. He didn't expect a VP to be so blunt, but then, nothing with Michael surprised him. "I think I've proven I have plenty of courage just by having this conversation."
In the darkness below the desk, Wendy rolled her eyes understanding Michael's game. She dropped his shaft from her mouth, twisting her wrist as she continued to stroke him. Her tongue slid across his sensitive underside, sucking his large, hairy sac into her mouth as she felt him throb against her palm.
Michael's eyes fluttered shut as Wendy drew his other heavy sac into her mouth. When they opened, Jon was giving him a puzzled look. Michael cleared his throat, tugging Wendy back for a breath only to feel her sink down on him again.
"Sorry, did you want me to grab you a coffee or something? I'm sure these long days are taking it out of you."
"What I need," Michael said with a grin and an edge in his voice, "is for you to not be so damn boring. Stroking my ego isn't going to get you anywhere."
A mix of pride and arousal flared in Wendy's chest. She could tell by the exchange she was having an effect on Michael, but he barely faltered. Instead he mocked Jon mercilessly and despite herself it only stoked her fire. Her free hand slipped under her dress, stroking her wet furrow. A small moan escaped her lips as she swirled her tongue around his sensitive crown. When she found her clit, she sucked him even deeper.
"One thing you need to understand about this position," Michael continued, trying to refocus the conversation. "is that I'm looking for someone who can handle more than they think possible. It's one of the things I admire more about Wendy. Her ability to take even more than she believes she can."
Jon's chair squeaked as he shifted, crossing one leg over the other. Wendy barely registered it. Her eyes squeezed shut, her nose flared, and she forced her mouth farther down Michael's shaft. Her throat burned as she heard Jon saying something about believing he can take on even more. Her lungs begged for air, her jaw ached and still at least an inch of thick flesh hovered just beyond her reach.
Her throat convulsed, and she nearly broke away, terrified she would gag and Jon would hear her, but Michael's palm flattened against the back of her skull. He wasn't applying pressure, he wasn't making her go deeper, he was letting her know he believed in her. He knew she could do it, and suddenly she didn't want to disappoint the only person who ever truly had faith in her.
Above her, Jon remained oblivious. He didn't seem to notice the way Michael's teeth clenched together, or how his hips lifted slightly off the chair. "And that's why I believe I'm the best person for the role. My faith is in the numbers. They ensure I don't panic and stay the course."
Michael gave a low hum of acknowledgement, rolling his hips once more. "Those are great qualities to have." With a final thrust, Wendy's throat yielded, her lips sealing at the root of his thick shaft.
Tears streaked her cheeks as she forced herself to breathe through her nose. She had done it. She had taken him completely. Her slick fingers circled her clit as a tremor ran through her body, her hum vibrating against his length and making his balls draw tight.
Michael's grip in her hair loosened just enough to let her ease up, nothing more. "And you think you can handle the load? Because I need someone who can," he paused seeming for effect, but in reality he was trying to hold out just a second longer, "savor the moment. Swallow their pride when the moment calls for it."
Even though Wendy knew it was coming, hearing him say it made her breath shallow, her thighs tensing on reflex. She absolutely hated the taste of cum, but she knew it was the only way to get out of this mess without being seen. And still, the audacity it took for Michael to practically give Jon a play by play had her grinding her hip against her palm, her own release coiling fast.
She hollowed out her cheeks, her tongue flat against the underside of his shaft. His thighs tensed beneath her palms. She felt the tremor ripple through his body as the first blast hit the back of her throat. She swallowed quickly, struggling to keep pace as more filled her mouth, her body quaking as though his climax had triggered her own.
Above her, Michael's voice purred through his release. "We'll pick this up tomorrow," he said, smoothly. "Let's plan on meeting up for lunch."
"That sounds great, Michael... um, sir. I appreciate your time." The squeak of his chair was just loud enough to allow Wendy to release Michael's deflated cock from her seal, her head resting on his bare thigh as she rode out her own orgasm.
She stayed crouched in the shadows, counting four steady breaths before she dared to slide out. When she did, Michael's cocky smile was waiting for her. She ignored it, smoothing her blouse and checking for any trace of what had just happened.
"I guess I got my reward after all."
She rolled her eyes, even as her shoulders tightened against a shiver. "You're reckless, and that was stupid."
"And yet, you seemed awful driven to prove yourself."
Her lips pressed tight. His taste lingered, it wasn't as unpleasant as she'd expected. She tried to ignore the slick heat between her legs. "I want another account. Something big."
His eyes lit up. "I'd say you've proven you can handle big now."
"I'm serious, Michael." Her thighs rubbed together, restless.
"Trevor's got the Skyline account. It used to be our flagship, but he's been coasting. Numbers are slipping, and there's talk of them jumping ship."
The spike of adrenaline hit her like a freight train. She could already envision how she would right the ship. "Great. Send me the deck, and the last two quarters of sales."
"You'll have to get that from Trevor. He's held it for years. He won't hand it over without a fight."
Wendy flinched. That wasn't what she expected. "You're the VP. Can't you just take it from him?"
"Of course I could," Michael said with a shrug. "But you want to be director. Time to show your diplomatic side."
"Trevor's a pig and an asshole."
"People say worse about me."
She chewed on her lip. This wasn't how she envisioned it going, but maybe Michael was right. If she wanted to be a leader she had to stand on her own two feet. She could make Trevor listen to reason. She'd take over the Skyline account and prove to Jon she was more than capable of handling multiple projects. "Fine. I'll handle it." She rounded the desk and headed for the door.
"He doesn't value you, ya know." She paused at the door. "He doesn't see your potential."
She turned to face him, her gaze sharp enough to cut him. "Just sign off on the account when I bring it to you. And stop trying to pit me against my husband."
She left before he could answer. She headed toward the break room, wanting a minute to herself before she went back to find Jon waiting for her. She wasn't sure how she would explain where she disappeared to. She wasn't even sure she'd be able to look at him without breaking into tears. His betrayal cut worse than anything she could imagine.
Her phone buzzed in her hand as she reached the break room. She fumbled it, her hands still shaking as she glanced at the screen. She expected Jon's name, or maybe Michael's. Instead, it was an unknown number: _Got your number from your email signature. Michael sent me this picture of the two of you Friday night. you're practically our brand ambassador in that dress. Looking forward to next time you're in New Orleans. -Jack._
Wendy's pulse drummed in her ears as she reread the message. Jack Peterson was texting her directly. Not going through corporate channels, or using Michael as a buffer. The CEO of their biggest client felt comfortable enough to skip all the layers of corporate hierarchy and go straight to her.
Her hand trembled as she enlarged the attached photo of her and Michael, the one Jon took. The dress, the one that once made her feel so exposed had opened doors for her she never dreamed possible. Years of hiding behind conservative blazers got her nowhere, but just one night out in that dress and Jack Peterson was texting her.
Even more than that, he was already talking about another visit to New Orleans. Something coiled tight in her as she thought about another visit. A new contract, an even bigger budget with an entire team at her disposal. A smile formed on her lips. She felt indispensable.
Wendy set her phone down, her pulse still racing. Jack Peterson. Texting her directly. Asking for her thoughts, not Michael's, not the team's. Hers.
This was earned. Every late night, every risk, every moment of doubt--it had led here. To Jack Peterson treating her like a peer.
Jon thought Fireball was a fluke. But Jon had never had a CEO texting him for strategic input. Had never built something from nothing and watched it exceed every projection. He could keep his spreadsheets and his five years of playing it safe. She had Jack Peterson's direct line.
And soon, she'd have Skyline too.
Wendy pulled up Trevor's account file, scanning the data she'd already memorized. Two years as account manager. Strong initial performance--ten percent quarter-over-quarter growth in the first year. Then the decline. Five percent last quarter. Trending down.
She clicked through to the client correspondence folder. Requests for revisions. Delayed responses. The final email from three weeks ago carried that particular tone clients used when they were already talking to competitors: _We appreciate the effort, but we're exploring whether a fresh perspective might better serve our evolving needs._
Fresh perspective. That was code for "your guy is failing."
Trevor's office light was on. She could see him through the glass walls, feet propped on his desk, scrolling through his phone like he had all the time in the world. Like he wasn't slowly losing an account through sheer mediocrity.
Wendy grabbed her coffee and stood. Time to see if Trevor understood how quickly "exploring options" became "we've decided to move on."
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"I hate everything about this," Chris said, his gaze fixed on Ashley as she put on the last swipe of mascara. He couldn't remember if he'd ever seen the yellow sundress before, but the color seemed to accentuate her complexion perfectly. The thin straps revealed her shoulders, where he could still make out the fading bruises and hickeys from a few nights ago, a visual reminder of how out of control things had gotten. The dress's low cut showcased her decision to go braless, a decision that left him breathless. His body betrayed him instantly, hardening at the thought of what was about to happen. That physical response, the one he desperately wished he could control, only intensified his self-loathing. How had they arrived at this point where his wife was deliberately dressing to entice another man, and worse, a man that seemed to be doing everything he could to land Chris in federal custody.
"I know, baby, but he really wants to see me." She placed her hand on top of his giving him a reassuring smile before leaning closer to the phone. She didn't miss the way Chris's eyes fell to her chest as she did. "Besides, I have the perfect plan to leave him hot and bothered. Then I'll come home to you and you'll reap the rewards of all his efforts."
Chris nodded, swallowing hard. He tried to get his breathing under control. This was all part of the script, he tried to remind himself.
"What... what's the plan?" He was glad that he was supposed to be acting anxious, because that was exactly how he felt.
Ashley leaned over kissing her husband gently. She felt his shoulders loosen, heard his deep exhale as she reminded him of her love. She broke the kiss with a smile then leaned further down, her chest resting against the cool surface of the counter. "I'm going to give him three tries to guess what color my panties are." She giggled nervously. "If he guesses right..." she reached for the front of Chris's pants feeling his steel beneath them. This may have been a setup, but despite everything Chris said, he couldn't get enough of it. "then he can fuck me however he wants." She felt his cock flex. "But if he can't, then he has to bring me back home and let my husband take care of my needs." She stroked Chris through his pants. "And I feel soooo needy right now." She needed to sell the performance, not just because she knew how much Chris got off on it, but because if what Chris had told her was true, then she needed Clayton to trust her even more than before.
A smile tore across her face as she watched his eyes close, and wondered if she was having the same effect on Clayton right now.
"And um... what... what color are they?" He let out a frustrated sigh as her fingers released his shaft and went to the bottom of her knee-high dress.
"That's the best part," she whispered seductively into the phone. "I'm not wearing any."
She lifted the front of her dress, revealing her freshly shaved sex. Her folds were slightly parted, just a teasing hint of pink peeking through, glistening in the light. The hood of her clit was just barely visible, peeking out and begging to be touched. Chris wasn't sure if it was from the moisture of the shower or her own arousal. His eyes widened, pupils dilating with a desire that momentarily eclipsed his fear.
He wanted to push her back against the counter, to take her right here on the spot. He didn't care if Clayton, the FBI, or the whole damn world was listening. Instead, he pulled her into a tight hug, his lips finding her ear. "Just... be careful. Please," he whispered, feeling her pull him closer.
When they finally broke the hug Ashley broke into a smile. All part of the act, Chris told himself.
"I'll call you when all the fun starts," she said looking back down at her phone before picking it up and sliding it into her purse. "He should be here any minute."
Twenty minutes later, Ashley was walking out the door, her head tucked into her shoulder so the wind didn't mess up her hair. Clayton waved from the driver's seat of a black Audi A8. He'd insisted on coming to the door to get her, but Ashley pushed back saying Chris would want them to stay there and let him watch. He wasn't as receptive to her being alone with Clayton again after how things went last time. It wasn't a complete lie.
"Wow you look great," Clayton said, as she slid into the leather passenger seat. The coolness of the interior of the car was a welcome surprise, and she slumped into the seat a little to let the AC hit her exposed skin.
Her eyes fluttered open when she felt Clayton's hand on her knee, already creeping up the inside of her dress. "Calm down, Casanova," she said with a smile, catching his wrist. "Let's at least get to your place first."
"What can I say, you look too good to wait." He sucked his lips into his mouth, moistening them as he looked over Ashley like she was a piece of meat.
Her body reacted instantly, a traitorous flush of heat that made her angry at herself. She squirmed in her seat, suddenly regretting her decision to go commando, as she felt her slickness slide down her thigh.
"Well the faster you drive the quicker we get what we want," she managed, trying to sound playful while fighting the urge to reach for him.
"Why wait?" He turned in his seat, lifting his body slightly so he was towering over Ashley. She gave a playful squeal, putting her hands on his chest.
The cockiness in his tone sent a jolt straight through her core. Ashley's hands went to his chest, unsure if she was trying to push him away or pull him closer.
"It's the middle of the day," she giggled. "The neighbors are going to see us." Her last bit of resistance fading.
"So what. You love an audience."
The comment made her gasp, her resistance vanishing the second Clayton's lips touched hers. She smiled against his mouth, then pressed her head against his deepening the kiss and pushing her tongue into his mouth.
They stayed like that for several minutes, making out like a couple of horny teenagers. It was only when Clayton's hand started sliding up her leg again that Ashley broke the kiss with a smirk. "Slow down, playboy," she laughed, pushing his hand away despite the warmth she felt spreading through her body. "I thought we could play a little game first."
"And what game is that?" His lips found her neck causing her to moan her response and thread her fingers through his hair. Each kiss ignited sparks along her skin, leaving her dizzy and breathless.
"You.... oh fuck," her thought was cut short as Clayton's lips traveled down to her chest, his tongue snaking between her cleavage. The shoulder strap of her dress caught on her elbow while Clayton feasted on her chest like a newborn. "You... have to guess what color my panties are in three tries."
His teeth grazed her nipple shooting sparks of electricity through her body. Their well-crafted plan seemed to be falling apart at the seams and she hadn't even made it out of the driveway. "If you win," she said breathless pulling Clayton's head away by his hair. Her chest glistened with his spit, her taut, pink nipples begging for more attention. "Then you can have me however you want." She tried to make her voice sound seductive, but she just sounded desperate. "But if you can't," still holding him by the hair, she pushed his mouth to hers, slipping her tongue into his mouth with the eagerness of a woman dangerously close to letting go of everything she'd worked so hard for. "Then you have to take me back to my husband."
Clayton cocked his eyebrow, watching the newlywed wife as she struggled to catch her breath. A smirk, that cocky smile she hated so much, appeared on his face. "You don't need to worry about going back to him."
"And why is that?" Ashley's stomach was already flipping, her legs spreading unintentionally.
"Because," his smirk grew toothy. "We've already established what you are. Haven't we?" His hand landed on the inside of her leg. Just his touch made her moan, and fight every instinct in her not to push her hips toward the source of her pleasure.
"Y... yes," she whispered.
"And what are you?" His hand slid up her leg, his fingers dancing across her inner thigh.
"A... a slut." Her nipple ached in agony. Her left hand reached for it, pinching it between her fingers as her eyes snapped shut.
"Mmm, good girl," he whispered. He knew he could bury his fingers inside her dripping pussy right now if he wanted, but she needed to be reminded who was in charge. He was the one who made the rules, not her. "And, whose slut are you?"
"Fuuuck," she cried out, tilting her hips toward his hand, but he denied her. "Yours... I'm... I'm your slut."
His lips found her ear, biting the lobe gently as she continued to squeeze and pinch her own nipple. "Right, again," he laughed. "And my slut doesn't wear any panties."
Her eyes shot open. Was it the sudden realization that Chris had been right? Clayton had been listening to them all along. Or was it Clayton's words striking a deeper truth, that she'd become his slut, both of them knowing on some primal level she wouldn't be wearing panties? Before she could process either thought, Clayton sank two fingers deep inside her core. Ashley's walls pulsed around the intrusion, an orgasm crashing over her without warning, making her toes curl inside her sandals.
"Ohhhh fuck, Oh God," she yelled, the orgasm washing over her like a tsunami. "That feels so good."
"You missed me, didn't you?" Clayton taunted, his fingers staying buried inside her liquid furnace.
"Yes. Yes, oh fuck I missed you. Missed this."
Her hand left her chest, reaching across the center console for the front of Clayton's pants. His fingers felt amazing, but as her orgasm began to subside she needed something even bigger inside her.
"Mmmm fuck," she cooed as Clayton's fingers slipped out of her leaving her feeling empty and needing more.
"Taste yourself," he ordered, putting his digits to her lips just as she managed to get his pants past his hips.
Ashley didn't hesitate. She sucked his fingers into her mouth like it was his cock. God, she wished it was his cock. Her tongue swirled around each digit, delicately swabbing each inch before moving to the next.
When he pulled his fingers from her mouth with a loud pop she was already panting. "You looked like you enjoyed that," he gloated. "Have you ever tasted another woman before? Ever had one taste you?"
The question made Ashley's heart skip a beat and her hand shot down to Clayton's exposed cock.
"Fuck me," she said, already raising out of her seat.
"You didn't answer the question." He held her in place, blocking her leg from coming over his lap.
"That's what you care about right now?" she groaned in protest, her hand pumping his shaft faster.
His fingers were back under her dress and on her clit. His thumb circling the swollen nub in a way that had Ashley rolling her hips with it. "Answer the question, Ashley." He slipped the tip of his finger inside her soaked folds, causing her to gasp. "Have you ever fucked another woman?"
Ashley bit her lip, the question sending an unexpected jolt through her body. She'd never considered it before, at least not seriously. "No," she finally admitted, hoping it would be enough for Clayton to give her what she really wanted. "I haven't."
"Maybe that's what I want my reward to be." He pushed his fingers deeper inside her, feeling her tighten her core in fear of losing them.
Her heart stuttered in her chest. Behind her closed eyes she could see Chris's face. She was letting him down, letting herself down, she needed to get back to the plan. But in that moment she couldn't remember what the plan was.
"Well, unless there's a woman in the backseat or back at your house waiting, I'd say that can't happen." She attempted a playful tone, trying to regain some control of the situation.
Clayton chuckled, the sound causing her to try to drive his fingers deeper. "Not today," he conceded, his free hand sliding up to cup her breast, thumb brushing across her exposed nipple. "But soon. Very soon."
"Clayton--" she started, but her protest died on her lips as he pinched her nipple, hard enough to make her cry out. "Mmmm fuck."
"I actually have someone already in mind," he continued, as if she hadn't spoken.
Ashley's mind raced despite the mounting pleasure. She needed to talk to Chris to let him know what was going on. To... "Ohhhh yes, fuck I need you, baby." His fingers had curled, pressing against her G-spot and making her lose focus.
"Say you'll do it," Clayton demanded, his pace increasing. "Say you'll be a good girl and do exactly what I want."
She was close, she didn't know how, but she was ready to cum again. "I--I need to think--"
His fingers withdrew completely, leaving her empty and aching. "Wrong answer."
Her body was on fire. Each individual follicle of hair all the way down to her freshly painted toenails. Energy and excitement blazed along her spine, nuzzling between her legs, dancing along her clit.
"Please," she whimpered, her hips still grinding against the air.
"Say yes, Ashley." He had her. Clayton knew she was going to submit to his every whim. "Say you'll do whatever I ask. Whoever I ask."
She knew she should at least try to negotiate, but her body was screaming for release. She wasn't getting back to his house, that mission was already a failure. But she at least needed to maintain his trust. She convinced herself she was giving in for the greater good. So he wouldn't suspect that they were on to him.
"Yes." She rolled her hips, desperate to find his fingers again. "I'll do it."
He rewarded her, pushing his fingers into her core, and curling them. "Say it properly."
"I'll do whatever you want. Ohhh fuck," she gasped, her tongue catching between her teeth. "Whoever you want. Please, Clayton. Fuck... Please don't stop."
"Good girl," he purred, his thumb finding her clit. "Now come take what you really want."
Before she could even consider what he'd said, she threw her leg over his lap. His fingers pressed into the soft flesh of her ass, pulling her toward his massive manhood.
"Ohhhh," Ashley moaned, the moment his thick head pressed against her clit. She wrapped her arms around his neck, bringing his face to her chest. His teeth found her nipple, clamping down and making her see stars as her juices coated his shaft. "Yesss, oh fuck. Fuck me, Clayton. Please."
He smiled, all thoughts of his father, of Tom, were long gone. He had Ashley right where he wanted her, begging him to fuck her with Chris blissfully unaware just thirty feet away.
Ashley lifted her hips, angling Clayton's manhood into just the right position. She needed this, her body was on fire. She knew Chris would be upset this hadn't gone completely according to plan. But then, either way, it would have ended with her fucking Clayton, at least she didn't need to feel guilty about that part.
Her hips found the angle they were looking for, the tip of Clayton's shaft separating her walls. "Mmm yes," she moaned, intoxicated with lust. Without any resistance, Clayton slammed his hips forward, inch after inch of his throbbing cock invading her married pussy.
"Uhhhhhh fuuuccckk," Ashley moaned as she gripped Clayton's muscular shoulders, her nails raking down his back. She felt incredibly full. The nerves across every inch of her pussy felt like they were on fire. Clayton sighed in delight as he felt her velvet walls wrap around him.
Her hands tightened on his shoulders, her hips already grinding into his legs as she rocked her body in a way that made his cock hit all the right places.
"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" Clayton taunted, his greedy mouth alternating between each of her tits, now fully out of the yellow dress. "To ride my cock right here where anyone could see you."
He felt her body respond, the windows of the car now completely fogged over. "To fuck me right here in your driveway while your impotent husband cluelessly sits inside."
The last remnants of rational thought flared in Ashley's mind. She stopped rolling her hips, her mouth hanging open in dread. "Chris," she whispered. "I... we were supposed to call him before... Ooooh God."
Clayton had lifted his hips, taking over the duties of their fucking while Ashley wrestled with her own guilt.
"Mmm you want me to call him. Tell him how good your pussy feels wrapped around my dick?"
"Unnngh. Yes. I mean... no." She pushed her chest into Clayton's mouth. "Fffuck you feel so good. So fucking good."
Shame and arousal washed over Ashley as Clayton's cock pushed deeper inside her. Her hand reached into the passenger seat, blindly looking for her phone as Clayton raced to get her to climax. With shaking hands she felt the cool touch of the case and pulled it out of her bag, her hips never stopping their drive into Clayton's lap.
She barely had enough thought to push dial on Chris's name, the phone slipping from her grip.
"Allow me," Clayton said, with a laugh as he grabbed the phone to keep it from dropping to the floor of the car. "You're too distracted to talk."
"Aaaahhhh," was the only response Ashley could muster, her hips unrelenting even as panic flickered through her consciousness. This wasn't how it was supposed to go.
Clayton pressed the speakerphone button just as Chris's voice filtered through.
"Ashley? Are you okay?"
"Hey, bud," Clayton said in his usual cocky tone. "I'm afraid Ashley is a little busy right now and can't come to the phone." He slapped her ass with his free hand causing her to jolt.
"Mmmm, oh, oh, fuck." Came her response in the background.
A pause, then Chris's voice cracked. "Clayton. Where... Where is she?"
"Oh, she's right here," Clayton replied, his free hand sliding up to pinch her nipple. Her gasp sounded like a shotgun blast through the phone. "Can't you hear her, Chris? She's riding my cock right now. We didn't even make it out of the drive way she wanted it so bad."
"Chris?" Ashley's voice was high-pitched. "I'm sorry, baby. Things got out of hand and... Ohhh fuck. Yes. Just like that."
Inside the house, Chris's knees buckled. He nearly collapsed, his head barely missing the kitchen counter as he staggered backward. His first impulse was to race outside and pull Ashley away from Clayton. Another loud moan erupted from the phone, followed by the wet sound of lips smacking together. Instead of rushing outside, he found himself drawn to the living room window, phone still pressed against his ear. Clayton's car was clearly visible, rocking back and forth like it was on hydraulics. The driver's side window was completely fogged over, but he could still make out Ashley's silhouette, her back facing toward him as she straddled Clayton in the driver's seat.
"A... Ashley, are you ok?"
"Ohhh fuck Clayton. Mmmm God, you're so fucking big."
Chris's gut twisted even harder. He knew what he was seeing, but he still couldn't believe it. Ashley's head fell back, nearly colliding with the steering wheel as she spurred her lover on. It was only there that he realized how painfully hard he was. He reached down, only for a second, and ran his fingers over the front of his pants, a gasp escaping his lips.
Clayton's laughter filled the receiver. "You're playing with yourself aren't you? You're rubbing your dick, watching, listening while I give your wife the fucking she deserves."
"No.. I--"
"Ohhhh yess. Right there. Oh fuck, I'm going to cum again."
Did she say again? How long had they been at it? Did she even try to make it to his house?
All those thoughts seemed to overwhelm Chris, his hand squeezing his jean covered cock.
"I knew once I fucked her raw she'd never go back. You hated using a condom didn't you, Ashley?"
"Yesss... Fuck you feel so good. Don't stop, baby."


Chris stared at the scene out the window, the sound of Ashley's uninhibited cries echoing in his ears. He felt feverish, and incredibly turned on. As many times as he'd seen this it still wasn't something he could prepare for, like the sudden drop of a roller coaster.
"Tell Chris how good my dick feels. How you can't wait to feel me cum inside you."
"Nnngghh oh fuck, baby. It's so wrong I know. I'm sorry. Ohhhh fuck. I... fuck that feels good."
Chris pressed his forehead against the cool glass of the window, his breathing shallow. Despite the danger they were in, his traitorous body responded to the sounds coming through the phone. His erection strained against his pants, making it harder for him to pull his hand away.
"You like that don't you?" Clayton growled. "The way my bare dick feels inside you."
"Yessss," Ashley hissed, sending Chris's head spinning. He squinted through the window, desperate to see the confirmation, but Ashley's dress hindered his view. He felt light headed. His wife wasn't just fucking another man in his driveway, she wasn't making him wear a condom. All of the blood in Chris's body seemed to be in his dick and for a minute he wondered if he was going to pass out.
"You're so fucking wet," Clayton murmured, his voice slightly distant from the phone but still audible. "Is it because he's listening? Does it turn you on knowing your husband can hear how well you're taking my cock?"
Ashley's response was incoherent, a mixture of denial and pleasure that betrayed her internal conflict. Part of her wanted to grab the phone, to assure Chris that she hadn't forgotten about their plan, she just needed to regroup. Another part, growing stronger by the second, simply wanted to surrender to the overwhelming sensations flooding her system.
"Answer me," Clayton demanded, slapping her ass hard enough to make her open her eyes. "Does it turn you on?"
"Yes," she finally admitted. "God, yes."
Chris closed his eyes, his breath fogging the window. The admission should have devastated him. Instead, it sent another pulse of heat straight to his groin. What kind of man was he, to be aroused by his wife's infidelity? By her surrender to the very man threatening to destroy their lives?
A series of slaps echoed through the phone, each one louder than the last. Every moan from Ashley grew louder. "You like it rough don't you?"
"Uh! Uh! Uh!" Ashley's voice rose, completely out of control as Clayton dominated her, each powerful stroke sending her senses spiraling.
"You know what would make this even hotter?" Clayton's teeth caught her neck making her grunt in response. His hands gripped her hips, stilling her movements momentarily. "Turn around. Face the windshield."
Ashley's mind, foggy with pleasure, struggled to process he was saying. "What?"
"I want you to face the house," Clayton clarified, "I think your husband would like to see your face while I fuck you."
"No, just...." she tried to drive her hips back down but he was too strong. She growled in frustration.
"Don't you want to see your husband's face while you take another man's cock? You know he's playing with himself right now. Stroking his cock at the way your tight pussy takes my cock so well."
The remark gave her pause. He was probably right. Chris was touching himself. He always did when she was with Clayton, that was part of their game. So shouldn't she at least watch him the way he was watching her?
Now facing the windshield, Ashley found herself looking directly at the living room window where Chris stood, phone still pressed to his ear, his expression frozen in a mask of shock and arousal. Their eyes locked, separated by thirty feet of driveway and panes of glass that did nothing to diminish the intensity of the connection.
"Look at him," Clayton whispered in her ear, one arm wrapped around her waist to hold her against his chest, the other holding the phone where Chris could still hear every word. "He can't look away. He's hard as a rock watching me fuck you." He adjusted Ashley on his lap, sinking effortlessly back into her dripping core.
"Ohhh," Ashley moaned, her gaze still on Chris. His hand was at the front of his pants but it wasn't moving.
"Chris," she whispered, biting her lip to stifle another moan.
"He can see everything now," Clayton continued, his hips beginning to move again, slower this time, more deliberate. "Every expression on your face, every moment of pleasure I give you."
Inside the house, Chris remained frozen at the window, transfixed by the tableau before him. Ashley's face was flushed, her lips parted, her eyes locked with his in a gaze that communicated more than words ever could. The yellow dress was bunched around her waist, her breasts exposed to his view as Clayton's hands explored her body.
"Tell him," Clayton's voice came through the phone.
"Ohhhh..." Ashley's eyes fluttered shut, as Clayton increased the tempo momentarily before slowing back down. "Play... play with yourself for me, baby. Stroke your cock while Clayton... Mmmm fuck. While Clayton fucks me."
Chris couldn't respond, couldn't form words as he watched Ashley's face reflect each sensation. Every thrust, every touch played out in the minute changes of her expression. It was so fucked up on so many levels. But also... he unzipped his pants, freeing his throbbing cock.
"This body was built for fucking," Clayton said, squeezing the flesh of her ass.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me, baby."
"Tell him how it feels, Ashley," Clayton commanded. "Tell your husband what you're feeling right now."
"Uhhh fuck," Ashley increased her tempo, matching Clayton's thrusts. Another orgasm started to take shape. It felt like she had swan dived off a cliff and her body was racing toward the impact. "God, you feel so good. I feel so fucking full."
"Fuuck, " Chris whispered, wrapping his hand around his cock. He didn't want to start stroking it, not yet. He was afraid he'd cum too fast.
"And who's the only person who can make you feel like this?"
She opened her eyes, a smile forming on her face as she watched her husband's hand move over the length of his cock. "You... Ohhh fuck, Clayton, only you."
"You like being fucked by someone else's cock don't you?" Clayton's taunts were getting darker, his voice low and dripping with authority.
"Yes! Oh Fuck!" Ashley moaned, no longer able to distinguish between truth and fantasy.
"This may have started for Chris, but now it's about you isn't it?" Another hard slap filled the air. "It's about how much you love my cock, isn't it?"
"Unnngh, God." Ashley bit down on her bottom lip not wanting to admit it. This was a line too far.
"Isn't it!" He grabbed her hair, pulling her neck back, his teeth finding her flesh at the same time he impaled her.
"Nnnnggghh Yes! Fuck yes. I love it. I love your cock."
Clayton's triumphant laughter cut through the line. "Did you hear that, Chris? Even with you listening, she can't deny it." The sounds of their movement intensified, the rhythm growing more urgent. "I'm going to make her cum now. I want you to hear exactly what your wife sounds like when I fill her with my cum."
Chris's knees buckled as Clayton's words registered. He gripped the windowsill, trying to steady himself as a wave of emotions crashed into him. He could rush outside, put an end to this. He should put an end to this. The rational part of his brain screamed that this was different, this was dangerous and not part of their game anymore. Clayton was going to cum inside her, right there in his driveway, while he watched impotently from the window. But his body betrayed him, rooting him to the spot as a strange, terrible heat spread through his chest. His mouth opened, but no sound emerged. The word "stop" formed on his tongue, then dissolved into nothing. He watched Ashley's face through the fogged window, saw the look of pure bliss on her face, the way her tongue slipped from her mouth, her eyebrows furrowed in concentration as she reached for her orgasm. He'd seen that look a thousand times, but never like this. Never as the observer as another man spilled his seed inside her.
The worst part wasn't that he knew it was going to happen, that she wanted it to happen. It was that he'd made such a big deal about it before, about how betrayed he felt. But now, he was just letting it happen, he was aching for it to happen. He actually wished he could be closer, to see the exact moment it happened. What the fuck was wrong with him? Was he even a man? The question burned through him even as his hand moved along his shaft.
Ashley's breath came in short gasps, all of her defenses falling even as her eyes remained locked with Chris's. Her orgasm began in her core, exploding out to every inch of her body.
"Chris," she gasped, her toes curling as her eyes fluttered closed. "Chris, I--"
"Don't say his name," Clayton growled, his hand sliding up to grip her throat. "When you cum, you say mine. Understand?"
She nodded, her gaze finding Chris's as he slowed his strokes... Or had he stopped altogether? She couldn't tell.
"Look at him," Clayton whispered in her ear, his voice carrying clearly through the phone still on speaker between them. "Look at how hard he is watching you. He's enjoying this as much as you are."
"I can't... Fuck. I'm going to...OH FUCK" Ashley's words dissolved into incoherence as pleasure built to an unbearable crescendo inside her.
"Say my name," Clayton demanded, his thrusts growing more urgent, more demanding. "Look at your husband and say my name when you cum."
"Clayton!" The name tore from her throat as her orgasm crashed through her, her body convulsing around him. "Oh Fuck, Clayton. Cum for me, baby. Give me your cum."
Ashley was already riding out her orgasm when she felt Clayton's release. The warmth of it consumed her. She felt the muscles of her pussy tighten, milking rope after rope from his throbbing cock.
Through the window, she watched Chris's expression transform, his own release evident in the sudden tensing of his body, the closing of his eyes, the parting of his lips.
Chris gritted his teeth, his orgasm imminent. He couldn't explain it. He'd barely even touched himself, just a few absent strokes while Ashley... Yet the orgasm tore through him. The intensity of the moment both shocking and overwhelming.
With a final grunt, his cum spilled over his fingers in hot pulses, each wave synchronized with Ashley's visible shudders of pleasure across the driveway. The connection between them transcended physical space, as if their bodies were somehow still joined despite the distance, despite the other man buried inside her.
When he could finally draw breath again, Chris became acutely aware of his position, standing at his own living room window, exposed and vulnerable, his spent cock still in his hand, his release sliding down the glass. He should feel shame. Anger. Jealousy. Some appropriate emotional response to watching his wife climax while calling another man's name.
Instead, he felt a strange, floating sense of inevitability. As if they'd been traveling toward this exact moment from the first time he'd watched Ashley with Clayton.
"Come... come back inside," he whispered.
"Now that she's gotten what she needed I'll send her right in," Clayton's voice cut through, smug and satisfied. "Although you may want her to shower first. She's already leaking." He laughed at his own joke. "I guess it was an even bigger load than I expected."
The line went dead. Chris backed away from the window, his legs still shaky after his unexpected orgasm. A million things were running through his head, but he was unable to focus on a single one. Instead, he stuffed himself back into his pants and collapsed onto the sofa. He tried to make sense of what went wrong. This morning they had a plan. Ashley would go to Clayton's they would... things would happen, but then she'd have time to search a little to see if there was anything they could use to get Chris out of this mess.
Outside, he could see Ashley climbing back over to the passenger seat, adjusting her dress so the neighbors didn't see just how much Chris had lost control of the situation. Clayton was saying something to her, she nodded, her head hanging low like she realized just how fucked up the entire situation was.
While he was wallowing in post-nut clarity, Ashley walked through the door. If he hadn't just watched her performance through the window he would have had no idea what just happened. Her dress was put back in place, her makeup still mostly put together, although he could still see some redness on her cheeks and neck. She looked... normal. Maybe this was what their new normal looked like?
"Hey," she said, softly, standing in the doorway looking at her feet.
"Are... are you okay?" Chris asked standing from the sofa and rushing over to her. The second he did, she threw her arms around his neck pulling her body tight against his.
"I'm so sorry," she whispered. It sounded like she was holding back tears. "I really thought it would work. But then the second I got outside everything just... It's like I lose my mind when I'm with him."
Chris ran his fingers up her back and through her hair. "I know," he said, softly. "It's okay. Everything will be okay."
"How can you still think that after... after all of this." Ashley pressed her legs together, Clayton's seed was dripping down her leg reminding her exactly what she'd just done.
Chris pulled back from her, his eyes searching hers. "Because I still have you. And that's all that matters." He pulled her back into his body, her tears soaking through his t-shirt. He brought his lips to her ear so no one could hear. "I'll find a way to get in contact with Holbrook. We'll figure it out."



Yesterday's encounter between Ashley and Clayton played on repeat in Chris's mind as he drove mindlessly through the city streets. He left work just after lunch, telling Katie he had a doctor's appointment. The lies seemed to be stacking up, becoming easier with each passing day. He hadn't even seen Clayton that morning. He was locked behind a closed office door from the minute he got in. Chris would have believed he snuck out the back if it hadn't been for the occasional shout and slamming of the phone coming from behind the door.
Chris pulled into the parking lot of Riverside Medical Plaza, sweat beading on his forehead despite the cool air blasting from the AC vents. He'd chosen this location carefully, wanting his movements to appear believable if Clayton was tracking his phone. The park where Holbrook wanted to meet was less than a five-minute walk from here. He was fairly confident he could slip in and out without being seen.
The walk to the park took longer than it should have. Each step Chris found himself looking over his shoulder to see if he was being followed. More than once he ducked behind a tree or building just to be sure. He chastised himself for acting so dramatic. He felt like he was in a spy movie, a profession he was now confident he'd never be able to pull off. When he finally spotted Holbrook, he was sitting on a bench facing a pond. He wore a light colored t-shirt, jeans and a baseball cap. Just a normal everyday person sitting in the park feeding the ducks.
"Beautiful day," Holbrook commented without looking up as Chris approached. "Have a seat."
Chris lowered himself onto the bench, keeping distance between them. "Thanks for meeting me."
"It sounded important." He continued feeding the ducks, his eyes never once glancing toward Chris. "Where'd you find a payphone anyway? I didn't know there were any still in service."
When Chris decided to call the special agent, he knew he couldn't do it from his phone. He'd remembered seeing one outside the grocery store a few blocks from where they lived. He'd been lucky to find that it still had a dial tone, he wasn't sure he'd trust another smart phone.
"You were right," Chris said, glancing around to ensure no one was listening before leaning forward. "Clayton is using BitGuardian to access information it shouldn't have access to."
Holbrook nodded, just the slightest movement of his head. Chris nearly missed it, as the large man tossed another piece of bread into the water watching the ducks swarm to it. "Go on."
"The software, as you know, is designed to scan any device on the same network. That's its legitimate function, identifying security vulnerabilities." Chris paused waiting for some type of reaction. He never got one. "But Clayton has a backdoor. Once BitGuardian is installed, he can access any connected device."
"And you have proof of that?" The last crumb of bread sank into the water. Holbrook dug his thick hand into his pocket, pulling out another piece.
Chris's jaw tightened. "Not... exactly." He swallowed hard. "Yesterday, my wife and I were... discussing something private. In our bedroom." He saw Holbrook grinned and Chris felt his cheeks turn red. He wasn't completely sure exactly how much the FBI knew, but he knew it was more than he cared for. "Anyway, within the next hour Clayton knew exactly what... what we'd discussed. I mean, details that would have been impossible to know unless you were listening."
"Or without someone else telling him. Your wife perhaps?" His tone was neutral, but Chris couldn't help but feel like there was something accusatory there. Like Holbrook knew something he didn't.
"No. Impossible." Chris shook his head emphatically. "And it hasn't only been once. Once I started really thinking about it... He knows things, intimate things, about our conversations, our plans. Things only the two of us should know." He leaned closer. "The software is built to scan other systems on your network for security threats. But he must have altered it. Made it where it self-installs or something without permission."
Two ducks started fighting over a large piece of bread, their wings flapping against the water, causing a spectacle before the smaller one flew away in defeat causing Holbrook to smile. "An interesting theory. One that aligns with our suspicions." He turned to face Chris directly. "But completely inadmissible in court."
"What?" Chris's voice rose slightly before he caught himself. "He's literally spying on us in our own home."
"And without tangible proof, it's nothing but conjecture." Holbrook exhaled and for a second he almost looked sorry for Chris. "Look, in these cases, an accusation like 'he knew what my wife said in the bathroom' doesn't hold up against a team of corporate attorneys. They'll say she texted him, or hold up the picture I showed you in the diner and say she told him in a moment of passion."
Chris's stomach flipped, for a moment he thought he may vomit. He couldn't let those pictures, those details show up in court. The things people would say about him, about Ashley. He ran his hand through his hair trying to calm himself down.
"So what the hell am I supposed to do?" He tried to keep his voice low, but it was near impossible. "I feel like I'm walking on eggshells in my own home."
"What we need are files. Actual recordings he's made. Financial records linking him directly to the offshore accounts." Holbrook's eyes never left Chris's face. "We need the kind of evidence his daddy's expensive lawyers can't explain away."
"And how exactly am I supposed to get that?" He shook his head like this was all just some sort of bad dream that he would soon wake up from.
Holbrook remained silent for a moment, watching a child throw a ball for a dog across the park. "That's not my problem, Mr. Parker. My job is to follow the evidence, and right now, it points to you."
"You know I'm being set up."
"Knowing and proving are different things in my business." Holbrook stood, pushing his hands into his pockets. "My superiors are pushing for arrests. They want results. I know you're not the guy, but I can't stall forever."


Chris felt like he was drowning, like he couldn't get enough air into his lungs. "So we're on our own."
"Not entirely. But you need to give me something to work with." Holbrook winced then leaned down closer to Chris. "If I were you, I'd lean into the opportunities I've got. The special kind of... friendship the three of you have."
Chris's hand balled into a fist. How much worse would it be for him if he assaulted a federal agent? "You're saying I should let him keep fucking my wife? And what if I can't get on board with that?"
For the first time since Chris arrived Holbrook seemed to care about people hearing their conversation. His eyes darted to the left before coming back to match the fire in Chris's eyes. "Then I suggest you start looking for a good lawyer."
Chris watched the agent walk away, the warning hanging in the air like a guillotine blade. He remained on the bench long after Holbrook had disappeared, trying to process what he'd been told. They needed evidence, hard, undeniable proof that Clayton was the one behind everything.
The trip back to the car was much faster than when he arrived. He was no longer concerned about people seeing him, he was too preoccupied with where he was supposed to go from here. He wasn't sure he could trust Holbrook, the man seemed to be giving him half truths, but then he didn't have anywhere else to turn. Without concrete evidence, they were treading water in a sea that Clayton controlled.
As he approached his car he again thought about the events yesterday in his front yard. Ashley had certainly enjoyed herself, and didn't seem to be in any real danger, but still... the thought of sending her back into that situation made his stomach churn, but what choice did they have? Time was running out.
Chris retrieved his phone from under the seat and powered it back on. The screen lit up with notifications, but he barely registered them. His mind was already racing ahead, trying to formulate a new plan. Preferably one that wouldn't end with Ashley climbing into bed, or anywhere else for that matter, with the person who brought the FBI into their lives.
The car felt suddenly claustrophobic, as if Clayton might be listening even now. He started the engine, and rolled down the windows, letting the warm air rush in as he pulled out of the parking lot.
They needed a new approach. One that would give Ashley the upper hand this time. One that wouldn't leave them exposed and vulnerable. One that wouldn't end with him watching helplessly through a window as everything spiraled further out of control.
The question was: did such a plan even exist?



Steam rose from the bathroom faucet, fogging up the mirror as Ashley tried to apply her makeup.
"You don't think this is a bit overkill?" Ashley asked a little too loudly for Chris's liking, trying to be heard over the faucet running at full blast. Chris took a step toward her, running his forearm over the mirror as a peace offering.
"We have smart devices all over the house." He looked around the bathroom, confirming there wasn't something he missed. "And after the car... it's obvious he's listening."
"Yeah," she said in almost a whisper. And my slut doesn't wear any panties. The phrase replayed in her head causing her hands to shake as she applied her foundation, the room suddenly much too warm for her liking. Was Clayton really listening in on their conversation, or was he right? Was the fact that she wasn't wearing panties obvious to Clayton because she was a...
Chris shifted uncomfortably. "Holbrook thinks we should lean into our... arrangement with Clayton. He's unwilling to help us... me, unless we are able to get hard evidence." Chris felt the bile raise in his throat, but pushed it down. He wasn't sure what was worse: the fact that the FBI all but said Ashley should keep sleeping with Clayton, or the fact that despite it all, his cock still swelled at the thought of it.
"I know the last time didn't go as planned." Ashley watched Chris's reaction through the mirror as she put on her earrings. "But I think next time will be easier. I'll... I'll do better about controlling myself around him."
Chris shifted uncomfortably. He saw his wife's eyes travel down his body, her gaze stopping on the swell of his pants, a smile forming on her lips.
"Maybe..." Chris adjusted his stance. "Maybe, there won't have to be a next time. We have that dinner with Dave and Jen this weekend." Ashley's expression shifted, just briefly. Was that disappointment, or was he just imagining things? "I've got those files ready that Dave needed." He handed her a small thumb drive. "Make sure Jen gives this to him when you see her tonight."
"And what happens if he can't find anything? Shouldn't we keep appearances up just in case?"
The casual way she said it made Chris's stomach churn. "I... guess, but I have the Seattle trip next week and I really want to talk about..."
Ashley looked at her watch, an old silver Timex, her mother gave her. Chris insisted she wear it instead of carrying around her phone so much. "Oh shit, I'm late." She spun around and kissed Chris on the mouth. "Sorry love, let's talk about it later. Okay?"
She turned off the faucet, the silence a final kill shot to whatever conversation Chris wanted to have. "I'll see you in the morning. I love you." As she brushed past him, her fingers trailed across the front of his pants. "Mmm stay ready for me," she whispered giving it a squeeze as he watched her leave out the bedroom door.



One thing Ashley never got used to when working nights was just how quiet everything was. Her footsteps seemed to echo off the walls as she made her way to the nurses station. The patients doors were all closed for the night making the only other sound she heard the soft tick of the clock as she rounded the corner.
When she got there, Jen was sitting with her feet kicked up on the desk, nursing a cup of coffee, auburn hair spilling over her shoulder as she scrolled through social media.
"Geez, don't get up or anything," Ashley said with a sarcastic smile.
Jen looked up from her phone, green eyes sparkling as she broke into a grin that made the freckles across her nose crinkle.
"I didn't know you were working tonight! I thought it was tomorrow." she leapt from her chair, pulling Ashley into a hug.
"Amy called out and they needed a replacement. I figured we have a party to plan, so why not." Ashley returned the hug with equal enthusiasm, happy to have a minute where she didn't feel like she had to watch what she was saying.
"Dave is so excited about it. I swear I think he just misses basic human interaction." She released Ashley from her grasp, going back to the desk to sit.
"I don't know how he can do it," Ashley said, reaching over her head to store her purse, with her phone inside, into the overhead cabinet. "I would go nuts not being able to talk to actual people all day."
Jen watched as Ashley put her things into the storage space above. Her scrubs rose as she stood on her toes, causing her anklet to catch the light. "Yeah..." she tore her eyes away as Ashley straightened back up. "He's been a whole new person since our dinner together. I think remembering what it was like to talk to people who aren't just boxes on a screen really helped. Maybe it will help remind him to buy me something nice for my birthday."
Ashley nodded absentmindedly as she scrolled through the list of new admissions. "Like that anklet. It's beautiful. What was the occasion?"
It took Ashley a second to compose herself, thankful she was staring at her computer so Jen couldn't see the blush the colored her face.
"Oh um... nothing special. He just likes to keep me guessing I guess." She bit her lip, running her hands over her thighs.
"Dave never buys me jewelry anymore. He says it's overpriced." Jen looked Ashley over, remembering her conversation with Dave. "What's the key represent?"
"Oh... um. Just that I have they key to his heart, I guess," she said with a nervous laugh. Her eyes stayed glued on the computer screen in front of her, a familiar name appearing.
"Oh, Mrs. Johnson's back?" She hoped she could steer the conversation back to work.
"She was admitted this morning," Jen said, taking the hint. "She's buzzed me at least a dozen times already asking for meds."
Ashley laughed, reaching into her pocket. "The poor thing." She handed the thumb drive to Jen. "Chris wanted to pass this along so you can give it to Dave. Something about the upcoming audit."
"Oh, I'll make sure he gets it," she said, reaching for her purse under the desk. "He's been talking about it since dinner. He's like a kid at Christmas with this stuff."
Ashley laughed, getting to her feet. "I'm going to go check on Mrs. Johnson. You got things here while I'm gone?"
Jen exaggerated looking up and down the empty hallway. "I think I'll manage."
As Ashley walked toward the end of the hall, heat flooded her body. The conversation with Jen had gotten more personal than she'd expected. Why did she suddenly seem so interested in her anklet, and why did talking about it give Ashley such a rush?



Ashley knocked on the door of the room at the end of the hall before pushing it open. The glow of the tv lit up the room, laughter from the Tonight Show filling the air as Mrs. Johnson sat up in her bed giggling. Her eyes lit up when she saw Ashley.
"Hello, dear," she said, her voice more hoarse than normal. "I was just watching a little late night tv. This Fallon guy sure is a looker." She nodded toward the TV where the host was doing his monologue. "Do you think he has a granny kink he wants to live out?"
Ashley giggled, pulling the covers off her favorite patient slightly to check her vitals. "If he does, I'm sure you'll be the first to know," she said, frowning at the low oxygen reading. "Are you feeling okay?"
"Oh, I'm fine. Just a little under the weather." She waved her hand dismissively.
"Your chart says you took a pretty bad fall while you were home. Bumped your head pretty good." She stood at the foot of the bed reviewing the notes. Mrs. Johnson's condition was deteriorating. The cancer in her liver had spread throughout her body making her significantly weaker.
"Enough about me, dear. What is it you kids say? Spill the tea?" Mrs. Johnson laughed, reaching for Ashley's hand. "How's your situation been?"
Ashley hesitated, glancing toward the door. She had other patients to check on, but Mrs. Johnson was the only person who knew her dark secret, and she had lots to get off her chest.
"It's been... intense," she said, chewing on her lip as she relived the last few weeks. "I recently went to his house, just me."
"Oh?" Mrs. Johnson perked up. "It's always so liberating not worrying about how your husband will react to what you do, isn't it?" She released Ashley's hand, too weak to keep it outstretched. "The first time I went alone without my Robert, the sex was out of this world."
A gentle throb blossomed between Ashley's legs at the thought of that night. "Yeah it was... good. Really good actually" She smiled, and sat on the corner of the bed. "In fact, it was so intense, he gave me a present."
"Oh?" Mrs. Johnson's gaze drifted downward, watching Ashley raise the leg of her scrubs.
"Isn't it beautiful?" She asked turning her ankle from side to side to give the older woman a better view.
Mrs. Johnson's expression shifted. Gone was the warmth in her eyes, replaced by something more alarming. "Sweetie, do you know what that anklet means?"
"I don't follow. It's just an anklet," Ashley said, though something in Mrs. Johnson's tone made her defensive.
Mrs. Johnson was quiet for a long moment, trying to figure out exactly how to phrase what she was about to say. "In certain... communities, an anklet like that has a very... specific meaning."
Ashley's stomach dropped, her face going pale. "That's ridiculous. It's just jewelry."
"Sweetie," Mrs. Johnson broke into a coughing fit, reaching for her cup of water on the bedside table. "That anklet lets people know you're... in the lifestyle."
"Lifestyle?" The warmth Ashley felt spreading through her body earlier evaporated, replaced by an anger that made her legs shake.
"A hotwife. It means you're married but... like to play around." She reached for Ashley's hand but she snatched it away. "You're advertising to the world the type of relationship you're in."
The blood drained from Ashley's face as the implications hit her. Every time she'd worn it in public, to the restaurant with Chris, to work, shopping. She'd been sending a signal she didn't even know existed. How many people had seen it and understood what it meant? The room started to spin, she was dizzy.
"He wouldn't do that," Ashley said, but her voice lacked conviction. "Why would he--"
"When you get in relationships like this," Mrs. Johnson's eyes were glossy. "You have to be careful about the partners you select. People like to take advantage."
"Don't do that," Ashley snapped, standing abruptly. "I'm not some naive girl being taken advantage of. I know exactly what type of people are out there. And I know exactly what Clayton is. But he--"
"Is manipulating you. He's making this about his entertainment. You're just a conquest to him. It's not about you." Mrs. Johnson said quietly. "If you were truly partners in this, why keep you in the dark about something so significant?"
Ashley's hands trembled. The memory of the man at the bar, his confidence, the words that had stung more than she'd admitted. Had he seen the anklet? Known what it meant?
"I've seen men like this in my day. It's best to stay away from them." Mrs. Johnson broke into another cough.
"Just because you were taken advantage of doesn't mean that I am." Ashley's voice cracked slightly. She watched Mrs. Johnson's face crumple with hurt and felt a stab of guilt, but pushed it aside. "I know what I'm doing."
"I understand what it's like to get caught up in the excitement and lose sight of who's really in control." She took a sip of water, her hands shaking. "You're being manipulated, dear. You need to be more--"
"I'm in control," Ashley shot back. She started backing toward the door, desperate to escape the conversation.
"Ashley, please. I'm trying to help you before--"
"Before what? Before I end up like you? Alone in a hospital bed with nothing but bitter old memories?" Ashley's hand found the door handle.
"I need to check on my other patients."
Before Mrs. Johnson could get another word in Ashley slammed the door shut behind her. She stormed down the hallway to the stairwell, pushing the door open and allowing the cool air to slap against her face. She slumped against the cool concrete, bursting into tears. The second the words left her mouth, she immediately regretted it. Mrs. Johnson was just trying to protect her, to make sure Ashley didn't make the same mistakes as her.
She picked herself off the ground, wiping her tears with her scrub top. But she wasn't the same person as Mrs. Johnson. She wasn't making the same mistakes, or being manipulated. She was the one in control. Sure, Clayton may have pushed some boundaries, but she went along with it. She liked it.
But with every step that rattled off the empty stairwell walls, memories pushed their way into the front of her mind. Men checking her out, offering to buy her drinks, that knowing look in their eyes. Shame washed over her, doing little to quench the anger burning inside. She needed to take back control, to prove to herself and everyone else that she made the rules. She wasn't anyone's pawn.



Ashley's tears had dried by the time she reached the third floor, but the shame and anger were still there, fueling her to take back control in her life. She found exactly what she was looking for as soon as she walked out of the stairwell.
You're just a conquest to him.
The words still echoed in her mind. She replayed every encounter with Clayton in her head, each decision that was made. Was it really her making it, or was she being manipulated? This entire thing started because of Chris. She was doing it for him, but along the way she started calling the shots... didn't she?
The uncertainty gnawed at her. Mrs. Johnson's words had stripped away the confidence she'd built, leaving her feeling exposed. She hated the thought that all of this was just a game to Clayton. Like she was just some prize to be won. Her fists clenched and unclenched as fragments of every encounter with Clayton flashed through her mind. Had any of those moments truly been her choice?
The third floor was all but abandoned. They were going through a remodel and all the patients on that floor had been moved to other areas of the hospital. Ashley wandered onto the floor, trying to clear her head after her fight with Mrs. Johnson. A familiar tingle shot through her body as she spotted the mop bucket sitting outside the door of room 312. She knew exactly how she would take back control.
If she had her phone, she would have sent Chris a text and... no, she didn't need his permission. Besides, he would just freak out that Clayton could see those texts. He'd just have to hear about it when she got home. She smiled to herself, stepping past the wet floor sign and casting a casual glance over her shoulder to ensure the hallway was empty before she slipped into the room.
The Janitor was on the other side of the room, back to the door when Ashley entered the room. His dark hair was lighter in the back, specks of gray she'd never noticed before, his large frame moving from side to side, as he coated the floor with water.
"You missed a spot," she said hoping to startle him. Instead, she watched as his movement slowed, and he stood up a little straighter.
"Looks pretty clean to me," he said, his accent more pronounced than before. He set the mop to the side and turned to face her. His eyes were dark, wrinkled around the edges. Had she ever noticed that before? The lines at the corner of his mouth grew into a toothy, yellow smile that must have taken years of smoking to achieve.
Ashley stepped deeper into the room, her stomach knotting with each step as she let her gaze drift toward the front of his overalls. "Trust me, I'm not sure how you missed it." She licked her lips, smiling to herself as she saw the sudden movement in his mid-section. "Right there, in front of you."
"And what, you came all the way up here to help me with it?" He reached up, unsnapping the first few buttons of his uniform. Each snap seemed to send a pulse through her body that made her nipples ache.
"Just making sure everyone gets the... attention they deserve." Her smile grew larger, the tent in the front of his overalls now unavoidable.
"Does your husband know you're here, princess? He hoping for another game of telephone?"
"I don't need his permission to do anything," Ashley shot back, feeling heat rise in her cheeks.
"That didn't seem to be the case before."
Ashley let out a huff of air. "I can leave if you'd like."
The Janitor chewed on his lip, there was something going on here. This wasn't the same timid nurse he'd spent months breaking down. She seemed more determined this time, like she had her own agenda. "Nah, just don't want to see anyone getting in trouble is all."
"I make my own decisions."
"That so?" He reached out to touch her, but she swatted his hand away. "Ya'll sure are somethin." His laugh was low and had a gravel to it that made what she was about to do feel all the more wicked. "And what choice is that exactly, princess?"
She sank to her knees in front of him, her hands reaching into his overalls. Her nails raked through coarse body hair as she worked another button free "I told you. You missed a spot, I'm just here to make sure it gets properly cleaned."


"It was too bad we were interrupted in the stairwell last time. We didn't get a chance to finish what we started." His breathing was becoming more ragged as Ashley's fingers worked their way further down his gut.
She looked up at him through her lashes, maintaining eye contact as another button gave way. "It did seem awful rude of me not to return the favor. After all you were such a gentleman." She laughed at her own joke, her fingers finding the waistband of his briefs. "Mmm what do we have here?" she asked, his length already poking through the top of the band.
"Why don't you get a closer look and find out?" he growled, running his fingers through her hair.
A shiver ran up her spine, feeling the man's rough hands on her head. His touch was different than both Chris and Clayton. She shrugged his hand away, this wasn't about him. "Good things come to boys who wait," she teased. The fire in her core continued to build as she freed him from the confines of his overalls.
"Ooohhhh." She couldn't suppress her surprise as she slid his briefs down his legs. He was far more impressive than she'd anticipated. His cock was thick and heavy, the dark, curly hair around it, making it seem slightly smaller than Clayton's, though she couldn't quite tell. The head was a deep shade of pink, slightly swollen and glistening at the tip with the hint of pre-cum. A faint scar ran just below the head, an unexpected mark that added uniqueness to its otherwise flawless appearance, making Ashley wonder how it had come to be. Her fingers wrapped around it, drawing a soft gasp of approval from him. They didn't quite touch as she stroked him at a slow pace, watching his large, hairy testicles lift and tighten with each pull.
His head fell back against the wall, his mouth opening into a silent moan.
"You've thought about this for a long time haven't you?" Her grip tightened, her mouth starting to water as she watched another bead of pre-cum leak from his angry looking tip. "Of me on my knees with your hard cock in my hand?" She licked her lips. "You should have told me it was this impressive. Maybe I would have done this sooner."
"I'm not so sure hubby would have liked that," he sighed. "Although, I have to admit, I do like the view."
"I told you," her grip tightened. "I can think for myself." Before he could say something else that would only piss her off, her mouth wrapped around his thick, veiny shaft, silencing him completely. "Mmm," she hummed, her fist still stroking the bottom half of the massive member while her jaw ached at being stretched.
She pulled her lips off it with a loud pop, her hand working the top of his shaft, collecting her spit in her palm to better lubricate the rest of his cock. "Still think I need permission?" she asked, a surge of confidence rushing through her. She sat back on her heels, admiring the girthy appendage in her hand. She scraped her fingers across his sac, allowing her tongue to run along the length of his shaft.
His scent was musky, it should have given her pause, instead, it seemed to drive her. She took his sac into her mouth sucking gently while she stroked him. "Holy shit," he gasped, reaching behind him to find a ledge or something to hold onto. He wasn't sure what had gotten into this woman, but she was going like someone possessed.
"You know, I really should be thanking you," she said, pulling off his large sac, her free hand coming to rest on her inner thigh. "If it wasn't for you, Chris and I would have never tried anal." She swirled her tongue around his crown, letting it glide over her slit. The taste of his precum made her press her close her thighs around her hand. "Now, it's probably my new favorite thing."
"Well then maybe I sh..."
Half of his cock disappeared into her throat, his eyes rolling into the back of his head. She tried to relax and allow more of it in, her eyes watering at the sensation. "Mmmmm," she hummed, drawing him deeper into her mouth.
The Janitor pushed his hips forward, watching in awe as more and more of his member disappeared past her lips until her nose was pressed into his matted pubes. "You look so fucking perfect like that," he said, pulling his hips back slightly then ramming them forward.
A noise from the hallway broke the spell. It sounded like someone was trying to come into the room. Ashley pulled up from the thick shaft, spinning her body to look at the door, the thrill and embarrassment of getting caught made her core ache.
"Probably just the wind," The Janitor insisted, turning her attention back to his spit covered manhood.
The thought of going to check eased from her mind, she wanted to finish what she started. Her hand replaced her lips as the base of his shaft, pulling her mouth off completely as she gasped for air. "Are you going to cum for me, big boy?" She could feel her makeup running down her face, but she didn't care. She needed this, needed everyone to know she did things as she pleased. She didn't need permission, wasn't being used.
"Jesus Christ", he groaned, trying to catch his breath. "You've turned into quite the cock sucker haven't you?"
Ashley smiled, the hand between her legs applying just enough pressure to her clit to give her some small amount of relief. "Just doing my part to keep things clean," she said before stretching her jaw to accommodate him once again. She felt his knees buckle, before catching himself, his entire shaft engulfed into the wet inferno of her mouth.
His moans fueled her even more, pushing her hips forward for more pressure. Mrs. Johnson had it all wrong. The man moaning and losing balance before her was proof that she was the one in control. Each gasp and jerk of his hips confirmed she was the one with all the power.
"Cum for me, big boy. Let me taste how bad you want it."
His breathing grew ragged, his hands bracing against the wall as Ashley maintained complete control of the encounter. She could feel his body tensing, responding exactly as she intended. This was her choice, her power, her moment of reclaiming what felt stolen. Her hand and mouth worked as a unit. With each pull from her wrist, her cheeks would hallow out, desperate for the proof that she had the power. Her gags were replaced by wet, slurping noises as The Janitor's eyes rolled into the back of his head, his hips tilting forward as he grabbed the back of Ashley's head.
Cum shot like a rocket straight to the back of Ashley's throat. She wrapped her hands around his legs, pulling him closer, his pubes tickling her face as she struggled to swallow it all. She moaned against his throbbing member, desperate not to allow a single drop to exit the vacuum seal of her mouth. Rope after rope hit the back of her throat, she must have swallowed half-a-dozen times before she finally heard him sigh, the grip on the back of her head loosening.
"Mmmm, I'd say now we're even," she laughed, his deflated cock slipping from her mouth. She licked her lips clean, her gaze still pinned on the wet length that flopped against his leg. Even soft it looked impressive, making a thrill shoot through her core.
"I can't wait to see what happens next time," he said, slumping against the wall as Ashley made her way to her feet.
"We'll see if I let there be a next time." She adjusted her scrubs, still acutely aware of the throbbing between her legs. "See ya around..." she glanced at his name tag, then decided against it at the last minute. "Mr. Janitor."
Walking away, Ashley felt electricity in her veins. The encounter had been entirely her doing, her initiation, her rules. She wasn't scared of The Janitor, Clayton, even the FBI.



Jen played another round of Candy Crush, tapping her foot against her leg. It had been nearly an hour since Ashley went to make her rounds, far longer than it should have taken. The last time they'd worked together she'd disappeared too. She tried to dismiss the thought. She was probably just caught up talking to Mrs. Johnson. Those two seemed to have a strong connection.
Dave's words echoed in her memory: "Keep your eyes open at work. I bet you'll notice some signs."
"There's no way," Jen said to herself, attempting to dismiss the thought. But she was acting so odd lately. Even the way she talked about her anklet seemed off. After waiting a few more minutes, she pushed herself away from the desk, she would just take a quick lap and make sure everything was all right.
Mrs. Johnson's room was at the end of the hall, just around the corner. When Jen peeked through the small window in the door, she saw the elderly woman fast asleep, TV still flickering silently in the background. Jen's stomach dropped. If Ashley wasn't here, where could she be?
She remembered finding Ashley in the stairwell last time, flushed and disheveled. What had she been doing there alone? Dave had told her to look for signs, maybe this was one of them.
The elevator ride to the third floor felt endless. Jen wasn't entirely sure why Ashley would be on an abandoned floor under renovation, but something pulled her in that direction. Her palms grew sweaty as she pressed the button, heart racing with anticipation. What exactly was she hoping to find? If Dave was right about Ashley's arrangement with Chris, was there another man involved? It seemed risky to bring someone to the hospital, but then again, an empty floor under construction would provide privacy.
Was it someone they worked with? One of the on-call doctors? Jen couldn't stop her mind from spinning with possibilities as the elevator doors finally opened.
As expected, the floor looked like a ghost town. Jen walked the floor slow, peeking her head into the window of each room just to make sure there wasn't something she'd missed. She'd almost given up completely and turned around to check the stairwell when she heard the faintest noise at the other end of the hall. Excitement washed over her, along with a sense of angst as she inched closer to the source of the noise.
At the end of the hall she spotted the "Wet Floor" sign sitting just outside one of the rooms. Her body pulsed with nervous energy as she drew nearer.
She wouldn't... there has to be an explanation.
Her hands trembled as she looked through the glass, the voices all but gone. But what she saw, made her cover her mouth in shock.
Through the window, Ashley was on her knees, her back to the door as the maintenance man leaned against the wall, his overalls already half open. "What the..." Jen felt heat flood her face, unsure if she should stay or if she should leave.
Jen pressed her back against the hallway wall, heart hammering. She should leave. Mind her own business. Ashley was her friend, her colleague. But Dave's words echoed: "Keep your eyes open... I bet you'll notice some signs." He'd been right. About everything.
Despite every rational thought screaming at her to walk away, Jen found herself drawn back to the window.
"It did seem awful rude of me not to return the favor," she heard Ashley say. "After all, you were such a gentleman."
Return the favor? Had this happened before? Was that why Ashley kept disappearing when they worked together?
Jen's hand drifted to her chest, her heartbeat racing through her scrubs. She left it there, watching the scene before her unfold, her fingers gently squeezing her own chest. When had her nipples become so hard?
"You should have told me it was this impressive," Ashley purred on the other side of the window. "Maybe I would have done this sooner."
Jen found herself imagining what Ashley was seeing. Was he bigger than Dave? Her free hand slipped down to her hip, fingers splaying across the fabric of her scrubs as heat continued to build inside her.
Dave. She was suddenly imagining Ashley with him. Taking his meat into her mouth as Jen watched from the other side of the room. She bit her lip and rocked her hips as her fingers slid just under the waistband of her bottoms.
Maybe she could join Ashley. The two of them, working on her husband, their tongues meeting at the tip and sharing a salty kiss.
"Ahh," she breathed softly, her fingers finding the front of her panties already wet.
"Still think I need permission?" Ashley had sat back on her heels. Jen still couldn't get a good view of the tool in her hands, but given the way she was working it Jen could tell it was impressive.
She pressed her fingers harder into the wet fabric of her panties, her mouth opening in a silent moan as she felt the cloth push inside her. Her mind drifted to the fantasy of her birthday party. How far would things go? Would Dave actually fuck her?
"Oh God," her knees buckled, her fingers slipping inside her wet slit. Images of Dave between Ashley's legs filled her mind. Her free hand reached out, bracing herself on the closed door and causing it to rattle. In the quiet hallway, it sounded like a gunshot and Jen gasped spinning against the wall so she couldn't be seen from inside.
"Jesus Christ", came the sound from beyond the door. "You've turned into quite the cock sucker haven't you?" They hadn't heard her, thank God. Jen caught her breath, turning to look back into the room, her fingers now underneath her panties gently stroking her hard nub.
Dave was right. The thought sent another jolt through her core. She really is...
"Cum for me, big boy. Let me taste how bad you want it."
"Mmmffph," Jen tried to stifle another moan. Her thumb circled her clit faster as she imaged Ashley saying those same words to Dave. In her mind, Dave was fucking her from behind, his balls slapping against her wet lips as she begged Dave to cum.
She felt her walls squeezing her fingers, bringing her closer to the edge. Her eyes fluttered open at the sound of The Janitor's ragged breathing. He was going to cum too, she knew that noise well. Her eyes snapped shut again, visions of Dave fucking Ashley filling her head again. Only this time, Jen was under them, lapping the juices from Ashley's slit as Dave hammered into it.
Her fingers circled faster, her juices dripping onto her palm as she chewed on her lower lip. "Mmm fuck." Her moan wasn't more than a whisper, despite her need to cry out.
Jen pressed herself against the cool wall, her heart hammering as she fought to control her breathing. Through the window, she could see Ashley's head bobbing rhythmically, the janitor's hands gripping the wall behind him.
Through the glass, she watched Ashley's hands grip the janitor's thighs, pulling him deeper. The sight was simultaneously shocking and intoxicating. Sweet, professional Ashley, the friend she thought she knew better than anyone, was on her knees in a hospital room, begging a man far beneath her to cum in her mouth.
Jen's free hand pressed harder against the wall for support as her legs trembled. The fantasy shifted again: Ashley between her own thighs while Dave watched, that same eager tongue giving Jen unbridled pleasure.
The thought was enough to bring Jen to her breaking point. She could see The Janitor's body go stiff, Ashley's muffled moans filling her ears.
She didn't usually participate when she watched Dave with another woman, but right now that was the thought that was sending her crashing over a cliff.
"Ahhh. Oh ffff... Oh God," Jen slumped to the ground, her orgasm sent wave after wave of pleasure through her body. She kept her fingers buried inside her slit, her walls pulsed around her digits as she struggled to catch her breath. The fantasy felt so real, and caused her to completely forget about where she was.
"We'll see if I let there be a next time," she barely heard the words as she brought herself back to her feet. Panic settled in her chest. They must be done, which meant Ashley would be coming back out of the room any minute. She pushed herself off the wall, the elevator door closing just as the door at the end of the hall opened.
As the elevator descended, Jen leaned against the wall, her legs still shaky as she tried to process what she'd just seen. Dave had seen through it all, she couldn't believe it. She thought about texting him right away, but knew he'd just call asking questions she couldn't answer with Ashley near by.
The elevator descended past the second floor where patients were sleeping, normal people living normal lives. Nothing about tonight felt normal.
When the elevator dinged and the doors opened Jen stepped out looking just as normal as always, but she couldn't shake the image of Ashley on her knees, couldn't forget the hunger in her voice. She hurried back to the nurses station, glad to see Ashley hadn't beaten her back.
By the time Ashley returned fifteen minutes later, looking perfectly professional and composed, Jen had made her decision. The birthday party couldn't come soon enough.
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The ribeye was perfect. Wagyu, dry-aged, cooked to a flawless rare with a crisp, buttery crust. There were sides too, but Hunter had stopped paying attention to what he was eating three drinks ago. He'd slipped the waiter a twenty to start bringing him seltzer in a rocks glass. The Nexus guys hadn't noticed. They were too busy trading war stories about hostile takeovers and market plays, the kind of chest-pounding that Hunter had heard at every client dinner he'd ever attended. He laughed when he was supposed to, nodded in the right places, and hated every second of it.
Lost in the bluster of their accomplishments, his inhibitions diminished, Hunter texted Cory, unable to stop thinking about her since he had left.
Hunter: They're taking me out for drinks and dinner to celebrate. It feels dirty, but I can't say no.
He waited through another story Lawrence gave about the previous company he was at. How he took them from nothing to a fortune 500 mega power and how he could do the same thing here. Hunter rolled his eyes and looked back down at his phone. Still nothing from Cory.
He began to panic. What if Luther had already told her about Hunter seeing Dafni through the window? He'd make it sound worse than it was. Cory would think she married a creep and he'd be sleeping on the sofa for days.
Around the table erupted into another fit of laughter as Lawrence dredged on.
Hunter: where'd you go? The neighbors aren't spreading lies trying to steal you from me, are they?
The ellipsis appeared almost immediately and something in his chest loosened. The noise of the steakhouse fell away as he watched the screen.
Cory: Sorry, just trying to not be rude and be on my phone the whole dinner.
He let out a breath. Good, she was just at dinner, she didn't suspect anything. He chugged the rest of his water. She did sound a little annoyed though, but he knew just how to fix that.
Before he could type a response, however, Lawrence stood, and as predicted the rest of the table fell to silence as he proclaimed the direction of the celebration.
"A brief toast again to Hunter, for ensuring not only Nexus's continued growth, but also for saving us money. With that being said, it's time for a treat gentleman. Hunter, don't you even think of saying no."
Hunter knew exactly what was coming. He'd dodged these outings before, but Lawrence wasn't the kind of man you said no to. Not if you wanted the referral. Not if you wanted to keep working. He thumbed out another quick message to Cory.
Hunter: Can't stop thinking about this morning. How good your body felt. The sounds you were making. I'm getting hard just thinking about it. Want to see? ;)
"Gentleman," Lawrence roared. "the nights just begun. Next stop? Club Velvet. My treat."
"I'm just going to hit the restroom. I'll meet you guys outside." Hunter stood, excusing himself as he swayed through the restaurant toward the back. He pulled his phone from his pocket the moment he was in a stall, thankful that no one had followed him in there. As expected, he had another message from Cory.
Cory: Let me see just how bad you miss me.
Hunter was grinning like an idiot as he stared at her response, already working his belt loose. Cory must have been having at least a little fun with their new neighbors. She only responded like this when she was drunk and he wasn't about to miss the opportunity. He lowered his pants, stroking himself a couple of time to ensure he was hard. Then, after more than a couple of attempts, found an angle that made him look bigger than he was and sent it to Cory.
He pulled up his pants, and washed his hands then walked outside. Lawrence and the other executives were already climbing into their cars waiting for him when he arrived, anxious to get to Club Velvet.
From the name of the place alone, Hunter knew it wasn't going to be an upper class experience.
His predictions were accurate. The club had an old neon sign out front, intended to be seductive in its cursive font; now with its dulling or outright broken bulbs, it resembled an abstract work of art. The security guard at the entrance was an old man who clearly had no formal experience, pedigree or business being in such a role. Hunter was sure that the poor man would be broken in half if a true brawl broke out.
As they entered, the air conditioning was barely functioning, or kept purposefully high so customers would ply themselves with anything cold to stave off or numb their discomfort. The floor was sticky, and each step was more uncomfortable than the last.
The table they sat at was rickety, with little stability, feeling like it could fall apart at any moment. They were however extremely close to the stage. He ordered a Miller Lite and glanced at his phone.
Cory: OMG is all of that for me? Too bad you're not here. Guess I'll need to take care of things myself ;)
He wished he was back in his room so he could call her. They hadn't really done the phone sex thing since college, but something told him it would be extra hot tonight. Maybe it was his way of trying to displace his sense of guilt, despite not really knowing why he felt that way. He knew he hadn't done anything wrong, quite the opposite, he remained unwavering in his commitment to save as many employees at Nexus as possible. He failed. Not because of him, but because of Lawrence and their inherent greed, which was often the cost of success.
Hunter sighed as he looked up from his phone, watching dancers leave as the men from the company flagged them down, already asking for private sessions. They were happy to oblige in the hopes that they could earn a decent sum, sadly he knew they wouldn't.
Among the intense bass that shook the entire foundation, a new track played and another dancer took the stage. He took a long swig of his beer and glanced over at the woman who had begun sensually tempting the crowd as her leg locked firmly around the pole in front of her.
It was Cory.
He couldn't believe it, he refused to acknowledge what he saw in front of him. It was logistically impossible. His vision narrowed and relief took over. It wasn't Cory, but the woman bore an unnerving similarity to her, clad in the shifting lights, she was a doppelgänger for his wife. The stripper took measured steps in her audaciously high heels, soon spinning around the pole in a dizzying display of skill.
He saw even more of a resemblance, tattoos snaked up her thighs and chest. He couldn't fully make them out, the ones across her thighs looked like a serpent, across her chest looked like angular, geometrical symbols, and a butterfly around her collar.
The comments of the Nexus team came wave after wave.
"She's a little flat, but man... I'd still fucking wreck her."
"Yeah man, I ain't kicking her out of bed, I can tell you that."
"She's got serious skill, I need a fucking lap dance from her."
Hunter's jaw tightened. He kept his eyes on the stage, telling himself it was because he couldn't look away from the resemblance, not because of the erotic way she moved. The way her body arched and rolled, it was almost meditative. Her eyes were barely open, completely lost in the moment.
Beauty should be shared.
Luther's voice surfaced as clear as if the old man were sitting beside him. Hunter blinked and took another drink. The alcohol wasn't helping. Nothing was helping.
Lawrence nudged his elbow. His eyes hadn't left the stage.
"See her? Reminds me of that wellness woman that presented at Nexus. Can't remember her name. Anyways, buncha bullshit like I said before. But..."
Hunter's throat closed. He was already anticipating what would be said next.
"I would have bent that bitch over my desk and given her the best fuck of her life. Those hippie chicks are always good fucks."
Hunter was grateful for the table to hide his discomfort that was growing rapidly in his chinos. The thought blossomed in his mind immediately, with absolute clarity. Cory in Lawrence's office, bent over the wide mahogany desk, but Lawrence wasn't sitting at it. He was positioned behind her. Hunter was in the corner, watching from a chair he couldn't get out of.
Hunter's eyes opened, the stage was a hazy blur of electric blue lights, the music now a droning mass as his brain drowned in alcohol, couldn't keep him present.
He tried to push the image away but it kept coming back, sharper each time. Cory's face turning toward him, her lips parted, her eyes glazed. Lawrence's hands were on her hips and the bass of the club was replaced with the rhythmic sound of skin slapping skin. He watched with enticing horror as Lawrence slid himself inside her, with no resistance. And worse of all, Hunter was impossibly hard.
The stripper from before had exited the stage. Lawrence's heavy hand was on Hunter's shoulder. "Hey. Earth to Hunter? You nodded off there."
Hunter rubbed his eyes. The room tilted gently beneath him, then settled. "Sorry. I think the jet lag caught up with me. I'm gonna head out."
He ordered an Uber in the bathroom, splashing cold water on his face while he waited for the confirmation. His reflection stared back at him, flushed and unfocused. He looked like a man who'd done something wrong.
He hadn't done anything wrong.
In the back of the car, he pressed his head against the cool window and closed his eyes. Behind his lids, the images reformed. Cory on the stage, her leg draped over Luther's shoulder as he sat at the edge of it. That greedy smile widening as she rolled her body toward him, her lips parted, her tongue tracing the corner of her mouth.
Hunter opened his eyes. Stared at the ceiling of the Uber. Closed them again.
It was going to be a long night.



Cory checked her phone for the third time in as many minutes. Hunter's flight had landed twenty-three minutes ago. Despite this being one of the shortest trips he took, she felt like he'd been gone for a month.
She shifted her weight, arms crossed, then uncrossed them as she adjusted the neckline of her loose fitting t-shirt. Her heart rate had increased substantially. Not enough to where she'd say it was racing, but enough for her to notice. She pressed her palm against her sternum, the tree of life tattoo coming alive as she felt the increased rhythm.
She chewed on the inside of her cheek, trying to remember the last time she felt this... excited to see him. She blamed it on the way he left. On the aggressive, hungry sex they had just hours before he had to leave. Then there was the way he was texting her, the picture he'd sent. That memory alone made her thighs squeeze together.
The automatic doors slid open and her head snapped forward. A family walked though with more bags than kids, followed by an older couple. She deflated slightly, lowering herself back down from the balls of her feet. Then she saw the purple carry-on, followed quickly by the Northwestern jacket and then his goofy smile.
Butterflies erupted in her stomach and she let out a soft squeal as she rushed over and jumped into his arms, nearly toppling him over. He dropped his carry-on to the ground, laughing as he stumbled backward a few steps. She pressed her face into his neck, inhaling him. God, she missed that smell.
"Hey." His arms wrapped around her, spinning her in a tight circle as other couples awkwardly made their way around them.
"Hey yourself." She pulled back just enough to kiss him. It was meant it to be quick, a welcome-home peck, but her mouth and tongue had other ideas. She felt him respond, his hands cupping the back of her thighs as he pulled her into him. The moment was so much like before he left that she moaned slightly into his mouth.
When she finally broke the kiss, they were both panting, foreheads pressed together as they stared into each other's eyes.
"Maybe I should leave more often."
"Don't you dare!" She swatted his arm, as her feet found their way back to the floor. "I just really missed you."
He smiled, grabbing her hand. "I can tell."
"So, how was Cleveland?" She asked once they were back in the car and leaving the airport. Her hand was already on his thigh, like breaking contact with him would make him leave again. She heard him suck in a breath and grinned as he bulged against his pants.
"It was... Cleveland. I can't believe Lawrence still decided to lay people off even after I proved he didn't need to."
"And I can't believe we have the same client and didn't realize it until now." Her fingers moved higher. "But, maybe we don't talk about Lawrence right now?" The palm of her hand grazed his outline and he slumped slightly in the seat next to her and shift.
"Cor, you're driving."
"I'm also very talented at multitasking." She squeezed gently, felt him already hard and ready beneath her palm. "Remember?"
"Jesus." He opened his mouth in a silent moan. "I definitely didn't forget."
"Good," she stroked him at an agonizingly slow pace. "Because I have big plans for when we get home."
"What kind of plans?"
She closed her hand fully around his shaft, and rubbed her thighs together. She missed him, it was that simple. He'd left her hungry and wanting when he left and this was the result of that. By the time she pulled into their driveway, both of them were shaking with need.
The front door had barely closed before she was on him. She moaned into his mouth, her hands threading through his hair as she backed him against the door.
He pulled her away by the shoulder, and she saw the same dark lust in his eyes she'd seen when he left. "Upstairs, now."
"No time," she giggled, pulling his belt free as she walked backward through the living room.
"What's gotten into you?" He was already pulling up her t-shirt, tossing it to the floor.
"Nothing yet." She spun him around, and pushed him onto the sofa. "And that's the problem."
His laugh was cut short when her hand slid into his boxers. He was fully hard now, thick and ready, and the feel of him in her palm made her core clench with want.
"Mmm I think he's missed me." She worked his pants and boxers lower with her free hand, refusing to let go of his shaft as it pulsed eagerly in her hand.
"You're so fucking sexy, Cory." He awkwardly pulled down her shorts and panties as she pressed her knees against the outside of his thighs straddling him.
"Say it again." Her gaze held his as she stroked him faster, his hands shaking as he removed her bra.
"You're so sexy. I love you so much." His hands came up to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped at the sensation.
"I need you inside me." She released his cock, and placed her hands on his shoulders, pressing her lips to his.
"Fuuuu--"
She pressed her tongue into his mouth, muffling her own sigh as she sank down onto him. She loved the way he filled her, and savored every breathtaking inch as she took him to the root.
"God, you feel so good." She tilted her head back, as she worked her hips. "So fucking good."
His teeth were on her exposed neck instantly. Cory's nails dug into his chest as he pierced the tender flesh with his teeth. The couch creaked beneath them, drowning out her pants of encouragement as she chased her release.
"Your body's on fire, baby." He kissed his way past her collarbone and over the swell of her chest.
The sensation of his mouth on her chest was incredible. Her eyes fluttered shut giving into the hunger that had consumed her for the better part of the day. When Hunter's tongue swirled her nipple, she let her left hand drift between them brushing against her sensitive clit.
"Ahhhh, fuck." Her core clutched around Hunter making them both increase their already frantic pace. Hunter continued to kiss and suck her taut nipple. She loved the way he seemed to show her chest extra attention despite her feeling like it was her worst feature.
The orgasm began to take hold, as Cory worked her clit and Hunter pushed deeper into her. It was then, through the darkness behind her closed lids that she saw Luther and Dafni. The intrusive thought lasted less than a second. A flash of their body's joined together, Dafni stretched around him as her toes curled in ecstasy. Luther's pale blue eyes burning through the dark, watching her watch them.
Her fingers faltered. She squeezed her eyes tighter, trying to force the image out and drag Hunter back to the center of her mind where he belonged. But the harder she pushed against it, the more vivid it became. She could hear Dafni's cries threading through the wall, Luther's thick cock stretching her, his hips never stopping even when he caught Cory staring from the window.
Her walls clenched involuntarily. "Ohhh. Mmmm."
"Oh fuck. You like that?" Hunter kept the same angle as he felt Cory's body pulse around him.
She opened her eyes in a start and found him watching her. Panic flared as if he could see what had been playing behind her lids. She gripped the back of his neck, as the flush of being watched spread across her chest. She pulled his mouth to hers in a desperate kiss, needing his taste to replace the image.
"Does that feel good?" She rolled her hips and changed the tempo. "Do you like watching me fuck you?"
"Yesss. You feel so good." He smiled at her, as their foreheads stayed connected, sweat appearing on his forehead. He knew she was close. He could tell by the way her fingers dug into his neck. The way her brow pinched like she was concentrating, and especially by the speed in which her fingers were moving between them.
"I'm... oh fuck, baby. Don't stop. I'm right there."
Hunter would have never dreamed of stopping. He had no idea what had come over Cory, but he didn't want it to end. Unfortunately, his body had other plans. His cock pulse with each roll of Cory's hips and he knew he was going to be right there with her.
"I'm going to cum," he whispered, his fingers digging into her ass as her moans filled the room.
"Ohhhh... oh fuck." His words triggered something inside her and the orgasm ripped out of her like a phoenix through the ashes. Her entire body coiled tight, her movements growing in urgency. "Do it... Fuck, cum, baby. I want to feel it."
"Mmmm fuuuuck," he roared, lifting from the sofa slightly as he buried himself inside his wife one final time before erupting. Cory's release was right there with him, and he felt her body milk every last drop from him as he crashed back down onto the couch.
They stayed like that for some time, both of them breathing hard, stealing breathless kisses from one another.
"Welcome home," she finally whispered.
"If I'd known that was waiting for me, I'd have taken an earlier flight."



They migrated to the bedroom, Cory grinning sheepishly, as she climbed the stairs. She went to the dresser, grabbing an old t-shirt and pulling it over her otherwise naked body. Hunter didn't bother getting dressed, just laid in bed, allowing the cool air of the AC to cool him off as she laid down next to him.
"So," Hunter said, as she laid her head on his chest. "What else did I miss while I was gone?"
"Not much. Dinner with Luther and Dafni wasn't completely awful." She traced the serpent tattoo on his arm. "Oh, and Morgan's birthday is coming up. I was thinking we could throw a party for her on Saturday."
"Yeah? What's that entail for me?"
"Not much, really. I can take care of all the shopping and prep. Just need you on grill duty."
"Obviously." He kissed the top of her head. "Who's coming?"
"Us, her and Zach." She paused, chewing on the inside of her cheek. "We should invite Luther and Dafni, right?"
"Really? I guess that dinner really was something."
She was happy to be laying on his chest so he couldn't see her cheeks flush. "I don't know. I still think they are... weird. But, Dafni really is sweet. Plus, it would be like, super weird to not invite them since they live right next door, right?"


He squeezed her arm. "Right. No, that makes sense."
They laid in silence for a minute as Cory wrestled with how much she should tell Hunter about what happened. She knew she had to tell him, but she was enjoying the calm.
"So," she said finally, her stomach was fluttering. "Nexus. How'd it go, really?"
"It was okay. I thought I was really making a difference, ya know. The other executives really seemed to respond to my pitch. But despite everything Lawrence still insisted on making cuts."
Cory nodded, her fingers, lightly tracing the serpent on his arm. "I can't believe we're working for the same company and neither of us realized."
He flexed his bicep as her fingers worked over his exposed flesh. "I know how much you hate talking about that side of things. I know you don't really believe all of that crap."
Cory bristled against him, her hand pausing on his arm. "I believe in it. I mean... some of it makes sense, ya know?"
"I know. I'm sorry. I didn't mean it like that."
She propped herself up on one elbow to see his face better. "Did it seem like... I mean, were they happy with my work? The wellness stuff?"
"Are you kidding?" His hand moved to the small of her back. "They put your posters everywhere. The meditation room with all your mantras. You should be proud."
"But Lawrence seemed so skeptical at first. I wasn't sure if I'd actually won him over or if he was just humoring me because the board wanted it."
Hunter's body went stiff. It would have been impossible for Cory not to notice. "Oh, he liked you more than you realize." He kept his tone playful, despite the heat racing through his body.
"What do you mean?"
"Just..." He chickened out. "Like I said, the posters. The meditation room. They loved it."
"Hunter." She studied his face, running her hand across his cheek. "That's not what you meant."
"It's nothing. Really."
"You're being weird." She poked his chest lightly. "What aren't you telling me?"
He was quiet for a moment, his gaze going anywhere but her face. "It's just... forget it. It's weird."
Before she could press further, Dafni's muffled moan slipped through the closed window. Cory's face went beet red, and she collapsed on Hunter's chest. Hunter couldn't help but laugh.
"Jesus, they never stop, do they?" He ran his fingers through her hair as she turned away from him so he wouldn't see her face.
Cory's heart was pounding. Each muffled cry from Dafni was like a lance until she couldn't take it anymore. "I... I saw them."
She felt Hunter turn to face her fully. She kept her eyes closed, not sure if she could get the confession out if she had to look at him.
"What?"
"Last night. When you were gone." She took a deep breath. "I saw them... having sex. Through the window."
His heart was pounding now. She could feel it against her back.
"I was closing the window, even though it obviously doesn't help with the noise." She shook her head. "And they were just... there. The window was open, the blinds. Like they were just inviting the neighborhood to see."
Hunter's jaw dropped. He looked down at his wife, unsure if she realized what she'd just said.
Beauty should be shared.
"Jesus." His voice was careful. "What... what did you see?"
Heat flooded her face. This was the part she didn't want to admit. "Enough." She swallowed hard. "Enough to know that Dafni's body is even more breathtaking than I initially thought." She fidgeted against him. "She's just... God, Hunter. She's perfect. That's the only word for it. Her skin, her curves, everything. And I'm just..." She buried her face in his arm. "I could never compare. Not even close."
She didn't expect him to respond. What could he even say? She was being ridiculous and he knew her well enough to know that when she got like that he just needed to let her stew. Instead, she felt his lips brush her shoulder.
"I wouldn't be so sure about that." His fingers ghosted up her spine. "There's... there's something I didn't tell you. About the meeting."
She spun around to look up at him. "What do you mean?"
"That thing earlier, about Lawrence."
"What about him?"
"I um... I think Lawrence liked working with you more than you realize." His fingers slipped past the hem of her shirt, resting on her thigh. "The strip club we went to after dinner. There was this dancer..."
Cory cocked her eyebrow.
"She looked exactly like you, Cor. Same build, same amazing body." he kissed the side of her lips. "She even had similar tattoos. I mean it was..." His hand moved higher, skimming her ribs. "For a second I really thought it was you."
"Oh." She didn't know what else to say.
"And Lawrence..." Hunter kissed her again. "He couldn't take his eyes off her. None of them could. There were other dancers, ones that looked like Dafni, but Lawrence, he couldn't take his eyes off of you." His thumb brushed the underside of her breast. "That's what I meant. When I said he liked you more than you realize. If you'd seen the way he was watching her..."
Cory's breathing had picked up. His hand moved back down her ribs, and her legs parted automatically, responding even as her mind tried to process what he was saying.
"Were you..." She swallowed. "Did you watch her too?"
"Yeah." His eyes met hers. "I watched her. And I watched Lawrence watch her. He... he looked like he wanted to devour her." His fingers brushed against her clit and Cory's body jolted.
"Jesus, Cor." His lips moved to her neck. "You're soaked."
She was. Embarrassingly so. His fingers slid through her folds easily, and she couldn't stop the small gasp that escaped.
"Is it because of what I'm saying?" His finger circled her clit, light and teasing. "Thinking about being watched like that?"
She nodded, but even as she did, she knew it wasn't the whole truth. Yes, his words were turning her on. The image of herself on that stage, desired in a way she'd never really felt. But underneath that was something else. She hadn't told Hunter the whole truth. That she'd seen Luther. that she understood why Dafni's moans drifted through the window. That in a moment of weakness last night she'd...
She couldn't let herself finish the thought. Instead she said the next best thing. "It's... fuck, Hunter. It's kind of hot."
"Which part?" He pushed a finger inside her, quickly followed by another. Cory grabbed his wrist, pushing his digits deeper inside her. "What are you imagining right now?"
"You." It wasn't a complete lie. "Thinking about you watching her. About you thinking of me in front of all those people."
His teeth scraped her neck, and she turned, pushing her backside into him. "What else?" He pressed his hardness into her.
"Mmm fuck." She tugged on his arm, wanting his fingers deeper, trying to work a third finger inside her tight passage. "I'm... fuck, Hunter. I'm thinking about how hard you are. How hard everyone is... watching me."
She started to move, rolling her hips and using the valley of her ass to stroke him. Behind her closed eyes Luther appeared, or more specifically his girthy cock. Cory whimpered, dismissing the image while at the same time working her hips against Hunter's digits.
"That feels so good, Cor. Fuck..." His thumb slid across her clit making her see stars. "Lawrence was practically drooling, the stage was filled with money."
"Hunter..." She picked up the pace, chasing her orgasm. Her free hand came to her chest, and she squeezed it needily. "Were you this hard watching her? Did she... mmm. Did she work her hips like this?"
She squeezed her tit harder, working Hunter's cock with her ass as a third finger nudge her entrance, filling her exactly how she'd imagined. Exactly how Dafni looked.
"I... Fuck, Cory. I thought Lawrence was going to cum watching her. I... Uh, I'm going to cum." His other hand slid up, cupped her breast and pinched her nipple. "Cum with me, Cory."
The combination of his words, his touch, the images in her head. It was all too much and it sent her spiraling. Her orgasm hit hard, walls clenching around his fingers as she gasped.
"Fuuuck, Cor..." Warmth spread across her back, as Hunter's grip loosened signaling his release.
"Wow, that was..." Hunter was still trying to catch his breath.
"Guess I should let you go to the strip club more often," she giggled, snuggling back into his chest and convincing herself what just happened was just her playing into Hunter's fantasy and nothing more.



Hunter held Cory as her breathing evened out, her body going heavy against his as exhaustion finally claimed her. The confession had worked even better than he'd hoped. She'd gotten turned on by it. He couldn't believe she'd gotten so worked up by talking about dancing naked in front of a bunch of strangers.
He'd meant to tell her about seeing Dafni. About how he'd seen her the same way Cory did. It was the perfect opportunity. It would have been impossible for her to get angry when she'd done the same thing. But then, he'd seen how upset she'd gotten about Dafni's body. How it made her doubt herself even more. He didn't want to add to that. So he pivoted. He'd given her validation instead of inadequacy. Confidence instead of shame.
He felt guilty about not telling her, and that guilt ate at him as he stared at the ceiling watching Cory sleep. But he wouldn't let that bring him down. After all, he'd protected her. Not only from the harder truth that he'd seen Dafni naked, but also from her own self-doubt. He shouldn't feel bad about that.
Cory shifted against him, her hand lying across his chest. A smile formed on her face as she slept. She was happy. There was no reason to mess that up. He'd made the right call.



A few days after Hunter returned home, Cory and Morgan found themselves downtown preparing for the party. SoPo's main street had the kind of charm that real estate agents called "rustic" when they meant "small." Old red brick buildings with updated storefronts, hand-painted business signs next to ones with clean modern fonts. The town wasn't trapped in amber the way so many places like it were. It was trying. New awnings, a fresh mural on the side of the hardware store, a coffee shop that actually had oat milk. Most of the businesses were locally owned, and Cory and Morgan had always made a point of shopping there first. For Morgan, it was principle. For Cory, it was something closer to penance. Every dollar she spent at a local farm stand or artist's booth was a small offset against the corporate wellness grift that paid her mortgage.
Their first stop was Anchor's Away, the brewery that had opened a few months back. They grabbed a case of the seasonal lager, figuring it had to be better than Miller Lite. They bought the Miller Lite too. Hunter and Zach would drink it regardless of what else was available.
At the grocery store, Cory worked from a list she'd made the night before. She'd included dietary options for snacks, vegan crackers and gluten-free chips alongside the regular stuff. She didn't know everyone's restrictions, but the thought of someone standing at the table with nothing they could eat made her anxious in a way she couldn't fully explain.
As they filled the cart, Morgan turned her head over her shoulder to speak to Cory, who was catching up behind her. "So! Finally warming up to the neighbors? Soooo they ask you to spend the night with them yet? Maybe play a little wife swap?"
Cory gently slapped Morgan's arm." Oh come on. It was dinner. And it was fine. Maybe nice even."
Morgan perused the shelves of wine, selecting based on what label appealed to her the most, trying to ensure they had the proper amount of reds and whites. She sighed. "They still keeping you up? With their late night fuck fests?"
Cory grunted in frustration. "Yes. Simply put. Like come on, they are still going at it. Every. Fucking. Night. Like I swear it's some Tantric thing. I did some research into that and--"
Morgan scoffed, it was a rare occurrence for her, one that took Cory by surprise. "Well at least Dafni's getting some."
Cory raised her eyebrow as Morgan continued, every word she spoke lacked her usual sardonic restraint. "Last night I was all over Zach. Every hint. Every gesture. Talked about all of his kinks, and he just... ignored me."
Cory watched her reach for another bottle. Morgan's fingers were tight around the neck of it, her knuckles pale. When Morgan opened up like this, you didn't interrupt. You let her get it out. Cory kept pace beside the cart and waited.
"I mean come on. I know he's had a lot of assignments at work. But what better way to blow off stress? Isn't that what all men want?" She shoved two more bottles into the cart without looking at them. "I mean it's what I want."
She stopped pushing. Her hands stayed on the cart handle but her shoulders dropped. "At least Hunter wants you."
Cory paused, waiting for Morgan to exhale, gaining some control over herself. Cory spoke softly. "Hey it's ok. Let's just breathe a bit. In and out. Hunter and I have a normal sex life. Highs. Lows. Just like everyone else."
Which was a lie, and an easy one. Their connection had always run hot, but lately it was something else entirely. A charge that terrified and enticed her in equal measure, like a wire stripped of its insulation. She found herself replaying moments with Hunter at odd times during the day, her body responding before her mind caught up. But Morgan didn't need to hear that right now.
Cory cleared her throat. "It's just a period of time for you guys. Right now. But that doesn't mean it's forever."
Morgan took a breath. Then another. "You're right. I know. It's just... ugh." She started pushing the cart again, slower now, her eyes scanning the shelves without really seeing them. "Back in college it was so much fun. I could have anything. Anyone. Anytime I wanted. And don't get me wrong, I love Zach. I do. I just--"
"Well, maybe right now it's just not a priority for him. Doesn't mean that he doesn't feel aligned with you."
Morgan raised an eyebrow. "Aligned? Like, it's me you're talking to. Not some--"
"No no, I mean it. In a serious way. No "woo woo" stuff."
"What aligned means to me is like when I was with James. You know what made him so fucking good? He asked me what felt good. He learned with me. He didn't just assume. He was average in every way. But god, he could listen. He like, could adapt. And when he wanted to fuck me... he didn't ask."
"Well, why don't you just talk to Zach about what you want? I mean straight up. No bullshit."
"I have. He doesn't listen. He's not bad, he's just, well... a terrible communicator. It's like he somehow hears he needs to improve or be better that he thinks I'm putting him down as a man. I'm not."
"Fair point."
"I mean you know me. Who I was." Morgan's voice went quiet. She picked at the label on a jar of olives. "I still can't believe that video got out. It's still kind of scary. Every time I've applied for a job I've been terrified someone would find it. Like, could you imagine if my boss found it?"
"The one with--"
"Yeah. The threesome. Second year of college." She set the olives down, picked them back up. "Fuck, I really should have done a lot less coke."
Cory ugly laughed, holding her ribs. "I'm not used to hearing those words come out of your mouth."
"It's true! God I mean... I sometimes miss it."
"The coke?"
Well." Morgan bit her lip. "I mean, yeah. But no. Just being desired. Like, ok, maybe TMI, but god I could fuck anyone I wanted."
Cory chuckled, nervous and a little awed at whatever dam had just broken inside her best friend. She'd seen Morgan vulnerable before, plenty of times, but never this raw. Never this honest about what she actually wanted. Whatever was going on with her and Zach was serious.
"I get it. But don't you want to be here now? With Zach? Grounded." She grabbed a bag of pistachios off the shelf, something to do with her hands while she chose her words. "We all need that anchor. Something to return to. Right?"
Cory herself knew she felt this way, about Hunter, about the future, about a life that they had wanted for years. While the talk of a family was still infrequent, they both shared the same hope that one day soon they could make that dream a reality. Yet still, that last glimpse of freedom, of wanton expression, worn so clearly on Morgan's face, gave Cory pause. She wondered, given their own ravenous need for each other, if they had somehow missed something. A fear, an undefined voice, resonated in Cory's head, making her wonder if her and Hunter needed something or someone else before they headed towards a better tomorrow. She didn't want to end up like Morgan and Zach, talking through each other, ignoring their carnal needs, speaking with their bodies as much as they did their voices.
Morgan sighed alongside the cart as they patrolled the aisles, grabbing everything they could for an artisan charcuterie board. "Yeah. I'm not saying I don't want to be with Zach. I do. He's a great guy. He's dumb as a fucking rock. But I love that about him. I'm just..."
Morgan trailed off. "Never mind."
Cory followed along, undeterred by Morgan's sudden outburst. They made small talk, trying to push away the unexpected heaviness from before. They even entertained the idea that a 90 Day Fiancé binge with Dafni would be an excellent way to spend a night together. To Cory's surprise, Morgan seemed especially excited about the prospect.
They went to the checkout lane, waiting patiently for a line that seemed to grow from every direction. Far enough ahead, Cory saw Dafni, there was zero chance she could be mistaken, no one else even resembled her in the entire town. Despite Dafni's clear presence, someone that should have drawn all eyes towards her, everyone in line either stayed affixed to their phones or blindly stood, listening to the "beep" of each item being passed to a bagger.
Cory gestured with a nod towards Dafni and elbowed Morgan lightly. "Hey that's Dafni right?"
Morgan looked up from her phone, mid-scroll. Her expression shifted the way it always did around Dafni, something behind her eyes dimming as she took in the woman ahead of them. "Yeah... umm, that's her." She dropped her gaze back to her phone.
Dafni hadn't seen them. She moved through the line without a cart, without a basket, not carrying a single item. She drifted past the register toward the small kiosk near the exit, the one with batteries and travel-size toiletries and impulse buys no one actually needed. She glanced left. Glanced right. Picked up a lighter, slipped it into her purse, and walked out the door.
Cory's mouth fell open. "She just stole a lighter. What the fuck?"
Morgan looked up. "Huh? Dafni? Wait, where did she go?"
"She left. Just grabbed a lighter off the rack and walked out. Like one of those little plastic ones."
Morgan shrugged.
Cory stared at the automatic doors still sliding shut, with Dafni's figure retreating behind it. Cory's eyes rolled. It didn't make sense. Dafni and Luther seemed more than well off. Why would she steal a two-dollar lighter? She wasn't even trying to blend in. Anyone who saw would have immediately been able to point her out.
She couldn't make it fit. It was another mystery in the now long list that was Dafni. She filed it away next to the tattoo, the diabetes comment, and the way Dafni had appeared on an unmarked trail in the middle of nowhere.



The park pavilion sat at the end of a gravel path at the end of the street, surrounded by pine trees that blocked the worst of the afternoon sun. Hunter had driven the car over to setup early. He stood by the grill, his Northwestern cap turned backward as he watched the coals heat up. Cory was working on the picnic table, her black dress hanging loose from her chest, the top of her tattoo barely visible, as she arranged chips and drinks. A handful of neighbors had already shown up. The Hendersons from a few door down stood at the edge of the grass chatting with a couple with a golden retriever whose names Cory couldn't remember, but she was sure Morgan did.


She heard Morgan before she saw her, her laugh cutting through the air followed by the deeper chuckle of Zach. They rounded the bend carrying a cooler between them. Zach was wearing his Titans jersey, Cory couldn't remember a time he wasn't wearing one, while Morgan wore basic jeans and a t-shirt, along with a tiara Cory specifically picked out for her that read: "Birthday Bitch".
"The birthday girl has arrived!" Cory rushed over, pulling Morgan into a hug.
"You didn't have to do all this." Her eyes scanned the pavilion where balloons and banners hung.
"Of course I did." Cory squeezed her tighter. "Hi Zach."
"Cory." He set down the cooler with a grunt. "Brought the good stuff. Well, mostly the good stuff." He laughed at himself. "There's a few bottles of that local shit, but it's mostly Miller Lite."
He opened the cooler, tossing a bottle to Hunter while Morgan smiled and rolled her eyes.
"My man." Hunter looked up from the grill grinning, and caught the bottle. The coolness from the ice a welcome relief to the warmth of the grill. "Cory keeps trying to make me drink craft beer."
"Because it actually tastes like something other than water," Cory called back.
"Did you see the game last week?" Zach asked, parking next to Hunter by the grill. Morgan had asked him to make more of an effort to be social before they left the house. She'd meant to talk to people other than Hunter, but it seemed she should have been more specific.
"They'll be useless for the next hour," Morgan said.
"At least." Cory fished out an Anchor's Away lager at the bottom of the cooler. "But that's fine. More time for us."
Before she had time to suggest what that meant, voices drifted up from the path. Cory's stomach tightened as she recognized Dafni's musical lilt. Luther appeared first wearing khakis and a button-down that looked like it may lose a button at any moment. Her face crinkled before she turned her attention to Dafni. She wore a yellow sundress that only seemed to make her even more radiant.
"We bring wine!" Dafni held up two bottles, grinning. "How you say... too much food probably."
Luther carried a large dish covered in foil. "Spanakopita. An old family recipe."
"You didn't have to bring anything." Cory moved to help, but Dafni was already setting the wine on the table.
"Of course we did. Is Morgan's birthday, no?" Dafni's dark eyes landed on Morgan. "Luther, come. You must meet the birthday girl properly."
The introductions happened in a flurry of handshakes and smiles.
"Your accent is beautiful. Where's it from?" Zach asked as his gaze held Dafni a second longer than appropriate. Cory noticed first, then glanced at Morgan who seemed to be biting a hole through her bottom lip.
"Thank you. It is Greece. Have you been?"
Cory broke away before she could hear his answer. There were still bags of ice in the car that she needed to bring up, along with plates, napkins and a load of other things. She looked back one last time as she reached the bend, she'd hoped that Morgan would follow but she must have been too distracted by her conversation with Luther and Dafni to notice.
While Cory was away, people slowly drifted into smaller clusters. Hunter stayed by the grill sipping his beer in his "100% real meat" apron. Mrs. Henderson and her book club friends sat at the end of the picnic table discussing the latest dark romance they were reading. While Morgan and Zach continued to entertain Dafni and Luther at the far side of the pavilion.
"This beer, is very good. Local, yes?"
"Yeah, Anchor's Away just opened downtown." Morgan answered cheerfully.
"Have you been? It's great. We should go sometime." Zach said, noticing the look Morgan was giving him before quickly adding: "The four of us."
"Yes. We would like that very much."
Morgan's grip tightened around her beer as Zach told the story about how he won the cornhole tournament at Anchor's the first time they went together. He was making an effort, engaging just like she'd asked. But she couldn't help it. Every time Dafni laughed at one of his corny jokes, or his gaze dipped to her chest while he talked, Morgan felt her anger rising.
Morgan tried to rejoin the conversation on more than one occasion, but Zach seemed to only be talking to Dafni. She didn't want to cause a scene, but she couldn't believe how disrespectful he was being, especially on her birthday. She stewed as he leaned in, animated and engaged in a way he hadn't been with her all afternoon. He launched into some story about a bar in Knoxville, his hands gesturing wildly.
Luther stepped forward, from beside Dafni. "I'm sorry, Morgan, dear. Cory mentioned needing some help carrying up the ice and well, I can't seem to find where she parked."
Morgan startled. "What?"
"Would you mind showing me where she parked while these two finish their conversation?"
Morgan glanced back at Zach and Dafni. He was laughing at something she'd said, completely absorbed. He hadn't even noticed Luther talking to her. He hadn't noticed anything about her in the last twenty minutes.
"Yeah. Sure. Let's go."
They walked down the gravel path in silence, Morgan's sandals crunching with each step. Luther matched her pace easily despite his size.
"I should confess something," Luther said after a moment.
Morgan looked at him sideways. "What?"
"Cory probably does need help, but that's not why I suggested this." He saw her eyes narrow as she tried to work out his angle. "You looked like you needed a breather, was all. Away from your husband."
Heat flooded her face. "Oh... I... that's not--"
"It's alright." He kept walking, hands in his pockets. "Marriage is work. Anyone who says different is lying or trying to sell you something."
Morgan giggled, tucking her hair behind her ear. "Princess Bride, really?"
"Ah, a woman of fine taste, I see." He wet his lips, stealing a sideways glance at her.
Morgan caught him looking. A part of her was repulsed, but she swallowed it down. She fought the urge to cross her arms over her chest. She just kept walking beside him, slowing slightly to match his pace.
"It was my favorite movie growing up. I watched it every day after school."
"The quote may be from a movie, but that doesn't make it any less true." His face turned serious. "Dafni and I still fight from time to time." He laughed and shook his head. "Sometimes I think she even picks a fight on purpose. Just to... make up in the end."
Morgan's eyes went wide, heat coloring her cheeks. The pavilion was out of sight now. Just the gravel and the trees and the fading sound of someone else's laughter.
"At least she cares enough to want to fight." She regretted the words as soon as they came out, despite how true they might be. "I didn't mean that. He's just..." She released a frustrated sigh. "I know he means well, but sometimes it's like he doesn't hear me at all. I feel more like his mother than his wife."
"Mmm. Lot of women feel that way. More than you'd think."
"That wasn't exactly reassuring." She gave him a half smile. This close to him she noticed how soft his eyes were. The pale blue sparkling at her behind his glasses.
"Wasn't meant to be. Ain't no sense in tellin' someone to stop feelin' what they're feelin'. They should hear the truth about it."
The truth about it. Morgan dug her foot into the gravel. The truth was that she'd spent forty-five minutes getting ready for her birthday party and Zach hadn't said a word about how she looked. The truth was she'd worn a push-up bra under her t-shirt hoping to get reaction from him and he hadn't even glanced. The truth was the moment Dafni showed up at the party he couldn't take his eyes off her.
"It's important not to forget who you are in a marriage. I've seen it happen a lot over the years."
Cory's car came into view as their pace slowed. In the distance Morgan could just make out her friend's outline as she pulled bags of ice from the trunk of the car.
"Americans, they have this idea that two become one. Like you're supposed to merge into some new person once you say your vows. But the Greeks..." He waved at Cory as they neared. "They understood that a vow to another doesn't mean you stop being who you are." He shook his head. "Your history, your fears your desires those don't just disappear because you said I do."
They reached the car and Luther squatted lifting both bags of ice onto his shoulders. "Reinforcements have arrived."
"You're a life saver," Cory said cocking her eyebrow at Morgan who just shrugged. "Morg, there's a bag in the trunk if you can grab that I can get the one in the front and we should be all set."
"You got it." Morgan's upper body disappeared into the trunk and reappeared with a Save-A-Lot bag filled with paper plates, plasticware, and other party supplies.
"So, what do I do?" Morgan asked as Cory climbed into the front seat to grab another bag.
"Why, it's simple really. You let Zach be who he's going to be. You don't mother him, you don't concern yourself with who he talks to or why. And you do the same. You be the same Morgan you were before you married him. After all, that's the woman he fell in love with, isn't it?"
Her throat felt tight. She wasn't sure if Luther actually knew about her past somehow or if his advice was sincere. But, she thought about sophomore year and all those nights that blurred together in the best way, about that video that still lived somewhere on the internet. Had he seen it? Was that why he was suggesting it?
"You guys ready?" Cory asked, appearing from the front of the car.
"Thank you," Morgan replied. "For the advice."
"Anytime, darlin'."
Cory's eyebrows rose. "What advice?"
Luther gave a toothy smile. "I'll go on ahead. Let you two catchup."
He marched back up the path, a large bag of ice on either shoulder.
"What was that about?" Cory asked when he was out of earshot.
"Girl..."



When they reached the pavilion again, Morgan had fully briefed Cory on her discussion with Luther and they both agreed that while strange, it wasn't the worst advice in the world. Aside from running every morning with Cory, Morgan's life was centered around Zach. She needed to find herself. Maybe not the party girl from college, but a version of herself that didn't revolve around Zach.
Morgan hugged her, then dropped her bag by the picnic table and went back over to where Zach and Dafni were still talking and laughing like they were the closest of friends. She stood next to Luther, and Cory watched the smile appear on his face as Morgan engaged him.
Hunter appeared at her elbow. "Hey, burgers are ready. You want to help me get the toppings situation sorted?" He followed her gaze to the group of new friends. "Looks like those four really hit it off."
"Yeah." She followed him to the grill, her eyes still tracking the group as Hunter transferred the patties to the platter as she held it.
"That's good, right?" He glanced at her while flipping the last burger. "You were worried about them being creepy. Now it looks like you won't be the only source of their obsession or whatever."
"No, you're right. It's great." She forced a smile.
The more she watched Morgan, the more it seemed like her eyes kept finding Luther. It was like he was always around, always just within eyesight even when she wasn't thinking about him. She was definitely not thinking about him. Then there was Dafni. She seemed to be the life of the party, so full of energy, magnetic.
Morgan seemed to really like them. She hadn't left their side since she got to the party. Sure, she came down and helped Cory with supplies, but she did it with Luther. Even now, she seemed to prefer their attention to chatting with Cory.
She shook it off. She was being silly. This was Morgan's birthday. She was being a good host, being social. Cory really should be doing the same.



Soon the party was in full swing. The first cooler of beer was gone, and even Zach was nursing a lager from Anchor's Away. The sun began to set, and the afternoon bled into early evening. People rotated through the food line, paper plates piling high. The spanakopita disappeared fast, everyone making appreciative noises that had Dafni beaming. The Hendersons left first, then the book club friends. The crowd thinned until it was just the three couples and the dying light.
Luther stood, raising his beer bottle. The conversation died as everyone looked at him.
"Before the night ends, I'd like to say something." He paused, ensuring he had everyone's complete attention. "Dafni and I, we've only just arrived here. New faces, new community. It can be daunting." His gaze moved across each face, landing somewhere between Morgan and Cory. "But you've all made us feel so welcome."
He turned his attention fully to Morgan. "Morgan, I've only just met you today, but I can already tell you're lovely. You have such a spirited personality. Why, something tells me we're going to be great friends."
Morgan's hand closed around Cory's, her cheeks flushing. She ducked her head, smiling.
"To Morgan," Luther finished. "And to new friends."
"To Morgan!" Everyone echoed, bottles and cans raised.
"That was sweet of him." Cory heard Morgan whisper to Zach. The hairs on the back of her neck stood up and she cleared her throat, taking a step forward.
"I'd like to say something too."
All eyes shifted to her. Hunter tilted his head like a confused dog. Cory hated giving speeches.
"Morgan, we've been friends for... God, how long now?"
"Too long," Morgan said, grinning.
"Way too long," Cory chuckled. The buzz she was already feeling helped to calm her nerves. "You're like, the person who shows up when I need someone. Who listens when I'm spiraling about work or Hunter's travel or just... you know, life. You're genuine in a way I wish I could be. I love you. Happy birthday."
Morgan's eyes were bright with tears. "I love you too."



After the party, Cory and Hunter stumbled back home, grateful for the short distance between the houses. They laughed, chided each other, slurred their words, and traded mischievous looks under the full moon that communicated only one intention. They both felt it, that carnal need, empowered by alcohol and hours of proximity to people who made their skin hum.
Inside, Hunter grabbed them both Gatorades from the fridge and raised his bottle in a toast. "Here's to trying to get a little sober so we don't wake up with migraines."
Cory chuckled. "Speak for yourself, lightweight."
"Nah. I just don't want a case of whiskey dick."
She gave him an inquisitive look. "That's awful presumptuous of you." She closed the distance between them, her fingers walking up his chest. "I mean, between your welcome home party and your little outing at the strip club, maybe I don't think you need any more... attention."
"Come on babe, you know it wasn't like that. I was just, you know... having fun." He winked at her.
They both laughed, chugged what remained of their drinks, and headed upstairs. They still smelled like their drinks of choice from the evening, layered with the lingering peaty scent of mosquito repellant torches. In the bedroom, crickets chirped outside the open window. No moans, no screams of ecstasy or guttural roars from next door. Just stillness and the gentle drone of the AC.
Hunter teetered as he approached the bed, kicking off his Jordans and peeling off his socks. He stretched and yawned. Cory went into the bathroom to prepare for bed. As she removed her makeup she called out to him.
"So... tell me more about your night at the strip club."
He smiled. Even if she'd seen it, he wouldn't have tried to hide it. "Babe, I mean, you know. It was hotter than I thought it would be. But only because--"
"She looked like me?"
He gulped. "Yeah. Because I wanted her to be... well, you."
"Really?" She leaned against the bathroom doorframe, makeup half removed, one eye still lined with mascara. "You weren't just caught up in the moment?"
He laughed quietly. "I was so fucking hard that if there wasn't a table covering me, Lawrence would have seen it."
She sighed, her reflection smirking in the mirror behind her. "You're so bad. That's all it took? Someone who looked like me to get you hard in public?"
"Fuck, Cor. You just... God, I wish you could have been there. The way they were all looking at her. Like animals. Y'know?"
"I know how men are. What, you don't think I get those kinds of looks on my way to the studio?"
He blinked. He actually hadn't thought about that. Other men looking at Cory. The idea probably shouldn't have made his cock twitch the way it did.
"Come on. I mean, it was just so hot. The way she moved. No shame. Like she embraced it. She had power. Authority. I mean, they're paying her, right?"
"Yeah. I mean, they better be."
Cory wiped the last of the mascara from her eye and studied herself in the mirror. The overhead light was harsh, unforgiving. She could see every imperfection she'd seen since high school. The collarbone that jutted too sharp. The chest she'd spent years wishing were fuller. But tonight, with the alcohol softening everything, with Hunter's lust-filled voice describing a woman who looked like her commanding a room full of powerful men. She didn't hate what she saw looking back at her.
She stripped down to her black bra and panties and stood in the bathroom doorway. No costume. Nothing artificial. Just her.
"Getting lost in your thoughts?" She padded toward where he sat on the edge of the bed. "Maybe you should be more present."
She leaned forward, her legs spread, thighs flexed, one manicured finger tipping his jaw up as she brought her face close to his. He closed his eyes, expecting a kiss. He could feel her warm breath on his lips, but the kiss never came.
His eyes opened. She was already moving. One foot planted next to his thigh, her knee bent as she ran her palm across her chest. Her fingers traced the top of the tree of life, trailing down her flat stomach, across the front of her panties. She curled her fingers against herself and let out a soft moan. He reached for her thigh.
She slapped his hand away. Hard enough that the sound cracked through the room.
"No touching."
He grinned, his breath catching as she wrapped her arms around the back of his neck. Her hips rolled forward, controlling every movement like in her yoga sessions, but stripped of any pretense of instruction. She leaned into him and he could feel the heat radiating off her skin, her cheeks flushed, her pulse visible in her throat. She spun around and pressed her back against his chest, grinding against the rigid outline in his joggers. One arm reached behind her, fingers threading through his hair as she braced herself on his knee.
"Mmm, someone's excited."
She was slow at first, rolling her hips. Then she leaned forward, gripped her own ankles, and flexed each cheek against him in time with the bass still thudding softly from the Bluetooth speaker she'd left on downstairs.
"Holy fuck, Cor. Jesus Christ." His voice was strangled. "You sure that wasn't you at the club?"
She giggled. She didn't know where this was coming from. Maybe Morgan's words had buried themselves deep in her, I could fuck anyone I wanted, or maybe it was the moment, the thrill of knowing Hunter had been watching another woman and still wanting Cory. She wanted to make sure he knew what he had. What was waiting for him every time he came home.
But it was more than that. The dance made her feel powerful. Seen in a way she'd never felt, not even with Hunter. The way Dafni seemed to feel every moment of every day. For the first time, Cory understood something about that. Moving like this, owning the rhythm, refusing to let him touch her, it was powerful. It was sexy. She was just in her body. Occupying it fully.


She stood and turned to face him. His hands were gripping the edge of the mattress, knuckles pale, obeying her rule even though every muscle in his arms strained toward her. She loved that. The control. His need held in check by her word alone.
She stepped back. One step, then two, until the moonlight from the window caught her midsection. The henna tattoos on her stomach glowed amber against her skin. The tree of life between her breasts was half-visible above the line of her bra, its branches sprawling across her sternum.
She kept moving. For him. For herself. She wasn't sure which, but it didn't matter. Her hips moved in slow circles, her arms rising above her head the way they did in mountain pose, but this was better than any meditation. Her fingers trailed down her own neck, across her collarbone, over the swell of her chest. She caught her reflection in the dark window glass, her silhouette framed in moonlight, her body in motion, her face flushed and unfamiliar.
She looked good. The way Hunter had always described her and she'd never seen.
Anyone could see me right now.
The thought should have sent her scrambling for the curtains. A week ago it would have. But right now, swaying in front of the open window with the warm night air touching her bare stomach and the crickets filling the silence between songs, the thought didn't make her want to hide. It made her skin prickle with energy. It was like standing at the edge of a cliff and realizing the fall might feel like flying.
Luther and Dafni's bedroom window was visible across the gap between houses. The shades were open, but the room beyond was dark and empty. They hadn't made it upstairs yet, maybe they wouldn't.
She exhaled. Part of her was relieved. The other part ignored the blinds and kept dancing.
She turned back to Hunter, emboldened, rolling her hips as she unclasped her bra and let it fall. The air hit her chest and turned her nipples to steel but she didn't even flinch. She stood there, topless in the moonlight, and watched her husband's jaw go slack.
"Cor..."
Her knees hit the floor in front of him, parting his legs, her hands sliding up his thighs. She tugged his joggers and boxers down together, freeing him. He was achingly hard, straining toward her before she'd even touched him. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and felt it pulse against her palm.
His hips lifted, his gaze fixed just over Cory's shoulder.
"Cor, babe. The blinds."
"I thought you said you liked it when other people looked at my body." She bit her lip, her eyes locked on his, her hand still wrapped around him. "You were just talking about how hot it was when Lawrence looked at that dancer."
Her heart hammered. Part of her hoped he'd call the bluff. Get up, pull the cord, restore the boundary that had protected her since the day he finally installed them. If he did, she could laugh it off. Chalk it up to the beer and the party and the residual buzz of feeling desirable.
"I just... I mean, if they saw us..."
She rose off her knees, straddled his lap, and pressed her forehead to his. The heat between them was immediate, her center grinding against his length through the thin fabric of her panties.
"If they saw us, what?" She rolled her hips the way she imagined she was the stripper. "Would you be even harder than this?" She ground down against him and felt his cock twitch. "Even harder than at the club?"
She pressed her lips to his, kissing him slowly, nothing like the frantic session before, but fueled by the same desire. Her tongue traced his bottom lip before pulling back just far enough that a string of spit connected them in the moonlight. She lifted her hips and pushed her panties to the side, letting her bare sex glide against his length without taking him in. The contact made them both shudder.
She grabbed his wrist and guided his hand between her thighs, pressing his fingers against the slick heat there.
"Still thinking about the club?" She rocked against his hand, her breath catching. "Do you think she was this wet?"
His fingers moved on their own, filling her and making her moan. She let him feel her for exactly three seconds before pulling his hand away and bringing his glistening fingers to her mouth.
"Ah-ah." She released them with a pop, her hips still grinding. "I told you. No touching." She pinned both his hands to the mattress, leaning forward so her bare chest grazed his shirt. "You just sat there and watched her, right? So sit here. And watch me."
She held his wrists against the bed and rolled her hips, moaning into his ear as his length pressed against the damp fabric of her panties. His jaw clenched, and a vein pulsed in his neck. She could feel how close he was to breaking her rule, the muscles in his forearms twitching against her grip.
"Cor... fuck. Please."
"Please what?" She tilted her head, eyes bright with mischief. "They don't let you touch at the strip club either, do they?" She ground down harder and his hips bucked beneath her. "And we don't want the show to end too quickly."
She braved another glance over her shoulder. Luther and Dafni's bedroom was still dark. Still empty. The warm air drifted through the open window and touched her bare back causing her to roll her hips again.



Hunter couldn't breathe.
Cory was above him, topless and flushed, grinding against him with the open window at her back. He wasn't sure what was hotter, Cory's sexy strip show, or the fact that she was doing it in front of the open window.
It sat in his peripheral vision never truly going away. Dark glass, warm air, the faint outline of the house next door. Every time Cory rocked forward, his eyes drifted past her shoulder. He'd catch himself, drag his gaze back to her face, her chest, the tattoo that he knew Luther had seen. But the window kept pulling.
She was beautiful. She'd never looked like this. So free, so... reckless. All he could think about what Lawrences comments at the club.
I would have bent that bitch over my desk and given her the best fuck of her life.
Cory stood, spun toward the window, then slowly bent forward, running her fingers up her legs. Her ass inches from his face, before dropping it into his lap. His cock throbbed against her. A second longer and he was going to cum.
Beauty should be shared. Appreciated.
Luther's voice threaded through his thoughts, next. His gaze went back to the window. Was he in the darkness hiding? Could he see Cory? He could feel the precum oozing from his tip as Cory climbed back onto him. "Eyes front," she whispered, tilting his chin.
Her nails raked down his chest through his shirt and he sucked in a breath. "Do you want the show to end?" She lifted high onto her knees, then slammed her hips down onto his exposed shaft causing them both to gasp. "Should I walk over and close the blinds so I can remind you why this is better than the club?"
His gaze slipped again to the open window, past the curtains that hung limp on either side of the frame. What if Luther came upstairs? What if he was standing in his darkened bedroom right now, glasses catching the moonlight, watching Cory move the way he'd watched her change that first afternoon. What if he could see her arched back, her bare chest, the confidence she'd never shown anyone before tonight.
Temples were meant to be visited.
Hunter's fingers curled into the sheets. He was harder than he'd ever been in his life. Harder than the strip club, harder than the couch, harder than the morning he'd taken Cory against the wall with Dafni's image still burning behind his eyes.
Cory released his wrists and leaned back, her palms flat on his thighs, her back arching. The moonlight caught the full landscape of her body, the henna, the tree of life, the lean muscle and smooth skin, and for a moment she looked like something out of a painting. Something meant to be displayed.
Then she straightened. Her eyes found his and whatever she saw there made her expression flicker. She glanced once more at the window behind her. Then she turned back to him and smiled.
"Close the blinds." Her breathing was short and choppy. "Then come to bed and fuck me."
He stood on legs that barely held him. His hands were shaking as he grabbed the cord. He hesitated briefly as he looked across the yard at the still empty bedroom. Then he pulled them shut.
He turned back to find Cory already on the bed, lying on her back, her panties already discarded. She pulled her bottom lip between her teeth, her hand between her thighs.
"I'm waiting."
He didn't need to be told again. All thoughts about the window, the neighbors, were completely forgotten. He sank into her warm depths, both of them sighing as she wrapped her legs around his back.
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The cool breeze coming from the vent just above Jon's head seemed to calm him, despite how he fidgeted in his chair. He watched the second hand on the wall clock as he struggled to find the words. Dr. Carson wasn't actually on his side at all.
"I can see you're upset, Jon. Do you want to start over?" Dr. Carson crossed his legs, jotting down another note in his legal pad.
"It just feels like..."
"Deep breath," Dr. Carson reminded him, seeing the way the vein in his neck began to pulse. "Remember, let's focus on the facts first. Then we can talk about how they make you feel and why."
"Fact, yesterday, Wendy and I planned to grab lunch together. Things have felt off with her and I thought..."
"Stick to the facts," Dr. Carson reminded him, calmly.
Jon's hands clenched. He closed his eyes, trying to remain calm. "We planned to grab lunch. But just before we were set to leave, she said she needed to swing by Michael's office. I told her I would wait."
"Very good, Jon. Remember, it's important to think about things through this type of lens. Once you start to cloud it with feelings and interpretations, that's when you start to manifest some of those bad habits we've discussed."
"I waited for at least twenty minutes, but she never came back." His jaw tightened, and he shifted his weight in the chair as he recounted yesterday's events. "I checked my email, went through another proposal. I tried to fill the space while she was out. Finally, I got up and walked to Michael's office. I figured I would intercept her."
"And, did you?"
"No, I thought I heard her voice when I got to his office, but when I knocked and went inside, she wasn't there."
Dr. Carson nodded, waiting for him to continue.
"I asked if he'd seen Wendy, and Michael said I'd just missed her. Then asked me to sit and talk about the director role." Jon paused and brought his nail to his mouth. It was a disgusting habit that he picked up when he started noticing all of the signs with Olivia, but as he chewed, he knew Dr. Carson wouldn't like the next part. "But Michael was acting strange. It was almost like..."
"Facts only," Dr. Carson reminded him, but Jon blew it off.
"It was like he was toying with me. I saw it in his eyes, his smirk. Like he knew something that I didn't."
The pen being placed on Dr. Carson's notepad sounded like a car backfiring. Jon could immediately see the look of disappointment written all over his face.
"And what do you think that was, Jon?" His voice had an edge to it, a roughness that Jon wasn't familiar with. "You think Wendy was hiding in his closet?"
"Of course not, I just--"
"Under his desk? What exactly are you trying to convince yourself of?"
"Jesus, doc. Come on."
Dr. Carson held up a hand. "I know it sounds harsh, but I need you to hear how it sounds when you say it out loud." He removed his glasses, cleaning a smudge that didn't exist.
"You sound like you're taking her side."
"I'm not taking sides, Jon. But I need you to understand that the further you drift from the facts, the more your mind tries to fill in the blanks. And in your case, it always seems to want to show your significant other cheating on you." He put his glasses back on his face, and Jon noticed for the first time how crooked his nose was. "Why do you think that is?"
Fire began building in Jon's chest. He wasn't one to lash out. He knew this was exactly where Dr. Carson was going to go when he told him what happened yesterday. "Fine... fact, when Wendy finally met up with me almost an hour later and I asked her what happened, she acted mad at me. Told me not to worry about it and that I wasn't being supportive. When I asked what she meant she stormed out of the office and told me I never take her seriously. So you tell me, doc. What am I supposed to make of that?"
Dr. Carson was quiet for a long moment, his pen resting idle against his notepad. Jon's leg bounced with nervous energy. He needed answers. Dr. Carson had been great with helping him get through things with Olivia, but now it was like that was the only thing he could see.
"I think," Dr. Carson finally said, his voice measured. "That you're making yourself miserable over interpretations instead of truths. And until you can separate the two, you're going to keep seeing threats that aren't there."
"This isn't like Olivia, doc. This is more than just... paranoia." He leaned over his legs, hoping that getting closer would somehow get his point across. "Where did she go yesterday? And why did she suddenly come back mad at me?"
"And you think that's evidence of--"
"I think people who have nothing to hide don't act like that." Jon sat back in his chair and rubbed his temple, needing Dr. Carson to understand. "She got defensive immediately. Picked a fight for no reason. I asked about lunch, and suddenly I'm the bad guy?"
Dr. Carson made a note, his expression remaining neutral. "Deflection can mean many things, Jon. It doesn't automatically indicate guilt."
"But it can indicate it." Jon heard the desperation creeping into his voice. "You said to look at facts. Fact... she disappeared. Fact... she won't explain where she was. Fact... she immediately made me the problem when I asked."
"Those are facts," Dr. Carson acknowledged. "But they're not the only facts. Did anything else happen over the weekend? How's your working relationship with your wife?"
Jon shifted in his seat, uneasy with where this was going. "It's great, really. She put in a good word for me with Michael, about the open director role."
"That's wonderful, Jon. I'm sure you'd be great in that role." He paused and looked at his notes. "But would that make you Wendy's boss? What does she think of that dynamic"?
Jon chuckled, brushing the question off. "It's fine. We've already discussed it. At first, she thought she might be interested in the role, but I made her realize that she doesn't want the added stress. It would actually help her career," he continued gaining confidence in his assessment. "If she reports to me, I can shield her from some of the political stuff she's not experienced with yet."
Dr. Carson's eyes went wide, and Jon knew he'd said something he shouldn't have. "What now?" he asked, replaying the conversation in his head and not knowing where he messed up.
"Jon." Dr. Carson set his notebook aside and leaned forward. "Let me make sure I'm understanding this correctly. Wendy expressed interest in the director position, and you... talked her out of it?"
"Not talked her out of it. I just helped her see the reality of the situation." Jon's defensiveness kicked in immediately. "She's only been an Account Manager for like a month. She's not ready for that kind of responsibility yet. I was being honest with her about what the role requires."
Dr. Carson nodded. "And how did Wendy respond to this honesty?"
Jon smiled. "She understood. Eventually. I mean, she agreed that I have more experience, that I've been in project management roles before. It just makes sense."
"Jon, help me understand something. You came in here worried that Wendy doesn't think you support her career. And in the same breath, you're telling me you convinced her not to pursue a role she was interested in. Do you see the disconnect?"
Jon opened his mouth to argue, then closed it. His hands gripped the armrests. "I was trying to be helpful. She would have been overwhelmed. You don't understand the kind of stress she's been under lately. The late nights, the trips to New Orleans, and that's just one account."
"Or she would have risen to the challenge." Dr. Carson picked up his pen again. "Jon, being truthful and being supportive aren't always the same thing. Sometimes support means stepping back and letting someone try, even if you're not sure they're ready. Even if they might struggle."
"I've worked there for five years," Jon said, realizing how immature it sounded, but he couldn't help himself. "She's been there for two. And suddenly she's the golden child because of one successful campaign."
"Which brings us back to your earlier concerns." Dr. Carson made another note. "Last session, you mentioned Wendy was dressing differently. Has that continued?"
Jon's stomach tightened. "Yeah. More... attention-seeking, I guess. It's like every day her dresses just get shorter and shorter. She used to hate all the attention. She would spend days looking for shirts that would make her chest look smaller. And now it's like she wants the entire office to see just how good she looks."
"I want to ask you a question, Jon. And before you answer, I need you to really think about it."
His fingers dug into the expensive leather of the chair. "Go ahead."
"Are you jealous of your wife's success?"
The hairs on Jon's arms stood up. Of course, he wasn't jealous of Wendy... was he? He wanted to deny it, to call it outrageous and tell Dr. Carson he wanted to find someone else, but the more he thought about it, the more Dr. Carson's gaze bore into him, the more it made some sense. He was Marcus's golden boy, the man who could do no wrong. But, Marcus was gone now, and in his place was Michael.
"I don't know," Jon finally admitted. "Maybe. I mean, I've put in my dues, and she works one project with Michael, and suddenly there's talk about her taking the director role."
"And that makes you feel...?"
"Like I'm being overshadowed." The words came out raw, unfiltered. "Like everything I've done doesn't matter because Michael has always taken an interest in her and..." His hands unclenched slightly. "But that doesn't mean I'm wrong about her not being ready. Both things can be true."
Dr. Carson sat up a little taller, his eyes flicking to his watch face. "They can. But Jon, what you're describing right now. That sense of invisibility was exactly how you said Wendy felt before she got this big break."
Dr. Carson leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. "I want to try something with you, Jon. A practical exercise we use in cognitive behavioral therapy. Are you familiar with thought records?"
Jon shook his head.
"It's a tool for distinguishing between what actually happens and how we interpret what happens." Dr. Carson pulled out a small notebook from his desk drawer. "I'm going to ask you to keep a journal this week. But I'm going to ask you to use a very specific format."
He opened the notebook and drew three columns across the top of a blank page, labeling them as he spoke.
"Column one: Facts. Observable, verifiable events. Time, place, what was said, what was done. Like a court reporter would document."
He tapped the first column. "Column two: Your interpretation. What you think it means, the story you're telling yourself about those facts." He tapped the second column. "And column three: Alternative explanations. Other possible reasons for what happened."
Jon leaned forward, studying the page. It looked almost like one of the spreadsheets he kept at work.
"So if Wendy comes home late," Dr. Carson continued, "column one would be: 'Wendy arrived home at 8:47 PM. She said she had a late meeting.' That's a fact. Column two might be: 'She's avoiding me. Something's wrong. She's acting guilty.' That's interpretation. And column three would force you to consider: 'She could actually be working late. Her new responsibilities have been overwhelming. She mentioned it's been stressful.'"
"I can do that," Jon said, accepting the notebook. He turned it over in his hands, examining each side of it like it was the key to all of his problems.
"The goal isn't to ignore your instincts, Jon. It's to separate them from the facts. Because here's what I've observed in our sessions. You're very good at building logical arguments for your suspicions. But you're starting with a conclusion and working backwards to support it. This will help you start with the evidence and see where it actually leads."
Jon nodded, already thinking about how he'd organize it. Maybe he could add a fourth column for supporting data points, or a rating system for how certain he felt about each interpretation.
"One more thing," Dr. Carson added. "If you find yourself filling the interpretation column before you've finished writing the facts, stop. That's your old pattern trying to reassert itself. Facts first. Always facts first."
"Facts first," Jon repeated. "Got it."
Dr. Carson smiled and made a final note. "Same time next week?"
Jon stood, tucking the notebook into his messenger bag. "Same time."
"Jon?" Dr. Carson's voice stopped him at the door. "Remember, facts. Not interpretations. Don't let your imagination fill in the blanks."
Jon forced a smile. "Right. Facts only."
But as he walked back to his car, one fact kept echoing: Wendy had disappeared, and when he found her, she'd been angry at him. Dr. Carson could call it deflection all he wanted. Jon knew defensive behavior when he saw it.
He had lunch with Michael soon to talk about the director role. He and Michael had never really seen eye to eye, but at least Michael seemed to be taking his candidacy for the director position seriously.
As he slid into his car, Dr. Carson's question still echoed: Are you jealous of your wife's success?
Maybe. But that didn't make him wrong.



Wendy sipped her coffee in silence as she stared at the dimly lit monitor in front of her. After the success in Memphis, Wendy had to keep her foot on the floor with the marketing blitz. Michael had sent her dozens of contacts in other markets, all eager to see what the buzz was about.
The black dress she'd chosen this morning clung to her thigh as she sat. Instead of tugging at the hem, she slumped back in the chair. She liked the way the brush of cool air against her skin felt. She caught a glimpse of herself in the monitor. The neckline wasn't as low as some of her other choices, but the way it pressed her breasts together, offering a sultry glimpse of cleavage, was enough to make her bite her lip and feel her pulse quicken.
The office was still mostly empty at 7:15. She'd left the house before Jon was out of bed, still too angry to want to deal with him this morning. They'd argued most of last night, with Jon unwilling to understand why she was so upset. After she'd returned from Michael's office late, he'd asked where she went, why she couldn't bother to text him. She hadn't even given him the courtesy of a real excuse. Instead, she fired back at him, calling him selfish and accusing him of not wanting her to succeed.
The guilt she'd expected to feel didn't hit nearly as hard. What she was doing with Michael was wrong. She knew that. But Jon had gone from a supporting partner to someone who consistently made her second-guess herself. He used to champion her ideas, but now it seemed like all he did was question them. When had his support become conditional on her staying smaller than him? Maybe Michael was right. Jon didn't value her. Not anymore. Not since she'd started outgrowing him.
She closed her eyes, intending to push the anger away with deep breathing. Instead, the memory of Michael's office burned behind her eyes. It washed over her, and she let out a low laugh at the absurdity of the situation. How she'd ended up on her knees under his desk. The way his hands felt in her hair as Jon sat on the other side of the desk, lobbying for the position she deserved.
A rush of air left her lungs as her fingertips drew goosebumps on her legs. The terror of almost being caught had somehow enhanced the moment, given it a thrill she didn't know she'd like. Her tongue slipped past her lips as she closed her eyes, her touch drifting up her thigh, feeling the heat of her core as she inched closer.
Michael hadn't even flinched during the entire exchange. He held an entire conversation with Jon while guiding her mouth to his...
A moan escaped her lips as her fingers pressed against the black lace fabric of her thong. She was soaked. She spread her legs, intending to give herself the relief she never got last night, thanks to Jon's need to fight.
A light in the hallway caught her attention, and Wendy sat back up in her chair, clearing her throat. Her heart hammered as she adjusted her dress with shaking hands. Whispered conversation floated into her office as people prepared for their day. The office would come alive soon. She needed to focus on work and not let herself get distracted.
Wendy barely made it through the next email when her phone buzzed on her desk. She glanced down, expecting a text from Jon saying he was sorry, but the name on the screen read Jack Peterson.
A flutter of excitement rippled through her stomach. She and Jack had exchanged a couple of texts yesterday, and now here he was again reaching out.
Jack: After the success in Memphis, the team wants to extend the rollout to Louisville. Thoughts?
She stared at the screen, considering what Michael would say. The heat already pooling in her core intensified as she thought about how Jack brought this decision to her before even Michael.
She typed quickly, before she could second-guess herself.
Wendy: Louisville's ready. Demographics align perfectly with Memphis' success. We can soft launch as soon as you give the word. I have a list of contacts already chomping at the bit to be included in this.
Three dots appeared, then disappeared. Her pulse hammered in her neck as she waited for his response.
Jack: Let's make it happen. I'll have my people set something up.
She smiled to herself, already pulling up a new window on her computer to see who she had contacts with in the Louisville market. Her phone buzzed again, and as she read the message the warmth she felt building in her core spread across the rest of her body.
Jack: Next time I'm in Columbus, I expect you to show me the city, in that Fireball gold dress of course. I'm not sure I can stand another golf outing with Michael.
Wendy: Looking forward to it. Just let me know when.
Her hand shook with excitement as she set her phone down and exhaled slowly. This was real. She'd earned Jack's trust, his respect. Jon may have thought this was a fluke, but he never had the CEO of a major brand like Fireball texting him directly. And soon she'd have Skyline too.
She pulled up the account files for Skyline. She'd spent most of last night memorizing them, but Michael had taught her that even when you thought you knew every detail you should go over it one last time. She took a sip of her lukewarm coffee as she skimmed the screen. He'd been account manager for two years. The first year was solid, ten percent growth in marketing spend, but then it started to fall closer to five. The last note in the file was from a month ago saying they wanted to explore fresh perspectives.
Wendy shook her head. That was code for Trevor failing. She clicked through a couple of their slogans. Each one was a recycled version of the last. They needed something fresh. They needed her.
With a smile, Wendy stood, running her fingers over her dress to ensure there were no wrinkles. The fabric on the dress clung to her skin in a way she was sure Trevor would notice. It would help soften the blow of her taking his biggest client from him.
She knocked on his already open office door, taking note of the way his feet were propped up on his desk, and he was swiping on his phone. Trevor looked every bit the part of someone coasting on past successes. He looked a little older than thirty, his dark hair styled in a way that made it look messy. His dress shirt wrinkled at the elbows, tie loosened. She could tell that at one point in his life he'd been a ladies' man. Now he was just living in the shadow of who he used to be.


The smirk on his face suggested he hadn't figured that out yet.
"Wendy, to what do I owe the pleasure?" He removed his feet from his desk, his eyes traveling over her body just the way she'd predicted. Just three short months ago, that would have made her skin crawl. Now she welcomed it, knowing it would dull his reaction and keep him on his back foot.
"Sorry for dropping in unannounced," she said with a smile, despite the fact that Trevor's attention never left her chest. "I was hoping to talk to you about the Skyline account."
"What about it?" His gaze never wavered. Not when she crossed the room, not when she sat down, not even when she crossed her legs, allowing her dress to travel higher up her thigh.
"Skyline's underperforming. I want to help you with it." She leaned forward as she said it. Just slightly, enough to where he couldn't help but notice.
"Who told you that?" He finally looked up. His dark eyes bore into hers, more intense than she anticipated. Her stomached dropped, expecting him to be more flustered.
"Does it matter?" She recrossed her legs, more out of nervousness now than seduction. For a long moment, the room was silent, Trevor's heavy gaze throwing daggers at Wendy. Then he laughed. A hearty laugh that made him throw his head back and close his eyes.
"You know what? You're right. I bet having you on the project would open lots of doors." He stood and moved around the desk. He stopped next to Wendy, his leg brushing hers as he leaned down and whispered in her ear. "So is that how you got the Fireball account? Everyone thought you were this rockstar with a mind for the business, but I see you now." His fingers moved toward her exposed neckline, and she swatted his hand away with a gasp.
Wendy's stomach tightened. "I'm not sure what you--"
"Come on, sweetheart. Don't play the sweet and innocent card. Not after the way you just walked in here." His eyes dragged down her body again, slower this time. Demeaning. "I get it now. Michael's mentorship. The fast promotion. The whispers about making you director." He brushed her hair away behind her shoulder. "I'm not judging. I'm actually impressed. You played it smart."
The words hit like ice water. She stood fast enough that her chair rolled backward into the wall.
"Excuse me?" Her right hand found her ring, giving it four nervous spins.
"We both know how this works." He moved closer, his voice dropping. "You want Skyline? I'll hand it over. But there's a... consultation fee." His gaze locked back onto her chest, and he licked his lips. "Professional courtesy between colleagues."
Her blood went hot. "Are you kidding me? I earned that account because I work my ass off."
"After all, if Michael's enjoying the benefits of your... collaboration, why shouldn't the rest of us get a turn?" He smiled. "Or is there a waitlist I should get on?"
Wendy's vision tunneled. "Fuck you, Trevor."
"That's the pl--"
She turned and slammed the door before he could finish. Tears burned the corners of her eyes as she rushed to the bathroom. She'd never been so humiliated before in her life. How dare he say those things to her, about her.



The cold water was refreshing on Wendy's face, but it did little to cool the fire of rage burning inside her. Her plan had completely backfired. Not only had Trevor seen through it, but he had humiliated her, making her feel like nothing but a common whore.
I see you now.
He was wrong. He was only seeing what he wanted to see. Maybe dressing that way to get a response out of him was a mistake, but he was completely clueless about who Wendy was. She'd earned everything she'd gotten so far.
Except.
The heat low in her belly responded before her mind could process it, and she hated herself for it. A part of her... a very small part, actually, envisioned a scenario where she went back in there. Where she dropped to her knees in front of Trevor and told him she was taking the Skyline account by any means necessary. Not because Trevor deserved anything from her. He was scum. But because some dark corner of her mind, the corner she thought Gold Dress Wendy controlled, told her how easy it would be. That she's already crossed so many lines. What was one more?
She bit her lip, her nipples hardening as she thought about the smug look on his face, the way he would taunt her while she took him in her throat.
No. She splashed more water on her face, banishing the thought. She wouldn't do that, of course. Trevor was just another version of Richard Clemens. Another man who looked at her and saw nothing but a body to be used. Tits and ass in exchange for an opportunity. Trevor was offering nothing but his bloated ego and the same account she could take by force.
She wasn't that scared eighteen-year-old anymore, grateful for scraps. She was Wendy fucking Taylor, and she didn't negotiate from her knees... unless that's what she chose to do.
She stared at herself in the mirror, tugging at the neckline of her dress in hopes it would cover some of her cleavage.
What would Michael do?
The question came to her without conscious thought. He was an expert at getting what he wanted, at shutting people down when they tried to make some grand challenge. She took a breath, reapplying some of her mascara that had smeared off. Then it hit her.
Michael would find leverage. He would dig for evidence, or dirt, or anything he needed to back someone like Trevor into a corner. Wendy had gone about this all wrong. She thought she could charm her way into Trevor giving up his biggest account. Michael wasn't a charmer. He was a bulldozer.
She straightened, checking her mascara one final time in the mirror. Somewhere in those Skyline files was a weakness. A discrepancy. Something Trevor didn't want anyone to see. And when she found it, she'd make him beg to hand over that account. She smiled at her reflection. I see you now too, Trevor.



Wendy's jaw was still tight from her encounter with Trevor as she stormed back to her office, her heels clicking against the tile. Despite having a plan to bring that smug asshole down a peg, she was still fuming about his allegations. Like Wendy had somehow taken a shortcut to get where she was.
I see you now.
Her fingers curled into fists. He only saw what he wanted, just like every other man before him who doubted her. Well, if he wanted to see her, she was more than capable of making that happen.
As she rounded the corner, she spotted Jenny diligently working on something from her computer in the bullpen.
"Jenny." Wendy's voice came out sharper than intended, and the younger woman's head snapped up. "Are you free? I have my first assignment for you."
Jenny's eyes widened. "Absolutely."
"Good." Wendy gestured toward her office and the young associate quickly gathered her notebook and pen, rushing to fall into step with Wendy. "I need you to pull every piece of data you can find on the Skyline Chili account. Client communications, quarterly reports, revenue projections, everything."
"Skyline? But that's Trevor's--"
"I know whose account it is." Wendy cut her off, relieved to see Jon wasn't in the office waiting for her. "Can you do it or not?"
Jenny straightened, the eagerness that Wendy once hated now almost endearing. "I can do it. What am I looking for?"
Wendy paused at her desk, considering how much to reveal. She didn't trust Jenny, not yet anyway.
"I'm not sure," she said finally. "But I think you'll know when you find it." Jenny's eyes lit up like she understood the subtext perfectly. Wendy hoped that was true, but just to be sure, she added. "And Jenny? This stays between us. No one else needs to know what we're working on. Not yet."
"Of course." Jenny was already scribbling notes, that hungry look in her eyes that Wendy recognized all too well. The need to prove herself. To be seen as more.
"Get me everything you can by lunch," Wendy said, settling into her chair.



When Jon arrived at The Guild House on High Street ten minutes early, he expected to beat Michael there. As he neared the host stand to announce his arrival, he was stunned to hear Michael calling out to him from a back corner table.
He walked past the full bar, scanning the impressive display along the mirrored wall as he ran through his talking points in his head. The tightness in his chest intensified as he made the slow walk past the tables covered in expensive white tablecloths and silverware. He'd planned to get here first, to run over the data for his last six months before Michael arrived.
"There he is! I was wondering when you were going to show up." Michael stood as he approached, extending his hand. His grip was firm, almost crushing. "Hope you don't mind, I got started a little early while I waited." Michael gave him a wink, nodding at the empty glass of scotch. He raised his hand to flag down the waiter. "Let me get you one."
"Oh, um... no thanks. It's a little early still."
Michael's smile faltered, his eyes growing dark as he sat back down, his bulk pushing into the table. "My father once told me when a man offers you a drink, especially your boss, it's rude not to accept."
The silence seemed to stretch forever as Jon stumbled over something to say. He hadn't even sat down yet and he was already blowing it, and all over something as dumb as drinks. He knew Michael could be juvenile, but surely he wouldn't hold that against him once he saw the numbers.
"I didn't mean..."
Michael's smile reappeared and he waved his hand in front of Jon. "Eh, what the hell did he know. The man drank himself to death." He laughed, his belly shaking. "Sit, sit. I'm just busting your balls. Get whatever you want."
Jon settled into his seat, relief washing over him. The waiter appeared instantly and Jon ordered water with lemon. When Michael ordered his second scotch Jon worried that his professionalism might somehow cost him more than it should.
"So," Michael said, his gaze as intimidating as ever, despite the alcohol. "Tell me, why do you think you're the best man for the job? When we spoke yesterday, you seemed very sure of yourself."
"Well, it's like I was saying yesterday. I think the data will show--"
Michael shook his head and chuckled under his breath. "Always with the numbers." The waiter returned, placing drinks on the table.
"Did you have time to look over the menu? Can I get you started with any appetizers?"
Jon grabbed the menu off the corner of the table and was about to ask the waiter to give them a minute.
"I'll take the lamb burger, with a side of fries and charred carrots. He'll have the skirt steak with fries. We're trying to put some meat on those bones."
Both Michael and the waiter laughed at the rib aimed at Jon as he sat there red-faced. He was hoping to just order a salad, but after the alcohol debacle, he figured it was best to keep his mouth shut and eat the steak. He returned the menu to the waiter with a smile. He didn't understand how yesterday's meeting with Michael could go so well, and this one felt like such a failure.
"You know what the best years of my life were, Jon?" Michael took a sip of his scotch as Jon sat in silence, unsure how to answer the rhetorical question. "When I was training young talent. Seeing the passion in their eyes, the way the industry started to click for them. It's what made me such a great leader."
Jon nodded, chewing on the inside of his cheek. Great leader was certainly a stretch, but Jon couldn't deny that, despite Michael's directness, he did seem to be climbing the corporate ladder.
"There was this kid, it must've been fifteen years ago now. Came in as an associate, bright but raw. Couldn't read a room to save his life." Michael's scowl faded, replaced by a warmth Jon hadn't seen before. "Everyone else wrote him off. But I saw something. Took him under my wing. Taught him how to listen, how to watch for the subtle cues clients give you."
"What happened to him?"
"VP at some fancy bank now. Makes three times what I do." Michael laughed. "And you know what? That feels better than any deal I've ever made. Because I built that."
Jon straightened slightly. If mentorship was this important to Michael, maybe that's what he needed to emphasize. He'd brought data showing his project completion rates, his efficiency metrics, and his cost savings. But maybe Michael wanted to see something else.
"The thing is, I've been so focused on Fireball, I've neglected building the next generation." Michael leaned forward. "And that's a problem, because guys like you and me? We don't just manage projects. We create legacies. That's why I've taken such a liking to Wendy. She makes me feel young again."
Jon didn't even register the last part. He was too focused on the acknowledgment. Guys like you and me.
"As director, you'd be expected to grow the next batch of superstars. Is that something you're comfortable doing? Building new talent?" Michael picked up his scotch and let the liquid slosh around in the glass as he stared at Jon.
Jon's throat tightened. He'd prepared a whole presentation about his quarterly metrics, but none of that mattered to Michael. "I've always believed in letting the work speak for itself."
"Exactly. But how do we scale that? How do we take what you do naturally and teach it to the next generation?" Michael paused. "Because the analytics, the technical skills, the way you can get a beat on a situation in seconds just by looking at the numbers, that's something nobody else has."
Jon's pulse was racing. He didn't know if this meeting was going well or incredibly poorly. One second Michael was berating him for not ordering a drink, then he was praising his technical abilities. He couldn't make sense of any of it.
The waiter appeared with their food. The steak placed in front of Jon looked like it was big enough to feed two, and Jon's stomach immediately started to twist in pain.
"Let me tell you about my real turning point," Michael said. "I found a junior account manager who was struggling. Nobody else wanted to bother with her, they all said she asked too many questions, second-guessed herself. But I saw something. Spent my lunch hours teaching her." He smiled at the memory. "Six months later, she was running circles around people who'd been there twice as long. That's how you build a department."
Jon sensed the conversation moving toward something specific. "I've actually been thinking about that. I brought some data that shows--"
"The analytics are great, Jon. Your numbers are always solid." Michael's tone was gentle but dismissive. "But let me ask you something. When you look at our junior staff, what do you see?"
The question caught Jon off guard. "They um... they're solid. They just need some direction, but there's potential there."
"Exactly. And that's the gap." Michael paused, taking a bite of his food and savoring the taste. If Jon thought his burger was enough for two, Michael had enough food in front of him to feed a small army. "We've got creative talent, Wendy's proof of that," he said with his mouth full. "She's a creative genius. But we're weak on analytical infrastructure. We need people who can teach the discipline, the methodology." He paused. "People like you."
Jon's chest expanded, an idea starting to form in his head.
"I've noticed some of the newer associates struggling with the analytical side," Jon offered. "They're enthusiastic, but they don't have the foundation."
"Yes! That's exactly it." He grabbed a handful of fries, and shoved them into his mouth. "What you can teach is the framework. How to turn gut feelings into actionable data."
"Maybe I can start working with some of the junior associates," Jon said, finding his momentum now. "Build out their analytical capabilities. Maybe develop a formal training program."
Michael's smile was slow, satisfied. "That's a great idea. I can't believe I didn't think of it myself." He finished his drink. "Got anyone in mind?"
Jon thought for a minute, running through the catalog of associates in his head. Most of them were still pretty green, and just kept their head down. All but one.
"What about Jenny? You must remember her from the promotion ceremony. She seems bright, eager to learn."
Michael chewed on a carrot as he pretended to try to remember who Jenny was. "Brown hair, she took a picture with us or something, right?"
"That's her, Jon said with a little too much enthusiasm. "I think she has a ton of potential."
Michael smiled. "I'm sure she does. You know, I said almost the exact same thing about Wendy when she first started. Bright. Eager to learn. So much potential." His eyes met Jon's. "And look how well that turned out."
Jon felt something cold slide down his spine, but the waiter chose that time to deliver the check, as Michael pushed the last of his burger into his mouth. His work here was done.
"I'm sure whoever you decide to take under your wing will be great." He smiled, patting his lips with his napkin. "You're very... trusting. That's a good quality in a teacher."
The rest of the lunch continued with minimal conversation. Jon was already planning ways to help Jenny and make sure she understood how important the data was in their line of work. Despite the rocky start, the lunch had been a huge success. It sounded like Michael could see all the good Jon could do in the director position, all he had to do was teach Jenny the right way to do things and it would be all but guaranteed.
He pulled out his phone and began to text Wendy the good news, then paused. He thought about what Dr. Carson had said, about the way Wendy had acted. He'd tell her tonight. Once she had calmed down and had time to realize he was right, and this was best for both of them.



Wendy's vision was beginning to blur as she scrolled through another quarter of Skyline's marketing reports. She'd been at this for two hours now, cross-referencing Trevor's submissions with client correspondence, looking for a complaint, missed deadlines, anything she could use as leverage.
Jon stood from his computer and slipped his computer bag over his arm. "I have an appointment with Dr. Carson and then lunch with Michael," he said, barely looking in Wendy's direction. He checked his watch. Just after nine. Plenty of time to get there without rushing.
Her chest tightened with guilt. She hated leaving things unresolved. She wished he could understand why she felt so unappreciated, why every time he brought up trying to protect her, it just angered her more. Perhaps Dr. Carson could get through to him, and make him understand how inconsiderate he was being. If that didn't work, she would transform the Skyline account right after she pried it from Trevor's disgusting grip. Maybe then Jon would see her success wasn't just a fluke.
"Be careful," she said, before refocusing on the computer and letting Jon leave.
She'd make this right with Jon. Once he saw her as an equal, once he understood what she was capable of, everything would fall into place.
The words on screen began to jumble, and Wendy closed her eyes, rubbing them with the heels of her hand. A soft knock on the door saved her from having to look at the flashing cursor any longer.
"Come in."
Jenny hurried in, her laptop tucked under her arm as she hurriedly pushed the door closed behind her.
"Okay," she said, already pulling up spreadsheets on her laptop. "I went through the data the best I could without knowing exactly what I was looking for. The quarterly reports and initial performance are just what we'd expect, a ten percent growth in marketing spend the first year, solid client engagement, all the standard metrics."


Wendy leaned back in her chair, frustration building. "So you found nothing then? This was a complete waste of time?"
"Well--" A smile formed on Jenny's lips. "I thought so too at first. But then I pulled the raw CRM data." She opened another window, placing it side-by-side with Trevor's submitted reports. "And... this doesn't make sense."
Wendy's breath caught as she leaned forward, scanning both screens. The numbers didn't match.
"His quarterly reports show consistent ten percent growth," Jenny said, pointing to Trevor's submissions. "But the actual client data, the real engagement metrics, the raw spend numbers..." She highlighted the discrepancies. "Six-point-eight percent in Q3. Five-point-two in Q4."
"Pull up the last four quarters," Wendy said, her heart hammering against her ribs.
One by one, the discrepancies appeared. Each report Trevor had submitted painted a picture of steady growth. But the raw data told a different story. January: 12% growth. February: 4%. March: 11%. April: 3%.
"He's averaging them out," Wendy whispered. "Making it look consistent when he's actually hemorrhaging engagement."
Jenny's eyes went wide. "I... I don't get it. If the final number is the same, why lie?"
Wendy sat up a little taller, looking down at the young associate, at least ten years her junior. She had so much to learn about this world, so much that Wendy could teach her. But would she be loyal? That was a question Wendy couldn't answer, not yet. So, she kept her answer simple.
"The final numbers don't tell the whole story," Wendy said carefully. "Leadership wants to see consistency. Predictability. Trevor's been smoothing out the chaos to hide the fact that he's losing control of the account."
She met Jenny's eyes. "And the last two quarters? They're worse than anyone knows. Skyline's probably already talking to competitors."
"So what do we do now?"
"Nothing. I'll handle it from here," Wendy said, rising from her chair.
"But I thought--"
"This was excellent work, Jenny. Really excellent." Wendy's hand slid up to Jenny's shoulder, giving it a squeeze as warmth spread through her chest. "You have a sharp eye for detail."
The younger woman's face flushed slightly under the touch, her smile widening. "I'm just glad I could help. You make all of this look so easy. It's like you know exactly what to do."
Wendy's entire body was aflame. Why could someone as green as Jenny see what Jon couldn't?
"I had a good mentor. Hopefully I can give you that same level of guidance."
As Jenny left, Wendy stared at the split screens, Trevor's lies laid bare in black and white. Her fingers found her wedding ring, spinning it once, twice, three times, four.
Trevor wanted to see her? He was about to get a much closer look than he'd bargained for.



Wendy's pulse raced as she made her way back to Trevor's office. She could still hear his smugness in her head, could still feel the way he looked her over like she was some piece of meat. When she got to his office, the door was open, his feet still up on his desk like he didn't have a care in the world. She took a deep breath and strolled inside, not bothering to knock. This would be the day he learned Wendy wasn't someone you crossed.
He looked up from his phone, the same smug smile that etched into her memory now spread across his face as she entered. It was clear to her now that he was trying to project Michael's brand of confidence, but he couldn't pull it off. His tie was loosened, the top button of his shirt undone. But instead of projecting arrogance, it reeked of desperation and mediocrity.
"Well, well." He set his phone down slowly, leaning back in his chair. "Back so soon? I was starting to think you couldn't handle the big leagues."
Wendy lips curved seductively, as she made a show of closing the door behind her. The soft click made her throat go dry with anticipation.
"The way you left was very disrespectful." He licked his lips, his gaze pinned on her chest. "You're going to need to do a little extra for that." He pushed out from behind his chair, patting his lap for Wendy to come sit.
The power flowing through her veins as she crossed the room was stronger than the hardest of drugs. She rubbed her thighs together as she walked, her hips swaying in a seductive dance.
Heat bloomed in Wendy's core--not desire, but something darker. Power. She could feel it thrumming through her veins as she crossed the room, her hips swaying with deliberate purpose. Trevor's smile widened, his tongue darting across his lips.
She stepped between his legs, her chest at eye level with him. She was close enough now that she could smell the cheap cologne he was wearing. It was all she could do not to laugh as she leaned forward and watched his eyes nearly pop from his head.
"I've been thinking about what you said all morning." She leaned forward, pressing her palms flat against the wall behind him. The position pushed her breasts together, and she was sure she saw drool hanging from his lip. "You're absolutely right. I shouldn't have come in here and acted the way I did earlier."
"Damn right." His voice cracked, and he cleared his throat. "I knew you'd see reason."
"The thing is..." she ran her fingers through his hair. "I kept asking myself, what would it take? What would I have to do to get what I want from you? I mean, I'm a married woman after all." She batted her eyelashes and licked her lips, moving her face closer to his.
Trevor's breathing had gone shallow. "I think we both know the answer to that."
Wendy moved to stand directly in front of him, between his knees. Her hand lifted to his tie, fingers toying with the loosened knot. Trevor's pupils dilated, his hands moving to her hips.
The sheer forbidden nature of his hands on her made her gasp. Her hand slid across his chest, feeling his heart hammering beneath her palm. "Let's talk terms, shall we?"
"I'm listening." Trevor's hands slid higher on her hips, thumbs brushing the curve of her waist.
She felt him hardening against her thigh as she pressed closer. The power of it made her dizzy, made heat pool low in her belly.
"Jesus, Wendy. Had I known this was all it took to get you between my legs, I would have done it years ago."
She stepped back abruptly, leaving Trevor straining forward, confusion flickering across his face. "If you weren't such an asshole..." Wendy moved to the other side of his desk, crossing her legs slowly as she opened her laptop.
"What--"
"We should probably talk about Skyline," Wendy said, as casually as if they were discussing the weather. "I've been looking at the numbers. Impressive, really."
Trevor blinked, trying to process the shift. His hands moved to adjust himself, and Wendy smiled. "I... what?"
"Your numbers." She tapped the top of the screen. "For the Skyline account. They're very interesting."
The hunger in Trevor's eyes began to cool, as he tried to make sense of what was happening. "I thought you wanted to talk terms--"
"Oh, I do." Wendy pressed a couple of keys and slid her laptop across the table where he could see it. "So here are my terms. You give me Skyline, and no one learns that you've been lying in your reports."
"What the hell are you--"
Wendy's smile was sweet, almost sincere. "Your quarterly reports show beautiful, consistent growth. Ten percent, like clockwork. But the raw data?" She leaned forward. "January, twelve percent. February, four percent. March, eleven. April, three."
Trevor's face went pale. "Those numbers are out of context--"
"Oh that's good. Because when I run the actual analysis, it shows you've been averaging out the chaos to hide the fact that you're losing control of our flagship account. You've been cooking the books, Trevor."
Trevor was shaking now, his shoulders slumped, unable to hide his concern. "What do you want?"
"I told you. I want Skyline. You can send Michael an email right now. Tell him you're overextended and you'd like me to take over Skyline."
"Are you fucking kidding me?"
"Frame it as you being a team player. He'll respect that." Wendy crossed her arms. "Or don't, and I can send Michael my analysis, and you explain why you've been committing fraud."
"This is extortion."
"No. This is me playing the game the same way you tried to. Only I'm better at it." She gestured to his computer. "Send it, Trevor. I'll wait."
It was hard to keep the smile from her face as she watched Trevor type out the email. Her entire body tingled, goosebumps covering her body with excitement.
After the final keystroke, Trevor pushed away from his computer. "Done," he said, flatly.
"Pleasure doing business with you, Trevor." Wendy closed her laptop and stood.
"When did you become such a cutthroat bitch?"
The words should have stung. Instead, they washed over her like validation.
"Funny how when you thought you held all the power, you didn't see it that way."
She walked out, letting the door close softly behind her. Her entire body was alive as she rushed toward Michael's office to tell him the news.



Wendy's steps seemed to match her breathing, choppy and uneven, as she rushed down the hallways toward Michael's office. Every brush of her dress against her skin filled her body with an electric current that pooled the heat of her body around it. She couldn't wait to see Michael's face when she told him exactly how she got Trevor to give her the Skyline account. How she'd used his own arrogance against him.
Disappointment washed over her as she got to his office only to see the door shut and the lights off behind the frosted glass. She checked her phone. His lunch with Jon had ended hours ago. Jon had already left for the day, something about preparing for what he and Michael had discussed. She was sure she'd hear all about it when she got home.
She realized she was still standing in front of his office, frozen, her hand gripping the locked handle as if she were unable to move. She glanced next door to Brian's office. He was gone for the day as well, and she wondered if anyone other than her did any actual work around here. As she began walking back toward her office, an open office door caught her eye. The director's office.
The disappointment she'd felt washed away, replaced by a flutter of anticipation, or righteousness. She glanced over her shoulder to ensure no one was watching, then slipped inside.
The space was just as she'd remembered it from the weeks of meeting Michael in here. She ran her finger over the mahogany desk, silently cursing the cleaning crew who had allowed it to collect dust. The massive leather chair behind the desk welcomed her, like a siren at sea.
The leather wrapped around her as she sank into it, pulling her deeper. She let out a long, slow sigh. After everything she'd accomplished with the Fireball campaign, after what she was about to accomplish with Skyline, there was no longer any doubt. This was her rightful place. She deserved this seat. Michael knew it. Soon Trevor would be forced to acknowledge it. And eventually, Jon would have to face the truth too.
Her chest tightened at the thought of him.
He'd dismissed her. Reduced all of her success to nothing but luck. Her jaw clenched. They needed to have a conversation. A real one about dreams and aspirations. She couldn't let her own husband be the reason she failed.
She took another deep breath and closed her eyes. Behind her lids, she saw Trevor's face when she'd stepped back into his office. The confusion, then the dawning horror as he realized he'd been played. The way his hands had trembled as he typed that email, surrendering his biggest account with every keystroke.
Heat bloomed low in her belly, causing her to flex her thighs. She glanced at the unlocked door.
But she couldn't help herself. She could still feel how excited he'd been when she pressed against him. When he thought he was going to get exactly what he wanted. He was eating out of the palm of her hand.
I see you now.
Her hand drifted to her lap without conscious thought. Her thighs pressed together as she remembered the look in his eyes. The desperation. The pathetic eagerness, the certainty that he'd won.
Her fingers slipped beneath the hem of her dress, trailing up her inner thigh and leaving goosebumps in their wake.
Where the hell was Michael? She needed to tell him how masterfully she'd exploited Trevor's weakness. How completely she'd blindsided him with those numbers when he'd been too busy staring at her chest to see the trap closing around him.
"Ahhh," Her middle finger pressed against the front of her panties, and found them soaked.
She'd won. Completely and utterly. Trevor was never going to challenge her again.
Her breathing grew heavier as her right hand gripped the cool fabric of the armrest, her dress now bunched around her hips. She should stop. Should go home to Jon and tell him about her victory, and let him see that she was capable of so much more than he gave her credit for.
But her body was still buzzing from the lingering adrenaline of the confrontation.
Just for a second. Just to take the edge off.
She pulled the wet fabric of her underwear to the side, her finger delicately tracing her slick folds.
"Mmmm, God."
She writhed in the chair. She could still feel the heat of Trevor's manhood pressed against his thigh. She could still see the cocky smile on his face, could still feel his grubby hands sliding over her hips.
Was this who she was now? Had she allowed Gold Dress Wendy to take over so much that she got off on manipulating men like Trevor?
It wasn't about Trevor specifically. It was about the power. The rush of being underestimated and then crushing someone's assumptions. Of being in complete control of a situation, of making a man see her as nothing but tits and ass, then proving she was so much more, while simultaneously proving she didn't need to be.
Her finger circled faster. She tried to will herself to think of Jon. To remember his hands on her body, his mouth on her neck, the way he used to look at her like she was capable of anything. Instead, she saw Trevor's face when he'd realized she'd played him. When the arousal had drained from his expression and been replaced by fear.
Her phone buzzed on the desk, making her jolt up and break her spiral.
Wendy jerked her hand away, face flushing as she grabbed for it. Michael's name lit up the screen, and her heart lurched.
She stared at it for a beat, trying to steady her breathing before answering. Her finger was still slick with her juices, and glistened in the fluorescent light as she hit answer. "Hey."
"I just got an interesting email from Trevor." Michael's voice was warm, approving, and it sent searing heat straight to her core. "I knew you could do it."
Pride swelled in her chest, mixing with the arousal still humming through her system. This was what she needed. What she'd been craving all day. Someone who understood what she'd accomplished. Who saw her capabilities instead of her limitations.
"Thank you. I came to the office to find you, but you were already gone."
There was a pause, and for a second, Wendy thought maybe he'd lost connection. "And why did you come looking for me?"
The question caught her off guard and her grip on the armrest tightened. "I... what?"
"The question is simple, Wendy. You knew Trevor sent the email, so why did you come to look for me?"
Because Jon wouldn't understand. Because he would find some way to diminish what she'd done, to explain why it wasn't as impressive as she thought. Because Ava was gone. Because she was alone in this except for Michael, and she needed someone to tell her she was doing what was needed, necessary. That she wasn't losing her mind, and this was all part of the game everyone else was playing.
Because Michael was the only person who got her.
She chewed at her bottom lip. "I just wanted to tell you firsthand. I thought you'd want to know the details."
Michael chuckled, and even through the phone, the sound made her nipples harden. She hated herself for it.
"You mean you wanted to celebrate." It wasn't a question.
"No. I--"
"Where are you right now?"
Something in his tone made her pulse quicken. "I'm... in the office. The director's office."
"That's a good girl." Something about the way he said it made her thighs clench. The ding of his car in the background made it sound like Michael had arrived wherever he was going. Wendy wondered if maybe he'd come back to the office. If he was asking where she was so he could join her. She felt her juices slide down the inside of her thigh.
"And what exactly were you doing in that office before I called?"
Her breath caught. The way he'd said it, like he already knew. Like he could see her even through the phone. She actually looked around the small, empty space just to ensure he wasn't standing there in the shadows watching her.
"I already told you. I wanted to tell you about Trevor--"
"That's not what I asked." His voice dropped lower. "What were you doing when your phone rang?"
The silence stretched between them. Wendy's fingers were white from gripping the armrest, her body hyper-aware of every sensation. The cool leather beneath her thighs. The fading afternoon sun warm through the window. The persistent ache between her legs that Trevor's humiliation had sparked and that she couldn't quite extinguish.
Lie. Just lie.
"I was..." She couldn't say it.
Her face burned with embarrassment. How could he possibly know? Had he seen her somehow? Was there a camera in this office she didn't know about?
"Weren't you?" His voice was patient, certain.
"Yes." The admission came easier than it should have. It wasn't really a bit deal, was it? It was just endorphins. Adrenaline. Stress relief.
"Is that why you came looking for me? Because you knew that I'm the only one who can give you what you need now?"
Humiliation washed over her, and she shook her head to try to convince herself he was wrong, her free hand already making its way back between her legs. "Don't be ridiculous," she said without any real conviction. "I just wanted you to know--"
"To know just how capable you are? To know that you are a far better account manager than Trevor or anyone else in this company?"
Her breathing grew ragged as she applied steady pressure to her bare pussy. The rational part of her brain told her this was a mistake. That she had been too transparent and walked right into Michael's trap. But, she wasn't listening to that part of her brain right now.
She needed this. Deserved this validation after everything she'd accomplished today. And it wasn't really cheating if they weren't touching. Phone sex was just... mutual masturbation. People in long-distance relationships did this all the time. It didn't mean anything. It was just a release valve for the stress and tension of the day.
"Yesssss," she whispered giving herself permission.
"That's your chair, Wendy. We both know you're the only one who deserves it. We both know you're the baddest bitch this world has ever seen."
"Ohhh fuck, Michael." Her middle finger dipped into the inferno between her folds, drawing her hips off the leather.
"You still think about that night, don't you? At the hotel?"
"Uhh," she whined, because despite herself, her mind was back there. The weight of Michael on her. The stretch. The way he'd made her feel things Jon never had.
Tears pricked the corners of her eyes even as pleasure built in her core.
"You're playing with yourself right now, thinking about it. Thinking about how good my dick felt."
The heat coming from her core was liquid fire. She pulled her finger from her depths, circling her clit with it as she tried to think of a witty comeback.


"I'm thinking about how you said this seat would be mine in a month."
"That was right before you took my cock so deep that you nearly gagged." The unmistakable sound of a zipper echoed through the phone, and despite everything, Wendy's mouth watered. "You weren't able to get the entire thing in your mouth then... But now."
"Mmmm." Her finger dipped back into her sex, followed quickly by a second. She thought briefly about the office door. She hadn't bothered to lock it. Anyone could walk in now and see her--legs spread, dress bunched around her waist, fingers buried inside herself while talking to Michael on the phone. The thought made her grip tighten around her fingers, and she ran her tongue across her teeth.
"But that wasn't your favorite part of the night was it?"
"Michael, this isn't..." Her thumb brushed across the front of her clit, sending a thousand jolts of pure bliss through her body and causing her to forget her protest.
"Tell me what your favorite part was, Wendy."
Her breathing grew more erratic as her thumb danced across her bud, her fingers dripping with her juices. "I... fuck, Michael."
Her phone buzzed against her ear as she stifled another moan.
"Look at the message I just sent. Maybe it will help jog your memory."
Wendy's hand shook as she put her phone on speaker, lowering the volume and placing it on the desk. The message Michael had sent was a picture. She held her breath as she tapped it.
Michael's cock filled the screen.
Her stomach lurched. She should be repulsed. She should delete it. She should block his number and run straight to HR and confess everything to Jon and beg for forgiveness.
Instead, she stared.
She could see every vein. The tip already glistening with pre-cum. Even his bear paw of a hand, the thing looked massive. His hairy knuckles gripped the base, as his untamed pubic hair curled around the edges.
It was disgusting, but her body didn't care. It remembered how that cock made her feel things she didn't know she was capable of feeling. Had given her pleasure she didn't know existed.
Her legs twitched, her fingers never slowing their assault. "Jesus, Michael. You can't send pictures like that. If Jon sees it--"
"I don't care about your cuck husband, Wendy, and neither should you.
"Don't." Her fingers slowed, anger flaring. "Don't call him that."
"Why not?" Michael's voice carried that maddeningly reasonable tone. "Because it's not true? Or because you don't want to admit it is?"
"He's my husband." But even as she said it, her hand moved again, betraying her words. She didn't want to be having the conversation right now. Her body was on fire and all she wanted to think about was the climax she was chasing. Arguing about Jon wasn't going to help.
"He undermines you at every turn. He doesn't think you can handle that chair. He doesn't think you deserve it."
She chewed on her bottom lip, wanting to tell Michael he was wrong. The anger began to swell, and Wendy moved her fingers faster to drown it out, her hips rotating to spur her on, but Michael was relentless.
"He thinks he's better than you, Wendy."
"Stop." The words came out weak and breathless. Her hips moved faster, flooding Wendy's brain with endorphins.
"But I know the truth, Wendy. He's scared of you. He's scared because he knows you're a better account manager than him. He knows you deserve the director's chair more than him."
"Michael..."
"Jack Peterson respects the hell out of you. Trevor is terrified of you. Hell, just this morning the first thing Brian asked me was how you were holding up with the work load and if you were happy. He knows how valuable you are, Wendy. He needs you."
The anger melted away, and Wendy's mouth hung open in a silent scream, her juices coating her fingers as his praise washed over her.
"Oh fuck. Mhmmhmmmm," Wendy's tongue slipped from her mouth, her face blushed. Her breasts rose and fell with her shallow breaths. The idea that so many powerful people were now talking about her, making sure her needs were met, made her knees buckle.
"I need you, Wendy."
"Oh fuck. Ohhhh, God."
"Just like you need me. Don't you?"
Wendy rocked her hips, one hand expertly working her clit while the other stuffed inside the neckline of her dress to cup her breast. He was right, wasn't he? She did need him. It was Michael who had helped her get here. Michael who had taught her to even the playing field.
"Yesss," she whispered, feeling her orgasm begin to build. She needed this release. Needed someone to validate everything she'd accomplished today. That wasn't wrong. That was just human.
"Say it. Say you need me."
"I... oh fuck. I need you, Michael."
Michael's breathing became labored on the other end of the phone. "Just like you need my big dick, don't you?"
"I... Ohhh..." Her eyes flickered open, her gaze locking with the impressive member on her screen. She wanted to look away. Wanted to be disgusted. Wanted to feel anything other than this desperate, aching need.
"Yessss. Yes, I need it." She finally said, unable to deny her impending explosion.
"Good girl." The condescension in his voice should have angered her. Instead, it made her clench around her own fingers. "Tell me how it felt when I fucked you that night."
Wendy was thrashing on the chair now, if someone were to walk in they would think she was possessed. "So good. It felt so fucking good."
"Better than your pathetic husband can give you?"
"Mmmph." She tried not to answer. Tried to hold onto some shred of loyalty. She twisted her nipple so bad it hurt, in hopes that the pain would override the truth sitting on the tip of her tongue. But her body answered anyway. Her hips bucked faster. Her fingers went deeper. And Jon faded into irrelevance against the memory of Michael's cock inside her.
"Say it, Wendy. Tell me the truth."
"I..." She tried desperately to hold back, but she was too far gone. Past the point of rationalization or justification. This was who she was now. This was what she'd become.
"Now!"
"Yes." The words broke free like a dam. "Fuck, yes. It was so much better. I'm going to cum, Michael. Mmmm fuck."
"That's right. You're going to cum thinking about the only man who's ever truly satisfied you, aren't you? Thinking about how full you felt. Stare at it. Stare at the cock of a real man as you cum."
Wendy's mouth was dry, her eyes wide as she stared at the disgusting image on screen. Tears streaked down her face, but her fingers didn't slow. Another moan escaped her lips, drowned out by the obscene slurping sound of her sex trying to pull her fingers deeper.
"You want it again don't you? You need me to fuck you the way you deserve to be fucked."
"Mhmmmfucck yes." She didn't know if she was agreeing or just surrendering to the inevitable. All she knew was her orgasm was right there, just out of reach, and she would say anything to reach it.
"Then cum with me, Wendy," Michael grunted, signaling his own release. "Because the next time I fuck you, you're going to feel every inch of my raw dick inside you."
"No--" The word started as refusal but broke into a moan. "Michael, you can't--"
"I can. And you'll let me."
"Oooohhh fuuuuck," Wendy saw stars as her thighs clutched around her hand and her protest died in her throat. Her back arched off the chair as her entire body shuddered, her climax ripping through her. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her as she surrendered completely to the release she'd been chasing all day.
For several long moments, she couldn't move. Couldn't think. Could only sit there in the director's chair, her chair, with her dress bunched around her waist and her fingers still buried inside herself, feeling the aftershocks roll through her traitorous body.
Gradually, reality seeped back in.
She straightened up with shaking hands, her body still tingling but her mind finally, blessedly clear. The post-orgasm clarity was brutal. She took the phone off speaker and held it back to her ear, listening to Michael's ragged breathing. The silence stretched between them, different now. Heavier.
"Michael, we can't actually..." Her voice cracked. She swallowed hard and tried again. "You need a condom. What you said--that was just talk. You can't--"
He made a sound that might have been a laugh. "We'll talk tomorrow, Wendy."
"No, I'm serious." Panic crept into her voice. This had been just... stress relief. Mutual masturbation between two consenting adults. It didn't mean anything beyond that. "All that was just talk. In the moment. You can't actually expect--"
"Goodnight." The finality in his tone made her stomach drop. She could hear the smile in his voice as the call ended.
She stared at the image on her screen, her thumb hovering over the delete button. The rational part of her brain screamed to erase it. To erase all of this. To go home and confess everything to Jon and figure out how to save her marriage.
Instead, that steady pulse began humming between her legs again.
She chewed on her bottom lip, still subconsciously staring at the image on her screen. He didn't actually think she would let him fuck her without protection. This was just Michael being Michael. It didn't matter. It wouldn't come to that. She had gotten what she needed from him. Tomorrow she wouldn't be wound so tight. She'd be better prepared to deflect his... distractions.
She deleted the image, then checked her recently deleted folder and removed it permanently. Her hands were shaking as she straightened her dress. But the image was burned into her memory. Deleting it changed nothing.
As she rounded the corner, Trevor was just returning to his office. Their eyes met. His face flushed red, and he looked away first, disappearing behind his door with a slam. A cruel smile formed on her lips. The hum between her legs intensified. She pressed her thighs together as she walked, still feeling the lingering aftershocks.
The old Wendy would have been ashamed, probably would have gone to Trevor's office and apologized. But she hadn't done anything wrong. She realized that now. Trevor was the one who treated her like a piece of meat. He was the one who was falsifying his reports. All she did was call him on it, just like any good director would have done. Just like Michael would have done.
Her hand found her ring as she approached the elevator, spinning it once, twice, three times, four. She needed to talk to Jon. She owed him an apology for being so short with him. Her mind immediately went to Michael, wondering how he would handle the conversation. Michael wouldn't apologize. He would wait until Jon apologized first. But Wendy wasn't sure their marriage could survive that wait.



From the shadows of the parking garage, they watched Wendy walk to her car. Head high. Heels clicking against the concrete. Like she owned the world.
Their hands shook as they lifted the phone. Fine time to quit vaping.
"It's done," they said when the line connected. "She took the bait."
The voice that answered was cold. Mechanical. Stripped of anything resembling warmth. But who could blame them, after everything? "I knew she would. You're sure she doesn't suspect anything?"
"I'm sure. She's too focused on her own success to notice anything else."
"I hope you're right." A long sigh followed. "Phase two starts soon. I'll be in touch."
The call ended without a goodbye.
Below, Wendy's headlights swept across the concrete as she pulled away, completely unaware of the eyes tracking her exit. She had no idea what was coming. She had no idea about a lot of things.
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It had been two weeks since Morgan's birthday party, and Cory was starting to feel like she was seeing her friend less and less every day. She opened the front door, the cool air blasting her in the face as sweat dripped down her spine. The run had been good. She'd set a new PR, and her legs throbbed with the good kind of burn that only came with muscle growth.
It wasn't enough though. She'd gotten a text from Morgan last night saying she wouldn't be able to make the run because Zach was insistent that he needed her this morning to prep for a presentation. Then, to make it worse, Dafni no showed this morning as well. Cory didn't mind running alone, but it was the second time this week it had happened and she was starting to feel like an outcast.
Hunter was already in the kitchen when she came in for a bottle of water. She smiled at him from the entryway, admiring how the pale blue shirt hugged his arms and chest.
"My eyes are up here." He smiled past the Northwestern Football mug in his hands, the steam rising over his nose.
"What, a girl can't enjoy the view?" The self-pity that was weighing her down already felt lighter as she reached into the refrigerator to grab a bottle of water. "You're already up and dressed. Busy morning?" She leaned against the sink and smiled as Hunter fumbled his way through tying his tie.
"Client call at eight." He glanced up, taking in her flushed face and damp shirt. "How was the run?"
"Fine." She downed half the bottle, not trusting herself to say any more about it.
Hunter's hands stilled on his tie. "You trying to convince me of that or yourself?"
Cory closed her eyes and released a breath, setting her water on the counter. "Morgan didn't show. Again." She took a step forward, her hands touching Hunter's chest as unmade his clumsy attempt at a Windsor knot and did it herself.
"Maybe she's just busy?"
"Yeah. She said Zach needed help with something." She watched her hands as she brought the tie through the loop, tugging slightly. "Dafni didn't show either."
"Well, at least you didn't have to put up with her weird psychic stuff alone." He grabbed her hips pulling her against him.
Cory put her arms around his neck. "Or they ran together without me."
"You know that isn't true," he kissed her forehead. "Morgan adores you. And besides, you introduced them for this exact reason."
"I know." She pressed her face into his chest. "I know that. I'm being ridiculous."
"You're not being ridiculous." He squeezed her tighter, uncaring if it meant he needed to change his shirt. "You miss your friend. That's normal."
She pulled back to look at him. "Thank you, for saying that." She wiped her face, telling herself it was just sweat. "When are you going to be home tonight?"
"Late, probably. We're putting together the pitch for a distribution company out of Savannah."
"Does that mean you're traveling again soon?"
"Maybe. It's still early to tell." He watched her reaction ready for another fight about how he always leaves. He was thankful when it didn't come. "I also need to follow up with Lawrence, see how the restructuring is going."
Cory giggled, taking a step back to grab her water. "Funny you should mention him. I have a call with Lawrence later today too."
Their eyes met and held. The air between them shifted, charged with a playfulness they both recognized but neither named.
"Guess we'll both be dealing with that asshole today."
"Lucky us." She bit her lip, watching his pupils dilate slightly. "Maybe I should show him my dance moves."
"Please don't." But he was grinning now, that crooked smile she'd fallen for in college. "I really do have to go. You going to be okay?"
"Yeah." She leaned forward, and stood on her toes to kiss him. "Maybe I'll text Morgan since you're going to be late. See if she wants to come over and catch up on 90 Day Fiancé. We're like four episodes behind."
Hunter made a gagging sound that turned into a cough.
"Oh, stop it."
"I didn't say anything." He kissed her again. "Have fun with your trash TV."
"It's not trash. It's cultural anthropology."
"Sure it is." He was already halfway out the door. "Love you."
"Love you too."
When the door pushed shut, she realized she was smiling. Hunter was right, she was spiraling herself out for no reason. Today was going to be a good day. She grabbed her phone from the counter and fired off a message to Morgan.
Cory: Hey! Hunter's going to be late tonight. Want to come over and catch up on 90 Day? I'll open that rosé you like.
She stared at the screen for a moment, then headed upstairs to shower. The hot water loosened her shoulders and she stood under the spray longer than she needed to, letting the steam fill her lungs. The stress of the last week was living in her shoulders. She rolled them, stretching her back, all the things she would normally do after a run.
When she was satisfied she wasn't going to be sore later, she shut off the water and grabbed a towel. Instinctually, she grabbed her phone, smiling as she saw the unread message from Morgan.
Morgan: Ugh I'm so sorry!! Dafni already invited me over for wine and girl talk. Rain check? Tomorrow maybe?
Cory stared at the message. Read it again. Then a third time.
No. She wasn't going to let herself get jealous. That was insane. Morgan was allowed to have other friends. She closed her eyes and tried to control her breathing. Tomorrow could still work. She'd have to check with Hunter, but she did still owe Dafni and Luther a dinner. She didn't love the idea of sharing her best friend with the couple next door, but if it would help bridge the gap, make her stop feeling like she was being replaced, maybe it was for the best.
Cory: No worries! Have fun. Try not to join their creepy sex cult. :)
The smiley face was a lie. She set the phone down and stared at her reflection in the foggy mirror. Water dripped from her jaw onto the counter that she would have to clean up later. She was proud of herself for not saying what she was really feeling.
Her phone buzzed against the counter breaking her from her self-loathing.
Morgan: You're the best! Love you! ❤️
Followed quickly by:
Morgan: With the way Zach has been acting a sex cult doesn't sound like the worst thing in the world!
She dropped the phone on the counter and braced her hands on either side of the sink. Her reflection stared back, water still dripping from her hair. It seemed the only thing Morgan cared to talk to Cory about these days were her problems with Zach.
"You're being ridiculous," she said out loud.
She had a full day. Her call with Lawrence was at ten, following by Katrina at noon and a new client consultation at three. She needed her energy to be positive, to put out good vibes. She rolled her eyes at herself in the mirror. She needed to get ready for work.



It wasn't that Morgan had disappeared, at least not completely. But it felt like their friendship had entered a new stage. One that made Cory want to cry and ask what she did wrong. The one-word responses, the cancelled plans, the memes that got hearted instead of riffed on for twenty minutes. And now she was next door. With them.
Cory shook her head and turned to her closet. She had a call in an hour and couldn't afford to spiral. She'd separated her wardrobe into two lives. The clothes, accessories, all of it. She pulled pieces without thinking. A beige, loose-fitting ribbed sweater vest with a matching tiered cotton skirt. Large wooden hoop earrings. Chunky crystal bracelets. Handmade jewelry she'd purchased downtown.
"All natural," she muttered, rolling her eyes at her reflection. She skipped the makeup, part of the brand, all part of the carefreeness that sold the whole act.
Her hands were shaking. She noticed them as she sat down in front of her computer, adjusting the camera angle until the frame caught what it needed to. Behind her sat an array of incense sticks and indoor air-cleansing plants, all arranged inside an earthen pot layered with smooth stones. She'd never felt this nervous before a call. She blamed the poor sleep, the exhaustion from her run. Whatever it was, her confidence wasn't even close to standard.
She closed her eyes. Deep breath. She summoned the curated vocabulary, the mask she wore for these people, and let it settle over her.
The call connected. Lawrence sat alone in his office. No HR. No board of directors. No sycophantic team leads or sales reps. A complete one-on-one, the opposite of what she'd been told to prepare for. The giant conference table was gone. Behind Lawrence sat an expensive looking bookshelf, filled to the brim with books like "The Art of War", "Winning at All Cost", "Extreme Ownership". It was a wall that seemed to fit his personality to a 'T'. He was taking the call from his private office. Cory wasn't sure why that suddenly felt intimate, but it did.
She dipped her head. "Namaste. It's wonderful to see you again, Lawrence. I trust your week has been bountiful."
He didn't smile. His fingers steepled beneath his chin, his gaze already cutting through her. His voice was the same as she had remembered, cold and with an edge that seemed more vicious without the restraint of a team nearby.
"Cory. Your... suggestions have increased productivity. The overall sentiment of the employees we surveyed was higher than before."
She exhaled, not realizing she'd been holding her breath since he'd started speaking. "Excellent. Focusing on affirmations, and the value of oneself both externally and internally informs every aspect of our lives. Work is no different. I think--"
"Yes. Every aspect of our lives. We'd like you to come here. To hold a motivational seminar. If productivity continues to improve, no matter the margin, we'd like to make it a quarterly event."
The repeat business would be impossible to turn down. She hadn't been expecting this at all. Most of the wellness work she did was strictly remote. This would mean she would need to maintain this persona for an extended period of time. The thought of it made her sick. Or maybe that was still her stomach doing flips due to the setting.
She nodded carefully, maintaining her image of inner peace. "It would be my pleasure. What you've implemented at Nexus is really a scaffolding exercise. After affirmations comes bonding. True synergy arises when energies are aligned, even among--"
"I have to say." He cut her off, not caring for whatever nonsense she was about to spew. "What the efficiency gains we'd already gained, I'm excited to see how a live performance will impact morale."
Her smile held, barely. Behind it, every alarm in her head was firing at once. Lawrence didn't actually think that was her dancing, did he? That would be preposterous. On screen, his eyebrows raised and she realized he was waiting for a response. She took a breath, feigning like it was part of her meditative release. She was making this something more than it was. Hunter had come back and put the idea of the dancer in her head and now it was the first thing jumping out at her. Lawrence probably didn't even remember going to the club.
"Absolutely. There's an energy exchange in person that--"
"Great. I'll have my assistant reach out with some dates. I assume your availability is flexible?"
"Um... yeah. I just need to talk to my husband and--"
"Good. I have another meeting I need to run to. We'll be in touch."
Lawrence nodded once and ended the call. His face vanished, replaced by her own reflection in the dark monitor.
The thoughts came in dozens, each one building off the anxiety of the last. Had Lawrence connected Hunter and her? That didn't seem likely. After all, she'd built the business on her maiden name Ellison. She'd done it from day one. a way to separate her real life from the grift. Lawrence had no reason to connect Cory Ellison, holistic wellness consultant, to Hunter Novak's wife. No reason at all.
So, if it wasn't that then why? For reasons she couldn't explain, it felt like Lawrence knew something. The only image that kept surfacing was the dancer. Hunter's story about how Lawrence couldn't take his eyes off her. She pressed her palms harder against the desk. No. She was spiraling. Lawrence was a Fortune 500 CEO. He didn't have time to fixate on his wellness consultant. And even if he did, even if some part of him had looked at Cory and thought of that dancer, what did she think that meant?
He looked like he wanted to devour her. Hunter's words rattled in her mind and she reached for the hemp necklace that sat against her collarbone. The organic fibers suddenly catching on her skin as her pulse thrummed against it.
"Get it together, girl." She stood and started pulling off the gaudy, weighted jewelry, the pieces clattering onto the desk. Next came the crystal bracelets. All of it a character she'd built to sell something she half believed in to people she didn't respect.
And now one of those people might be picturing her without the costume on. Without anything on.
She shook her head, dismissing the thought. "What the fuck is wrong with me?"



She changed out of the costume and dropped to the bedroom floor, desperate to shake the tension the call had left behind. She bent her right knee, planted the other foot, and extended her arms into warrior pose. "Glutes. Right. What system?"
The burn tore through her thighs and calves. She couldn't remember what system activated with this pose, even though it was something she'd done thousands of times. Her breath came too fast, her feet tingled, her hands quivered. The exhalation collapsed and she fell back onto the bed.
"That was... miserable." She knew the mechanics. The physiology. She'd done warrior pose endlessly. But she was so frazzled she couldn't even place where her breathing went wrong, where her muscles misfired.
She grabbed her phone from the nightstand. No new messages from Morgan. She closed her eyes, trying to recenter herself, when an idea began to form. She owed Dafni and Luther a dinner. She hated that the only way to invite another couple, but it was truly a last resort.
Cory: Hey babes! So Hunter and I still owe Luther and Dafni a dinner. Maybe you and Zach can come to help buffer the weird lol. How about Saturday?
She stared at the screen, the worst case scenario playing in her head. Morgan would respond with another one word answer 'maybe' and then leave Cory to fend for herself on Saturday. She forced the thought aside and pressed send.
Her phone buzzed almost instantly.
Morgan: Omg yes!! That sounds so fun! I'm actually with Dafni right now I'll let her and Luther know! Saturday works perfect. Want me to bring anything?
Cory read the message twice. It was the longest text Morgan had sent her in weeks. More words than all of her responses from the past week combined. And it had come in under a minute.
Relief and nausea arrived at the same time. Morgan wanted to see her. Morgan was excited. But would she have been as excited if she'd excluded Dafni and Luther? She wished she knew the answer.
Cory: Just your beautiful self! I miss you. It's been too long.
Morgan: OMG Yes!! This is going to be so fun. Dafni says she'll bring wine.
Cory set the phone down. This was good. She could reconnect with Morgan. Remind her of all the fun they had when they were together. She closed her eyes and tried to control her breathing.
She headed downstairs and nursed a glass of ice water, scrolling through her phone without purpose. Every social media feed was an algorithm of wellness and corporate posturing. It was the same curated bullshit she contributed to, reduced to a series of numbers and estimates for which ads would land hardest. Her stomach turned. She let out an exaggerated sigh and headed back upstairs, determined this time to run through a full yoga routine correctly.
But the window was always there.
She glanced over her shoulder as if someone had caught her looking. The absurdity of it only made her pause longer. She crossed the room and peered down.
Morgan stood in the front yard wearing a smile wider than Cory had seen in months. She hugged Luther, then Dafni, with a sincerity that made Cory's chest ache. Whatever they were saying was too far below to hear, but the body language was exuberant, warm, easy. Another round of hugs.
Something bitter rose in the back of Cory's throat.
Luther disappeared inside and returned a moment later carrying a heavy tome under one arm. The cover was aged leather, worn and blemished, every cut and tear a testament to how long it had existed. Morgan took the book like a nervous admirer, clutching it to her chest. She waved goodbye and then, Cory's grip tightened on the window frame, leaned in and kissed Dafni on the cheek. The peck lingered a bit too long. Cory watched Morgan walk away, practically giddy in her stride.
That's when she felt it. A set of eyes on her.
Luther stood below, staring directly up at her window. Dafni was already gone. His glare was unwavering as a slow grin spread across his face, exposing yellowed teeth. He didn't wave. Just turned and lumbered back inside.
She lowered herself to the floor, lifted her legs against the wall, and pointed her feet toward the ceiling, becoming a perfect L, as she stayed in Viparita Karani. She closed her eyes and focused on nothing but her breath. In through the nose. Out through the mouth. Trying to banish the weight pressing down on her shoulders. The irrational anguish of being pushed away from Morgan.
"All problems have solutions," she reminded herself.
The rattle of the air conditioner faded. The room fell silent. Behind her closed lids she found a place of soft light and calm, her breathing finally steady, sleep pulling at the edges of her consciousness--
"Heya!"
She screamed louder than Hunter had ever heard. He doubled over cackling before she'd even gotten to her feet. "Holy shit, Cor! Ease down."
"YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE!"
She shoved him, hard enough to move him but not hard enough to mean it. He wheezed through his laughter as she stormed past him and headed downstairs, heart hammering, still furious. He followed, catching her at the bottom of the steps and sliding his hands around her waist from behind.
"Come on. It was funny."
She pulled free. "If my eyes are closed I don't want to be jump scared. How is that not obvious?"
"You're right. I'm sorry. I won't do it again." He put his hand on his heart. "Scout's honor."
She dropped onto the couch in the living room, still shaking her head. "You're not even a fucking scout." She couldn't stop the laugh that was bubbling up. "I swear, there's not enough namastes in the world to deal with your shit."
He sat at the opposite end, giving her space, reading the room the way he always did when she was deciding whether to stay mad. His arm draped across the cushions.
"So, how'd it go?"
"Fine." Her arms crossed. Still pissed.
"Ok, fine is better than bad." He studied her face. "Something you're not telling me."
She couldn't conceal it, the jealousy, the isolation, the loss she still couldn't fully grasp. "It's stupid."
"It's not stupid." He kicked his feet up on the table.
"Fine. It's Morgan. She's been... hanging out with Luther and Dafni. Like, a lot."
"So?"
"She's ignoring me." She winced at the sound of it. "God that sounds stupid out loud."
"Nah. I get it, Cor. Why don't you just... I dunno. Call her or something?"
"I actually um... did something worse." She looked up at him hoping to see some kind of reaction on his face. "I invited her to dinner Saturday."
"That's not bad at all that's--"


"And I may have mentioned Luther and Dafni were coming before she even said yes."
Hunter raised an eyebrow. "Oh. That's um..."
"Pathetic. It's fine you can say it."
"Not pathetic." He gave her a warm smile. "It's smart."
She rubbed her face. "She responded like instantly. Like, the longest message I've gotten in weeks. And..." Her voice started to rise. "She's already relaying the invite to Dafni because apparently she's over there right now."
"Well, at least she said yes?"
"I just... I miss her, ya know. Like I want to see her, without all that buffer or whatever."
He pulled her into a hug. "Why don't we just walk over there? I'll occupy Zach."
"Really? you'd do that for me?"
"Absolutely. Do you want to head over now?"
"Let's make lunch first. You can help." She wasn't giving him the option to back out.
"I'd love to." He kissed her on the cheek as they moved into the kitchen. Creamy orzo with grilled chicken, zested lemon, and roasted zucchini. Simple and effective. Cory sliced the zucchini into half-moons while Hunter worked on the chicken.
"Lawrence wants me to come to Cleveland."
Hunter's knife stopped. "What?"
"In person. He wants to do a quarterly seminar. Live."
He resumed cutting but Cory noticed the way his brow pinched together. He was running through it in his head. "That's good, right? I mean, the money will be good."
"Yeah. It's great." She swept the zucchini into a bowl. "He just... it just feels weird after um... what you told me."
Hunter looked at her and smiled. She could feel herself blushing. "You mean about how he was drooling over the naked girl who looked just like you?"
"Stop. I'm serious. It got weird."
"Weird how?"
"He called it a live performance." She kept her eyes on the cutting board. "He said he was excited to see how a live performance would impact morale."
The kitchen was quiet for a beat. Just the hiss of the burner warming the skillet.
"That's... fuck, Cor. Now I want to tag along."
"Can you please be serious for once."
"Sorry, sorry." He ran his hand through his hair. Cory could feel him studying her. "It's just corporate speak, Cor. He didn't mean anything by it."
"I know that." She grabbed a towel, wiping her hands. "It's just..." She finally looked at him. "The things you told me he said. I can't unhear it."
Hunter set the knife down. The memory surfaced whether he wanted it to or not. Lawrence's heavy hand on his shoulder, his eyes locked on the stage. I would have bent that bitch over my desk. He'd never told Cory that part. Now he wondered if that was a mistake or not.
He walked to the sink washing his hands then moved in behind Cory, placing his hands on her shoulders. She leaned back into him, knife still in hand.
"Go to Cleveland. Crush the seminar. Take his money." He squeezed her shoulders. "And if he tries anything, I'll fly up there and beat the shit out of him."
"That's very toxic masculinity of you."
"I contain multitudes."
"Mmhmm." She turned and kissed him. "Is that why you're hard right now?"
Hunter's face went pale. He stepped away from Cory, nearly tripping on his own feet. "I am not. That's just..."
Cory doubled over in laughter. "Now we're even." She turned back toward the counter. "But seriously, thank you for not making me feel crazy."



They walked over after lunch. Cory walked with a nervous energy, her pace quicker than intended. Hunter matched her, his hand brushing hers between steps.
"You're overthinking this," he said.
"I'm not overthinking anything."
"Cor. It's going to be fine. You'll see."
"I just want it to be normal. Like it used to be."
"It will be." He squeezed her hand. "Just talk to her. I'll keep Zach busy."
"What are you going to talk about?"
"I dunno. Football? The new Mustang that's an EV?" He shrugged. "Zach's not exactly hard to entertain."
She managed a small laugh as they turned up the walkway. Cory knocked before she could talk herself out of it. From inside, she heard Zach call out. "Coming!"
The door swung open and he blinked at them, clearly not expecting company. "Heya. Uhh, were you supposed to be dropping by?"
"Surprise visit." Hunter stepped inside and brought Zach into a bro-hug. "Just saw a commercial of that new Mustang. The battery powered one."
Zach's face lit up like a kid on Christmas. "Dude. They are ruining it, right! Come out to the garage, I still have the Shelby my dad and I used to fix up. Now that's a car."
They brushed past Cory to the garage. Hunter looked over his shoulder and shot her a wink. Mission accomplished.
Morgan appeared in the hallway, having heard both their voices. Her expression flickered surprise, feigned or real, Cory couldn't tell and decided it didn't matter. She stepped inside and pulled Morgan into a hug.
"Sorry for the unplanned visit. Hunter wouldn't shut up about that car and I figured we could talk about the dinner."
Morgan laughed, "Those two." Her arms tightened around Cory. "I'm glad you stopped by."
They settled into the den. An awkward silence stretched between them, filled only by the occasional laugh or groan from the garage.
Cory broke the silence first. "So! How have things been with Dafni and Luther?" She cleared her throat. "I saw you say goodbye to them this morning."
Morgan's eyebrow rose, her face turning a light shade of pink. "Oh um... you saw that?" She tucked her hair behind her ear. "It was nothing really. He just... well you know Zach is... well Zach and Luther was just helping me." Her hands fidgeted in her lap. "He gave me a book to borrow."
"A book? Like fiction or--"
"No. Philosophy." Morgan tucked her legs underneath her on the couch. "It's old. Like, really old. But it's about how we... okay, so you know how with Zach, I'm always the one compromising? Like, I bend and bend and bend and then I'm mad because I feel like I'm only ever doing stuff for him?"
Cory nodded. Her chest ached watching Morgan's face as she said it.
"Well the book talks about how that's not a flaw. It's conditioning. Like, we're taught to shrink. To want less for ourself when we get married. And the only way to undo it is to stop saying no to yourself." She glanced toward the hallway, then back. "Luther highlighted this one line for me. Something about how you can't know who you are until you've stopped refusing experiences." Her cheeks flushed. "I know that sounds weird. But when I read it I cried, like literally cried."
Cory's stomach tightened. "What does that even mean? Stop refusing experiences?"
"I'm not sure. But I think it means like stop refusing to do things that make me happy just because I think I should always be trying to make him happy."
"That's... interesting." Cory tried to examine those words more closely. Was it possible Luther knew about the sex tape? Even if he did, would that matter? She chastised herself. Maybe he was just being nice, and Cory was being jealous. "So it's like a self-help thing?"
"No, it's deeper than that." Morgan's eyes were bright in a way Cory hadn't seen in weeks. "There's this one part about how every experience brings you closer to... I don't know, like becoming whole?" She glanced toward the hallway, then back. "Like, we spend so much time saying no to things that we don't even realize how small we've made ourselves."
Cory looked away, not wanting Morgan to see the look on her face. It all sounded so familiar to her. The aspirational framing, the feeling of wholeness. It was almost like the mask Cory wore when dealing with her corporate clients. She just wasn't sure what Luther's angle was, or if he had one at all.
"Well, I'm glad you're feeling good. I've missed you, Morg. Like, genuinely." She pulled her into a hug.
"I love you, Cory." Morgan's voice was muffled against her shoulder. "And I'm sorry. I know I've been distant. It's just... Dafni and Luther are fascinating. They're helping me understand that I--"
"MORGAN!" Zach's voice cut through the wall like a bullhorn. "Hey, where'd you put my wrenches? The ones that were next to the Mustang?"
Cory cursed under her breath. Helping her understand what exactly? What could Luther possibly help Morgan with that she would be so secretive about?
Morgan rolled her eyes. She pulled back from the hug. "I didn't touch your wrenches, Zach."
He appeared in the doorway, Hunter trailing behind him looking apologetic. "It was right there this morning. Right where I left it."
"Then it's still there. I never go into the garage."
"It's not. I looked."
"Then look again. Maybe it fell on the floor."
"I looked, Morgan. It's not--"
"Then I don't know what to tell you." Her voice grew angry. "I didn't touch your wrench. What would I even do with one?"
Zach disappeared. Morgan exhaled through her nose, her fingers pressing into her temples. When she looked back at Cory, the warmth from a moment ago was gone.
"Sorry about that. He's... well you know."
"We'll talk more on Saturday." Cory pulled her into another hug. "Sorry for showing up unannounced."
"Don't be ridiculous. You know you're always welcome here."
"Morg--" Zach's voice drifted in from the garage.
"Jesus. I need to deal with him. Love you."
"Love you too."



Morgan and Zach arrived a few minutes before six. Cory practically sprinted from the kitchen when she heard them on the front porch. Zach was holding a twelve-pack of Miller Lite against his hip, his Titans jersey wrinkled in a way that suggested he'd pulled it off the floor. Morgan stood beside him smiling, wearing a fitted black top and jeans, along with small gold hoop earrings Cory hadn't seen before.
"I'm so glad we're doing this," Cory said, pulling Morgan into a hug the moment the door was open.
"Me too." Morgan squeezed back. "It's been way too long."
"Hey, Cor. Where's Hunter?" Zach pushed past them into the house. "I need to talk to somebody about that Vols game because Morgan has literally refused to engage."
"Because you've brought it up nine times today," Morgan called after him.
"Office!" Hunter's voice carried from the back of the house. "And I already know what you're going to say. The fourth quarter was a disaster."
"A DISASTER." Zach was already gone. He dropped the twelve-pack on the kitchen counter, pulling out two bottles as he rounded the corner. His voice boomed through the hallway. "Dude. They had the lead. All they had to do was run the clock. That's it. Run. The. Clock."
Morgan rolled her eyes and followed Cory toward the kitchen. The island was covered in vegetables. A cutting board sat in the middle, a tomato half diced. Next to it was a glass bowl of shredded cheese, limes, and cilantro still bundled. The smell of cumin and chili powder hung thick in the air. Two cast iron skillets sat on the stove, one with seasoned ground beef, the other warming tortillas.
"Tacos?" Morgan's face lit up. "Oh my God, yes."
"I figured we'd keep it simple."
Morgan picked up a knife, making herself at home as she began dicing what was left of the tomato so Cory could focus on the meat. "So, do you remember that blue teddy I bought last month and never got a chance to wear?"
Cory laughed, already sensing where this was going. "Let me guess, you finally put it on last night and Zach lost his mind?"
"If only." Morgan released a frustrated sigh, scraping the tomato into a bowl and then grabbing the pepper. "I told him to wait in bed for me, I had a surprise. Then, when I came in fifteen minutes later looking like a playboy bunny, he was passed out. Literally snoring."
"Oh no." Cory had to wipe away a tear she was laughing so hard.
"It's not funny." Morgan poured the frustration into her chopping, the sound of the knife hitting the board drowning out Zach and Hunter's voices from the back. "It's been over a week since--"
Three heavy knocks banged on the front door. Cory's hand tightened on the spoon she'd been using to stir. "That must be Luther and Dafni." She was about to suggest Hunter get the door so she could finish her conversation with Morgan, but Morgan had already dropped the knife and headed toward the living room.
Luther's voice filled the entryway, as Morgan opened the door. "Well now, somethin' smells down right delicious in here."
Cory watched from the kitchen as Morgan gave Luther a quick hug, then turned toward Dafni giving her a much longer one.
"We bring wine!" Dafni held up two bottles as she leaned down to return the hug. She wore a white linen dress that stopped just above the knee, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. "They look perfect on you. I knew they would."
Cory chewed on her lip, her knuckles turning white against the spoon as Dafni admired Morgan's earrings.
"Thanks again for letting me borrow them." Morgan grabbed her arm. "Come on, you can help us in the kitchen."
Luther took another step inside the house, looking around the small space as if trying to compare it to his house. His linen shirt pulled tight on his stomach, the sleeves rolled up to his elbow.
"Hey man. Glad you guys could make it." Hunter appeared from the back of the house with Zach right behind him. He held his hand up for Luther who gave it a courteous shake.
"I appreciate the invite. Truly."
The energy shifted the second Dafni entered the kitchen. She squeezed Cory's arm as she passed. "Thank you for having us. Everything looks amazing". She took up post next to Morgan by the island.
"So like, did you two see the news about Tracy from 90 Day?" Cory directed the question at Morgan, but Dafni answered first.
"Yes! It such a shame, no? She just living her life trying to be free and they say no, you can't do that. And throw her in jail."
Cory snickered, then stopped herself when Morgan didn't join in. "I mean, sure, but like, she did steal a car. That's pretty serious."
"Steal. Why must everything be about possession? In community, we share, no?"
"It wasn't her car though. Like, legally that's just theft."
Dafni waved her hand as if swatting the word away. "Legal. This is just rules from people who want keep things for themselves, no? If my neighbor needs car, she take car. I need olives, I take her olives. Nobody calls police."
"That's... a very interesting way to think of it." Cory glanced at Morgan, waiting for the backup. The shared look. The silent agreement that this was insane.
Morgan was picking at the cilantro, pulling leaves from stems. "I mean, she kind of has a point though. Like, Tracy and Derek were together for two years. They shared everything. It was basically her car too."
"It literally wasn't."
"No, I know. But, like, the principle of it." Morgan shrugged. "It does sound nice though, doesn't it? We always get hung up with what belongs to who. It's like, mine mine mine, you know? And then we wonder why everyone's so isolated."
Dafni nodded, pointing at Morgan with a lime wedge. "Yes. This. Exactly this."
Cory stirred the beef. She didn't want to fight. Plus, maybe Morgan had a point. People were getting shot for minor things like knocking on their neighbor's door. She wasn't sure what to think, but as she placed the spoon on the counter she couldn't help but wonder if that was Dafni's logic when Cory saw her steal a lighter.
"Let me open that wine."



Twenty minutes later dinner was served and everyone sat around the table eating tacos and sharing stories of their past. Cory had arranged the seating so Morgan sat next to her, but that didn't stop Dafni from sitting on her other side, putting Zach between Dafni and Luther.
The tacos were good. Cory knew, because everyone had gotten seconds before slowing down. She allowed herself a moment of satisfaction as everyone began to slow down. She poured herself more wine and focused on being a good host.
"Your tacos are the best, Cory. Seriously, I don't know how you do it." Morgan took another bite and Cory smiled as a chunk of salsa and cilantro fell out of the back of it.
"Dude, these are legit." Zach was already building his fourth. He nudged Hunter, attempting to whisper but failing miserably. "You're lucky. Whenever I ask for tacos Morgan always just orders in."
"Because when you finally decide what you want for dinner it's already late and I'm exhausted." Morgan's grip tightened on the edge of the table.
"Food really is the key to bringing folks together," Luther said, dabbing the corner of his mouth with a napkin and drawing Morgan's attention.
He leaned back, the chair groaning under his weight. "Many cultures before us saw the dinner table as sacred." He took a generous sip of wine. "Not in a religious sense, necessarily. But in the sense that breakin' bread with someone was an act of trust. You're sharin' sustenance. You're sayin', I want you here."
"I don't know about sacred, but it makes sense." Cory locked eyes with Luther. "There's a ton of research on communal meals and oxytocin release, mirror neurons activating when we eat together. It's, like, hardwired into us."
"Okay, nerds." Zach reached across Dafni for the hot sauce. "I thought this was a dinner not a TED talk."
Dafni laughed. Morgan noticed he'd finished his third glass of wine.
Luther's eyebrow rose. "Now see, that's fascinatin'. You take somethin' ancient and beautiful and you break it down into chemicals and neurons." He shook his head like a disappointed father. "Don't you worry something gets lost in the translation?"
"I mean, that's just how I process things. The science behind why something works doesn't make it less meaningful."
"No, no. I agree with you." He set his wine down. "But here's what I find interesting. You just said it's hardwired into us. Sharing. Trust." He gestured around the table, arms wide. "Breaking bread. If that's true, and as you say we are literally built for it, then why do we spend so much of our lives puttin' up fences around everything? What we eat, who we eat with, what we share, what we keep." He nodded at her. "This feels natural. Don't it? Six people, good food, good wine. Nobody's holdin' back. But then as soon as we leave you'll lock your doors and close your windows." He gave Cory a knowing smirk when he said the last line.
"That's just... how society works." Cory could feel the heat rising between her shoulder blades.
"Sure, sure, society." He waved his arm dismissively. "I think the best version of ourselves is the one that ain't afraid. That's all. To experience all that life has to offer."
The table was quiet for a moment. Cory took a sip of wine. She'd wanted to push back but couldn't find the angle. Everything he'd said sounded reasonable. That was the problem.
Dafni broke the silence by reaching across the table and squeezing Cory's hand. "This was beautiful meal. You are wonderful host."
"Thank you." Cory squeezed back, grateful for the shift. She stood, gathering the plates. "Morg, do you want to help me clear the table?"
"Of course." She stood, collecting Luther and Dafni's plates with a smile. Zach stuffed one last taco into his mouth, crumbs and toppings tumbling back onto the ceramic. Morgan waited, her foot bouncing impatiently as she held out a hand for his plate.
"This was perfect," Morgan said as the two friends walked into the kitchen. "Dafni and Luther are pretty great, right? Like, I know they are a lot but you have to admit, it makes sense."
Cory rinsed the plates buying herself a few seconds to think as she loaded the dish washer. "I mean, I guess. But I'm not sure how it helps you." She grabbed a dish towel that hung on the stove, drying her hands before turning to face Morgan. "What did you mean by that? When you said they were helping you understand."


Morgan turned her head, her face turning red. "I just meant... like, they help me see things differently." She avoided Cory's gaze. "Helping me figure out how to handle all the Zach stuff."
"You two are going to be fine." She grabbed Morgan's hand. "You're just going through a rough patch is all. Zach is an idiot but he loves you."
"Do you really think that?" Morgan closed her eyes. "Or are you just saying what you think I want to hear?"
Cory's mouth fell open. She didn't know how to respond. She wanted to be offended, or at least defend herself and tell Morgan that she was just trying to make her feel better. But before she could say anything Zach's voice cut through the kitchen wall. "I'm serious, Dafni, you're always doing such adventurous stuff. Maybe some of that'll rub off on her."
Morgan's face went still. She pulled her hands away from Cory and spun around, pushing through the kitchen door.
" You know, maybe if you paid half as much attention to me as you do to every other woman in the room, you would know exactly how adventurous I could be."
Cory cursed under her breath. She could hear Zach stammering, the scrape of a chair, Morgan's voice getting quieter which meant it was getting worse. She took a breath, grabbed the second bottle of wine and walked into the living room.
"Okay." Cory set the bottle down on the table. "I think we need a palate cleanser." She stepped between Morgan and Zach. "How about a game? Never Have I Ever?"
The fire in Morgan's eyes slowly faded as she looked at her friend. She just smiled and nodded, then grabbed her wine glass from the table and moved toward the couch.
"I love this game," Dafni said, moving to sit next to Morgan.
Luther rose from the table. "Well now. That does sound like a fine idea."
Hunter appeared from wherever he'd been hiding during the explosion, offering Cory a look that said you sure about this? She answered by pouring herself another glass.
Zach came over last, sinking into the far end of the couch with a fresh Miller Lite, having apparently decided wine was no longer his friend.
Cory settled into the armchair and pulled her legs beneath her. She thought about Luther's words at dinner. "Alright." She raised her glass. "Who wants to go first?"



"I'll go," Morgan said, already leaning forward in her seat. "Never have I ever flirted with someone right in front of my partner." Her eyes shot daggers through Zach as he attempted to make himself smaller.
Dafni shrugged and drank without hesitation. "Luther thinks it's funny when I flirt with other men. He says it charming."
"I think it's adorable," Luther confirmed from his spot next to her as he took a drink.
Zach on the other hand, didn't move. His eyes darted between Morgan and his beer. "Babe, I wasn't--"
"Just drink, Zach."
"I'm serious, I was just talking to her about--"
"Oh my God." Morgan pressed her fingers to her temples. "It's a game. Either you've done it or you haven't. Just--"
"Alright." Hunter leaned forward, beer in hand. He'd made the switch with Zach so he wouldn't be the only one. "My turn. Never have I ever been kicked out of a bar."
Zach laughed then drank immediately, grateful for the redirect. "Okay so, this was in Nashville, junior year. Me and my buddy Trent--"
"Oh God not this story." Morgan rolled her eyes but the corner of her mouth twitched.
"--we're at this dive bar off the strip, right? And Trent, he's three pitchers deep, decides he's going to arm wrestle the bouncer." Zach was leaning forward now, gesturing with his beer. "This dude was huge. Like, arms as big as my legs. He had a neck tattoo and everything. I'm pretty sure he did some time in jail."
"What happened?" Dafni asked, her chin resting on her hand.
"Trent lost. Obviously. But then he starts accusing the guy of cheating, says his elbow came off the table." He shook his head and even Morgan was laughing. "So now he's screaming over the music telling everyone in the bar the bouncer was a cheater demanding they go best two out of three."
"They threw you out for being too loud?" Cory asked, captivated by the story.
"No, they kicked us out because after the bouncer refused Trent sucker punched him and we started a bar fight."
"Oh my. God!" Cory covered her mouth.
"It wasn't as bad as it sounds."
"Um... yes it was. You had to go to the ER for stitches and I couldn't touch your stomach for a week because it was too painful," Morgan corrected, laughing.
"Semantics." Zach sat up a little taller as his friends looked at him in astonishment.
Hunter turned to Luther. "Alright, Luther. You want to give it a go?"
Luther swirled his glass, considering it. "I think I'll pass this round." He took a slow sip. "I'm afraid there ain't much I haven't done. I'd just slow the game down."
Cory and Hunter exchanged a look of bewilderment. Cory shrugged it off and smiled. "Okay, then. I'll go." Her fingers curled around the stem of her glass as her gaze found Dafni. "Never have I ever shoplifted."
As expected, Dafni drank without hesitation. Cory expected a story to come from it, or maybe for someone else to ask what she'd stolen. Instead, everyone else drank. Her jaw went slack.
"Oh my God. Seriously? I'm the only one?"
"You've never taken anything?" Morgan chided, nudging Cory with her hip. "Not even like a candy bar as a kid?"
"No! Why would I?" She turned her attention to Hunter. "Seriously, you too?"
The room erupted. Dafni doubled over, her hand on Morgan's arm. Even Zach was grinning, shaking his head.
Hunter smiled "I mean, yeah, I was no boy scout either. Junior year, after we beat Ohio State, we stole all the traffic cones around the stadium and put them statues all around campus." He shrugged. "Campus police showed up and everything. Coach made us run stadiums at five AM for a week."
"You're terrible."
"Totally worth it."
"Ain't no harm in a coloring a little outside the lines," Luther said, with a half-smile on his face as he listened to everyone's stories. "It don't make a whole lot of sense limiting yourself just because someone you've never seen before tells you it's wrong." He turned his attention toward Cory. "That's what life is, experiences. The good, the bad, everything that falls somewhere in between. Any life worth livin is about experiencing all of it."
Cory wanted to argue. She wanted to point out that rules existed for a reason. They were what made us more than just wild animals. But the entire table was nodding along, as if what he'd said made all the sense in the world. Morgan had stars in her eyes like he'd just said the most beautiful thing in the world. Even Hunter seemed to be captivated by this new-found wisdom.
"Well... I guess I need to go steal something."
"Yes, I can help," Dafni said, almost too quickly and it drew another round of laughter from the table.
They played a few more rounds. Dafni admitted she'd never learned to drive. "Luther takes me everywhere. Is romantic, no?" Zach confessed he'd never read an entire book cover to cover, which surprised exactly no one. The wine dwindled and the laughter came easier. The earlier tension between Morgan and Zach seemed to fade, and Cory caught Morgan giving him bedroom eyes on more than one occasion.
Cory poured the last of the wine into her glass, closing her eyes as the room swayed happily around her. "Okay, last one. Never have I ever... cheated on someone."
For a moment no one moved. Then Luther and Dafni brought their glasses to their lips, killing the tension.
"Okay, wait," Morgan looked at Cory nervously. "define cheating."
Hunter grinned. "If you have to ask, you've cheated."
Cory's eyes went wide. She'd known all of Morgan's dirty little secrets. Sure, maybe not that she'd stolen a candy bar as a child, but cheating, she would definitely know about cheating. So why was Morgan drinking. Worse, why had she refused to look at Cory while she did.
The second the wine was gone from Morgan's glass, she stood not allowing any type of follow-up questions. "It's getting late and if we don't get home soon this one is going to be sleeping here." She pointed at Zach who was barely holding onto his beer.
Luther and Dafni stood next, and the moment was completely gone. Instead everyone gathered by the door where goodbyes happened quickly. Dafni gave everyone a hug, even Zach who seemed to watch Morgan's reaction the entire time. Luther shook hands with Hunter and Zach before offering Cory a hug of her own, that she accepted despite her uncertainty.
The hug seemed to last longer than needed and before she could pull away Luther whispered: "When you're ready to start colorin' outside the lines, you know where to look."
She pulled back only to see Morgan smiling at her. "Thanks again for doing this." She pulled Cory into a hug, the warmth of her body melting all the anxiety that had just passed over her. "And I promise, I'll be on the next run."
"Good," Cory replied, inhaling the scent of her shampoo. "We have so much to talk about. Just us."
"I know." Morgan pulled back, smiling. "I'll see you tomorrow. Promise."
Cory stood in the doorway and watched them go. Morgan and Zach walked ahead, Morgan's arm around him mainly for balance. Luther and Dafni followed at their own pace, Luther's arm around Dafni's waist, holding her close like a lover. At the edge of the driveway, Luther glanced back. Their eyes met. He gave her the smallest nod that made the hair on the back of Cory's neck prickle, before turning toward his house.
Cory closed the door and leaned against it.
"Well." Hunter appeared with a trash bag, already collecting bottles. "That was... a lot."
"Yeah." She thought about Luther's words, the way he looked at her. "It was."



Hunter tied off the trash bag and leaned it against the wall by the back door. The kitchen was mostly clean. Plates in the dishwasher, leftovers wrapped, counters wiped. Cory stood at the sink rinsing the last of the wine glasses, her movements slower than usual due to the wine.
"So." He grabbed a dish towel and started drying what she handed him. "You feel better about you and Morgan?"
Cory turned the glass under the water, watching the red stain swirl down the drain. "Yeah. It was nice having her here."
"Good. I mean, you two were laughing a lot during the game. Seemed like things were back to normal."
She handed him the glass. "I don't know about normal. But it was better."
"See, it's like I said. There was nothing to worry about. You two just needed some time together." He dried the glass and set it in the cabinet. "Speaking of... is everything okay with her and Zach? Did she mention anything?"
"What do you mean?"
"They just seemed to argue a lot." He folded the towel and draped it over the oven handle. "Don't get me wrong, I know he was drunk and Morgan had every right. But, I don't know. They just seemed not on the same page. Like, more than usual."
Cory dried her hands. She could tell him about the blue teddy. About the dead bedroom. About Morgan's frustration that had been building for months. But those weren't her secrets to share.
"They're going through a rough patch. Morgan's been dealing with some stuff."
"Well, maybe their friendship with Dafni and Luther will help. They seemed to really get along great. When Zach wasn't making an ass of himself, I mean."
Cory's stomach flipped. Hunter wasn't wrong. They did seem to get along great. Morgan especially seemed more confident and alive with the new neighbors.
"Yeah." She shut off the kitchen light. "I hope so."
Hunter followed her upstairs, playfully grabbing her butt as he swayed with each step. She swatted his hand, playfully, but after everything Morgan had told her the last thing Cory wanted was to deny Hunter sex if he wanted it, even if she wasn't particularly in the mood. She brushed her teeth while he stripped down to his boxers and climbed into bed. The window was cracked open, the night air drifting through, carrying the sound of crickets and nothing else. No moans. No cries from next door.
Cory spit into the sink, wiped her mouth, and stared at her reflection. Luther's voice was still circling. When you're ready to start coloring outside the lines, you know where to look.
She turned off the bathroom light and climbed into bed beside her husband.



As expected, Hunter was all over her the second she climbed into bed. His mouth was on her neck before she'd even settled against the pillow, his hands already pulling at the hem of her shirt. She let him take it off and kissed him back, trying to match his energy while the evening still churned behind her eyes.
Morgan's earrings, a gift from Dafni. The shoplifting round where even Hunter drank. Everyone around her was playing a version of themselves and Cory had no idea. She shouldn't have been surprised, not really. After all, isn't that exactly what she did with clients like Lawrence? Why should she be shocked to find out the people she loved were doing the same?
Hunter's mouth moved to her chest, his tongue tracing the top of the tree of life tattoo. She ran her fingers through his hair and focused on the sensation. On the warmth of him. Hoping that the weight of his body against her leg would be enough to bring her back to the present.
"Hey." He looked up at her, his chin resting on her sternum. "Everything okay?"
"Yeah. Sorry, I'm fine."
"You're not." He kissed her chin. "Talk to me."
She sighed, her hand still in his hair. "I'm sorry, babe. My brain just won't shut off. It was a lot tonight."
"The Morgan stuff?"
"Yes. No. I don't know." She pulled him up to kiss her again. "And just like, the way Luther and Dafni seemed to be only focused on them. Like it was their mission to phase us out."
Hunter laughed, the vibration of it tickling her mouth. "What's so funny?"
"I just remember things differently than that." He broke the kiss working his way back down to her neck, her collarbone.
"What do you mean?"
"Luther was paying a lot more attention to you than he was Morgan." His head dipped, finding her nipple and sucking it past his lips. Cory's back arched, a moan escaping her lips as his tongue circled her hard nub.
"What are you talking about?" She shifted her hips as his fingers slid across the band of her underwear.
"You didn't notice the way he was looking at you?" His fingers slipped beneath the band and she felt him pause. "Wow" His voice changed. "I thought you said your mind was somewhere else?"
"I... I don't know." Her entire body was warming up, the arousal mixing with embarrassment. "It's probably just the wine."
"Mmhmm." He didn't sound convinced. His fingers moved slowly, spreading the wetness across her, and she bit her lip trying not to react. "So, back to what I was saying."
"Do we have to?" Her back arched off the mattress, chasing his touch.
"You didn't notice?" He pulled back just enough to look at her. "Every time you pushed back on something he said, your shoulders go back and your jaw gets tight." He slid a finger inside her and she sucked in a breath. "His eyes dropped, Cor. Every... Single... Time."
"Ohhh fuck." Her clit was starting to pulse. It needed more attention. "Drop... dropped where?"
"Where do you think?" He kissed her breast, his lips brushing her nipple. "Right here."
"You're making that up." Her fingers threaded through his hair.
"I'm really not. I was sitting right next to him. He'd wind you up and then just... enjoy the show." He added a second finger and she released his hair, grabbing his forearm. "It was like he was doing it on purpose."
"That's... that's ridiculous." Her voice didn't match her body. The words came out breathless and thin while her walls clenched around his fingers. She couldn't explain it. Two minutes ago she'd been somewhere else entirely, going through the motions, and now she was dripping because her husband was telling her their pervy old neighbor was staring at her chest during dinner.
What the fuck was wrong with her?
"Not that I blame him." Hunter's mouth closed around her nipple and she gasped, her nails digging into his skin. "Fuck, you know how much I love these." He moved to the other one, his fingers curling inside her at the same time. "I spent half the dinner trying not to stare at you myself."
"You sure you weren't just jealous another man was looking at them?" She reached out grasping the front of his boxers and finding him hard. "Is this like the strip club all over again for you?"
Hunter groaned as her hand squeezed him. "Maybe a little." He thrust against her palm. "But this isn't about me."
"Sure it is. You love this." She stroked him harder, feeling him twitch. "Telling me other men want me. It's like the strip club all over ag... mmm." His thumb pressed against her clit and she lost the ability to speak.
"This is different and you know it." He circled her clit, watching her face contort and her eyes flutter shut. "You're not wet because Luther was watching you."
"Then why am I... fuck, don't stop." She grabbed his wrist, pressing his fingers harder against her.
"You're wet because you thought he wasn't." He obliged, his thumb working her clit while two fingers stayed buried inside her. "You thought he was more interested in Morgan than you."
"That's... oh God." Her hips bucked against his hand. "That's not..." She released his manhood, grabbing at the sheets. "I don't care who he looks at."
"You're not used to getting all that attention." He curled his fingers and she moaned into the pillow. "But he's been staring at you since the day he moved in. You thought he lost interest after he met Morgan but--"
His words were cut off when she reached back out, grasping his testicles and squeezing. "Hunter, shut up and fuck me already." She tugged his boxers down his legs and pulled him on top of her. His cock pressed against her thigh, hard and hot, and she rolled her hips against it. "And I don't want to be quiet tonight. They keep us up every night. Let them hear us for a change."
He pushed her panties to the side and the head of him nudged her entrance. She was so wet it was almost embarrassing, the slickness coating both of them as he teased her opening without pushing in. Her hips lifted, trying to take him, but he pulled back just enough to keep her waiting.
"Hunter."
"What?"
"Stop teasing."
"Now, where's the fun in that?" He pressed forward slightly before pulling back again.
She grabbed his ass with both hands and pulled. He sank into her in one stroke and her head snapped back against the pillow. "Oh fuuuck." Her voice filled the room. Her hips lifted, as she felt his balls press against her ass. She didn't care who heard her. Let the whole street hear just how good it felt.
"God damn, Cor." His voice was strangled as her walls gripped him tight. "You feel... fuck."
"Harder." She wrapped her legs around his back, locking her ankles. "Fuck me, harder."
He braced his hands on either side of her head and drove into her, the bed frame cracking against the wall. He increased his speed, from a slow tease to a steady, rhythmic fucking. Fast enough to fill the room with rhythmic wet slaps as Hunter's hips and thighs made contact with hers.
"Yesss. Just like that." She dug her nails into his shoulders, her pussy clenching and milking his shaft as he impaled her again and again. She reached up and braced one hand against the headboard, the other gripping his bicep, the serpent tattoo flexing beneath her fingers. His body was slick with sweat already.
"Fuck, Hunter." She arched her back and his mouth found her nipple, sucking hard enough to make her yelp. "Mmm. There's no way they didn't hear that."


She didn't know why she said it. The words came out before she could stop them and once they were in the air she couldn't take them back. Hunter's hips stuttered for half a second, then slammed forward harder than before.
"Probably." He crashed his mouth onto hers before pulling back. "I've never heard you this excited before." He grabbed her thigh and pushed it higher, changing the angle. Deeper. She cried out, her hand flying back to the headboard.
"Oh my God. Right there. Fuck... Yes... Right there." Her cries got louder, as if she were auditioning for a porno. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through her body.
He held the angle, his hips snapping against her. The wet sound of them together mixed with the creak of the bed and her moans and the breeze from the window cooling the sweat on her stomach. She was aware of all of it. Every sensation stacked on top of the last.
Her fingers found her clit and she rolled it between her fingers, her body jolting at the contact. She was already close. It had built faster than she expected, the combination of his cock stretching her and his words and the images that kept flooding behind her eyes. Luther at the dinner table, his pale blue gaze dropping to her chest. The way his lips curled when she got fired up. The whisper at the door.
"Cor." Hunter's voice brought her back. He was watching her, his face tight with the effort of holding back. "You're thinking about him aren't you? About the way he was looking at you?"
She opened her mouth to respond, but her walls clenched around him, telling him the answer he already knew. "Fuuuuck." She worked her clit faster, no longer trusting her words.
"It turns you on doesn't it?" Sweat dropped from his forehead onto her cheek and she moaned her response. "To think about him seeing you... fuck. Like this." He thrust deep and held, grinding against her. "Staring at your tits."
He sheathed himself fully inside her, pausing. His forehead dropped against her collarbone, his breath ragged. "Fuck. I should not be this turned on right now." He pulled back, crashing into her again.
"Nnnngh, fuck." Her legs were shaking, her hips bucking chasing the orgasm that was just within reach. "You make it sound so dirty."
"Not dirty. Sexy." He grabbed her wrist, causing her to sigh in frustration as he pinned both her wrists over her head. "It's so sexy watching you get worked up when people see how sexy you are." His hips slammed into her, his grunts growing louder. "All those people seeing you the way I see you."
"Baby, I'm close." Her hips were moving on their own now, grinding against him every time he bottomed out. "I'm so close."
"You're going to cum thinking about his eyes on your chest aren't you?" His cock pulsed inside her letting her know he wasn't going to last much longer either. "Thinking about our disgusting neighbor watching you cum."
"Ohhhh. Oh fuck, baby. Please."
He released her wrist and her hand flew to her clit, the lewd sounds of her arousal filling the silence. He pressed his forehead to hers. "Let him hear you, Cor." Her fingers were frantic on her clit, her eyes squeezed so tight she saw dots. "Cum for me."
"Oh God." Her walls clenched. "Oh fuck, oh fuck."
The orgasm hit like a bomb, ripping through her so hard her vision went white. She screamed, her whole body seizing as wave after wave crashed through her. Her back arched completely off the mattress and she grabbed Hunter's arms, her nails breaking skin, holding on like she'd fall apart if she let go.
"Fuck. Fuck, Cor." Hunter couldn't hold back anymore. He buried himself as deep as he could and she felt him swell inside her, his cock pulsing as he came. He groaned against her neck, his whole body shaking, his fingers digging into the mattress on either side of her.
She felt every throb. Every twitch. Her walls milked him through it, both of them riding the aftershocks as the room slowly came back into focus. The bed had shifted at least a foot from the wall. The sheets were tangled around their ankles. The pillow had fallen to the floor at some point and neither of them had noticed.
Hunter collapsed beside her, his chest heaving. "Jesus Christ."
She couldn't respond. She was still trembling, her hand resting on her stomach, feeling the rise and fall of her own breathing. The breeze from the window touched the sweat on her chest and she shivered. Goosebumps spread across her skin, tightening her nipples all over again.
"That was..." Hunter was staring at the ceiling, one arm thrown over his forehead. "I don't even have words for that."
She turned her head and looked at him. His face was flushed, his hair matted to his forehead. He looked wrecked in the best possible way. She loved him. She loved this. Whatever had just happened, was because of their connection.
"Hotter than the strip club thing?" She managed, her voice hoarse.
"Are you kidding?" He laughed, still catching his breath. "That wasn't even close. This was... fuck, Cor. Where did that come from?"
"I don't know." She stared at the ceiling. "Fuck, I wish I knew."
She did know. She just wasn't ready to admit it. Not out loud. Not to herself. So instead she rolled onto her side and pressed her face against his chest, breathing him in.
"Hey Babe?"
"Mmm." His arm wrapped around her but it was heavy. He was already fading.
"I love you."
"Love you too, Cor. So much."
His breathing evened out in under a minute. It used to annoy her how fast he could fall asleep. Tonight she was grateful for it. She lay against his chest and stared at the far wall. Her body was satisfied in a way it hadn't been in weeks. Maybe months.
She couldn't decide if she wanted to throw up or touch herself again.
She lay there for a long time, her body cooling, the sweat drying on her skin, listening to the silence from next door and wondering if it was really silence at all.



She couldn't sleep.
Hunter's light snoring told her that he was completely wiped out. An odd sense of satisfaction washed over her. She should have been exhausted. Her body was spent, her muscles loose, the pleasant post-orgasm bliss tingled her skin. But her mind wouldn't shut off.
The breeze from the window had turned cool. It touched the sweat still drying on her chest and she shivered. She needed to close it before the room got too cold. Hunter was asleep on top of the comforter and she didn't want to wake him fighting for the blanket.
She slid out from under his arm carefully, her bare feet finding the hardwood. She hurried across the room to the open window and reached for the frame. That's when she noticed the blinds were up. She didn't remember opening them. Hunter must have done it earlier and she was too caught up in everything to check.
She was about to pull the window down when movement caught her eye.
The lamp was on next door. Cory held her breath as Dafni moved through the frame first, pulling her dress over her head. Her body was exactly as Cory remembered it. Her skin was flawless, her chest large and dipping into a V shape that men go crazy for.
She almost got lost in watching Dafni again, until Luther's large frame came into view. Her eyes snapped to him and she realized he was facing her.
It didn't make sense. Dafni was right there, her naked body absolutely magnificent but Luther's gaze held onto Cory.
His eyes traveled down from her face to her bare chest. The moment was slow and deliberate like he wanted her to know exactly where he was looking. He didn't try to hide it, didn't bother looking over at his wife, just stared at Cory's naked chest.
Her nipples hardened. She didn't move.
Luther's hand rose slowly waving at her like they were just two neighbors being friendly, his grin spreading across his face. She couldn't explain why she did it, but she waved back, completely unconcerned about her lack of modesty. Then, in the most casual fashion she could muster, she reached out and slowly pulled the window closed before dropping the blinds.
She walked back to bed and climbed in next to Hunter, pressing her bare chest against his back. He stirred briefly, his arm wrapping around her and pulling her close. Instinctively telling her that everything was going to be fine.
Cory pressed her head between his shoulder blades and closed her eyes, but sleep wouldn't come. Not for a very long time.
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The bass from the club still pounded in Cassey's chest as she and John stumbled onto the sidewalk, the cool night air hitting her flushed skin. Her black leather pants caught the streetlight, and she steadied herself against John's shoulder, both of them laughing. They'd been dancing for hours, and both of them had drunk their weight in alcohol.
"Jesus Christ, Cassey," John said, wiping tears from his eyes. "I can't believe you just left that poor guy hanging. He looked like he was about to tear through his pants."
Cassey rolled her eyes, adjusting her black top. "And why were you looking at another man's dick, dear?" She licked her lips her eyes still full of fire and excitement.
"I wasn't," he said, sheepishly. "But, it was hard not to notice with you grinding on him all night."
"Mmm, are you jealous?" Her hand found the front of his pants giving it a squeeze.
"God, you're sexy." He groaned as she pulled her hand away. "You should go back in there. Put the poor bastard out of his misery."
She stopped walking and turned to face him, one eyebrow arched. "Careful what you wish for, babe. Keep talking like that and I just might do it. I bet you could set him off before the car got here."
"Oh, I know I could." She kissed his cheek. "But then, I wouldn't want to leave you out here all alone."
John grinned, that drunk confidence radiating off him. "I want you to."
"No," she said, poking his chest with one finger. "You think you do. But you don't. You would be consumed by jealousy."
Before he could respond, headlights swept across them and a silver Honda pulling up to the curb. Cassey checked her phone. "Too late now." She said with a teasing nudge. "That's our Uber. Shaun."
She opened the front passenger door and slid in before John could say anything. "I like sitting up front," she announced, buckling her seatbelt. "Better access to the radio."
John climbed into the back, and she caught his look in the rearview mirror. She was on a mission to prove this wasn't really what he wanted.
Their driver was a bigger guy, broad-shouldered and solid, with long dreads pulled back. When he greeted them, his Jamaican accent was warm and relaxed. "Evening. Y'all had a good night?"
"The best kind," Cassey said, studying him with obvious interest.
They pulled away from the curb, and she settled into her seat, eyes drifting over Shaun's profile. "So where are you from originally?"
"Kingston." He watched her from the corner of his eye. "Been here about five years now."
"And how long have you been doing this? The Uber thing?"
"Couple years. Good way to meet people, make some extra cash." He glanced at John through the rearview mirror, trying to figure out their dynamic.
Cassey leaned forward slightly, her voice more playful. "I bet you've seen some crazy stuff, right? Picking up drunk people in the middle of the night?"
Shaun laughed, a deep, genuine sound. "Oh yeah. Had someone try to bring a traffic cone into my car once. Another time, couple started arguing about whether dolphins were fish."
"Okay, but..." She bit her lip, eyes sparkling. "Has anyone ever propositioned you? Asked you to end your shift early?"
Shaun's laugh was lower his eyes still on John in the back. "Not by anyone who looks like you."
Cassey grinned at John in the rearview mirror, catching his eyes as she let her hand drift over to rest on Shaun's thigh. "Well," she said softly, "maybe your luck is changing."
Shaun's leg tensed under her touch, but he didn't pull away. His hands tightened on the steering wheel as he navigated through the late-night traffic, his breath coming just a little deeper.
"You're bold," he said, his accent thickening slightly.
Cassey's fingers had barely grazed his thigh when she gasped, her eyes catching John's in the rearview. Her hand had found him already hard, straining against his jeans, the shape of him unmistakable even through the denim.
"John... he's--" Her voice was breathy, almost disbelieving. "He's huge."



John's world tilted.
There was a lump in his throat he couldn't swallow past, and his hands were shaking where they gripped his knees. This wasn't supposed to be real. The teasing at the club, the flirting. It was just talk. Just the alcohol and the fantasy they sometimes whispered about in the dark.
But now his wife's hand was on another man's cock. Right in front of him. In the front seat of a stranger's car.
She won't actually go further, he told himself. She's just playing. Testing me.
But even as he thought it, he felt his own body betraying him, heat pooling low in his gut, his pulse hammering in his ears and his own hardness straining against his pants.



"What about him?" Shaun's voice was rougher now, his eyes flicking to the rearview mirror.
Cassey's touch grew bolder, her palm pressing firmly against him, fingers tracing the length of him through the fabric. "He'll stop it if it goes too far." She turned to look at John directly, her lips curving into a dangerous smile. "Besides, this is what he wanted... right, dear?"
Before John could answer, before he could even process the question, she unbuckled her seatbelt with a sharp click and leaned over the center console.
The sound of the zipper cut through the car like a shotgun blast. John flinched in the backseat, his the pulse point in his neck threatening to rip from his skin. This was real. This was actually happening.
Cassey's giggle was breathy, almost giddy. "Oh my god..." Her voice dripped with genuine awe. "Baby, he's so big. I can barely... my hand doesn't even fit around it, look."
John leaned forward despite himself, catching a glimpse in the flickering streetlights. The contrast of her pale fingers against Shaun's dark skin caused his breath to hitch. Her hand stretch around it, her fingers nowhere close to touching as she gently stroked him, and John saw a thick vein pulse. It was obscene. It was intoxicating. It made his stomach drop and his cock ache simultaneously.
"Jesus Christ," Shaun breathed, his knuckles white on the steering wheel as the car suddenly accelerated knocking John back.
Casey licked her lips and looked back at her husband one last time. "Last chance, lover. Still think you want me to go through with it?"
John's mouth opened. No sound came out. His hands trembled where they gripped his knees.
She held his gaze for three heartbeats. Four. Then she smiled and her head began to dip lower.
"Fuuuuck--" Shaun jerked the wheel, the car swerving slightly into the next lane.
A horn blared beside them causing John to twist to look out the window, ensuring no one saw what was happening just three feet in front of him.
Cassey pulled back just enough to laugh, glancing at the car beside them. "They're just jealous they're not getting the same treatment." Her gaze drifted to her husband and held it as her tongue flattened over the underside of their driver's cock.
John couldn't breathe.
The world seized to exist around him. All he could see was his wife's head in another man's lap, his hand tangled in her hair, all punctuated by loud slurping sounds that sounded like they were coming from the speakers.
Cassey's head bobbed in Shaun's lap, her dark hair spilling over his thigh. John could see the movement of her jaw, the way her hand gripped Shaun's base, yet so much of his cock was left uncovered. The streetlights strobed across them--light, dark, light, dark--each flash revealing another detail, another inch of Shaun's impossibly long cock disappearing in his wife's tiny mouth. John's brain was short circuiting trying to process and file it away.
He watched her throat flex as Shaun's hand rested on the base of her neck, pushing her further down despite her muffled protests... or were those muffled moans?
"Mmmmpffh." Cassey's palms relaxed on Shaun's thighs and he began to rock his hips. The wet slurping noises grew louder as she took him deeper, followed by a choked gasp when she went too far. Her face was a mess of running mascara, saliva and Shaun's own juices. She pulled back with a gasp, a string of spit connecting her lips to Shaun's cock, and then she was back on him, the sounds even louder now, wetter, more frantic.
John's hands made their way to the front of his pants as he contemplated pulling his own dick out. His wedding ring bit into his palm. This was his wife. Those sounds were coming from his wife and he was just sitting back watching.
"Fuck, man," Shaun's voice cut through the haze. His eyes found John's in the rearview mirror. "You're a lucky son of a bitch. You know that?"
The car slowed for a red light, and Cassey suddenly pulled off completely. John's heart leapt. She was stopping. She'd made her point. This was over.
But then she was pulling her black top over her head, tossing it onto the passenger seat. Followed quickly by her undershirt and her bra. In the glow of the traffic light, John could see her flushed chest, her hardened nipples.
"God, I'm so fucking horny," she breathed, looking at Shaun with glazed eyes. "I've never had a real man before." Her hands came up to grasp her breasts, squeezing her hard nipple poking between her fingers, and then she lowered her mouth back down, taking Shaun even deeper than before.
"Holy shit," Shaun groaned, his hips bucking. The light turned green and he accelerated, one hand still tangled in her hair. "You hear that, John? Your wife says she's never had a real man." He laughed. "Guess you've been coming up short, huh?"
John's face burned with humiliation even as his cock throbbed painfully. He wanted to defend himself, to protest, but what could he say? His hand was rubbing the front of his slacks to the same pace as his wife's head bobbed in another man's lap. The worst part, he felt like he was going to cum if he didn't stop.
"She's incredible," Shaun muttered. "Taking me so deep... bet you've never heard her gag like that before, have you?"
"Glug, glug, glug." The obscene sounds seemed to intensify as Cassey roughly rolled her hard pebbles through her fingers.
John looked out the window, afraid that if we watched a second longer he would explode before Shaun. The thought made the world tilt. Was she going to finish him off? Would he cum in her mouth? On her face, her exposed chest?
His cock ached as familiar streets came into view. Two more turns and they'd be home. His house. Their bedroom just upstairs from where they'd park.
"Oh fuck, I'm close," Shaun warned, his voice tight. "Your girl's gonna make me--"
Cassey's response was to take him to the base, her hand moving faster, and John watched Shaun's entire body go rigid. His knuckles went white on the steering wheel. A guttural sound tore from his throat.
"Fuck, fuck, Oohhhhh fuuuuck--"
The car swerved slightly as Shaun climaxed, his hips jerking, and Cassey stayed with him through it all. John could see her throat working, swallowing, and the visual nearly undid him completely.
They pulled up to the house, the porch light casting warm yellow across the driveway. The car rolled to a stop. For a long moment, no one moved. John could hear all three of them breathing hard in the aftermath.
Cassey finally sat up, wiping the corner of her mouth with her thumb. Her lipstick was smeared, her hair disheveled, her bare chest still heaving. Her eyes were bright with satisfaction.
"Thanks for the ride, Shaun," she giggled.
"Anytime." He took a deep breath, trying to recover. "Seriously. Anytime."
She turned in her seat, looking back at John with a mischievous grin that made his stomach flip. Her fingers played at the door handle, but she didn't open it yet.
"So, baby." She grabbed her discarded clothes but didn't bother putting them on. "Should our new friend come upstairs with us?"
John's hand trembled on the door handle. His mouth was dry, his answer caught somewhere between his brain and his tongue.
"I--" he started.
Shaun had already killed the engine and was opening his door. Cassey cocked her eyebrow at her husband as if to ask if he was going to do anything. When no words came out her eyes became soft. "Don't say I didn't try to stop it." She climbed out of the car, her clothes bundled in her hand as Shaun appeared by her side and wrapped his large arm around her like he owned her and walked her to the front door.
John fumbled with the keys, dropping them more than once as he rushed to get the door open. He didn't want the neighbors to look out and see Cassey like this. Her sigh broke his train of thought and he looked up to see Shaun pawing at her bare chest, her hands running through his dreads as the door finally swung open.



Once inside, all pretenses were shattered. Cassey had barely tossed her clothes onto the sofa before Shaun had her pinned against the wall, his head on her chest.
"Uhhh fuck. Not.. not so hard," she protested weakly as his teeth latched onto the taut cap at the end of her breast.
"This is what you wanted, wasn't it? To be taken by a real man. To be properly fucked." He bit down harder and Cassey's legs turned to gel, clinging to Shaun's neck to stay upright.
John stood frozen in the doorway, his hand still on the doorknob. Move. Say something. Do something. But his body wouldn't respond. His wife was making sounds he'd never heard before. These high, desperate whimpers that seemed torn from somewhere deep inside her. His mind was in a fog, taking precious seconds to catch up. Had Shaun said fucked? Was Cassey really going to let him... Would his cock even... He'd just cum in the car, surely he wouldn't be able to go again.
John was spiraling. He looked at the sofa. Was that where he would take her? Would she just bend over the back of it, would he lay her flat? Or maybe he would take her right there on the wall. Just inches from where their wedding photos hung. He wondered if Cassey even registered the photos. Her eyes hadn't opened since Shaun started to work her chest, and judging by the way she was chewing on her lip she was long past caring.
When Shaun finally stepped back, Cassey's eyes fluttered open. They were glazed and unfocused, like she was surfacing from deep water. Her chest was marked with angry red teeth impressions circling her swollen nipple. But the look in her eye was what made John's heart stop and his cock steel. It was a look he'd never seen before. One of pure sex, and she was giving it to Shaun.
"Do... do you have a condom?" Cassey asked as Shaun unbuttoned his pants and began to slide them down his toned thighs.
John's vision began to go dark and narrow as Shaun's pants hit the floor and his thickness sprung free. Here in the light of the house it was even bigger than John had thought and so much thicker. He glanced to his wife, her eyes were glued to the dark monster in front of her, her chest rising and falling with anticipation.
"Does it look like this thing can fit a condom?" He took a step toward Cassey, lifting his feet from his discarded pants. "You're going to take it bare and then you're going to tell your husband just how much better black dick is."
"Maybe we should--" John started, but his wife was already reaching forward, her tiny hand wrapping around it, her thumb smearing precum across the flared ridge.
"You're overdressed." Shaun's eyes darted to the black leather pants she wore. "And I've been imagining just how good that ass looks since you stepped into the car."
Cassey's hands moved to the button of her leather pants. Her fingers were shaking she had so much nervous energy. While she didn't fully expect for things to have gone this far, now that they had there was no way she could stop it even if she wanted to. She worked the zipper of her pants down slowly, the pull the only sound in the room other than everyone's labored breathing.
"Cassey," John's voice cracked. "He... he said he doesn't have a condom."
She paused, looking back at him over her shoulder as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband. "You had your chance to stop this, baby." She started to push the leather down. "Now it's too late."
"Wait." Shaun's hand covered hers, stopping her. Cassey looked up at him, confused. "You still need to get me hard before I can fuck you properly." His grin was wolfish as he moved to the sofa, settling into it like a king on a throne. "And there's nothing sexier than a woman dancing for what she wants."
He spread his legs, his half-hard cock resting against his thigh, and looked at John. "Got any beer in the fridge? Grab me one, will ya?"
John's face burned. The humiliation crashed over him in waves, but underneath it his cock throbbed painfully in his pants. He was being ordered around in his own house while his wife danced for... no, stripped for another man.
"Go on now," Shaun ordered, dismissively.
John's feet moved on autopilot, carrying him toward the kitchen. Behind him, he heard music start. Cassey must have grabbed her phone. A slow, bass-heavy beat filled the room.
He opened the fridge, the cold air from the fridge barely registering against the heat on his face. His hands shook as he grabbed a can. When he turned back, he froze in the doorway.
Cassey had begun to dance.
Her hips rolled in slow figure-eights, her hands tracing up her body as she stood between Shaun's spread legs. The black lace of her panties caught the light. She turned, showing him her ass, and slowly bent forward, her hands on Shaun's knees.
"Fuck yes," Shaun breathed, his hand sliding up her thigh--his dark fingers stark against her pale skin. Before John could process the image, a thunderous crack echoed through the house as Shaun's palm connected with her ass, leaving an angry red handprint on the white flesh.
John couldn't move. Couldn't look away. His wife was giving this stranger a lap dance in their living room. A moan escaped her lips, as her hips continued to grind against his naked cock. John nearly dropped the beer on the floor. He'd never slapped her like that. Would have never thought she was into it. But as another slap rang through the air and Shaun's dark hand gripped her reddened ass cheek, John couldn't help but noticed the way her movements became more desperate.
"Show me how bad you want this big black cock, girl."
Cassey straightened and turned, straddling one of Shaun's thighs. She rolled her body against him, her hands mashing her chest together as she teased her nipple. She lowered her body, gasping as her barely covered pussy grinded against his manhood. Her hands flew to his dreads, and John could see the wet spot forming on her panties where she continued to ground against Shaun.
The man's hands were everywhere--gripping her ass, sliding up her sides, palming her breasts. When he pinched her nipple, still sensitive from his teeth, Cassey gasped and arched into him. It was like she belonged to him, and in the moment maybe she did. John was thankful he still had a beer in his hand otherwise he wasn't sure he'd be able to resist touching himself.
Minutes passed. John stood frozen with the beer can sweating in his hand, watching his wife work herself into a frenzy on another man's lap.
Finally, Cassey pulled back, breathing hard. The wet spot on her panties had spread, the black lace visibly soaked.
Shaun's hand slid between her legs, fingers pressing against the damp fabric. "Damn. Does your pussy always get this wet, or is it knowing you're about to get fucked by a real man that did it?"
Cassey bit her lip, her hips rocking forward into his touch, wanting to feel it deeper. "It's you," she admitted breathlessly. "It's because of you."
"Turn around," Shaun commanded. "Slowly pull those panties off. Show your husband what he's giving up."


Cassey turned, facing John. Their eyes met as her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her thong. Behind her, Shaun reached for the beer. John stepped forward numbly, handing it over.
Shaun popped the tab and brought it to his lips as Cassey began to peel the soaked lace down her thighs. The fabric clung to her wetness before finally releasing. She stepped out of them, her pussy glistening in the lamplight, and tossed the panties at John.
They hit his chest. He could smell her arousal, before they fell to the floor at his feet. John stared down at them, at the dark wet patch in the center, evidence of just how aroused his wife was for another man.
Shaun drained half the can in one long pull, then tossed it to John. It hit his hands with a wet smack, beer sloshing onto his shirt.
"Where's the bedroom?" Shaun asked, standing.
"What's wrong with right here? Her fingers were already dipping between her wet folds.
"Don't want him changing his mind before I take every hole you got. You are mine all night. Right?"
"Ohhh fuck," Cassey and John whispered in unison.
Cassey looked at John one last time. Her pupils were blown wide, her chest heaving, her thighs slick with arousal. She'd never looked more beautiful or more lost to him.
"It's right down the hall. I'll show you."
"Come on then," Shaun said, and let her lead him down the hall toward their bedroom.



The bedroom door clicked shut behind them, and Shaun twisted the lock making her heart beat faster. The sound echoed in the quiet room. This was it, she was going through with it.
"There," he said, turning to face Cassey. "Now your husband can't come running in after he hears how much I make you beg."
Cassey licked her lips, her breath coming fast. She was completely naked now, standing in the middle of her own bedroom while this stranger, a man she'd met less than an hour ago, looked at her like she was his to devour.
"Now, where were we?" Shaun pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a broad, muscled chest. "Oh right, I remember."
He gave her a playful smile, then pushed her face first into the mattress. Her squeal morphed into a gasp as his hips pinned her thighs apart, the weight of him hotter than anything she'd experienced with John.
Cassey's fingers scrabbled at the sheets as Shaun's hand palmed her ass. It was more aggressive than in the living room, like he was trying to discover her limits, he would find none. His free hand curled into her hair, wrenching her head back as he plunged two fat digits into her pussy.
"Ohhh, God." The moan escaped her before she could stop it. His fingers pushed into her, knuckles deep, bringing a wet squelching sound with it. There was no way John didn't hear her.
"Fuck you're tight. Hubby has a real small dick, doesn't he?" He curled his fingers, hitting that wet spongy spot that John couldn't reach. Her hips jerked backward, wanting him deeper despite having never felt so full before.
He pulled harder on her hair, making her yelp as her spine arched against his chest. From his angle she could feel his cock posed against her ass, as he continued to work his fingers inside her cunt. "I asked you a question," he hissed against her ear. "Does hubby have a small dick?"
He pulled his fingers from her pussy causing her to sigh. His teeth scrapped against her shoulder as she pushed back against his manhood.
"Yes."
"Yes, what?" Shaun demanded again, his fingers pumping into her relentlessly.
"Yes, he--" Cassey's voice broke as pleasure crashed through her. "He has a small dick."
"Louder. Let him hear you."
Cassey's face burned with shame even as her pussy clenched around his fingers. "He has a small dick!"
Guilt flickered through her mind, John was right outside that door, but then Shaun's fingers curled again and all she could think about was how badly she wanted to feel Shaun inside her.
"And this?" Shaun ground his cock against her ass, letting her feel every thick inch. "How does this compare?"
"Bigger," she gasped. "So much bigger."
"And you're going to take every inch." He flexed his hips, letting his cock brush against her opening. Her moan pitched higher, and she fell to her forearms desperate for him to push forward. Shaun released her hair, placing both hands on the swell of her ass as he nudge his cock forward.
"Oohhhh--"
The sensation took her breath away. Her lips parted, welcoming his girth as the rigid crown of his cock speared her. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the sheets, waiting for Shaun to push his hips forward, but it never came.
"Your body was made for this. You want it don't you? You want my cock." He squeezed her ass, his thumb drifting over the tight passage. "Say it. Let your husband hear you want it."
"I want it," Cassey gasped. Her mind flashed to John. He probably had his ear pressed to the door, his dick in his hand. This wasn't how she expected it to go, she thought he was going to be present, to watch her as she took her first black cock. "Please, Shaun. I want your cock."
"Again!" His hand crashed down on her ass appreciating how it rippled.
"I want your cock!" The words tore from her throat. "Please fuck me with your big black cock!"
Shaun pushed forward, more than half his dick disappearing between her legs. Her eyes went wide, her mouth hanging open in a silent moan of ecstasy. A low chuckle escaped Shaun's lips as he felt her inner muscles ripple around his girth. His tongue flicked her earlobe as he leaned forward. "Only half way in. Tell your husband how it feels."
"So full. God, I feel so fucking full." She wasn't lying. The stretch was unlike anything she could have imagined. Her toes curled into the sheets, the smell of her arousal assaulting her nose as she tried to adjust to the sensation. Her fingers slid between her legs.
"No!" He pulled back slightly causing her to gasp. "You touch yourself and I stop. When you're with a real man, you don't need to use your fingers."
Cassey whimpered and quickly removed her hand. She was rewarded with Shaun's grip on her hips tightening, his dick pushing deeper inside of her.
"Ahh, fuck. You feel so good." Cassey bit down hard on her lip enjoying the sensation of being stretched unbearably wide. The wet sound of her accommodating him filled the room, syncopated by her labored breathing. She reached behind her, finding Shaun's muscular thigh and pulled him deeper, desperate to feel his hips against her ass.
"That's it," Shaun groaned, his hips finally meeting her ass. "Every... fucking... inch."
Cassey couldn't speak. Couldn't think. She was completely, impossibly full. Her body trembled beneath him, overwhelmed by sensation.
"Tell him," Shaun commanded, pulling back slowly. Her nails scraped his thighs when just the tip remained inside her, before slamming forward again with enough force to make the headboard crack against the wall. "Tell your husband what it feels like to be properly fucked."
"I--" Cassey's voice cracked as he picked up his pace. ""F-Fuck." Her head lolled back and forth, as her body responded to his ruthless pace. "J... John, I'm so full. He's--oh God--Shaun is so deep inside me."
The headboard continued to knock against the wall at a rapid pace as sweat began to drip from Shaun's body onto Cassey. His nostrils flared as he watched her body struggle to accommodate him.
"Does your husband fuck you like this?" Shaun's hand tangled in her hair again, pulling her head back.
"No!" The admission tore from her. I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. But her body was already responding, hips pushing back to meet each thrust. "Never like this!"
"That's because he's not man enough." Shaun's other hand reached around, finding her clit. "But I am. Say it."
Cassey's orgasm was building faster than she could process. The fullness, the friction, his fingers working her clit. It was too much. "You're... Oh fuck. you're more man than my husband!"
"Good girl." His thrusts became harder, faster. The wet sounds of their bodies meeting filled the room, mixing with her desperate moans. "Who fucks you better." He slapped her ass. "Say my name."
"S... Shaun."
"Tell your husband who owns this pussy."
Cassey's world shattered. Her pussy clenched around him as the orgasm ripped through her.
"Shaun... Ohhh... Mmm fuck. Shaun owns this pussy."
He pulled out with a pop, dragging the head of his cock across her swollen lips. Cassey's cries of protest strangled in her throat as Shaun smiled down at her.
"P... put it back in," she whined, wiggling her hips, desperate to find the hard steel that gave her so much pleasure.
"Oh I will." His palms rolled over her back, wiping the sweat from her body. "After all, we're just getting started." His hands rolled over her ass, spreading her cheeks. "After all, I did say I was going to take every hole tonight."
Cassey's hips lifted, her gasp sharp as Shaun's thumb slid across her stretched rim. "Wait--" Her fingers tightened in the sheets as Shaun applied the lightest pressure against her back passage. "There's... there's lube in the nightstand. Top drawer."
Shaun's laugh vibrated against her back. "Is that right?" He reached over, pulling open the drawer and retrieving the bottle. "Well, well. Looks like someone's been prepared for this." He held it up, shaking it slightly. "Tell your husband what's about to happen."
Cassey's face burned. "John, I... I told him where the lube is."
The bottle popped open. "Keep going." He slicked himself generously. He wanted it to be pleasurable for her. "Tell him why you told me."
The cool gel dripped onto her ass, sliding down her warm skin. "He... he's going to fuck my ass." She shivered in anticipation.
"Just relax, baby. You'll be cumming for me again in no time." His free hand stroked her lower back, feeling her tense as he nudge her entrance. "Good girl. Let me in."
Cassey tried, forcing her muscles to unclench. His cock was unlike anything she'd experienced. The pressure continued to build causing her to cry out.
"Ahhh... He... Oh God... John, he's... he's in my ass."
Despite it only being the tip, the fullness had her seeing stars. Her hands clenched and unclenched against the sheets, her lungs filling with air.
"That's it. How's it feel?" Shaun asked, pushing deeper..
"It burns." Her voice broke into a moan. "Uhhh, slower Shaun. Go slower, please."
"That's my girl." He added more lube as inch by torturous inch slipped inside her tight passage. The sensation was overwhelming, every nerve ending alight with fire.
"John--" Cassey's voice was ragged. "It... oh fuck, he's in my ass, baby. Shaun is fucking my ass."
Shaun paused, letting her adjust to the intrusion. His hands kneaded her ass cheeks gently, spreading her wider as he held himself still. "You're doing so good, baby. This ass is incredible. Just breathe."
Cassey's breath came in short gasps. The burn was intense, but underneath it, something else was building. A fullness that was different from anything she'd felt before, deeper, more consuming.
"Yessss." The moan caught her off-guard, even Shaun paused behind her to ensure he'd heard it correctly. Then, she pushed her hips backward, bouncing off his hips. "Fuuuck. More."
"You sure?" Shaun could barely hide the satisfaction in his voice.
"Yes. God, yes. Give me more."
He pushed forward with more urgency, and Cassey's back arched sharply. "Fuuuuck--John, he's so deep. I can feel him, oh God, I can feel every inch in my ass."
"That's it," Shaun groaned. "Take it. Take all of this black cock in that tight ass."
Her body struggled to accommodate him, muscles fluttering and clenching around his girth. The burn intensified, but so did the pleasure radiating through her core. She reached between her legs, her fingers finding her dripping pussy.
"Look at you," Shaun breathed, watching her fingers work. "So fucking wet while I take your ass. You love this, don't you?"
Cassey's body tensed, building toward another, more powerful, climax. Each thrust had her panting for more. The sensation only intensified by Shaun's approval.
"Yes," Cassey sobbed. "John, I love it. I love having his cock in my ass."
Shaun pulled back slightly, then thrust forward, burying himself another inch. The headboard thumped against the wall--once, twice, establishing a slow rhythm.
"I'm going to cum in your ass." His pace increased, his breathing growing more rapid. "I'm going to fill your tight ass with my seed."
Cassey's fingers circled her clit faster. "Yessss. Oh fuck. Give me your cum--" Her voice broke on a moan. "Cum for me Shaun. Ohhhh I want to feel it."
"Goddamn right." Shaun's hand came down on her ass, not as hard as before, but enough to make her clench around him. The sensation dragged a scream from her throat.
He was nearly fully seated now, his hips almost flush with her ass. Each shallow thrust went deeper than the last, stretching her, claiming her.
"you're going to cum again aren't you? You're going to cum with my cock buried in your ass and your husband locked outside."
"Yes. Oh fuck, Shaun, make me cum again." Her fingers moved frantically, her orgasm building with terrifying speed. The dual stimulation of his cock stretching her impossibly wide, while her fingers worked her swollen clit was overwhelming.
"I'm close," she gasped. "Shaun, I'm so close--"
"Your husband is quiet. He probably already came. Sprayed all over his hand while listening to you cum for a real man."
Cassey shattered.
Her orgasm ripped through her with devastating force. Her pussy clenched around nothing while her ass spasmed around Shaun's cock. At the same moment, Shaun buried himself to the hilt and erupted, his cock pulsing as he filled her ass with rope after rope of hot cum.
"Shaun!" she screamed. "Oh God, Shaun!"
"Fuck, fuck, fuck--" Shaun's entire body tensed as he emptied himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.
They came together, their bodies locked in shared ecstasy, while the headboard hammered against the wall and Cassey's screams echoed through the house.
In the hallway, John stood frozen, his own release staining his pants untouched, as he heard his wife scream another man's name.



The bedroom door opened fifteen minutes later.
Shaun emerged, shirt in hand, still fully nude. He chuckled when he saw John. He was right where Shaun expected him to be, slumped against the hallway wall, his pants still stained, his face pale.
Their eyes met.
As the large black man stepped toward him, John scurried up the wall on shaky legs.
"Put your number in," Shaun said pulling out his phone.
John's hands shook as he took the phone, his fingers fumbling over the keys. He didn't try to process what the man who had just fucked his wife to multiple orgasms was saying. He simply did as he was told. After entering his number, he handed the phone back without a word.
Shaun pocketed it with a smirk. "This was fun." He clapped John on the shoulder like they were the best of friends. "Give me a call when you want to do it again."
Then he was gone, the front door clicking shut behind him.
John stood frozen in the sudden silence. His heart hammered in his chest. His cock still hard, despite having just cum. Slowly, on autopilot, he pushed away from the wall and moved toward the bedroom.
Cassey was still on the bed, sprawled face-down on the sheets, her body limp and spent. Her hair was a tangled mess, her skin sheened with sweat and other evidence of what had happened. She didn't turn to look at him when he entered.
John sat on the edge of the bed, careful not to touch her. His throat was tight.
"So," Cassey's voice was hoarse, muffled against the pillow. She turned her head just enough to meet his eyes. "Do you regret it?"
John looked at his wife. At the marks on her skin. At the way she could barely move. At the devastation and transformation written across every inch of her.
"No," he said quietly, honestly. The smell of sex making his eyes water. "That was the hottest thing I've ever experienced."
Cassey's lips curved into a tired smile. "I was hoping you'd say that."
"I..." John swallowed hard. "I can't wait to do it again."
She reached for his hand, her fingers threading through his. "Me neither."



THE END
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Steam filled the air as Ashley stepped into the shower. This had been their routine for nearly two weeks now, ever since the FBI came into their lives and they realized everything they thought they knew was a lie. Chris stepped in behind her, breathing deeply through his nose and allowing the steam to calm him. Ashley hadn't been herself since she came home from the hospital several days ago. He knew something had happened, but whenever he'd broached the question she broke down.
"Ash?" He reached for her, but she flinched away from his touch.
"Wait." Her voice cracked. "Just... I need a second."
The hurt in her tone made his chest tighten. He'd seen her angry before, seen her confused and overwhelmed, but this was different. This was pain.
"The anklet," she whispered, finally turning to face him. Her eyes were red, whether from tears or the steam, he couldn't tell. "Did you know?"
Chris's stomach dropped. "Know what?"
Her eyes searched his, holding his stare. "What it really means."
She saw the confusion in his eyes, the hurt on his face. A small part of her rejoiced at his confusion. She hated that she ever doubted him, but everything had been a lie for so long she didn't know who to believe anymore. She threw her arms around his neck, burying her face in his chest.
"I ran into Mrs. Johnson at work." Ashley's laugh was a half sob. "Apparently, I've been advertising to the entire world that I'm a married woman who... who likes to play around. A hotwife." The word made her feel nauseous. "I've been wearing that thing for weeks. The guy at the bar, all the attention at the restaurant. God, I'm such an idiot."
The color drained from Chris's face. The implication was bigger than just the bar. She'd worn that thing to the store, to work. "Oh my God, Ash."
He wrapped his arms around her body and held her as hot water pelted his arms. He could feel her body jerking, sobbing not just because of the humiliation but the betrayal he was sure she felt. "You didn't know," he whispered, kissing her forehead. "He manipulated both of us."
"I've been so stupid." Her hands balled into fists as she pushed away from Chris's chest. "All this time I thought... I mean..."
Chris felt rage building in his chest, white-hot and protective. "Bay--"
"No." Ashley's head snapped up, she pressed her lips to his to drown out the word.
"We've been through enough. You've been through enough."
"And what about the FBI?" Her voice rose above the water's roar. "What about the federal charges hanging over your head? I won't let you take the fall for this. I can't lose you too."
"I don't care." Tears filled his eyes, or maybe it was from all the steam. "I'd rather go to prison than watch him continue to destroy you."
"He won't. He can't." There was a conviction in her voice that wasn't there before. For the first time in what felt like forever, Chris no longer thought Clayton had the upper hand.
She was quiet for a long moment, thinking about what to say next. "I don't think he knows that I know. But I haven't responded to any of his texts since I found out." She took a step backward, her gaze never leaving Chris's. "I just... I needed time to think. To grieve, I guess."
"Grieve what?"
"I don't know." Her voice was barely audible over the water. "I don't love him," she snapped, a little too defensively. "But there was something. I thought... I don't know. It felt like it was more than just... sex."
"I'm sorry I pulled you into this. That night at the bar I should have-"
Ashley wiped away her tears, a smile forming on her face. "Don't do that. I don't regret it. Any of it."
"You don't?"
The water began to cool. They'd been in there forever. She placed her hands on either side of his face, pulling him into a kiss. "Clayton may have severely fucked us up, but it hasn't all been bad."
That playful look in her eye returned as her hand began to trail down his body.
"I need to tell you something," Chris said, taking her hand into his before this turned into something else entirely.
Ashley cocked her eyebrow, unsure of what to expect.
"Katie." He took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves as Ashley waited for more of an explanation. He'd been dreading this conversation, putting it off for far longer than he should have.
"What about her?"
"At the office. The day I heard you in there with Clayton..." He closed his eyes, praying she would forgive him. "We had gone to lunch together to discuss Seattle. She didn't know it was you in there with him, but when she heard the noises you were making and saw my reaction she..."
"She what, Chris?"
"She came up behind me and stroked me through my pants. I should have stopped her immediately. But I was so caught off guard and hearing you and..."
Laughter bounced off the walls drowning out the sound of the water. Chris opened his eyes confused and saw Ashley shaking her head. "That's what you were so afraid to tell me? That your co-worker gave you a hand job through your pants?"
Heat started to color Chris's face, realizing how it sounded. "Yeah, I guess I just thought..."
Ashley pulled him into a tight hug, nearly choking the life out of him. "You stupid, loyal boy. I love you so much."
"I... love you too," Chris said, still a little confused by the entire exchange. "So, you're not mad?"
"Sweetie," she pressed her lips to his. The kiss was soft, gentle. "I was on my knees in front of your boss nearly choking and begging him to cover me in cum." She felt Chris's cock twitch involuntarily and shook her head. "No, baby. I'm not mad. I trust you."
The water began to turn to ice as they stood there holding each other, neither of them wanting to admit it was time to turn off the water and go back to the outside world.
"Do you think she's in on it?"
Chris chewed the inside of his cheek. It was a question he'd thought a lot about. "I don't think so. She came in one day and said something about someone following her. I think she's just as freaked out as we are."
"I think I might have a plan. A real one this time."
"What kind of plan?" Chris asked, his heart rate suddenly spiking.
"Just... trust me. Okay?"
"Always."



Clayton cursed under his breath as he walked through the automatic doors of the hospital. He'd spent the better part of an hour charming the nurse working the front desk, only to learn that Ashley was off today. The only useful information he gathered was that she was next scheduled to work on Sunday, the same day Chris and Katie were leaving for Seattle.
He pulled his phone from his pocket, his steps echoing through the empty parking garage. He'd sent her four messages over the span of the last two days and all of them had gone unanswered. His hand balled into a fist. He considered calling her again, but last time she sent him straight to voicemail.
In the entire time since he'd started texting Ashley, she had never gone more than a couple of hours without responding, and he never had to send more than one message. What changed? His father's warnings about the FBI ran through his head. But if they knew something, would Ashley really have been so... willing in the car? Had someone gotten to her after the fact?
In the distance, a car's tires squealed as they pulled out of the parking garage. Did Tom do something? He'd been wanting to get his hands on Ashley for months and Clayton kept denying him. Did he finally reach out himself? Say something he shouldn't have? That sounded plausible, Tom was always rash. But Clayton wasn't going to rush into something without knowing all the facts.
"Bitch," he muttered, tossing his phone into the passenger seat harder than intended. Did she have any idea who she was fucking with? Nobody ignored him. He could make her husband's life a living hell if he wanted to. Drive over to their house and fuck her right there in the living room while Chris watched helplessly. She could ignore his texts all she wanted, but he knew once he got close enough to touch her, she wouldn't be able to resist.
The Audi's engine roared to life, but before he could follow through with his plan, his phone rang. A smirk appeared on his face, as he glanced at the screen expecting to see Ashley's name. It quickly turned sour when his father's contact photo filled the screen. That same stern, disappointed face that had haunted Clayton's childhood and apparently his adulthood too.
"Now what?" Clayton answered, not bothering to say hello.
"Please, tell me you're injured."
"I'm... what? Of course not."
"Then why the hell have you spent the last hour at the hospital?"
Clayton's grip tightened on the steering wheel. "You're tracking me? Seriously?"
"I'm tracking my investment," his father corrected. "An investment you seem hellbent on pissing away."
"Last I checked, Ashley was a key piece in all of this."
Tom's distinctive cackle echoed in the background, forcing Clayton to throw his head back against the leather headrest. "The gang is all there, I see."
"The gang," his father's voice cracked, a telltale sign he was getting angry. Clayton's hands began to shake as images of his childhood flooded his system. His father beating him until he was too sore to move because of a disrespectful tone. Choking his mother nearly to death because she dared to disobey him. "Is worried that you're too busy trying to get laid and not spending enough time worrying about the audit."
"The audit is handled. How many times do I have--"
"As many as I say!" A frustrated sigh came from the other end of the phone. "My contact at the bureau called. An arrest is imminent, they are expecting it to happen within the next three or four weeks."
"Weeks?" Clayton's voice dropped. He thought he had more time. At least a few more months.
"That's right. So stop playin grab-ass with the wife and get her to agree to meet the board already," Tom's voice boomed from the background.
"Shut the fuck up, Tom." Clayton barked.
"He's right," his father interjected. "Things are lining up exactly as we planned. It's imperative that you use the wife as leverage with the board before news of the investigation leaks. After the husband takes the fall, we paint him as a rogue agent to the media, and the wife becomes our faithful little whore."
"I already told you, I'm dealing with it. This isn't something that you can just force. It takes time."
"You're running out of time. Make sure the audit comes back clean. Get the wife to agree to meet with the board and close the fucking loop on this."
"Or what? This is my operation, remember? My software, my--"
"Or I'll see to it that you're sharing a cell right along with Chris. Don't think for a second that just because you're family means you're not disposable."
The line went dead. Clayton stared at his phone, his blood boiling with anger. He had been disrespected too much today, and he was tired of it. His father was right. It was time he started living up to the family name.



Chris watched as Ashley bent over, opening the bottom drawer where her swimsuits were kept. The way the sun hit her back made her ass look perfect as she wiggled around in just her panties. He was nervous about the night, not because of Jen and Dave, he was actually looking forward to seeing Ashley let loose a bit. She deserved that after all she'd been through. No, he was nervous because of what he'd hoped Dave would find looking through all the code. This could be the key to unlocking everything. He just needed to make sure nothing jeopardized that.
"I'm excited. I don't know why we haven't hung out with Dave and Jen sooner," Ashley said, standing up straight and holding a blue two-piece against herself in the mirror. "When I woke up, I thought all I'd want to do today was hide under the covers. But our shower this morning helped me realize how bad we need this." She looked over her shoulder at Chris, her smile warm and loving. She meant what she'd said. She really wasn't sure how she would have made it through this week without him.
"You know, it's not too late. We could tell them you're not feeling well. I could swing by tomorrow and..." he looked at the phone on the dresser. "I could take Jen your birthday gift."
"No," Ashley said, following his gaze. She tossed the navy bikini aside and reached for a green one. "This is exactly what I need."
The green bikini consisted of tiny triangles connected by thin strings, designed for impact rather than modesty. Ashley held the top against her chest, studying Chris's reaction in the mirror more than the way the outfit looked against her.
"God, this thing barely covers me at all," she said, watching as Chris adjusted himself on the bed. "I bet that would make Dave happy." She bit her lip seductively as she watched her husband squirm. "I'll probably fall out of it the second I bend forward. How do you think Jen would react if Dave got an eye-full of these?" Ashley threw the bikini aside, letting Chris get the full effect of her nakedness.
It wasn't just the way that she looked that made Chris painfully hard. It wasn't even the words she was saying, although she always knew how to push his buttons. Instead, it was the performance in her voice. She wasn't just putting on a show for Chris. He looked back at the dresser, the phone not even five feet from Ashley. She was performing... for him.
Ashley tossed the top aside, and picked up the white top. The cups held more of her chest in. It was what most would consider a traditional swim top. "This isn't as revealing. But the material is so thin. It's practically transparent when it's wet."
Chris shook his head, laughing silently as Ashley blew him a kiss. She wasn't just playing their usual game, she was going on the offensive. Weaponizing herself against Clayton, hoping to drive him mad with jealousy. "Maybe I just won't wear a top at all. After all, don't most of these parties usually end up with the women topless anyway?"
"The white one. Go with the white one," Chris groaned, worried about his own sanity at that moment.
"If you say so," she giggled. She made her way to the closet next, running her fingers across Chris's chest as she passed the bed. She hadn't meant to turn this into such a sexually charged situation, but once she saw Chris's reaction she couldn't help herself. She was already looking forward to coming home and taking off the clothes she hadn't even put on.
She scanned the dresses in her closet until she found the one she was looking for. It was a black halter-dress that stopped about mid-thigh. The neckline showed a modest amount of cleavage without looking like a sex worker, while the back was completely open.
As she went to grab for it, her phone buzzed on the desk, another text from Clayton. This was getting embarrassing.
Clayton: I'm not the type of person you should ignore.
She let out an unsteady breath as she reread the implied threat. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she tried to consider what Clayton would actually do. She'd told Chris before he wouldn't hurt her. Did she still believe that? "Fuck it," she thought to herself. He'd manipulated her for months. Made her parade around with that thing on her ankle, telling everyone exactly what she was. Well, tonight Clayton would be the one being manipulated, the one wondering what was going to happen next.
She tossed the phone back onto the dresser without responding. "What do you think?" She held the dress up as she stepped out of the closet. "Doesn't this make my legs look good? Who knows what kind of show someone will get if I have to bend over."
Leaping from the bed, Chris pushed her into the wall, his lips finding her neck.
"Easy, big boy, you're going to ruin my makeup," Ashley laughed, but her hands found the back of his head and she ran her fingers through his hair.
"Are you sure you know what you're doing? Pushing his buttons like this?" Chris whispered, nibbling on her ear.
"People get sloppy when they're angry." She ran her hand down the front of his body grasping his manhood. "Or aroused," she giggled, giving him a playful tug. "Imagine what will happen when he's both."
"We could just stay in... order take-out." His breathing was growing heavier as she ran her palm over the front of his pants.
"There will be plenty of time for that tonight after some fun in the hot tub and drinks with friends," she said, pushing away from him with a smile. "Now, wait for me downstairs. I need to get changed and then we can head out. We're already late."
Reluctantly, Chris took a step backward. He glanced at the phone on the table one last time. He wasn't sure if Ashley was a genius, or if she was lighting a fuse without knowing how big the explosion would be. Clayton had shown he was willing to cross every line they'd drawn. What lines would he cross when he realized he was being manipulated? He pushed the fear aside as he made his way down the steps. He just hoped Dave would come through with the proof the FBI needed. Their entire future depended on it.



As Chris and Ashley approached the two-story, red-brick home of Dave and Jen, Chris fidgeted with nervous energy. He wasn't sure if it was the anxiety of not knowing what Dave found on the drive, or the way Ashley would smile every time her phone would buzz with a message from Clayton only to ignore it. He'd considered leaving their phones at home in case Clayton decided to track them, but something in his gut told him Clayton wasn't that reckless.
"Relax, let's just have fun tonight. We deserve it." Ashley's reassuring voice whispered over the commercial playing on the radio. She placed her hand on his leg and gave it a squeeze as he put the car in park.
The front door swung open before they could knock, and Chris had to shield his eyes from the lights spilling through the open door.
"Finally!" Jen's voice carried over the music as she appeared in the doorway, auburn hair loose around her shoulders. She wore a low-cut yellow sundress that showed off her toned legs. Chris found himself noticing details he'd glossed over during their dinner together, comparing her to Ashley. Her athletic figure made her smaller than Ashley, but the way her dress hugged her body made him take notice. Her chest wasn't as full, but the way her outfit pushed them out made it hard not to stare, and her legs... While they weren't as long as Ashley's, they were strong, like once she got ahold of you she'd never let you go.
"I was starting to think you two got lost."
"Sorry," Ashley replied, pulling her into an enthusiastic hug. "Traffic was a nightmare. But we made it. And oh my God, you look amazing. That color is perfect on you."
"Oh, this old thing?" Jen laughed, taking a step back so Ashley could better see her low cut yellow dress. "Seriously, look who's talking. I would kill to have cleavage like that. Chris, how in the world are you okay with her leaving the house without constant supervision?"
Ashley laughed off the comment, but Chris felt heat creep up the back of his neck. He needed a drink.
"Because he's not an insecure caveman," Dave said, appearing at Jen's side and clapping Chris on the shoulder. "Come on in. We're already three drinks in. You two have some catching up to do." He stepped aside, and Chris followed Ashley into the house.
Inside, the house had been transformed. Furniture pushed against walls to create a makeshift dance floor, LED string lights casting colors across the ceiling, speakers hanging on every corner, some upbeat song Chris wasn't familiar with played through them, barely loud enough to be heard. The back doors were thrown wide, revealing the deck where steam rose invitingly from their new hot tub.


"Wow, you guys really went all out," Ashley said, taking in the scene in front of her.
"Jen's been talking about this ever since we had dinner. She's been very specific about how she wants this night to go."
"I was excited," Jen laughed. "And, it was the first time in months Dave had done anything other than sit in front of that computer."
"Someone had to pay for that new hot tub," he fired back, but the venom Chris heard at dinner seemed to be gone, replaced by something more playful.
"Let me get you guys drinks," Jen said, already moving toward the kitchen. "We've got wine, beer, or I made some killer margaritas if you're feeling adventurous."
"Margs sound perfect," Ashley replied, settling onto their sectional sofa that was pushed against the wall. Chris and Dave both noticed the way her dress rode up slightly as she crossed her legs, exposing the smooth skin of her thigh.
"Actually, while Jen grabs those, do you think we can step out back and talk... business?"
"In a little while, man" Dave said, casually. "We've got all night. Right now let's just relax, have a few drinks and see where the night takes us." He settled into the sofa next to Ashley, leaving just enough room for Jen to squeeze in between them.
Before Chris could protest, Jen returned with a tray of salt-rimmed glasses filled with pale green liquid. "Alright, who's ready to party?" She shimmied into the room, handing each of them a glass.
"To new friends, and crazy stories." Dave raised his glass into the air, a smirk playing on his face.
"To the birthday girl, and a kick-ass new hot tub," Ashley laughed, lifting her own drink into the air.
They clinked glasses, and Chris felt the tequila burn down his throat. The alcohol helped ease some of his tension, though he noticed how Dave continued to steal glances of Ashley from the corner of his eye.
"So," Jen said, squeezing in between Ashley and Dave on the couch. "Did you hear about Sara? Apparently, her husband has been deployed for the last six months. Then, last shift, she walks in with a hickey on her neck. I think she got tired of waiting, and found herself a side piece."
Ashley nearly choked on her margarita as Jen casually mentioned their co-worker cheating. "You're kidding? But, she's so... traditional."
"I know. It's always the ones you least expect."
The way she smirked at Ashley caused her to break into another fit of coughs. This time, she set her glass on the arm of the sofa.
"Goodness girl, did you forget how to drink?" Jen patted her friend on the back.
"So, Dave. How's working from home treating you? Must get pretty boring." Chris interjected, hoping to steer the conversation in another direction.
"I love it. Gives me time to... learn about things I wouldn't normally know about."
"Oh yeah, like what?"
"Oh my God, Ashley," Jen suddenly called out, before Dave had time to respond. "Where's your beautiful anklet you were wearing the other night? I was telling Dave all about it."
Ashley's smile faltered for just a moment, her eyes shifting to Chris. "Oh, that. It didn't really go with tonight's outfit. You know how it goes."
"That's such a shame," Jen said, reaching down to run her fingers along Ashley's exposed ankle. "It looked so good against your skin."
Her touch lingered longer than necessary, fingers trailing up Ashley's calf. "God, your skin is so smooth. Dave, feel how soft her legs are."
Without waiting for permission, she guided Dave's hand to Ashley's shin. Chris watched in stunned silence as Dave's palm slid slowly up Ashley's leg.
"Wow," Dave said, noticing the way Ashley's body tensed and then relaxed. "You weren't kidding. That's incredible."
"Thanks, I guess? Just good genetics and expensive razors," Ashley laughed, but Chris noticed she didn't pull away from either of their hands.
"You're a lucky man, Chris." The compliment caused Ashley to blush as she squirmed slightly in her seat. "To getting lucky." He held up his drink again prompting the four friends to clink glasses and finish the rest of their drinks.
"Another round?" Jen asked brightly. "I think we need more fuel for dancing." She turned to look at Chris, her green eyes sparkling. "Chris, would you mind helping me in the kitchen? I spilled some last time."
"Oh... um, yeah. Of course." He gave a cautious look to Ashley, and noticed that Dave's fingers were still barely on her leg.
"We're fine," Ashley said with a grin. "Dave here is going to be my dance partner."
For a second, it looked like Dave might object, but he got to his feet and held out his hand for Ashley to take. Music filled the room, drowning out any prospect of conversation as Dave followed Ashley out to the makeshift dance floor, his eyes never leaving her hips.
Once in the kitchen, the music was a bit softer, allowing for easier conversation.
"You seem stressed," Jen said, as she picked up a knife to cut the limes. "Are you not having a good time?"
Her question seemed genuine, causing a pang of guilt to pass through Chris. "I am, sorry. It's just... work stuff."
"Yeah, Ashley said it was getting pretty intense at the moment. Grab that pitcher for me." She pointed toward the sink. "You know, you should try to relax. Just have a bit of fun tonight. Work will still be there in the morning."
"You sound like her," he said with a laugh. His chest grew tighter as he glanced at the closed kitchen door picturing the two of them dancing together.
Jen took the pitcher from his hands, breaking his concentration. "You're worried about her. It's cute."
"Not worried just..."
"Relax, she's a big girl." Jen put her hand on Chris's chest. "Your heart is racing. Want to tell me what it is you think is happening out there?"
Chris's mouth went dry as he met her gaze. Up close, he could see the freckles splashed around the top of her nose. It gave her a look of innocence, even while her fingers were curling and tickling his chest making it hard to breathe.
"I don't... I mean, um. Just overwhelmed is all. Takes me a minute to relax in new places."
"I get that." Her fingers lingered a moment longer before she pulled away, reaching for the tequila bottle. "Dave's the same way sometimes. Takes him forever to warm up to new people." She glanced toward the closed door where music thumped. "Though he seems pretty comfortable with Ashley already."
"Yeah, she has that effect on people." Chris tried to force a smile, but he was worried about hyperventilating.
"That's why she's such a great nurse," Jen continued, mixing all the ingredients into the pitcher and starting to stir. "Sometimes she spends hours with patients just putting them at ease. Makes me wonder if all she's doing is talking."
Jen giggled, as she refilled the glasses on the tray, but Chris was beginning his usual spiral. He imagined Ashley's late nights. Her stories about the janitor. He conjured up new stories in his head of her with male patients, perfecting her 'bedside manner.'
"Come on. Help me carry these," Jen said, breaking the silence, a knowing smirk on her face as Chris fought the urge to adjust himself.
When they walked back through the kitchen door to the living room, Chris stopped in his tracks. Dave and Ashley were in the middle of the room dancing, a thin layer of sweat had formed on their foreheads. Chris noticed the way Dave's hand rested on Ashley's lower back. His fingers just low enough to touch her ass. They looked good together, like a couple. The erection Chris was fighting all night was instant as Ashley kicked her head back laughing at something Dave had said.
"Great view," Jen said behind Chris, making him jump. He realized what she meant. The way Ashley was laughing, bent backward, gave them a perfect view down her top. "They seem to have forgotten we were even here," she added, making Chris's hard-on even more painful as she squeezed past him to deliver their drinks.
"There you two are," Ashley squealed, as she peeled herself away from Dave and threw her arms around Chris. "I missed you," she whispered pulling him into a deep kiss, her tongue pushing past his lips.
"Are you already drunk?" Chris asked, happy to have his wife back in his arms.
"Don't judge!" She winked, but he wasn't sure what to make of it. "We don't ever get out like we used to. Besides," her fingers drifted down his body stopping at the top of his pants. "Feels to me like you're already looking forward to taking advantage of the situation."
"What situation is that?" Dave appeared behind Ashley, his glass in one hand, the other wrapped around Ashley's waist.
"I was actually thinking now may be a good time for us to chat," Chris said, trying his best to ignore the way Dave's hand slid along Ashley's body.
"Man, you're a workaholic, aren't you?" he said with a laugh, his eyes trailing over Ashley's body. "The girls are just starting to have a good time. Why don't we--"
Ashley reached back, touching Dave's face. The intimate touch made Chris want to puke, while at the same time his cock pulsed against Ashley's leg. She giggled, clearly understanding at least the second part of his reaction. "Why don't you two go chat." She batted her eyes seductively at Dave. "And Jen and I will ensure the hot tub is just the right temperature."
She peeled herself away from both men, and grabbed her glass from Jen, drinking most of its contents in a single gulp. Jen meanwhile, was already reaching for the hem of her sundress, pulling it over her head to reveal a red triangle bikini that left little to the imagination.
Chris found his gaze lingering on Jen as her sundress crumpled to the floor. He told himself fair was fair as his eyes traveled down her toned midsection, the faint outline of a six-pack showing. Her bottoms were tied to her hips by a thin string and for the briefest moment Chris considered what it would be like to untie them. When his eyes made it back to her face, Jen was staring at him with a smile.
He looked to Dave, hopeful that he didn't also catch Chris red-handed checking out his wife, but Dave's attention was elsewhere. Ashley had followed suit and found the ties of her halter dress, pulling them loose. She stepped out of her dress, her white bikini straining against her chest.
"Jesus Christ, you're one lucky bastard," Dave mumbled just loud enough for Chris to hear.
Dave was right, Chris was a lucky bastard and he couldn't help but smile as he took in the sight of the two beautiful women in front of him, heat pooling in his gut at the prospect of what was to come even while the anxiety threatened to eat him alive.
"You boys don't be too long," Jen said, over her shoulder as the two women walked hand in hand out the back patio doors toward the steaming water.



Dave turned away from the sliding door where the women's laughter echoed across the water, his expression shifting from casual host to something more focused. "Alright, man. What can possibly be more important than getting in the hot tub with two beautiful women?"
Chris moved to the glass door, pretending to check on Ashley but really buying himself time to think. Through the steam rising from the hot tub, he saw both women settling into the water, their conversation animated but too distant to make out words. Ashley's white bikini had become nearly transparent as promised, and he watched Jen's hand rest casually on his wife's shoulder as they talked.
He pulled his phone from his pocket, double-checking that airplane mode was still active before setting it behind some books on the desk near the kitchen table. He hoped it would be far enough away that it couldn't pick up any of his conversation.
"The code," Chris said, walking back toward Dave but keeping his voice low. "The files I gave Ashley to pass along. Did you find anything?"
Dave's laugh was genuine, almost relieved. "Relax, man. The code was clean as a whistle. I didn't find anything suspicious at all. You should pass your audit with flying colors." He clapped Chris on the shoulder. "Seriously, whatever you were worried about, you can let it go."
The room started to spin as Chris tried to process what he heard. His chest tightened, panic creeping up his throat. "That doesn't make sense."
"What doesn't make sense? Your software is solid. You should be celebrating, not looking like someone just told you your dog died. Now, can we go back out to the half-naked women?"
Chris's hands began to shake. If the code was clean, then how was Clayton accessing their devices? How was he listening to their conversations? The FBI needed proof, and Chris had nothing. Would Ashley wait for him while he was in prison? Would she blame him?
"Chris?" Dave's voice seemed to come from underwater, his eyes narrowing with renewed interest. "What's going on?"
Chris shook his head, backing toward the door. The sound of Ashley's laughter drifted in from outside, but it felt distant now, like it belonged to someone else's life. "We need to leave. If you didn't find anything, there's no reason for us to stay."
"Hold on." Dave's voice carried authority now, the laid-back party host replaced by someone accustomed to solving complex problems. "There's something there, isn't there? Something you don't want the public to know about?"
"It's not like that." Chris's defensive tone betrayed him immediately.
"Look, I've been doing this for fifteen years. I know when someone's running scared." His voice softened slightly, like he suddenly wanted to be Chris's friend. "Whatever it is, maybe I can help. But I need to know what you're not telling me."
Chris forced himself to breathe, to think. Dave was right, of course. His reaction had given away more than any confession could have. "Is there..." He swallowed hard, choosing his words carefully. "Is there any way someone could access the BitGuardian software remotely? Without leaving traces in the code you examined?"
"Now that's a different question entirely." Dave's interest was clearly piqued. His voice had a playful tone to it, but Chris didn't think anything about this situation was fun. "Remote key injection, maybe. It's a long shot, but theoretically possible. Someone could inject malicious keys into your authentication system, create backdoor access that wouldn't show up in the source code."
"Tell me more about that."
From outside, the women's giggles grew louder, followed by a splash and more laughter. Dave glanced toward the door, his impatience showing. More nervous energy passed over Chris as he tried to imagine what they were laughing about. Was Jen complimenting her legs again? Now that Ashley was drunk was she telling her what the anklet really meant?
"Remote key injection," Dave started, bringing Chris back to reality, "is basically a way to insert monitoring or control software into a system after it's already deployed. Like slipping a skeleton key into someone's house after they've already installed all the locks." Dave moved closer, lowering his voice. "The thing is, there's no real way to know for sure if someone's logging in remotely without access to system logs. And if you want to ensure you're looking at the right logs, you'd need access to the host system."
"How would someone get those logs?" Chris asked, though more muffled whispers and splashing from outside made him glance nervously toward the door.
Dave was quiet for a long moment, seeming to weigh his options. "I have a program that could help if you can get it installed on the system you think is being used for remote access. But that type of work comes with a price."
"What kind of price?"
"It's Jen's birthday, you know?" Dave's tone shifted back toward casual, but his eyes remained sharp. "Everyone's just trying to have fun tonight, but you're putting off all the wrong vibes. Like you're not really here with us."
Chris felt heat creep up his neck. "What are you getting at?"
Dave threw up his hands like he was completely innocent. "I'm just saying. I'd rather be out there with the girls getting more... comfortable. Not in here worried about security breaches."
Jen's words from earlier replayed in Chris's head. "He seems pretty comfortable with Ashley already." Dave was already heading toward the door as Chris tried to bury his angst. "Look, if it means that much to you and it will help you relax, I have a flash drive upstairs labeled logger. Just plug it into the PC you think is being used for remote access. It will do the rest." He opened the back door. The steam from the patio floated into the kitchen, along with the laughter of the girls.
"Finally, the men are back," Jen giggled. "We were just talking about how our tops keep pulling out of place. I say we just take them off."
Chris's mouth went dry, as he took a step toward the door, his arousal near a breaking point.
"Top of the stairs. Second door on your right." Dave took off his shirt and tossed it toward the hot tub, much to the delight of the girls. "Should be in a box under the desk. Take your time. I'll make sure to look after the girls while you're gone."
As Dave stepped outside, Chris was left standing alone in the living room, staring at the stairs that led to what might be his salvation. He knew what going upstairs and looking for the flash drive meant. Ashley was outside, intoxicated, already talking about taking off her top. His cock twitched at the possibility of what was to come.
He could be quick. Get upstairs and grab the flash drive then make it back outside before things escalated too far. Before... a moan floated in from the outside. Or, maybe it was another laugh. Chris wasn't sure what to believe anymore as he took the stairs two at a time.



Chris's legs burned as he climbed the stairs, each step echoing his thundering heartbeat. The laughter from outside seemed to mock him. Ashley's voice mixed with Jen's in ways that made his stomach churn with arousal. He could picture them together, their tops hung over the side of the hot tub, chests dripping with water as they teased Dave. He just needed to find the drive that had that program on it then he could get out there and... he wasn't sure. He told himself he would grab Ashley and leave. That their sexual escapades had already gotten them in enough trouble, but then he would get that same anxious thrill. The one he got when they first started talking about Clayton.
Dave and Jen's bedroom was at the front corner of the house, an expensive-looking gaming setup sat in the corner of the room with multiple monitors and enough hard drives to power a small data center. But it was the window overlooking the back deck that drew Chris's attention first. Through the glass, he could see the hot tub's blue glow. Ashley sat between Jen and Dave, her chest under the water as she laughed at something Jen had said with Dave sitting too close for comfort on the other side of her.
Focus. He forced himself to turn away, scanning the room for what he was looking for. Boxes sat underneath the gaming desk. Some had labels, others just an assortment of cables and hardware. His hands shook as he opened the first container, revealing dozens of unlabeled flash drives scattered like confetti.
"Shit," he whispered, dumping the contents onto Dave's desk. The drives all looked identical, small, black, anonymous. There must have been a hundred of them. He rummaged through them, glancing at each label in hopes of finding what he was looking for.
From outside, Jen's voice drifted up through the partially open window. "Have you ever..." The rest was left to his imagination, which was already in overdrive.
He moved to the second box, his movements becoming more frantic. More drives, more cables, more useless hardware. His chest tightened with each passing second. Every moment he spent up here was another moment Ashley was...


"...with a girl..." Ashley's voice this time, followed by nervous laughter that made Chris forget what he was doing. The conversation was fragmentary, impossible to follow, but more than enough to make his hands tremble as he rifled through a third box.
Chris ripped the box open as he pulled it out, spilling the contents across the keyboard. And there, among a handful of labeled drives, he spotted it: a small white flash drive with "LOGGER" written in permanent marker.
But as he stood up, the drive clutched in his sweaty palm, his gaze inevitably drifted to the window. What he saw below made his breath catch in his throat.
Through the glass, he saw Ashley and Jen were locked in an intense kiss, their bodies pressed close in the blue-lit water. Dave stood to the side of the women, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.
Chris's mind struggled to process the transformation before him. Seconds earlier, they'd been laughing and splashing. Now, Ashley's tongue slid past Jen's glossy lips in a kiss that would make any hot-blooded man take notice. This wasn't a playful kiss between friends. It was full-on, girl-on-girl action. Their naked breasts melded together, water beading where skin met skin, as Ashley's fingers tangled in Jen's auburn hair. When they finally broke apart, Ashley kept her eyes closed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. The kiss had visibly affected her more deeply than Jen, whose gaze remained steady.
Chris was ready to rush downstairs when Jen tenderly stroked Ashley's flushed cheek and whispered something that made her shiver. Jen gently turned Ashley's face toward Dave. The transition happened with dreamlike slowness. Ashley's parted lips finding Dave's, his tongue replacing where Jen's had been moments before.
His fingers dug into the waistband of his pants, palms sweaty as he watched his wife surrender to another man's kiss. He'd witnessed Ashley with other men before, yet this felt different. It seemed more intimate, more consequential. From his vantage point, he observed the visible transformation as Ashley's initial tension melted under Dave's touch. Her resistance dissolved as she threw her arms around Dave's neck.
Jen remained at Ashley's side, lips brushing her ear, whispering words that made Ashley press harder into Dave's embrace. The dark-haired woman was nothing like the innocent nurse Chris had believed her to be. Her hand slipped around Ashley's body, fingers finding and rolling Ashley's nipple between them. Ashley broke the kiss with a gasp, her head falling back as Dave's mouth traced a hungry path down her throat.
The parallel was unmistakable. Just as when Ashley had been with Clayton in their driveway, Chris found himself paralyzed, arousal and anxiety fusing into a singular overwhelming sensation. His erection strained painfully against his zipper as he watched the married couple have their way with Ashley.
Then came the moment that shattered his voyeuristic trance. Jen's head suddenly turned, her eyes lifting to find his through the darkness. Their gazes locked across the distance, and her lips curved into a smile that confirmed what he'd suspected--she'd known he would be watching. She whispered something to Ashley, whose eyes fluttered open just as Dave's mouth closed around her breast. Her eyes locked with Chris's just as she opened her mouth, her soft moan drifting upstairs and making Chris's knees weak. Jen covered Ashley's mouth with her own, silencing her moan, as her husband continued his feast on her chest.
Chris stumbled backward, the flash drive clutched in his sweating palm, his pulse thundering in his ears. If he watched another second, he'd lose all control. With unsteady legs, he forced himself away from the window and out of the room. He needed to get outside.



With the logger safely secured in his pocket, Chris practically fell down the steps with all the agility of a drunk elephant. As he rounded the corner of the stairs, the whispers and giggling seemed to get closer. He made it to the final step, just as the back door burst open with Ashley and Dave pouring through it, locked in a kiss of their own.
Ashley's arms were wrapped around his neck, her feet barely touching the ground. Her kiss with Jen had been hot, but being this close to her and watching her make out with Dave with such passion was nuclear. Chris stood at the base of the steps, his mouth hanging open as he watched them stop just inside the door. The urge to rush over and knock the other man off his wife was overwhelming.
Movement from the other side of Ashley caught Chris's attention. Jen stood next to them, her top just as bare as Ashley's. She was watching Ashley and Dave with the same conflicted face Chris had. Her hands were laced into balls, clutched against her chest. Her nipples were hard, longer than Ashley's, Chris realized, with all the telltale signs of arousal. Lines had formed on her forehead as she bit her lip, riveted by the action in front of her.
That's when it hit Chris with stunning clarity. The revelation he should have seen in the kitchen now made perfect sense. Jen wasn't plotting against him or even competing for Ashley's attention. She was his reflection. Her conflicted expression, her hands clenched into tight fists, the way she watched and whispered instead of jumping in. All of it mirrored his own reactions perfectly. She understood the unique pain and pleasure of watching someone you love with another person. The jealousy that twisted in your gut while simultaneously fueling a hunger you never knew you had. She didn't want to join them; she wanted to witness them, to feel that rush that came from allowing rather than stopping. Like Chris, she craved that mix of emotions that came from watching instead of doing. They were the same in their contradictions, both drawn to the powerful charge of watching their spouse lose all control with another person. In Jen, Chris had found someone who truly understood his deepest, darkest, secret.
Ashley was panting when she broke the kiss. Chris wasn't even sure she realized he was there, or if she even cared. Her gaze was solely on Dave, but the look in her eye was different than the look he'd seen when she was with Clayton. With Clayton, it had always been a look of bewilderment and awe. This look was more like hunger, like she was ready to eat Dave alive.
"I've been wanting to do something since I saw you in that bikini," Dave said, his large hands sliding over the smooth skin of Ashley's back.
She bit her lip, her eyes darting away for the briefest second. Chris followed her gaze to the kitchen table where their phones were. It happened so quickly, he almost wasn't sure if he imagined it.
"Oh yeah? And what would that be? Something inappropriate?" Her voice was louder than it needed to be, causing Chris's heart to nearly stop.
"You tell me." His hand slid down her ribs, causing her to gasp. He tugged slowly on the small tie sitting on her hip, then mimicked the same movements on her other side. The thin white fabric covering her most sensitive area went slack, before slithering down her body completely. Ashley didn't even flinch as she felt her last remaining piece of clothing hit the floor. Her smooth slit glistened with water and arousal.
Dave took a step back, looking over her with a satisfied grin. Chris held his breath at the base of the staircase, fighting every instinct to rush over and shut this entire thing down. But unlike every time before, he wasn't paralyzed by his own arousal, although that was certainly there. This time he was frozen by something else entirely: Ashley's behavior. She didn't seem quite as lost in the moment as she was pretending, and he needed to see what she had planned.
"As good as you imagined?" she asked.
Dave didn't answer with words. Instead, he reached out, running his fingers across her pussy. She gasped as he brushed her clit and explored her bare folds. Dave's grin grew wider. "Even better, I keep telling Jen to go completely bald, but she prefers to keep a strip."
The mention of Jen made Chris realize she wasn't standing next to them anymore. He scanned the room, unable to find her. That's when he felt her arms sliding around his waist, her naked chest pressed into his back. "Did you enjoy the show?" Her whisper was like cocaine to Chris's arousal, his cock begging to be freed.
"I have a feeling it's about to get a whole lot better." Her fingers slid under the hem of his shirt, her fingers brushing across her lower abdomen making him sigh. There was so much he wanted to say to her, so much he wanted to ask.
"Ahhh, yes," Ashley's soft gasp caused Chris to look back toward the center of the room. Dave had his fingers buried inside her. Even in the low light, Chris could see just how wet she was.
"You've got to come feel how smooth this is, babe. You really should at least consider going bare." Dave's fingers dug deeper inside of Ashley, the wet sloshing sounds of her sex burning Chris's ears.
"Duty calls," Jen purred, kissing Chris's neck and using just enough teeth to make him gasp.
Before he could blink, Jen was standing beside her husband, her fingers curled with his as they stroked Ashley's slit.
"Ffff oh, God. Oh fuck," Ashley cried out, her hands gripping Dave's forearm burying her nails into it.
"It's hot, maybe I'll consider it the next time I shower," Jen teased kissing her husband's jawline.
Dave pushed his chubby fingers deep inside Ashley making her cry out as his third knuckle pressed against her slit, then pulled it out and brought it to Jen's lips.
"Mmmm." Jen wrapped her lips around her husband's digit, sucking it greedily. "Even sweeter than I imagined." Dave pulled his finger from Jen's lips with a loud pop, then pressed it to Ashley's. She opened her mouth automatically, tasting a mixture of her own juices and Jen's cherry gloss.
"You like sucking things, don't you?" He didn't need to say anything else. She took the hint, sinking to her knees in front of him and untying the string that kept his trunks on. Jen took a step backward, her gaze still on Chris as she summoned him over.
Somehow, Ashley was able to pull it off without looking submissive. She was on her knees, she was staring up at him, she was sliding his shorts over his thighs, but they all knew who was serving who.
"Mmm impressive," she teased, angling her head toward the kitchen as she spoke. "I'm not sure I've ever seen one so thick before." She gave his a few confident strokes, her fingers failing to meet around its girth.
"Need a hand?" Jen asked, kneeling next to Ashley. She licked her lips, as Ashley moved the impressive shaft to Jen's lips. Then watched in awe as Jen sucked the crown of it into her mouth, drawing a gasp from Dave.
Chris had taken a few hesitant steps toward the scene unfolding before him when Jen knelt beside Ashley. He froze in place, watching as his wife guided Dave toward Jen's waiting lips. The sight of Jen accepting Dave while Ashley stroked him sent a confusing mix of emotions through Chris. For a moment, he questioned his insight about Jen. Perhaps she wasn't a voyeur like him after all. But then, after savoring just a taste, Jen pulled back with a soft, encouraging smile. She gently redirected Dave back to Ashley with a subtle nod, her eyes wide with anticipation as she settled into her preferred role. Watching another woman pleasure her husband from the perfect vantage point clearly excited her more than participating. The flush on her cheeks and her quickened breathing revealed just how turned on she was at the prospect of it.
"Like this?" Ashley asked, all sweet and innocent, as she leaned in and ran her tongue up and down the side of his shaft. "Or is this more like what you were thinking?"
She closed her mouth over his member, swallowing him with more aggression than Chris had ever seen when she gave a blowjob. That intensity didn't cease with the initial suck either. She took him hard, filling the room with the slurpy sound of her wet blow.
Slrk... glk... slurp. Her mouth worked him with obscene intensity, spit streaming down her chin, her lips glossy and stretched wide. Chris's knees gave out, and he sank to the last step, eyes locked on the way she moaned--mmmphn--around Dave's thickness. It was filthy, it was hot. And she was putting on a show.
The sounds were almost as hot as watching what she was doing, teasing and tormenting Chris with each throaty smack. She used both hands on his base, twisting and jerking what little she couldn't get into her mouth.
Chris stood next to Jen, both of them watching with a lustful eye as Ashley gagged herself on Dave's thick shaft. Chris couldn't resist anymore, he touched himself through his pants, his eyes locked on the visceral show his wife was putting on. He'd received countless blow jobs from Ashley, watched her on more than one occasion with Clayton, but watching her take control like this in such an animalistic way just a few feet in front of him was a whole other level of intense.
"Not yet," Jen whispered, grabbing his wrist. "The fun is only just beginning." She took Chris's hand, running it up her body to the soft flesh of her breast. Placing her hand on top of his, she ran her diamond-hard nipple between her fingers, gasping wide-eyed as they watched the show in front of them.
Dave ran his hands through Ashley's hair, guiding her faster, deeper. If anything, she accepted the challenge with gusto. She took her hands off his cock completely, bracing herself on his butt as he fucked her face. The harder he fucked her, the more enthusiastic she got, until he couldn't seem to take it.
"Jesus Christ. Oh Fuck, I'm going to..."
Like a reflex, Ashley pulled back until she held just the crown between her lips. Dave thrust forward, eyes closed, face twisted in pleasure, and exploded inside her mouth. Her nostrils flared out to breathe as she swallowed his load. Her cheeks hollowed out, until he had nothing left to give.
"Mmm fuck," Jen moaned, as she used Chris's hand to continue to tease her chest. Her left hand disappeared inside her bottoms, her fingers moving just fast enough to get her worked up but not fast enough to push her over the edge.
"I hope you're not the one and done type," Ashley said through her lashes, as she licked her lips. "I'm dying to know how that thing feels inside of me."
She rose to her feet slowly, seductively, giving his cock one final squeeze before turning her focus to Chris for the first time since the entire endeavor started. She cocked her eyebrow, a seductive smile forming on her lips as she watched Chris with Jen before grabbing his free hand.
"Follow me to the sofa, lover. I'm not sure Dave here is going to be able to satisfy me just yet." Pride swelled in his chest, or maybe it was emasculation? After all, was he nothing more than an after thought? A side act while she waited for the main course to recover? Whatever it was, it had complete control over Chris as he took his wife's hand.
As she dragged Chris toward the sofa, they passed by the kitchen table and she casually grabbed her phone from it with her free hand. If there was any doubt in Chris's mind before about what Ashley was doing, it was now crystal clear.
If Jen was the least bit upset that Ashley had stolen her plaything, she didn't show it. Instead, she too marched over to the sofa, sitting on the other side of it to give the couple the space they needed.
Ashley held Chris's hand like it was a lifeline, squeezing his fingers in hopes that he understood what she was trying to do. When they reached the end of the sofa she spun in his arms and kissed his neck. "I love you so much," she whispered, as she sat her phone on the end table and slid down onto the soft cushion and leaned back.
Chris grinned, taking in the sight of her. Her skin was still damp from the hot tub, her nipples hard and tight. Her pussy was soaked. For Dave? For the performance she was clearly putting on? It didn't matter. As Ashley hooked her heel around his neck and pulled him toward her cunt, all that mattered to Chris was making his wife scream.
He knelt in front of the sofa, his fingertips lightly pressed against her thighs as he took in her sweet scent.
"Don't tease me, baby. Your tongue is my favorite." Was that more of the psychological warfare she'd decided to deploy for Clayton, or did she mean it? He kissed the outside of her folds, his tongue barely brushing against her clit.
"Yessss," she hissed, as Chris covered her pussy with his mouth and sucked her lips into his. He knew exactly how to make her scream, how to get her body to respond to his onslaught. He ran his tongue along her entire length, greedily drinking her juices as his tongue circled her swollen clit. He pushed two fingers into her dripping hole, smiling to himself as she thrashed on the sofa, before introducing a third finger.
"Oh fuck, baby. Mmm God, that feels so good." She sounded like she truly meant it. Like she was lost in the moment and all that mattered was her husband. He wanted to stay between her legs forever, soaking in her sounds.
Then, without warning, she pushed his head away. He looked up at her confused, but her focus was no longer on Chris. It was directed behind him.
"Is all that for me?" she asked.
"Do you think you can handle it?"
Ashley patted Chris on the shoulder, asking him to move out of the way. The sting of being dismissed stung more than he thought it would. He looked up at her before scooting away and saw the faintest smile. She wasn't dismissing him. She was using Dave. Chris had hoped that realization would have been enough to push the sting away, but it wasn't.
It may have made it slightly easier for him to slouch away while another man claimed his wife, but the sting was still there, just duller.
Chris's head snapped to the other end of the sofa, where Jen was biting her lip in anticipation. She crawled seductively across the cushions, her bikini bottom hanging loosely on her leg as she maneuvered herself next to Chris for a better view.
"Are you ready?" she purred, her fingers sliding over the front of his pants briefly and giving him a light squeeze. "Do you enjoy this part as much as I do?"
With Chris out of the way, Dave placed a knee on the edge of the sofa, his cock jutting out and away. He kissed her first, being this close Chris could see with perfect vision how easily Ashley accepted his tongue. How she wrapped hers around his and sucked it into her mouth. The jealousy in Chris's chest threatened to explode to new heights, and was only made worse when Ashley reached out grasping his hard-on and pulled it closer.
"Are you sure you're rea--"
She didn't get a chance to finish her question before Dave lunged forward and buried half his length inside her.
"Ohhhh fuck," she moaned, this time not toward the phone.
Jen slipped down next to Chris, her fingers digging into the back of the sofa, but Chris barely noticed. His attention fully on the fucking his wife was receiving just inches in front of him.
From his vantage point Chris could see everything. The way her pussy stretched around him. The way his dick glistened with her juices. He saw the way her tits bounced as Dave thrust harder into her.
"Yes, Oh fuck, Dave. That feels good. So fucking good." She was coming unglued just inches from Chris, but in that instant he could have been miles away. She clawed at his back, causing him to growl and pick up tempo.
"Cum on my cock. Tell me how good my dick feels," Dave was pushing his entire shaft into her now and it was clearly having an effect on Ashley.
"So good. Your cock feels so fucking good." Ashley was thrashing her head back and forth and Chris could tell she was fast approaching her first orgasm.


Reaching up, Ashley pulled Dave into another wet, sloppy kiss. Her nails dug into neck as her orgasm hit, making her pull her mouth away.
"Fuck, oh fuck, fuck me!" She rode out her first orgasm screaming until her voice gave way to a series of moans. Dave, let out another grunt of satisfaction as her walls gripped his shaft. He drove into her relentlessly, working up a film of sweat.
As her orgasm began to subside, Ashley's legs hung limply off the sofa and Dave's fucking became less relentless. Breathing heavily, he pressed into her, his stomach pushing her further into the sofa. If it were uncomfortable at all, she didn't show it. She let out a soft moan as Dave almost tenderly kissed her neck and ear.
"Mmm you're not done yet, are you?" Ashley said, loud enough for everyone in the room to hear. "Should I get my husband back over here to show you how it's done?"
Chris's ego swelled, as Ashley shot him a wink. "I thought you could use a break," Dave grumbled, not allowing her to bait him. "But, if a real fucking is what you're looking for..."
He pulled free of her, and flipped her over, yanking her hips off the sofa edge. "Let's see if your husband can do this."
With that, he rammed into her from behind.
"Ohhhh fuck," Ashley whined, her neck craned in such a way that her mouth was right next to the phone.
"Is that better? Is that how you like it?" Spit flew from Dave's face as he fucked her for all he was worth, his hand landing on the swell of her ass.
"Ohhh fuck, yes. Yes, just like that. God, you're so fucking thick." Ashley reached between her legs, but not to rub her clit like Chris had expected. Instead, she reached further back, fondling his balls, stroking their combined fluids over the swinging sac as it slapped against her flesh.
"Mmm yes, play with my nuts. Squeeze them like the good little slut you are." Dave threw his head back, squeezing and slapping Ashley's ass much to her delight.
Without realizing it, Chris had once again started stroking himself over his pants. His fingers lightly brushing over his hard length as he fought the urge to lean closer for a better look.
Buzz. The sound broke Chris's concentration and he looked beside him at Jen. She had taken off her bottoms and now sat completely naked and spread eagle. Her bright pink nipples stood at attention as she ran a silver vibrator across her clit.
All modesty was lost at that point, as Chris watched the petite woman bite her lip, slipping the vibrating cylinder past her lips and emitting the sexiest sigh. He quickly slid his pants down his legs, his hand grasping his throbbing cock as he watched Jen tease her clit with her toy.
"Mmm nice," Jen whispered, her gaze fixed on Chris's manhood. "Ashley must be very... fuuuck... happy at home." She increased the speed on the toy, her eyes fluttering shut for a second as she dipped it between her folds. "I just can't help myself once I see him. He's just so... mmm God, so hard on them. I wish someone would fuck me like that." Her words dripped with invitation as her eyes slammed shut again, her hips bucking toward the sky as an orgasm neared.
He considered reaching out to her, replacing the toy with his hand, or better yet his dick. But he had a front row seat to Ashley's best performance of her life and he didn't want to miss a single second of it.
"Nngh fuck," Jen continued to writhe next to Chris, her free hand stroking her clit as she buried the vibrator deep inside her cunt. "She loves it. Mmm, look at her face. She can't get enough."
She wasn't wrong. Ashley's face was warped in a sort of half smile, her forehead crinkled, her tongue sliding back and forth over her bottom lip as she chased her orgasm.
"Yes. Ohhh God. Harder, fuck me harder. Your cock feels so good. So, fucking good."
Chris looked back over at his wife and her lover, squeezing his cock tighter, his pace matching the relentless rhythm Dave had set as he clutched Ashley's reddened ass cheeks and fucked her with brutal force.
"You like it rough don't you?" He spread her ass, and for a second, Chris thought he was going to push a finger into her tight hole. He almost told him to do it, knowing it would have set Ashley off, but, as dumb as it sounded, he didn't want to interrupt.
"Yes, Oh fuck, just like that. Make me cum again with your thick fucking cock. Unngh fuck, I love it." Ashley was covered in sweat now, her face so close to her phone she was nearly biting it.
Jen reached out, clutching Chris's arm, her own orgasm washing over her. "Ohhh fuck, do it, baby. Fuck, oh God. Cum inside her. Nnngh fuck, breed her."
Chris's cock pulsed in his hand, as he realized Dave had never put on a condom. He was fucking her raw, and he was close to filling her unprotected pussy with his seed. Chris's stomach clenched, his own orgasm suddenly seconds away.
Dave didn't need any more encouragement. He placed his large hand on the base of her neck, pushing her deeper into the sofa. Chris watched her face as he fucked her. Her eyes were closed tight, her face a mixture of pain and intense pleasure. She may have been putting on a show, but more than a small part of her was clearly enjoying it.
Dave's grunts filled the room, drowning out the gentle buzz of Jen's vibrator as her orgasm began to subside. His entire face was red, he was close. Close to cumming inside of Ashley.
"Yesssss do it. Cum for me, baby. Let me feel you cum. Oh fuuuuck."
Dave bellowed something unintelligible as he crashed into Ashley one final time, teeth grinding as he unloaded inside of Chris's wife.
Chris's eyes went wide. It was like being struck by lightning. From this distance he could see every detail. The way Dave's cock expanded, the way Ashley's walls clamped around it. It was like he was having an out of body experience, and Chris couldn't help but explode all over his hand. Ashley was right there with him, writhing and bucking as Dave's seed spilled from around the air-tight grip her cunt had on his cock.
"Ohhh fuck, ohhh yes. So good, so fucking good," Ashley whined, as Dave fucked the last of his seed into her sloppy hole.
After what felt like an eternity, Dave withdrew from her, his dick still semi-engorged and swinging wetly. Ashley slumped onto the throw pillow, completely spent with a satisfied smile on her face.
Dave looked off at Chris acknowledging him for the first time. "Are you one of those guys who enjoy a cream pie?" he asked, with a smirk.
Chris blinked, unable to process what Dave was saying. Before he could form words he caught movement from the corner of his eye. Jen was moving from beside him, the dark curls above her slit glistening with her arousal.
"I hope you don't mind, but I'd love to do the honors," she said softly, her green eyes sparkling.
Ashley's eyes went wide, this was clearly not part of whatever plan she'd thought up. She looked at Chris with an anxiety he hadn't seen since they first started this adventure nearly a year ago. She had never been with another woman. She had never even kissed another woman until early that night. Now, she watched in stunned silence as Jen crawled between her legs and kissed her smooth mound.
"Oh my God!" Ashley's cries split the air. She rocked back and forth as Jen demonstrated that she'd clearly done this before.
"Happy birthday, baby," Dave said, in a weird loving way.
Chris's mouth was still open, his hand still holding his softening cock, too stunned to form words. He was being treated to an unrestricted view of Ashley's first girl-on-girl experience. Any hesitation Ashley had about the moment was now completely gone. She ran her fingers through Jen's dark hair, as her friend licked and sucked Dave's cum from her used pussy.
"Ohhh, oh my God. Please..." Ashley's fingers curled into fists, her hips lifting from the sofa as Jen expertly licked around her clit. Her legs kicked into the air, her toes pointed straight as Chris watched Jen's tongue push into Ashley's leaking hole.
Ashley's eyes fluttered open, another silent scream leaving her lips. She looked at Chris, his cock now hard again, and smiled crooking her finger in his direction. He crawled over to her, brushing her sweat soaked hair from her face and kissing her lips between gasps.
"I want to suck you," she said, her hand still on Jen's head who had added her fingers to the mix. "I want you to...OHHHH FUCK. I want you to cum in my mouth as she... UNNGH FUCK. While she eats me."
Chris barely let her get the words out before he was half standing on the sofa feeding his cock to his wife's waiting mouth. She circled her fingers around his girth and swallowed the tip, teasing him with her tongue. Her moans hummed around his length, making every sensation Ashley felt transfer to him.
"Mmmmmm fuck," Jen's cries cut through the moment and Chris turned to look at the dark haired beauty who was eating his wife. Dave had apparently recovered, and didn't like to be left out. He was standing between Jen's legs, his cock buried to the hilt as she continued to slide her tongue over Ashley's clit.
"Mmmmm Mmmffffph." Ashley's muffled moans grew, her third orgasm of the day coming faster than the other two. She pulled her lips from Chris's cock with a loud pop, the intensity of the orgasm ripping her free.
It was the sight of Jen looking up at Ashley, her chin glistening, that did Chris in. He exploded before he could stop himself, spraying a string across Ashley's cheek before she collected him back into her mouth. After the third rope hit the back of Ashley's throat, Chris slid down next to his wife trying to catch his breath.
Jen kissed up Ashley's stomach, her gaze turning to Chris. "Did you enjoy the show as much as I did?" she asked with a smile, before taking Ashley's nipple into her mouth.
Dave continued his assault on Jen from behind, her moans drowned out by Ashley's nipple. Ashley's breath caught, her throat too dry to cry out, as the other woman swirled her tongue around her swollen bud.
Chris groaned watching the action, Jen's panting filling his ears as she kissed her way back up to Ashley's mouth. He watched in a bit of a daze as they kissed again. This time starting sweet and loving and turning passionate as Dave continued to drill into his wife from behind. With another animalistic growl, Dave tensed up spilling his seed into his wife. Chris saw his seed leak out of Jen onto Ashley's outstretched legs, but she didn't seem to notice, her lips still locked with Jen.
"Mmm that was fun," Jen said breathlessly, ending the kiss as Dave stumbled backward. She studied Ashley's face, smiling as she realized her friend wasn't freaked out and never going to speak to her again. She got to her feet, stumbling slightly and causing Dave to catch her. "Why don't you help me to the shower," she said to her husband. She looked at Chris, understanding passing between the two of them. She was giving him a chance to reconnect with Ashley, to discuss what just happened.
As they neared the top of the staircase, Dave stopped and turned around looking at Chris. "Oh hey, did you find what you were looking for?"
Chris nodded, too stunned to form words. Dave gave a warm smile, like they were the closest of friends. "That's great, man. If you need any help just give me a call. We'd love to have you over again."
"Th... thanks."
The sound of Jen and Dave's footsteps disappearing upstairs seemed to stir Ashley. She grabbed a blanket that had fallen on the floor and pulled it close, her hair still damp against her shoulders. At first, Chris thought she was suddenly feeling shy about her nakedness, but as she reached for her phone and wrapped it in the thick blanket, it all made sense.
"That was..." Chris struggled to find the words, as Ashley pulled him into a tight hug. Her breathing was still uneven, matching his own.
"I love you so much," she whispered, fighting back tears. "I hope you understand all of that was..."
"I know," Chris said, silencing her with a kiss. "I know."
They held each other for several minutes, their breathing syncing with one another.
"What now?" Chris asked, breaking the silence. He studied her face, searching for signs of regret or uncertainty, but found only exhaustion.
"Now, we hope Clayton is the jealous type," she said, with a tired giggle.
"I'm still not sure I understand what you're hoping to accomplish," Chris said, breathing in her scent.
"Honestly? I'm not completely sure either." She paused, her fingers sliding against his chest. "But I'm hoping he gets reckless when he's angry. I was so tired of doing nothing, of feeling helpless... used. Maybe if I can make him lose control, he'll slip up somehow."
Chris felt something tight in his chest finally loosen. "I love you, Ash. No matter what happens next, that never changes."
"I love you too," she whispered, sealing the promise with a gentle kiss.
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The Nexus presentation was almost finished. Cory had been staring at the same slide for twenty minutes, but she was already starting to check out. Something about "cultivating intentional synergy within cross-functional teams." She didn't even know what that meant. Nobody did. That was the point. She changed windows, bringing up her roster of clients for physical therapy. It was slim, not growing at all in the way she'd hoped. She had a terrible thought that the corporate wellness stuff was going to be something she would end up doing her entire life. Just one big lie.
At least things with Morgan had gotten better since the dinner party. Not perfect, but closer. Morgan had started showing up to the runs again, and most mornings it felt like old times. The two of them would get lost in the trail, their breathing would fall in sync and for an hour it was just the two of them competing against nature. The main difference came when they started a conversation. Morgan talked less, and when she did, it skimmed the surface. The weather is perfect today, I can't believe Brandi said that on 90 day, whatever Zach had done to annoy her that morning. The deeper stuff, the confessions that used to tumble out between mile markers, those had dried up. When Dafni tagged along, which was every few days, the two of them would trade glances and references. They had inside jokes that Cory didn't understand. She'd laugh along anyway, hating herself for it.
But at least they were hanging out again. At least she could see her friend.
She leaned back on the yoga ball, letting her hips roll in a slow figure eight, stretching each individual vertebra, while she reread the slide. Sunlight poured in from the midday sun, hitting the counter in a way that made Cory take note of the dust along the grout. She'd need to clean it before she left for Cleveland on Friday. The mere thought of it sent a tickle of anticipation up her spine and made her push her coffee away completely untouched.
The trip was in three days and Lawrence had insisted that the seminar include at least three new modules beyond what she'd presented remotely. On top of that, she still needed to build the guided breathing section and flesh out the "energy mapping" framework she'd invented during their last call. It was a concept she'd pulled out of thin air and now had to present as established practice to a room full of people. One of which included Lawrence and his energy as of late had felt... different, to put it mildly.
She closed the laptop and rolled her neck, each crack producing a satisfying noise in the otherwise quiet house. Hunter was at the office. His workload had thinned out since his trip to Cleveland, but he'd assured her that was nothing to worry about.
She stood from the ball and walked to the sink to dump the cold coffee. As she turned on the tap, movement caught the edge of her vision through the kitchen window. Her eyes went wide. It was Morgan.
Cory's hand froze on the faucet. Morgan was walking up the path toward Luther and Dafni's front door alone, looking over her shoulder like a thief in the night. She was wearing a pair of jeans and a fitted white top. The appearance casual like she was going over to spend time with her new best friends. A sinking feeling rose in her gut at the thought. At the same time, Morgan looked over her shoulder directly at Cory's house. Her gaze swept the front windows, the driveway where Cory's car sat baking in the heat.
Cory actually ducked and immediately felt ridiculous about it. She glanced up from her spot behind the counter. Why did she feel like she needed to hide in her own kitchen, and from her best friend? The question was obvious though, because whatever Morgan was up to she clearly didn't want people seeing her, especially Cory.
Heat tinted her cheeks as she thought about exactly what that statement meant. Sadness, anger, all of it bubbling just beneath the surface and making Cory want to scream. Before she could actually produce a sound, the door opened and Luther's large frame filled it almost entirely. She stood back up, slowly, still afraid any sudden movement may draw attention, like they were feral animals in the wilderness.
Luther's voice boomed across the short distance. Cory couldn't make out what he said, but Morgan's shoulders dropped and a smile broke across her face.
She's probably just returning that book Luther gave her.
But that thought was quickly disproven as Morgan walked past Luther. Her hands were free. Cory turned back toward the sink, realizing the water was still running, and shut it off, pouring her coffee down with it.
Probably just visiting Dafni.
Her throat grew tight. It had been ages since Morgan showed up at her house unannounced just to gossip. Were those days past them now? Except, Dafni wasn't at the door when Luther opened it. She couldn't shut her brain off as she glanced back out at the now closed door. In the few times she'd gone over, Dafni was always at the door with Luther. Where was she?
She forced herself to walk back to the table and focus on the presentation. The Cleveland trip was right around the corner and she couldn't afford to put this off, even if something was going on next door that she couldn't put her finger on.
She worked. The guided breathing module came together quickly, grounded in actual diaphragmatic mechanics she'd studied at Cornell, dressed up in enough mystical language to make Lawrence feel enlightened. The energy mapping section was harder. She was building an entire framework from nothing, and the further she went, the more it reminded her of her dinner conversation with Luther. All she was doing was repackaging real science and manipulating it to make people feel like they were discovering something for the first time.
She glanced at the clock. It had been over an hour since she watched Morgan disappear into Luther's house.
She stood and convinced herself she needed to stretch her hamstrings. She pressed her foot against the kitchen counter directly in front of the window. Everything looked exactly how it did earlier. The door wasn't suddenly sitting wide open. The curtains were still drawn. Cory was convinced she was having a nervous breakdown. She shook her head and went upstairs. Maybe she'd bring her speaker down. Fall Out Boy had a way of keeping her mind of spinning.
As she entered the bedroom, she squinted, the sun was cutting in through the blinds nearly blinding her. She walked toward the window, telling herself she was just going to adjust the shades. That's when she heard it.
A faint sound coming from directly across the gap between their houses. The hair on the back of her arms stood up as Cory raised the blinds fully to get a better look.
It took a minute for her eyes to adjust. She raised her hand to the side of her face to block out the sun. Slowly, Luther's bedroom came into focus, the bed next to the window. And at the foot of the bed with her knuckles gripping the footboard was Morgan.
Oh my God. Oh my God.
Her hand flew to her mouth. Her legs threatened to buckle and she locked her knees, bracing herself against the sill.
Cory had seen her best friend naked dozens of times before, but nothing prepared her for it this time. The muscles in her back were tense, her shoulder blades peeking out as she held herself up. Her hair covered most of her face, and Cory was grateful for it. She didn't want to know what Morgan's expression looked like right now. Her chest swayed, her nipples erect and rubbing against the mattress as her body lurched forward. The cause of it stood behind her.
Luther stood behind her, naked, his body dwarfing hers. His large hand on the small of Morgan's back, the other possessively on her ass. Even from this distance, even through glass, Cory could see the way his fingers dimpled Morgan's flesh. His hips thrust forward, and Morgan's ass rippled in response.
"Ohhhhhh." The angelic voice of Morgan floated through the window. Morgan's back dipped, her spine curving as she pushed back against him, meeting his thrust, taking him deeper. Cory couldn't comprehend what she was seeing. Morgan was pushing back she was... Morgan was fucking Luther.
Morgan's arms gave out and she caught herself on the mattress, dropping to her elbows and raising her ass higher. Luther smiled, pulling Morgan farther back, burying himself to the root.
How long. How long has this been--
"Nnnggghh!"
The thought fractured as Morgan's grunt crashed over her. She'd seen Morgan have sex exactly once. A grainy video on a phone screen, sophomore year. It was nothing like this. She thought back to the sex tape as Morgan's fingers tangled in the sheets.
Cory couldn't remember the two guys in the video, just a couple of drunk frat boys Morgan had met at party sophomore year. Morgan had been drinking, the three of them had done a line of coke and then, from the way Morgan explained it, they ended up in the backroom with one guy fucking her, the other using her mouth. Cory remembered laughing as she watched the video. The performance, if you could call it that was clunky. Morgan would moan, and the guy in front of her would slip from between her lips. She'd giggle, stroke him a few times then take him back in her mouth. It was dumb and awkward and... nothing like this.
"... so thick," Morgan's broken words floated to Cory's ears and her gaze moved on its own between Morgan's thighs. Luther's cock was slick, glistening as he pulled back slowly before driving forward. Morgan's body jolted, her fingers white around the edge of the mattress. He was thick. Obscenely so. Not as long as Hunter but wider, stretching Morgan in a way that explained every sound she was making. Cory watched her take him, watched the way Morgan's thighs trembled each time he bottomed out, and something hot and terrible stirred low in her stomach.
Her own breathing had changed. She was taking quick, shallow breaths. Heat bloomed across her chest and crept up her neck, and she pressed her palm flat against her sternum as if she could slow her pulse through sheer pressure. She could feel it. Every heartbeat hammering against the tree of life.
Luther leaned forward without breaking his rhythm, his hand sliding from Morgan's hip up the length of her spine. His fingers closed around the back of her neck. Morgan's head turned as Luther pressed it deeper into the bed.
It was brutal. It was degrading. It was... hot.
"Ahhhhh." Morgan's body was bucking against Luther, the act of dominance seeming to shift something in her.
"Harder," Morgan pleaded, and Cory's mouth dropped. Her fingers had slid under her shirt. She realized she was holding her breath, her fingertips pressed firmly against the hard nub of her nipple.
When he wanted to fuck me... he didn't ask.
Morgan's words from the grocery store, weeks ago. Cory didn't realize exactly what she meant when she said it, but now, watching her with Luther, it began to make sense. Luther was like a beast, moving and adjusting Morgan's body in a way that didn't need permission. All of the wholesome worldly facade he'd shown was stripped away and he just... took.
Luther pulled her upright by her hair. Morgan gasped, her back slamming against his chest, her head falling to his shoulder. His arm wrapped around her, one hand spreading across her stomach, the other still tangled in her dark hair. From this angle Cory could see Morgan's face clearly. Her eyes were squeezed shut. Her lips were swollen and parted, whispering something Cory couldn't make out. Whatever she was saying, Luther answered by rolling his hips, grinding into her from behind, and Morgan's mouth fell open in a moan that rattled the glass.
Zach didn't fuck like this. Morgan wouldn't have been able to keep that to herself. He was a good guy, but Cory couldn't imagine him using this level of aggression on Morgan even if she begged for it, and suddenly Cory didn't think begging was off the table.
Cory let out a gasp, her fingers closing around her nipple. She pulled her hand away like it burned her. The thought of touching herself while watching Morgan and Luther sending a wave of nausea through her. That's when the thought hit her. Zach.
She scanned the rest of Luther's bedroom. No Zach. No Dafni.
Her mind drifted to the dinner party, to the question about drinking. Was it possible this was going on the entire time? As she thought about the likelihood, she watched Morgan's arm hook around Luther's neck and she crashed her mouth into his, moaning into it.
That didn't make sense. Morgan had asked for the definition of cheating. If she was already doing... this no definition would have been needed. Which meant it was more recent and that Morgan had plenty of time to tell her about it during their runs but chose not to.
Luther's hand slid from Morgan's breast to her throat. Morgan's body was covered in sweat, her hand went to his wrist, holding it there as another moan tore through her throat that made Cory's thighs press together, her fingers sliding into her waistband.
Damnit. No.
She forced her legs apart. Planted her feet. Gripped the windowsill with both hands. She needed to go. She didn't need to see this. Why was she even still watching?
Luther's pace quickened. "Yesss, yes. Don't stop. Ohhhh." Cory watched Morgan's stomach flex and knew what was about to happen.
What does she have that I don't?
The thought burned her face like she'd been slapped. She wasn't jealous, at least not about Luther. She didn't want him. She was certain of that. But the question wasn't about Luther. It was about being chosen. Luther couldn't take his eyes off her when they'd first met. So much so that she despised it. Then she introduced him to Morgan, and suddenly Morgan was the one getting all of his attention. She was--
"Unnnnnggggh."
Morgan's entire body seized. Her back arched hard against Luther's chest, her mouth open in a scream that Cory felt in her own belly. Morgan's hips bucked against him as the orgasm ripped through her, her grip on his wrist tightening. Luther held her steady, absorbing the tremors, his pace never faltering.
Then he looked up.
Across the gap between houses, through the glass and the afternoon light and the dust motes suspended in the air, his pale blue eyes found Cory's.
She stood frozen, her mouth hanging open. Not from being discovered, but from the force of Morgan's orgasm. Heat rolled up her chest. Her thighs clenched on their own, hard enough that she had to widen her stance to keep her balance, and the slick warmth that bloomed between them made her bite down on her lip to keep from making a sound. Luther hadn't moved. He was still inside Morgan, still looking at Cory, and every second his eyes stayed on her made it worse.
Finally, Luther's jaw tightened. His arm locked around Morgan's shaking body and he drove into her one final time, his hips flush against her, his eyes never leaving Cory's. She watched his body go rigid, his knees buckle slightly as a breath of satisfaction left him.
He came. He just came staring at me, while being buried inside my best friend.
The air left her lungs. A slow deflation, like the last breath before going under. Her fingers ached from gripping the sill. Her pulse pounded between her legs getting harder to ignore.
She held his gaze for one second longer than she should have. Then she turned away and made her way downstairs, completely forgetting why she came up there in the first place.
What the fuck. What the fuck. What the fuck.
She stayed like that until the entire neighborhood went quiet. Then she stayed a little longer. Counting breaths the way she taught her clients, the way she'd taught herself, the way she'd been teaching everyone else to hold themselves together while she sat on the floor of her own hallway falling apart.
When she finally stood, her legs were stiff and her throat was dry. She went to the kitchen and opened her laptop.
"Cultivating intentional synergy within cross-functional teams."
She stared at the words on the screen trying to make sense of them. She never heard Morgan leave.



SoPo wasn't known for much. It was quiet and far too quaint to draw significant attention from outside developers. An array of caves accessible near a quarry did attract amateur and professional spelunkers alike. However, the real star of the unblemished nature of SoPo was a series of trails that varied in escalation with such severity that it became a hotspot for influencers to film and specialists to train.
"Route Three" as it had become affectionately known, was one of three devised routes by those who tried to tackle it. For the entirety of last summer, Cory and Morgan had begun training to conquer it. They pushed a little further each week, timing themselves across the first quarter of the route until they were both gasping and dizzy at the end of each session.
After that summer however, Morgan's interest waned, and with it so did Cory's drive to conquer Route Three. Despite Cory's disappointment that their efforts ceased, she was grateful for her continued companionship on their morning runs. Which ended up being as therapeutic as they were confessional for both of them, when the mood was appropriate. Otherwise, their bodies said more in silence than they ever could with words.
As the morning fog parted, leaving mist that clung to all around it, Cory had already completed her stretches and warmed up. There was very little she would do to align her mind with her body for running. To her this was anatomical, mechanical, a linear effort that didn't need to be muddied by the complexities of "spirits" and "chakras". No, this was "pure". Which is why despite her perspective, she was still dreading seeing Morgan, knowing that there would be nothing direct about their conversation.
They met at the same spot before the trail they always had. When Morgan appeared, from an outcropping of scattered pines, she looked more confident, her posture was different. Cory barely recognized her. Her blonde hair hung perfectly down to her shoulders, without a single lock out of place, her skin was silky and polished. Her eyes nearly glowed with energy and directness. She was renewed. While Dafni caused them both discomfort in her endless beauty and sensual appearance, in truth Morgan rivaled her, even if it wasn't readily apparent.
Even her attire was different, it was functional still, but her emerald leggings were skin tight, sitting below her navel, accentuating her already sculpted core. Her top was a matching sports bra with a box shaped cut out between her cleavage, and a black faux mesh lining that ran down the shoulder straps. Cory would never have been able to pull it off. Not with her build.
She instinctively covered her chest with her arms when she noticed how much more voluminous and heavy Morgan's cleavage appeared. She didn't know if she had never truly noticed it, from them being so comfortable with one another, or if she had just denied it.
"Wow. Morgan, you look incredible."
She threw her hair over her shoulder, not out of purpose, out of some display of dominance, a silent confirmation of her standing. "Thanks. Just focusing on me. Wanting to really feel good about myself. I feel like I... hide too much."
"Well it's paying off. Whatever you're doing. Like, damn girl!"
While they had usually started at a brisk jog, making sure no acid built up in their muscles, gauging their strain before pushing themselves further. Morgan didn't wait, she broke into a fiery sprint, that left Cory standing there for a full second before her legs even fired. Her pace easily putting her previous efforts to shame.


Cory dug in. The trail was slick from morning dew, the ground treacherous on the inclines, but she knew this route better than Morgan did. She closed the gap, her lungs already starting to burn, her form tightening with each stride as she watched Morgan's ponytail bouncing twenty yards ahead. She was fast. Faster than she'd ever been out here, and that bothered Cory more than it should have.
With every step, Cory lurched closer, attuned with every micro movement of her body, she knew she was approaching a state of fatigue, having barely been able to catch up with Morgan. Instead of risking injury, she slowed down to a calming walk. Now without movement, she felt the humidity burden her attempts at steadying her breathing.
Morgan slowed, turned around, appearing exhausted, her body covered in sweat, glistening as rays of the sun cut through branches nearby. Cory's eyes closed and she saw Morgan with Luther again. The same exertion, the same sweat, the look on her face of pure ecstasy. Cory shook her head as Morgan approached.
"Cory you alright?"
"I'm... fine. Just a rough... start."
"Oh. Ok. Well, like we can just take it easy."
"Sure."
They walked side by side for a while in silence, letting the sounds of nature fill the silence. They came upon an even stretch without any deviations. Finally relaxed, Cory held Morgan's hand.
"Sooo it has been way too long. How have you been?"
"Good! Very good even."
"Awesome, I figured because like you are just. I dunno. Radiant?"
Morgan giggled, lightly squeezing Cory's hand as she did. "Radiant? Wow. You're not coming onto me are you?"
"Stop!" Cory playfully slapped Morgan's arm.
Morgan ran her hand through her hair, which somehow still looked lustrous. "For real though, I feel amazing."
Everything about Morgan was different. The posture, the ease, the way she carried herself like she was suddenly free of whatever was holding her back. It should have made Cory happy. It didn't.
"How's Zach? Did you guys like, settle things?"
Cory had expected her to be caught off guard, to even be alarmed at the inquiry. Instead, she didn't react at all, smiling as she twirled a lock of hair coquettishly. "Oh we're way, way better. God I couldn't even walk right the other day."
Cory winced, and for a second she wasn't sure she was able to breathe. Morgan was grinning at her, open and easy, the same face she'd made a thousand times when sharing something scandalous over wine and 90 day. Except this time it was a bold-faced lie.
They told each other everything. That had always been the deal. Cory was the first person Morgan called about the threesome video. Morgan was the only person in the world who knew that Cory had an abortion right out of college. They cried together in her used Subaru for over an hour just holding one another. No matter how bad the secret was, they always told each other.
Except now she was standing on their trail, on the route they'd claimed together, lying to her face about who made her unable to walk.
Cory's sinuses burned. She blinked hard and turned her head toward the trees, pretending to check the trail marker. Her nails bit into her palms. She wanted to grab Morgan by the shoulders and shake her. I saw you. I saw his hands on your back. I heard you beg him for more. The words stacked behind her teeth, and she swallowed every one of them.
"Well, I am totally glad you got past that. For real. So, you seen Luther or Dafni recently? Attend any more book clubs?"
Without hesitation, Morgan replied. "Of course! Oh my god I have learned so much from them."
"Yeah? Like what?"
"Like..." Morgan chewed her lip, searching for the right words. "Ok, so you know how I was telling you about the thing with Zach? The whole dead bedroom situation?"
"Yeah."
"Luther says that's not even about Zach. It's about me. Like, I've been waiting around for permission to feel good about myself. From Zach, from everyone. And the whole time the only person who needed to give me that permission was me."
Her hand went to her chest, fingers pressing against her sternum. "Like, it's not Zach's fault I feel smaller." She paused, reconsidering her words. "I mean, not completely, anyway. We are conditioned to want less, then feel miserable when it happens."
Cory's jaw tightened. It sounded rehearsed, like something out of religious scripture. That wasn't Morgan's words, it was Luther's.
"That's all like... super heavy. It's not like a religious thing? You sure?"
"God no. It's the opposite. It's like..." She squeezed Cory's hand. "Ok, remember what I said at the store? About James? About the way he would... fuck me." She turned her head, like she'd suddenly become shy.
Cory nodded, her throat tightening.
"Luther made me realize I wasn't crazy for wanting that. That wanting to be fucked properly doesn't make me a bad wife." She let go of Cory's hand, tucked her hair behind her ear, and laughed. "He actually said that every time you say no to something your body is screaming yes to, you're just... killing off parts of yourself. And I've been doing that for years, Cor. Years."
Cory's stomach clenched. She could see Luther's hand on the small of Morgan's back, hear Morgan's cries of pleasure as he slammed into her. Was that what he said to her before bending her over the bed? The blood drained from her face so fast she stumbled on a root.
"Whoa, Cor. You ok?"
"Yeah." She forced a laugh, steadying herself. "Sorry, I just feel like we should be in our dorm rooms after having taken like a super fucking bong rip."
"Stop! I'm serious." But Morgan was laughing, and for a second she looked exactly like the girl Cory had met freshman year. "Ok, I'm not doing a good job explaining it. But it's real, Cor. I feel like myself for the first time in years."
Seeing Morgan closer to her old self, hearing her have more life in her voice, being more animated, should have made Cory happy. She wasn't. She was jealous. Wanting to ask what made Morgan better than her, why Luther and Dafni chose her, why she was always last, why she was always stuck, while everyone else was free.
They walked back the rest of the way in near silence.



Hunter knew something was wrong. He'd known for days. It wasn't any single thing, more a slow accumulation. The way Cory would drift mid-sentence, her eyes unfocusing like she was watching something play out behind them. Small absences that someone who didn't know her would miss entirely.
He cooked dinner. A simple bolognese, garlic bread. No distractions, just the two of them without phones to idly scroll or background noise to hide behind. It was awkward at first, but eventually small talk came easier, laughter followed, and their rhythm aligned again. Hunter poured them both a glass of red. "Cor. You know what I'm gonna ask, right?"
She sighed. "Yeah. A threesome for your birthday right?"
He grinned. She wasn't wrong, of course, wasn't that what every man wanted for his birthday? But it was further proof that something was bothering her. "Wow. So you're finally able to read minds with your chakra alignments? We need to play the lotto, babe."
She laughed for what seemed like the first time in days. "Ok, ok you got me."
"Seriously though. I wanted to give you... space. Sort out what you're going through. But I can feel it. Something's off."
"It's nothing. It's work and life." She swirled the wine, watching the little vortex of blush liquid curve around the glass.
"Morgan?"
"No. No. We're fine now."
He moved his hand over hers, gently massaging it. "Cor, listen it's fine. Whatever it is you can tell me, and hey if you don't want to, it's fine. But I hate seeing you like this."
He meant it. He also knew he wasn't exactly in a position to demand full transparency. Not when his own head was a mess he hadn't sorted through. The images from Cleveland still surfaced without warning, the way Lawrence's voice threaded through them. He pushed that aside. This wasn't about him.
Cory slowly pulled her hand back, grasping below her breast at her ribs. Her chest rose and fell in a way that told him she was fighting something. "It's... nothing. Fuck. Alright fine. Like I saw something totally just... I don't even know what I saw."
He held her gaze and waited for her to give him more information. He considered making another joke, something about Bigfoot or Mothman, but he didn't want to give her a reason to shut down.
She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. "So something is going on with Morgan--"
"I thought you said she was fine?"
"Morgan and Luther."
"Morgan and Luther?" He tilted his head trying to understand what she was saying. "Like they really are swingers?" He laughed at how it sounded. The thought of it making no sense. But Cory didn't laugh. Her fingers tightened around the stem of her wine glass, her eyes cast toward the floor.
"I think so. Or, like they're... something. The other night, I was upstairs. I heard sounds from next door."
He crossed his arms and leaned back, studying her face. She was giving him just enough, parceling it out, like she was trying to manage the conversation. His eyebrows pinched together and he shook his head laughing. "Alright, you had me, not gonna lie. Good poker face Cor."
"I'm not fucking kidding. Ok? This is serious." Her voice rose, her hand slapping the table and he realized she was being serious.
"Holy shit. You really are serious." He reached for her hand. "Did you see them?"
"The... the blinds were open. I went upstairs to grab my speaker and I heard something. I looked." She pulled her hand back, suddenly more interested in the wine. "I... I wish I hadn't."
Hunter studied her as she made the confession. Her face was flushed and her breathing was shallow. Something wasn't lining up, she still wasn't acting like herself. He let it pass, convincing himself that she was still just processing it.
"And it was definitely Morgan?"
"It was Morgan." She said it with such conviction he knew she was sure. "I mean... I saw her go over there and then the voice. It sounded... it was Morgan."
"No way. Absolutely no way." He knew just by how she was acting that she was telling the truth, but his mind refused to believe it. "Her and Zach aren't... I mean, they would have told us, right? If they..."
"Would they?"
"I guess... I don't know."
The only sound was that of forks awkwardly being placed against their plates. She leaned back in her chair. Hunter's mind was turning over faster than he wanted it to. Luther and Morgan. The image appeared before he could stop it. Luther's bulk, Morgan's small frame. The memory of Dafni bent over the mattress surfaced next, and he tried to bury it before his body responded. It didn't work. His mind swapped Dafni for Morgan and the image sharpened instead of fading. Morgan's dark hair splayed across Luther's sheets. Her voice rising with each powerful thrust. He shifted in his chair and pressed his thigh against the table leg.
"There's something else." Cory's voice pulled him back. She was watching him, searching his face like he could somehow explain this whole thing away. Make her realize something she'd missed.
"What?"
"I um... I mean I can't be sure, but I never saw Dafni... or Zach."
Hunter pinched the ridge of his brow. "Ok, I mean what if this isn't a big deal? There was all that friction between Morgan and Zach at that party. Maybe this is their fix or something? Sure, it's awkward, but... I dunno."
"Maybe." Neither of them believed that. "This morning I tried to see if I could like... get anything out of Morgan but aside from making me feel like dogshit just by standing next to her, she was tight lipped."
"Cor. Stop. Seriously. You know how gorgeous you are." The words came out automatically, because they were true and because she needed to hear them. The night at the strip club crept to the front of his mind. The things everyone at the table were saying... what Lawrence said. He ran his palms against his thighs.
She wiped at her eye with the back of her hand. She wasn't fully crying, but it still pained him to see. Cory didn't let people see her like this. "Thank you. Seriously."
"Listen. I know you're going to be heading out soon. To Nexus. But, I know Zach's going to be around. Maybe I can talk to him."
"No you can't--"
"Hey, not like that. I mean just get a read, ask if everything's ok. Maybe that way we'll get a better idea on whatever is going on."
She checked her phone, a nervous habit he'd cataloged years ago. "So if he doesn't know... do you tell him? Do I?"
"I mean I'd have to tell Zach somehow. He doesn't deserve that. No one does. Unless there's something else we just don't know." He let out a breath. "Let me get a beat on it first and then you and I can figure it out when you get back."
She nodded. "Yeah. I dunno. It's like... like this whole thing feels wrong. Something changed when they moved in. I mean all around us."
She wasn't wrong. Hunter could feel it too, the slow gravitational pull of that house, the way it seemed to warp everything in its orbit. He thought about Luther's hand on his shoulder during the move, the trunk full of books, the casual offer of lending his wife.
"Well, we can't solve it right now. But do you feel better?"
"Yeah. For sure."
"Awesome. Let me help you pack."
He ran the water, watching it swirl over the remains of dinner. The bolognese had left a red stain in the white ceramic that wouldn't come out without scrubbing. He turned the tap hotter and went to work on it, his mind already building a version of the conversation with Zach that would give him answers without revealing what Cory had seen. What she'd heard. What her voice sounded like when she described it.
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Jon stood at the stove in his pajama pants and faded Ohio State t-shirt, watching scrambled eggs turn from liquid to solid in the cast iron pan. It was still dark outside, the first light just starting to creep over the horizon. He stared out the kitchen window, spatula frozen in his hand. Last night had been incredible. Wendy had come home just after he did and practically launched herself at him. They'd barely made it to the bedroom before they were both completely naked.
He slid the eggs onto a plate, the scrape of metal against cast iron too loud in the silent kitchen. Maybe Dr. Carson was right. Maybe he was catastrophizing.
"Morning, stud." Wendy's voice came from behind him as her bare feet padded across the tile. Jon turned to greet her, a rush of air leaving his lungs.
She was wearing his flannel button down. The top buttons hung open, giving him an almost unobstructed view of her cleavage. The hem skimmed the tops of her thighs, leaving her long legs exposed as she reached past him to take the plate of eggs.
"Enjoying the view?" She teased, bending to take her seat at the table, giving him a quick glimpse of her heart-shaped ass, framed by black boyshorts, before settling into the chair.
Jon sat down across from her, handing her a fresh cup of coffee.
"Thanks." She wrapped both hands around it, took a slow sip, and let her eyes close as a smile curled across her face. "Mm, that's good." She scooped up a bite of eggs. "Is this reciprocation for last night? Because I approve."
They laughed, and for a few minutes the tension of the last few weeks finally lifted. It felt simple again: two people sharing an early breakfast after an incredible night. No promotions, no rumors, no thoughts of an affair. Just them.
"Michael and I have to drive to Cincinnati this morning," she said as she reached for her coffee. "Meeting with the Skyline executives. Probably won't be back until late."
There it was. The facade had shattered and the tightness in Jon's chest grew. "Skyline? I thought that was Trevor's account?"
"Trevor handed it off yesterday." A proud smile pulled at her lips. "I thought about what you said. If I want to be a director then I need to prove Fireball wasn't a fluke."
Jon's fork slipped from his fingers. "That's not what I meant." He ran his hand through his hair. "Wendy you just got promoted. Don't you think you--"
"I'm not backing down from this, Jon. I deserve it."
"You've been an account manager for six weeks." He heard his voice rising and tried to pull it back. Tried to sound reasonable. "Six weeks. Trevor's had Skyline for years. That's not the kind of thing people hand off willingly. The statistical likelihood of a successful account transition in your first ninety days is--"
"I don't care about your statistics, Jon."
"Maybe you should. Maybe if you looked at the actual data instead of just--" He stopped himself, but not fast enough. The words were already out there, and so was the fire in her eyes.
"Instead of what?"
He couldn't say it. Couldn't say: instead of listening to Michael over me. But it was there in the silence, and they both knew it.
Wendy's right hand moved to her ring, spinning it, four quick spins. Jon noticed but couldn't decode what it meant. Stress? Anger? Guilt?
"I thought we talked about this and decided you weren't ready for the director position yet." He tried to sound like he was being the rational one. "That you'd give it some time, focus on--"
"No." Wendy set her coffee down hard enough that it sloshed. "You talked. You told me all the reasons you don't think I'm ready. Like I'm not capable of making my own career decisions."
"That's not... I was protecting you."
"I don't need your protection, Jon. I need your support."
Dr. Carson's words echoed in the back of his head. Are you jealous of your wife's success?
"You're being impulsive." His jaw tightened. "When will you be home?"
"I don't know yet. Why does it matter?" But her hand spun the ring again. Four perfect rotations.
"Why would Trevor give up his account? What did Michael say to make him give up his flagship?"
Wendy's face went pale, then flushed red. She stood so abruptly her chair scraped across the tile. "You don't think I'm capable of getting the account myself?"
"That's not what I--"
"I need to get ready."
She had already put her dishes in the sink and was heading for the shower. Jon stared at the unfinished mug of coffee, steam still curling into the early morning light. Him trying to protect her was him being supportive. Why couldn't she see that?
Are you jealous of your wife's success?
The words played on a loop in his head, no matter how much he didn't want to hear them. He wasn't jealous. He was concerned. There was a difference. Wendy had been an account manager for just over a month, and now she was competing for a director role against people, against him, who had years more experience. Not every account was going to be as easy to manage as Fireball. Maybe she'd learn that with Skyline. Maybe that would be the account that made her see he'd been right all along.
Jon pushed back from the table and walked to the desk drawer, his hands unsteady as he pulled out the thought journal Dr. Carson had suggested.
Today's entry should be straightforward.
Tuesday, 5:51 AM. Wendy is going to Cincinnati with Michael for Skyline meeting. Late return expected.
He chewed on his lip as he stared at the Interpretations column. What did he think it meant?
That she was spending another full day with Michael. That she was actively contradicting his advice. That she was spending more time with her boss than her own husband. That Trevor giving up Skyline made no sense.
The pen shook in his hand as he tried to write the words. Thinking them was one thing, actually writing them was something different.
He forced himself to write in Alternative Explanations instead: New client meetings require face time, especially large ones. Skyline execs based in Cincinnati. Michael is VP, it's logical for him to attend and properly hand the account over to Wendy.
The knot in his stomach began to loosen, but only slightly. Seeing the alternative explanations on paper made sense. A lot more sense than the interpretations he was convincing himself of. But the anxiety didn't completely wash away. Something still felt off.
He closed the notebook and shoved it back in the drawer. Maybe he was wrong. Maybe Dr. Carson was right and this was just Olivia trauma resurfacing. Maybe Wendy was exactly what she appeared to be--his ambitious, brilliant wife working her ass off to prove herself.



Michael pulled up to the curb of The Buckeye building exactly at 7. He'd insisted to Wendy that he would pick her up at home, but the idea of Michael knowing where she lived made her teeth chatter.
As she opened the door of the black Mercedes GLS she was taken aback to see how clean the interior was. The seats were black leather, with red trimming around the dash. The interior smelled minty, the AC blasting despite it still being cool outside.
"Loving the new look." Michael's eyes traveled down her body before she'd even settled in her seat.
Wendy glanced down at the emerald silk blouse she'd chosen. The neckline dipped low enough that her cleavage was on display, and the black pencil skirt she paired it with ended a few inches above her knee. Not Gold Dress Wendy. But not the Wendy who hid from the power of her body either.
"Glad to see it meets your approval." Her gaze flickered between his legs briefly, but the smirk he wore when she looked up said that he'd noticed and she mentally kicked herself as she slammed the door shut. "Now, let's focus on the meeting this afternoon."
The large SUV glided forward, nearly silent. "I'm just saying, it's working for you. Though I should warn you, the Corsetti brothers aren't Jack Peterson. They won't get tripped up by a nice set of tits and some legs."
The casual vulgarity barely even registered for Wendy now. She bent over, grabbing the folder of information from her laptop bag. From the corner of her eye, she caught Michael staring at the way her breasts spilled out. "Then it's a good thing I brought actual strategy with me. Eyes on the road, big boy."
"That's my girl." Michael laughed, placing his hand on her thigh.
"I'm not your girl." She swatted his hand away.
"No? I seem to remember you singing a much different tune last night. You know, right before you told me you were going to--"
"Stop." Her face flushed hot. She shifted in her seat, crossing her legs. The memory flooded back despite herself. The picture he'd sent her. If she closed her eyes she could still see every detail. Every... She looked out the window, wanting to focus on anything else, knowing that Michael was staring at her.
She looked down at her notes, forcing herself to focus on the typed pages. The Corsetti brothers were the owners of Skyline Chili. She'd spent hours yesterday putting together a strategy that would make Trevor's look like amateur hour.
"So what do you know about Tony and Marco?" Michael asked, merging onto I-71 North.
Wendy took a breath, thankful for the reprieve. "Brothers. Tony's the older one, handles operations and distribution. Marco runs marketing and brand development. They inherited the business from their father fifteen years ago. Started with three locations, now they're at over two hundred and fifty across the Midwest."
"Good. What else?" He slammed his paw of a hand onto the horn, nearly causing Wendy to jump from her seat as he swerved around the slower car in front of him. Wendy glanced out her window noticing the startled look on the older woman's face, but it didn't seem to deter Michael from flipping her the bird as he sped past.
"Marco is um... the numbers guy. He'll want to see projections, proof that bringing me on will improve their bottom line." She tried to focus on her notes and not the way Michael was weaving in and out of traffic. "Tony is the people person. He'll be the hardest to get on board. He's all about relationships. He'll see Trevor's replacement as a personal jab."
"You're missing a key piece." Michael glanced at her, forgetting about the traffic in front of him. "They're both misogynistic assholes. You're going to have to be on your A game to get them on board."
Wendy's head snapped up. "What? Why would you wait until now to tell me that?"
"Don't worry." He laughed, despite her anger. "I know how persuasive you can be."
"I'm serious, Michael. What the hell?"
"Hey." His voice softened. He kept both hands on the wheel now, his eyes on the road. "I believe in you, Wendy. You're the best account manager I've ever seen. Better than Trevor, better than Jon, better than anyone we've had in the last decade."
"That's not--"
"Listen to me." He cut her off, but the edge had left his tone. He was being sincere and Wendy couldn't help but wonder if anyone else in the company had gotten to see this side of him. "Tony and Marco are old-school. They're going to test you. They're going to make comments. They're going to think they know more than you simply because you're a woman." He paused. "But you're going to walk in there prepared. You're going to have answers they didn't know they needed. And by the time we leave, they're going to see exactly what I see."
"Which is?"
This time he did look at her, but kept his gaze glued to hers. "Someone who is going to revolutionize their entire brand. Trust me on this."
He placed his hand on her thigh again, the heat of it seeping straight to her core, before she eventually shoved it away.
Wendy's fingers found her ring. She wanted to stay angry, wanted to hold onto the flash of panic his words had triggered. But Michael's belief in her was a tangible thing, and it soothed the fear the way Jon's concern never could.
"Walk me through your pitch," Michael said. "What's your opening?"
Wendy sat up straighter, grateful to have something to focus on besides the phantom pressure of his fingers. "I start with acknowledging their legacy. Skyline isn't just chili. It's a cultural touchstone. It's family dinners and high school football games and Sunday traditions. That's valuable. That's what makes the brand special."
"Good. Then what?"
"Then I show them the problem. Their demographic is aging. The eighteen-to-thirty-four market barely knows they exist outside of Cincinnati. They're not competing with other chili chains anymore. They're competing with Chipotle and Panera and every other fast-casual concept that's captured the next generation."
Michael nodded. "And your solution?"
"The same as Fireball. We don't abandon tradition. We contextualize it." She was warming up now, her hands moving as she spoke. "We position Skyline as comfort food for a generation that's drowning in anxiety. We lean into the nostalgia but make it accessible. Social media campaigns featuring real families, real stories. A loyalty app that gamifies the experience."
Michael arched his eyebrow. "What about the brewery idea? I thought we were going to tell them they should partner with them?"
"No. I'm going to lead with Fireball." Wendy tapped the folder.
Traffic had thinned out and he turned to face her. "Fireball? I don't get it."
Of course he didn't. Wendy's body buzzed with energy. She smiled at him like she was the mentor. "Since I took the Fireball account, sales are up thirty-two percent. They had the biggest two weeks in their company history after the Memphis campaign." Her smile grew larger as she watched Michael fail to connect the dots. "They want to discount me because I'm a woman, I'm going to show them exactly the kind of results I can deliver, not just ideas."
"Ha!" Michael clapped his hands together, the sound reverberating off the glass. "There she is. That's the fire I'm talking about. That's fucking brilliant."
Wendy's breath caught. The problem was that Michael's praise affected her more than she cared to admit. When he wasn't being a creep, he had a way of making her feel like the most powerful person in the world.
The highway stretched ahead, Cincinnati's skyline growing larger on the horizon. Wendy became acutely aware of the confined space. The leather seat beneath her thighs. The way the morning sun heated the passenger window against her arm. She glanced at Michael's hand on the wheel, half-expecting him to reach for her thigh again. She shifted, recrossing her legs, and told herself it was just the car's warmth making her skin prickle.
"Tell me about Tony," she said, forcing her attention back to the meeting. "What's his hot button?"
"Legacy. Family name. He takes it personally when people assume Skyline is just some regional chain. He wants to be taken seriously as a businessman. Something you should be able to relate with."
Wendy nodded, making a note in her folder. She could work with that. She understood the particular sting of being dismissed before you'd even opened your mouth.
"So I validate that," she said. "I respect the successful regional empire they built, and show them how we can grow the brand outside of the region."
"Exactly." Michael looked like a driving instructor. His hands at ten and two like he was suddenly the perfect gentleman. It was exactly what she wanted, she just needed to remind her body.
"You're going to walk in there and they're going to see a sharp, prepared professional who's done her homework. Not some blonde account manager who's in over her head."
"And what if that doesn't work? What if they refuse to work with a woman?"
Wendy uncrossed her legs. Let her knee fall toward the center console. Toward him. She watched herself do it like she was observing a stranger. The small surrender. The invitation she could still pretend was accidental.
"Then I step in." Her body tensed. "Not because you need me, but because sometimes with guys like this it turns into a dick measuring contest." He glanced at her with that familiar smirk. "And we both know who has the bigger dick."
Wendy rolled her eyes. "You're disgusting."
"And yet here you are."
She didn't have a response to that. Just turned back to her notes, ignoring the way her pulse had quickened at his words. It didn't mean anything. It was just adrenaline about the meeting. Just nerves.
"You know what Trevor was planning to pitch them?" Michael's tone shifted back to business. "'Skyline: A Cincinnati Tradition.' I think he said something about showing a family eating around a dinner table."
"That's terrible."
"That's lazy." His gaze caught hers. "They need someone who understands that tradition doesn't mean stagnation. Someone who can honor what they've built while showing them where they could go."
The highway signs counted down the miles to Cincinnati. Twenty-five minutes. Twenty.
Wendy reviewed her notes one more time, running through objections and counter-arguments. She was ready for this. She had to be.
"You ready?" Michael asked as the Cincinnati skyline filled the windshield.
Wendy closed her folder. "I'm ready."



Jon set his lunch down on his desk and pulled up his schedule. The Reinhart account needed to be wrapped this week. He had promised them ideas for a new campaign that would boost foot traffic, but with everything happening with Wendy lately he had fallen behind. Now she was getting even more face time with Michael, taking on another major client and trying to prove she was ready for the director role. Jon needed to show he was just as capable.
He found Jenny at her desk laughing with one of the junior associates. Michael wanted a director who could mentor, someone who could shape the next wave of talent. Jon could do that, and working with Jenny would help him catch up on his accounts at the same time. It was an efficiency win for him and a professional lift for her.
"Jenny, you got a minute?"
Her head snapped forward, brown eyes widening. "Of course. What's up?"
"I'm working on a local bakery account. Reinhart's, over in German Village. Could use an extra set of eyes if you have bandwidth." He remembered the first time Marcus had said those exact words to him. How nervous he was to make a mistake.
"Really?" She was already closing her laptop, grabbing her notebook. "Yes, absolutely. I'd love to help."
Jon led her back to his office, holding the door as she slipped past. She glanced once at Wendy's empty desk before taking the chair across from Jon. As she did, he couldn't help but notice the similarities in the way the two of them dressed. Her pink top hung low like Wendy's and he could see the top of her breasts. It didn't look quite as provocative as Wendy's, but that was because her chest was smaller. The dress Jenny wore was also about the same length as Wendy's, but seemed less attention grabbing.
Was this just how professional women dressed now and Jon had missed it? Maybe Dr. Carson was right. He was putting too much stock in alternate truths. Wendy may have been dressing different, but it wasn't any different from her colleagues.
For the first time in months, it was a little easier for Jon to breathe.
"Where's Wendy? Did she already get promoted and I missed the announcement?"
"What?" Jon's hand shook as he moved his mouse. "No. She's traveling to Cincinnati today. With Michael. Meeting with Skyline executives. There are a few other people in contention for the position."
"Oh." Jenny smiled. "That makes sense. I just thought maybe since her desk was empty..." She trailed off, opening her notebook. "Sorry. So, the Reinhart account?"
"Right." Jon forced himself to focus, pulling up the Reinhart's file on his monitor. He angled the screen so she could see. "Reinhart's has been a neighborhood staple for forty years. Family-owned, third generation. They're getting crushed by commercial chains and trendy artisan places. Revenue's down eighteen percent year over year."


Jenny leaned forward, her eyes scrolling the screen. "Okay. So... what's the vibe of the bakery? Like, when you walk in, what do you feel?"
"The vibe?"
"Yeah. Is it warm and grandma's-kitchen cozy? Is it cool and modern? Does it feel stuck in the past?" She sat up straighter, eager to demonstrate what she'd learned. "I was helping Wendy yesterday with the Skyline account--"
"You were helping Wendy with Skyline?" Jon almost jumped from his chair. Wendy made it sound like it was more casual than that. What did she need Jenny's help with?
Jenny continued before he could put more thought behind it. "Yeah and she said perception is the most important thing for a business. If we don't understand how customers experience the space, we can't market it effectively."
Jon's face went pale. It was one thing for Wendy to think the creative part of the process was the most important, but it was a complete other for her to teach it to someone else like it was fact. "You probably just misheard her."
"I don't think so?"
"To be an effective account manager you should always look at the sales and the demographics first. Your first view of a company should be based on facts not perception. You can't misinterpret numbers like you can... vibes."
"Right, but--" Jenny bit her lip. "How do we know what will appeal to the twenty-five to forty crowd if we don't know what the bakery's identity is?"
"The data will tell us that." It took everything in him not to raise his voice. It wasn't Jenny's fault she was asking all of the wrong questions. "That's actually where most account managers go wrong." Jon pulled up a second spreadsheet. "They start with gut feelings and work backward to justify them. What we do instead is let the data tell us where the opportunities are. Then we build the story around what we find."
He highlighted a column of figures. "Look at this. Morning traffic is strong. Lots of regulars, mostly fifty-five and older. But afternoon and evening drop off a cliff. Meanwhile, there's a brewery two blocks away that's packed every night with twenty-five to forty-year-olds. Same neighborhood. Same foot traffic. Completely different customer base."
"So the opportunity is capturing the after-work crowd?"
"Maybe. But we don't assume that yet." Jon clicked to another tab. "First we look at their product mix. Seventy percent of revenue comes from traditional items like coffee cakes, cinnamon rolls, things your grandmother would buy. Only twelve percent from items that would appeal to a younger demographic. So before we tell them to chase the brewery crowd, we need to know: can they actually serve that market? Do they have the production capacity? The menu flexibility?"
Jenny's eyes lit up the way his used to when Marcus would make a point. She was starting to make the connection. He watched as she made a few notes, flipped backward a few pages and scribbled some stuff out, then started writing again.
"The numbers are the foundation," Jon continued, trying to keep his emotions in check. "Everything else, the story, the brand identity, the emotional appeal, that all comes after we understand what the data is telling us. Think of it like a pyramid. The data is the foundation."
"That makes sense, but..." Jenny hesitated. "With the success of the Fireball campaign. Maybe Wendy has found something. Like her approach is--"
"Fireball was the exception not the rule," Jon snapped, before he could catch himself.
Jenny's eyes went wide and she seemed to sink into her chair.
"Sorry," Jon whispered. "I just... Fireball has been a great campaign and we can learn from it. But it's too soon to say that we should be basing all of our future campaigns from it."
"You're right. I hadn't considered that. It also probably helps that Wendy and Michael spent so much time collaborating on it. It seems like every day they're in another closed door meeting."
Jon's mouth went dry. "Yeah it's um... collaboration is important."
"Totally. I'm sure you can relate. You said before that Marcus was your mentor? I guess you're used to that sort of one-on-one training. I just hadn't experienced it yet."
The AC kicked on. The cool air blowing gently on Jon's head. Why did it suddenly feel so stuffy in here? He tried to ignore the sense of dread washing over him. The truth was, Marcus's mentorship always involved other people. Group sessions where people could ask questions. Very rarely did they have closed door sessions, and they never ran as late as Wendy's. He thought he was just over-reacting seeing things that weren't really there. But, if Jenny was seeing them too...
"I um... I have a call I have to take."
"Oh, right." She made a few more notes. "What was it you wanted me to help with for the account?"
Jon forced himself back to the present. "Right. I need you to pull demographic data for a five-mile radius around the bakery. Age brackets, household income, spending patterns on food and beverage. Also pull comps. Pull up similar businesses in similar markets, their performance metrics."
"Got it." Jenny was writing rapidly. "What am I looking for?"
"Gap analysis. The data will tell us where they are underperforming relative to market potential. What segments have the most growth opportunity with the least competition. Once we have that we'll know how to structure our campaign."
"Perfect." She stood, smiling the way Jon used to after a meeting with Marcus. "Thanks again for including me on this, Jon. I really want to learn how to do this the right way."
After she left, Jon sat staring at his desk. His thoughts colliding with one another as he struggled to keep his mind from racing.
Jenny didn't have an agenda. She was just a junior associate making casual observations about the people around her. She'd noticed the same patterns Jon had been noticing. The closed-door meetings. The constant collaboration. She'd even assumed Wendy's empty desk meant a promotion had already happened. Dr. Carson could tell him he was being paranoid, but the data didn't lie. He wasn't the only one that saw something, others were seeing it too.
He pulled out his thought journal for Dr. Carson and started writing.



The conference room here felt different than the one in New Orleans. The room was bigger, windows wrapped around it making downtown Cincinnati come to life. The table in the middle of the room was massive, easily twice as large as the one at Fireball, but it was practically empty, like it was all for show.
The Corsetti brothers sat on the opposite side of a conference table that could have seated twenty. Tony, the older one, had positioned himself dead center, his thick arms crossed over a gut that strained against his button-down. Marco flanked him to the right, younger by maybe five years, with slicked-back hair and a Rolex that seemed like it was crusted with diamonds the way it sparkled every time he checked his phone.
The hostility was thick the moment Wendy walked into the room. Their questions were aimed at Michael, they shook his hand and only offered Wendy a curt nod. Neither Michael nor Wendy were offered coffee, despite the carafe that sat behind the brothers, steam still rising from the spout.
"Look." Tony's voice was soft. He was the more pleasant of the two, but that was a low bar. "We trusted Trevor. He handled our account for years. We want him back on the account. He understood the vision. What we're trying to build here."
"I understand that relationship was valuable." She glanced at Michael who seemed to have an eternal scowl on his face. "I'm not here to replace what Trevor built. I'm here to build on that foundation and take Skyline to the next level."
Marco snorted without looking up from his phone. "The next level. Michael what is this DEI crap. I thought you were above this."
Michael opened his mouth, but Wendy plowed ahead. Her irritation growing by the second. This was different than anything she'd encountered before. They weren't dismissing her because she was hot or accusing her of sleeping her way to the top. They were just being downright disrespectful.
"As I was saying." She clicked to her first slide. The Fireball numbers filled the screen behind her. "In the short time since I took over the Fireball account, we've seen a thirty-two percent increase in sales. It's been one of the most successful launches in the history of the company and--"
"Fireball?" Tony leaned back in his chair. "No offense, sweetie, but the Fireball market isn't the same as ours." He paused, taking in Wendy's appearance for what seemed like the first time. "But I can appreciate how that clientele may appreciate a... professional such as yourself."
Heat crept up Wendy's neck, her face flushing. She spun her ring quickly as she regained her composure. "The methodology translates. We identified an aging demographic, repositioned the brand to capture younger consumers without alienating the existing base, and delivered measurable results within the first quarter."
"Sweetheart." Marco finally set his phone down. "We've been in this business since before you were born. You want to tell us about demographics?"
The air was thick, and for a moment Wendy wondered if it was all worth it. She could give Trevor the Skyline account back, find another client who wasn't so difficult to work with and grow their brand all the same. But she wasn't one to back down from a challenge, and the more they called her demeaning names, the more she wanted to prove them wrong.
"Your eighteen-to-thirty-four market penetration has declined fourteen percent with the strategy you and Trevor came up with. Meanwhile, your core demographic is aging out."
Marco sat up in his chair and set his phone to the side.
"There's an opportunity here and a pretty straightforward one at that." She clicked to the next slide. "We pair some of your older more successful local celebrities with younger ones. Tony, you're a music guy right?"
"I am."
"Think of this as your Ozzy Osbourne working with Post Malone moment. The younger generation will eat it up."
Tony exchanged a glance with Marco. For a moment, Wendy thought she'd broken through.
"This your idea Michael? What, did you think if you had a pretty face deliver the pitch we wouldn't notice it was your handiwork?"
Wendy's stomach dropped. "Actually, I led the creative strategy on this. It's similar to an idea I had with the Fireball--"
"Sure, sure." Tony smiled, but it was directed at Michael. Like they shared some kind of secret.
"Wendy developed that strategy independently." Michael's voice was calm. "She identified the opportunity and initiated the outreach."
"Right." Tony's gaze drifted back to Wendy's neckline. "Well, it's very... polished."
She pressed on, refusing to let the dismissal derail her. "The loyalty app concept will also help with the younger crowd. We gamify the Skyline experience, reward repeat visits, create shareable moments for social media. Your competitors are already doing this. Chipotle's app has twelve million active users. Panera's loyalty program drives thirty percent of their revenue."
"We're not Chipotle." Marco almost sounded offended. "We're not trying to be some corporate chain."
"I understand that. I just thought if you could expand then--"
"Tell you what." Marco leaned forward. "Why don't you let Michael walk us through the financials. I could use a water if you wouldn't mind."
"A water?"
"Yeah. If you don't mind it's right out that door. Turn right, you can't miss it. Michael, you want anything?"
"I think we're done here," Michael said, slamming the laptop shut.
Wendy turned to see Michael on his feet, laptop already tucked under his arm. His face had gone hard in a way she'd never seen before.
"Excuse me?" Tony's smile faltered. "We're in the middle of a meeting."
"No, we're not." Michael moved toward the door. "We're in the middle of you two wasting our time. Wendy, pack up. We're leaving."
"Now wait just a minute," Marco rose from his chair. "If you walk out that door then there's no coming back. We will cancel our contract and find a company who actually respects us."
"Respects you?" Michael laughed, holding his stomach like he was Santa Claus himself. "It's obvious to me you're not looking for respect you're looking for a yes man. Wendy here is innovative. She's trying to make you money. She came here with a solid plan and vision, one that has already proven itself with one of the biggest brands in the spirits industry, and you two are too blind or too stupid to see what's right in front of you."
The conference room was silent. The brothers stared at Michael like he had just murdered their family right in front of them. Wendy's heart was in her throat. She'd never seen a situation as tense as this. We just lost skyline. This would obviously cost her the promotion. Would Brian fire them both as well? Had Michael just willingly thrown away his career because a client disrespected her?
After several tense minutes, Tony finally smiled. "It's rare to find this type of honesty anymore." His gaze moved between Wendy and Michael. "And even rarer to find the type of loyalty the two of you have for one another."
Marco was nodding along with his brother, his entire demeanor shifting. "Wendy, we owe you an apology. If we would have been treated the way we treated you we wouldn't be where we are today. We look forward to moving forward with you."
Tears welled in Wendy's eyes. She wasn't sure if she wanted to laugh or cry, so she simply nodded.
"I'm glad we understand one another," Michael said, a look of satisfaction on his face. "Wendy, mind waiting outside for just a second. There are a couple of other things I'd like to discuss with Marco and Tony before we leave. It shouldn't take long."



The hallway was quiet. Wendy leaned against the wall, her laptop bag clutched to her chest, replaying what had just happened.
They'd apologized. Actually apologized. And it was because of Michael.
The buzz between her legs from earlier now radiated through her body, a warmth she couldn't ignore. She shifted her weight, pressing her back harder against the wall.
She could still hear his voice cutting through the room. She's innovative. She's trying to make you money. The way he'd slammed that laptop shut, ready to walk away from one of Buckeye's biggest clients rather than let them disrespect her. Her nipples ached against her blouse, and for the briefest moment she wondered if she could get away with touching herself in the hallway. An absurd thing to think, and she dismissed it immediately.
Instead she thought about Jon and how he would have acted in that situation. He would have listened to the brothers. He would have sent her into the hallway because the numbers wouldn't support upsetting one of the company's biggest clients. But Michael didn't hesitate.
We both know who has the bigger dick.
The memory of his words from the car ride made her breath catch.
The victory should have felt bigger. The brothers had backed down, acknowledged her value, agreed to move forward with her strategy. She'd won. Yet, she could still feel Marco's eyes dismissing her. Still hear Tony calling her sweetie like she was a child playing dress-up in her mother's clothes.
Michael's muffled voice carried through the door. They were laughing now. Whatever tension they had earlier, Michael was able to smooth over. She still wasn't entirely sure how he'd done it, or why it had such a profound effect on her.
The door opened before she could analyze it anymore. Michael emerged and she found herself grinning like a stupid groupie. He smiled at her and she resisted the urge to run into his arms. He'd won... and he'd done it for her.
"All set," he said. "They're going to be very cooperative going forward."
Wendy pushed off the wall, smoothing her skirt. "Thank you. For what you did in there."
"I meant every word." His hand found the small of her back as they walked toward the elevator. "You deserved better than that."
She leaned into his touch, already thinking about the long drive ahead and how she was going to spend it.



The air was electric as Michael merged onto I-71 North and headed back toward Columbus. Wendy glanced at him from the corner of her eye, her pulse continuing to skyrocket. He'd defended her. Risked the account, his entire career, for her.
When she closed her eyes all she could see was Michael's face when he slammed the laptop shut. The bass in his voice as he called the brothers blind and stupid.
"You're awful quiet."
"Just... thinking." Wendy's fingers dug into the fabric of her skirt.
"About what?"
She wasn't sure how to answer. She should be thinking about the next steps for the Skyline account. It was important she got that right now that the Corsettis were giving her a chance. She should be thinking about Jon. About how she'd tried so hard to keep things at home right while she balanced this tightrope with Michael.
But Jon felt impossibly far away right now, and no matter how hard she tried, the strain between them only deepened. He didn't see her as an equal. He saw her as someone to protect, when in truth it had always been the other way around. She protected him from himself. From his rigidity. From his need to make everything clean and binary, to force meaning where ambiguity was necessary. He wouldn't make a good director. He wasn't flexible enough.
And she was protecting him from something else, too. From the humiliation of having a wife who--she worried her lip, reached for the AC, turned it higher--had her underwear soaked through as she sped down the highway, thinking about another man.
What kind of woman had she become?
She knew the answer. Had known it for weeks now, maybe longer. This wasn't about old Wendy or Gold Dress Wendy. Even that version of herself was long gone, just a dot on the horizon. She wasn't the naive employee who thought hard work would get recognized. She wasn't some loyal wife rationalizing that what she was about to do was for the right reasons.
This version of herself was the worst yet, the most powerful. Her nipples strained against her blouse, her arousal slick against her inner thigh. This version understood the game completely. She knew that power wasn't given, it was taken. She'd taken it from Trevor. The Corsetti Brothers almost took it from her, but Michael wouldn't let them have it.
She thought about the conference room. Marco's dismissive smirk. Tony's eyes crawling over her chest while he called her sweetie. The casual cruelty of being asked to fetch water like she was an intern, not the woman who'd just presented a strategy that could save their dying brand.
And through it all, Michael was there, a tether to the shore. He fought for her with the same passion and conviction that Wendy fought for the account. He saw her hunger, her ambition and encouraged it. He didn't shut her down the moment she began to shine. Sure, he also wanted to fuck her. She wasn't stupid. She knew that his defense of her wasn't purely altruistic, that somewhere in his calculations was the knowledge that protecting her would make her grateful, would bind her closer, would make moments like this one more likely.
There wasn't any reason to try to convince herself that wasn't true. The same could be said about any marriage really, and after all aren't all partnerships like this just a form of marriage? As long as Michael was loyal to her, and he'd just proven he was, then this partnership benefited both of them.
Her fingers found his thigh. His gasp made her heart pound faster. He flexed beneath her touch and his manhood began to grow.


Michael's eyes flicked to her hand, then back to the road. His lips curled slightly, but he didn't speak. He didn't need to ask what she was doing. He was in complete control. He always was.
"They were assholes," he said, as her hand traveled his length. "They deserved what they got."
"Since when has that bothered you?" Wendy laughed, suddenly very at ease. "You're an asshole."
"Not to you." His hand left the steering wheel, covering hers. "Never more than I know you can take."
The words were like gasoline to the fire burning just under her skin. She wanted to argue. To point out the IOU, the bets, the hotel room, all of it. But he was right. Every time she thought she'd reached her limit, she discovered the limit was further than she'd believed. And every time she crossed it, she felt more powerful, not less.
"Jon would have caved and told me to go get the water like they asked." She wasn't sure why she said it. Maybe she needed to hear it out loud. "He would have said that the risk of losing them outweighed the reward."
"Jon's an idiot."
"Don't call him that." She was stroking him through his pants now. "He's just... risk-averse."
"Risk-averse." Michael shook his head. "That's a nice way of saying he's a coward. Just a little beta cuck."
Wendy's cheeks burned. "Stop," her voice was soft. "I don't want to talk about Jon."
"What do you want to talk about?"
Instead of answering, she removed her hand from the front of his pants and grabbed his wrist, pulling it between her legs, letting him feel just how wet she was.
"What you said this morning." Her voice had dropped, more seductive. "About the dick-measuring contest."
"What about it?"
"You were right." She pulled her panties to the side, sighing as Michael's palm made contact with her bare slit. "Your dick was bigger."
"Ahhh." She released his wrist just as his fat finger pushed between her folds. Her hand found his zipper and she quickly dragged it down. As soon as his cock sprung free she wrapped her fingers around it. He was only half-hard, but even so, the weight of him in her hand made her breath catch. Even like this, he was already bigger than Jon fully erect. The thought came unbidden, and she hated herself for it. Hated that she couldn't stop comparing. Hated that the comparison always came out the same way.
"So much fucking bigger." She was already shifting in the seat, bending over in his lap and causing his finger to slip from inside her. She turned her body completely, sitting on her legs, her back to the passenger side window as her hair fell across his thighs and she freed him fully from his boxers. The first touch of her tongue made him grow harder against her lips and she let out an unconscious moan.
She traced the underside from base to tip. Each ridge, each vein sent a fresh wave of heat through her core. Michael's fingers tangled in her hair. He didn't apply any pressure, he didn't need to. She knew his cues, and she opened her mouth and sank it into his lap.
Her tongue bathed the underside of his shaft, as Michael hit the back of her throat, gagging her before she pulled back slightly. Her jaw ached as his thickness filled her mouth. She could hear cars passing them on either side as they continued down I-71. Somehow that degradation only made her want it more.
"Fuck, you've gotten good at that." Michael lifted his hips, pressing deeper, the car accelerating as he fed himself into Wendy's mouth. She braced her hands against his thighs, scrambling to find a rhythm as the sound of her choking began to overwhelm the radio.
"You know what I kept thinking about during that meeting?" Michael's hand slid across her back, his fingers gripping the hem of her skirt as it began to slide up her legs. "When those two were berating you instead of giving you a chance?"
She couldn't answer with her mouth full. Just moaned around his shaft.
"I was thinking about how they'd never know what this mouth can do." He dragged her skirt up higher, his fingers spreading out across her bare ass. "How they will never get to see what you're really like. But for me..."
He thrust upward, hitting the back of her throat. Wendy gagged, eyes watering, but didn't pull away.
"For me, you'll do anything. Won't you?"
The words had their desired effect on her. Even the cool blast of the AC against her bare skin did nothing to extinguish the inferno between her legs.
The blast of an appreciative air horn shattered the moment as a semi-truck roared past in the right lane, slowing just long enough to catch the heart-shaped ass wiggling in front of the window.
Wendy pulled back with a gasp, resting her head in his lap as her hand continued to stroke him. "Michael, there are too many cars. Someone's going to see."
The SUV lurched to the right, wrenching a squeal from Wendy. He was already guiding her forward, his fingers wrapping in her hair. He was brutal now, using her mouth as the car drifted across lanes. Any thought of motion sickness vanished under the relentless pace he set, the world narrowing to pressure and breath and heat. Saliva and precum streaked her chin as he pushed more and more of his shaft into her throat.
When she finally came up for air, she was surprised to see they were parked at the far end of a rest stop. With the exception of a couple of cars on the far end of the parking lot they were alone. She looked to Michael, who just smirked before turning off the SUV completely.
"Where are--"
"Get in the backseat."
"Michael, I--"
His hand was already inside her underwear, two fingers sliding through her folds. Her protest quickly turning into a needy moan.
"You're soaked." He watched her eyes flutter closed, her hands fisting. "And you want me to make you cum."
"Yes." The word came out strained, breathy.
"Then get in the back, before I change my mind."
His fingers stilled on her clit and Wendy rotated her hips to maintain the contact. Her eyes opened, desperate to think of a witty response. When it was clear she had none, she lowered her head and climbed over the middle console.



Wendy felt like a teenager as she moved into the back of the SUV. It was roomier than she expected, and the windows were tinted giving her a strange sense of relief.
The backdoor opened and Michael slid into the seat next to her. She didn't even remember seeing him exit the vehicle, but she wasn't surprised he didn't try to climb in like she did. His stomach pressed against her thigh as the back suddenly felt smaller. His hand was back on her leg, his teeth grazing her neck before she had time to process her situation.
"Michael, wait--"
"No more waiting." His fingers slithered up her leg, pressing her underwear into the front of her sex. "I've wanted to do this since the second you got into the car this morning."
She gasped as his thumb pressed against her clit.
"Take them off, or I'm going to rip them off."
Wendy's heart hammered in her chest. How was he able to turn her on so badly? She took stock of his face, cataloging every repulsive detail despite knowing it wouldn't matter. His pores were visible this close, enlarged around his nose where broken capillaries webbed across the skin. The five o'clock shadow came in patchy, darker in some places than others. His lips were thin and cracking, but his eyes...
His eyes were calm yet demanding. They held power and strength, all the things she hoped to one day convey.
He knew exactly what he looked like. Knew the gut that pressed against her, knew the jowls and the thinning hair and every physical flaw that should have disqualified him from this moment. And he didn't give a damn. Didn't apologize for taking up space, didn't hesitate before reaching for what he wanted, didn't question whether he deserved this. That certainty, that absolute refusal to be diminished by anyone for anything radiated from him and drew her like a magnet.
She pressed forward, one arm wrapping around his neck as she pulled him into a kiss. It tasted like mouthwash and stale mints, his tongue aggressive and demanding as it pushed past her lips. Her other hand fumbled between them, fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties and dragging them down her thighs with jerky, graceless movements. The lace caught on her heels and she had to kick one leg free, but she didn't care.
His hand found her bare ass, gripping hard enough to sting, and she gasped into his mouth.
"That's my girl," he growled against her lips.
"I'm not your--" She gasped as his thumb pressed against her clit. "Oh fuck."
Her hips bucked against his hand, her lips finding his again. She moaned into his mouth, fingers tangling in his thinning hair. His neck was slick with sweat under her palm.
He curled his fingers upward and her mouth fell open, the moan dying into a strangled sound. His free hand moved to her blouse, buttons popping free as he yanked the fabric aside along with her bra exposing her breasts.
"Fucking perfect." His mouth closed over her nipple, teeth scraping, and Wendy's back arched off the leather seat.
"Ahhhh." Her fingers tightened in his hair, pulling hard enough to draw a groan against her breast.
He pulled back, then shifted his attention to the other one, his mouth devouring her chest as he slid two fingers into her.
"Ohh fuck, Michael--" His name broke from her, ragged and desperate.
"Again. Say my name again." He kissed his way up her throat, teeth closing over the soft skin of her neck as his fingers curled in a beckoning motion, sending her body into a frenzy.
"Ugggh, Michael. Michael." Her cries grew louder, the windows of the SUV fogging over as she lost herself to it.
Her thighs trembled, she was getting close. His fingers slipped from inside her making her groan in protest. She hooked her legs around his back, desperate to find her digits again. As her hips bucked forward that's when she felt it.
His bare cock pressed against her folds. Heat pulsed from it as it slid through her wetness making her quiver. The head caught against her clit and made her shudder.
"Fuuuuck, Michael." She tried to will her hips to stop, but the friction was too perfect. She rolled them forward, her tongue gliding over his lips as he watched her writhe.
"Don't... ohhh fuck. Don't move." She was close now. The orgasm was building inside her threatening to tear out of her. Her nails dug into his nape as she worked her hips faster, using the friction of his cock to drive herself into a frenzy. This could work, as long as he didn't try anything stupid, she would cum.
Her forehead dropped against his, her breath coming in short, desperate pants as she ground against him again. And again. She could feel the thick head catching at her entrance with each roll of her hips, threatening to slip inside. As long as he didn't move, that wouldn't happen.
"Michael I'm gonna-- You're going to make me--"
He pulled her backward slightly, breaking the contact and stilling her hips completely.
"No--" She tried to move but his grip was iron. "Michael, please, I'm so close--"
"You don't get to cum without me."
She bit her lip. "Do... do you have a condom?"
"No."
"Michael--"
His grip shifted, pulling her against his body once more. The head of his cock was pressed right against her entrance. Her eyes went wide, her mouth hung open, but she didn't pull away.
"That's not... I can't..." Her hips swiveled, another jolt of pleasure racing through her as the tip of his head spread her lips.
"You want this." His hands flexed on her hips, keeping her right there, balanced on the edge. "Say it."
"I--" Her voice broke as he pushed forward just slightly, barely an inch, but enough to make her vision blur. Enough to make her remember the stretch. "We can't-- You don't have a--"
"We can." He pulled back, denying her, and she whimpered. "And we will. I told you the next time I fucked you it would be without a condom. You know this was going to happen when you got in the car today and you came anyway."
"That's not--" But her hips chased him, trying to sink down onto what he was withholding. Trying to take what he wouldn't give until she admitted the truth they both knew.
"Say you want me to fuck you."
Her nails dug into his shoulder. "Michael--"
"Say it, Wendy." He pressed forward again, just the tip, stretching her. "Tell me what you need."
Her head fell back, throat exposed, defeated. "I want you to fuck me."
"Louder."
"I want you to fuck me." Tears stung her eyes. "Please, Michael. Fuck me."
Without any resistance, Michael pushed his cock forward.
"Oooohhhh." Wendy's head fell back as he stretched her open, inch by inch. The fullness was overwhelming, nothing like the condom-dulled sensation from before. Every ridge, every vein dragged against her walls, the heat of him bare inside her.
He pulled back slowly, then thrust up hard.
The orgasm detonated. Her pussy clamped down on his shaft, vision blurring white as her body convulsed. She sank lower, taking him fully, impaled and shaking on his lap as wave after wave tore through her.
His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass. "Wait... wait a second," she whined, still trying to recover. "I just need to--"
"Everything you need is right here," he said triumphantly, as he pulled her body up so only the head was still inside of her before slowly pushing his entire length back into her.
"Oh, God. What are you doing to me?" Her entire body felt hyper-sensitive. Despite her orgasm, she still hummed with need. Each thrust made her gasp for more, her arms wrapped around his broad shoulders, ignoring the pool of sweat on his back.
The inside of the car was hot, but her body was on fire. Every thrust threatened to make her boil over. She could already feel another orgasm building from every inch of her body. It felt like it was everywhere at once, slowly simmering to the surface.
Wendy's movements grew faster as she stared into Michael's eyes, waiting to see what he would do next. He smirked at her, then snaked his hand up her bare back until it found the base of her neck. He licked his lips and leaned forward while pulling Wendy towards him.
Their lips met, and they hungrily devoured one another. His tongue filled her mouth, their bodies responding to each other. Michael pressed his hips against Wendy's as she rode his cock up and down, letting his full length travel inside her. When she would pull herself up to the top of his cock, he would grip her tighter and pull her back all the way down. She moaned into his mouth each time.
"You feel that?" He placed his palms on the seat, the leather creaking underneath them as he pushed himself deeper inside her. "You feel how deep I am?"
"Yes." The word was half-sob, half-moan. "Fuck, yes."
"You're so fucking tight. Jon can't make you feel like this, can he? He'll never hit you this deep."
"Don't--" She bit her lip hard enough to taste copper. Her walls sucked him deeper, responding to his taunts. "Don't talk about Jon."
She leaned forward, quickening her pace as she fed her tit into Michael's mouth. She told herself it was to shut him up, but the second his teeth came down on her nipple she felt another, much stronger, orgasm approaching.
"Why not?" His words vibrated against her breast, teeth scraping. "You said it yourself. He would have.." He thrust up hard, making her cry out. His breathing grew shallower as he fucked Wendy into submission. "Thrown you to the wolves back there."
"Uh fuck," Wendy increased her tempo as Michael's words rattled in her brain. Her orgasm started to take shape, it felt like a swaying wrecking ball trying to find its mark before everything came crashing down. "Just... just shut up and fuck."
His hand cracked down on her ass making her bounce harder. Michael was gasping for breath now. His face looked like a ripe tomato as he sucked in huge gasps of air. "It's the same reason he can't make you feel this good." He felt his own orgasm starting to build as he rushed to get the words out. "The same reason he can't make you cum the way I can."
"That's not--" But the protest died as another stinging slap landed against the flesh of her ass making her thighs shake.
"It is." His mouth moved to her other breast, sucking hard. "You begged me to fuck you. Said please even."
The shame in her gut only added to her arousal. She was riding him faster, chasing the orgasm that was building like a tsunami. Her left hand braced against the fog covered window, leaving her handprint in the condensation as she neared oblivion.
"Tell me the reason." Michael's cock pulsed inside her, his release imminent.
"Mmm fuck. I'm gonna..." Her pussy gripped him like a vice, the wet sloshing of her movements echoing through the car.
"Say it... say why Jon will never satisfy you."
She was going to die. Actually die from this. Her body was wound so tight she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, couldn't do anything except feel him stretching her, filling her, owning her.
"Ohhh fuck. Michael don't stop, baby. I'm almost--"
With one final grunt, he slammed into her his cock erupting into her unprotected pussy. "SAY IT!"
"Ohhhh." Her head fell back, her orgasm detonating in her like a bomb. "Your dick is bigger." Every muscle in her pussy tightened once more around his cock as the orgasm rocked through her body. "Oh fuck. Ohhh, God. So much fucking bigger." She was shouting now, past shame, past everything except the need to finish.
The orgasm washed over her in waves, a series of mini orgasms that seemed to pull him deeper as she screamed into the air.
"That's my girl." He smirked, pressing his lips to hers once more as the last blast filled her.
They stayed like that for a long moment, both of them trembling, his softening cock still inside her. Then reality crashed back.
"You... you should have pulled out."
"You seemed to enjoy it."
She wanted to scream at him. She should be furious and shoving him away. But her body was still buzzing, still humming with the aftershocks of the best orgasm of her life, and the anger wouldn't come. Just a hollow sort of defeat.
"Michael--"
"It's fine. I'll stop at a pharmacy on the way back." He shifted beneath her, and she winced as he slipped out. She could feel him leaking out of her, warm and obscene.
"It's not fine." But the words had no heat behind them. She was too wrung out, too sated to fight. "You can't... next time, you have to pull out."
His smile was slow and victorious. "Whatever you say."
She didn't have the energy to argue. Just climbed off his lap and curled up in the backseat, her skirt still bunched around her waist, her underwear abandoned somewhere on the floor. The leather was cool against her overheated skin.
"Get some rest." Michael was already climbing out of the car. She was so exhausted she didn't even notice him grab her panties and tuck them into his pocket. "I'll wake you when we get back to Columbus."
She closed her eyes, felt the engine rumble to life beneath her. The vibration against her oversensitive body almost felt good. She pushed the thought away and let exhaustion claim her.



Jon checked his phone. 6:28 PM. The office had emptied an hour ago, the fluorescent lights humming as only a handful of people remained. He told himself he wasn't waiting to catch Wendy doing anything. He just thought it would be nice to ride home together. They used to do that all the time, back when things were easier between them.
His last message to her was at 5:37, still unread.
Jon: Hey, how late do you think you'll be? Want to grab dinner when you get back?
He set the phone face-down on his desk and rubbed his eyes beneath his glasses. This was the part he was bad at. Filling in the blanks when he didn't know the answer. So, what were the facts?


Fact: Wendy hadn't responded to his text.
Fact: She'd been gone since early this morning with Michael.
Fact: The Skyline account was in Cincinnati, just under a two hour drive. They'd get there. Have a meeting, probably grab lunch and head home. So why was it taking all day?
His chest tightened. He was doing it again. Building false narratives from nothing. It was just as likely that the meeting ran long. Or didn't get started until after lunch then they hit traffic. There were a million perfectly reasonable reasons why it was taking longer than he'd expected. But he kept hearing Jenny's voice in the back of his head. Confirming he wasn't imagining all the time Wendy and Michael were spending together alone.
His mouth was suddenly dry. He grabbed his water bottle and shut down his computer. If Wendy hadn't responded back by the time he'd refilled his water then he would go home. They could talk about it when she got back.
The break room was dim. He wasn't sure anyone was left in the office. Most of the lights were off and even the glug of the water cooler felt loud as Jon refilled his bottle. He was being ridiculous. Wendy was probably already on her way back, maybe even pulling into the parking garage right now. They'd laugh about this later.
When he returned to his desk, movement in the corner of his vision made him freeze.
Trevor was at Wendy's desk, rifling through papers.
"Can I help you with something?"
Trevor jerked upright, papers scattering. "Jesus, Jon. You scared the hell out of me."
"What are you doing at Wendy's desk?"
"I was just--" Trevor smoothed his shirt, that cocky smirk faltering. "Looking for Wendy. Wanted to talk to her about Skyline."
Jon crossed his arms. "She's not here. She and Michael went to Cincinnati this morning for the account."
"Right. Of course." Trevor nodded, and made his way back around her desk. He started toward the door, then paused. His hand rested on the doorframe as he turned back. "You know what's interesting? I was on the Skyline account for two years. Only ever went out there twice. Wendy's been on it for less than twenty-four hours and she and Michael are already running off together."
The hairs on the back of Jon's neck stood up. "It's perfectly normal to visit a client in person when we switch account managers. Builds rapport, shows we're taking the transition seriously."
"Oh, absolutely." Trevor looked like he was sizing Jon up. "I'm sure that's all it is. Just seems weird is all. Those two have been practically attached at the hip lately." He emphasized the last word in a way that made Jon's jaw clench. "But I guess that's the price it takes to become Director, right?"
"What are you implying?"
"Nothing." Trevor held up his hands. "Just making an observation. I'll find Wendy tomorrow. Have a good night."
He left before Jon could respond, footsteps echoing down the hallway.
Jon stood there, Trevor's words circling in his head like vultures. Too similar to Jenny's to ignore. He tried telling himself Trevor was just being petty. He was upset that he lost Skyline to Wendy and was just slinging mud. It was transparent, manipulative, and Jon wasn't going to fall for it.
He grabbed his messenger bag and slung it over his shoulder. His phone buzzed.
Wendy: Sorry! I fell asleep in the car. The meeting ran a little long, but we should be back in twenty minutes. Want to take me to that Thai place you've been raving about?
Relief flooded through him, followed immediately by guilt. See? Perfectly reasonable explanation. He was being paranoid for nothing, letting Trevor's jealous insinuations and Jenny's observations get under his skin.
Jon: I'll head there now and get us on the list. Love you.
He hit send and locked his computer. As he walked toward the elevator, he tried to ignore the small voice in his head pointing out that she always complained she couldn't sleep in the car, could never get comfortable. That Cincinnati was barely two hours away, but she'd been gone for over ten hours.
He'd write it in his thought journal when he got home. Dr. Carson would help him make sense of all of it.



The phone rang twice before they answered. There were people in the background, dozens of fragmented conversations that couldn't be placed.
"What is it?" The usual greeting. They were never one for pleasantries.
"They spent the day in Cincinnati meeting with the Skyline team."
Silence on the other end. Just the murmur of distant conversations and what sounded like silverware clinking against plates.
"All day? That's... interesting. Did you plant it?"
A stab of panic. They weren't going to like the answer. "No. I didn't get a chance. Jon was always right there. She'll be named director soon. It will be easier when she has her own office."
Seconds seemed to tick by in slow motion as the person on the other end of the line decided what to do with this information. "We can't afford to mess this up."
"I know I just--"
"Right this way, your table is ready." A waiter's voice emerged over the others, thick with an accent.
"I need to go. Get it done." The line went dead.



Jon's mind continued to race as he turned onto High Street. Sala Thai was still ten minutes away, despite it only being a few more blocks up the street. Crowds of people seemed to be scattered all over Short North tonight as traffic continued to crawl.
He was finding it increasingly harder to dismiss all the signs that something was going on with Wendy and Michael, despite how much Dr. Carson demanded he only focus on the facts. The facts were that both Jenny and Trevor saw it too. The facts were that Wendy was still too green to be a director, yet both Trevor and Jenny thought it was inevitable.
The light turned red and Jon nearly plowed into the car in front of him. He slammed on his brakes, the seatbelt catching him before his head hit the steering wheel. He looked to the left, at the rows of people spilling out of restaurants, all laughing and having fun. He couldn't remember the last time he and Wendy looked like that, and his chest ached at the admission. He continued to scan the street, hoping that the brief bout of people-watching would help keep his mind off Wendy and Michael. Happy couples were sitting in restaurant windows laughing and sharing dinner. An older lady sat alone in what appeared to be a taco joint scrolling her phone while snacking on chips and salsa. One couple looked to be having an intense conversation inside what looked like an Italian restaurant, although they had no food in front of them. Another...
His breath caught and his head snapped back to the window of the Italian restaurant.
It wasn't just any couple sitting there. It was Marcus. He was in a corner booth, the lighting low enough it wasn't a surprise Jon missed it the first time. Across from him, Ava leaned forward, her face flushed, one hand slicing through the air as she spoke. Even through the glass and distance, Jon could see the intensity of whatever she was saying. Marcus reached across the table, trying to take her hand. She pulled back, shaking her head.
The conversation looked heated. Private. The kind of thing two people fired for an inappropriate relationship would be having if they were still--
A horn blared behind him.
Jon's head snapped forward. The light was green. The car he nearly rear-ended now almost a block ahead of him. He hit the gas, causing the car to lurch forward as he caught up with the car in front of him.
Why were Marcus and Ava having dinner together? And why did their conversation look so intense?
The narrative built itself in a matter of seconds. They'd been fired about a month ago. Jon didn't want to believe that Marcus would ever do such a thing, but Wendy had tried to tell him the night before. Jon was sure it was all just a big misunderstanding. Except... if that were true, if they were innocent, why would they be meeting? Why the secrecy in what looked like a more intimate restaurant?
The taillights from the car in front of him began to blur. He was feeling lightheaded. He didn't know what was real anymore. He wasn't sure he could trust his own instincts anymore. He'd been wrong about Olivia. Now it seemed he'd been wrong about Marcus. Was he making the same mistake with Wendy?
His phone buzzed in the cupholder.
Wendy: Almost there! I'm starving. Do they have Massaman curry? I can't wait to see you. I've missed you.
Jon forced himself to breathe. He pulled into an empty parking spot, throwing his head back and taking deep breaths. He'd never had a panic attack before, but he was pretty sure he was having one now. That or a heart attack.
He just needed to talk to Wendy. Let her know what he was feeling. They could work through it. She would help him make it make sense. This was all just going to be a giant misunderstanding. He got out of the car and headed inside to put their name on the list. By the time Wendy arrived, he'd be smiling.
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Cory released a shaky breath as she stood in front of what was labeled as the meditation room. The receptionist downstairs had pointed her here and said Lawrence would be down in a moment. Her foot tapped against the polished marble. The cream-colored linen wrap bounced across her calf. She'd ordered it express last week from Etsy. The advertisement said it was handmade, and Cory was determined to look as authentic as possible.
She'd spent the better part of the morning standing in front of her hotel mirror, making sure she looked the part. She'd pair it with a hemp cord necklace that held a piece of raw amber. Morgan had bought it for her during their girls' trip to Sedona years ago. Silver rings sat on three of her fingers that paired with a stack of thin bone bracelets that clicked against each other every time she touched the wooden hoop earrings she was wearing.
"Miss Ellison."
Cory jumped. She turned to see Lawrence strolling toward her from the elevator. He was shorter than she'd imagined, but he carried himself with the confidence of a man twice his height. He wore a pair of dark slacks and a white button-up that had the first two buttons undone. Cory could see the definition of his chest. He was certainly a man who took care of himself. The hint of a tattoo peeked out from under the shirt as he neared and Cory couldn't help but wonder what the rest of it looked like.
"Namaste, Mr. Walker," she said, dipping her head. "It's wonderful to be holding space with you in person."
He cocked his eyebrow as he stood in front of her, arms crossed. When she lifted her head he offered his hand.
"It's Lawrence, please."
His handshake was firm, his hands callused like he worked outdoors instead of on the top floor of a giant corporation.
"Cory."
"Sorry to keep you waiting. There was a business matter that needed my full attention."
The way he said it, with his gaze locked onto Cory and his hand still holding hers, sent a rush through her body that made her pull her hand away.
"Oh, it's um, it's fine. I was just admiring the space." Her eyes drifted to the poster next to the door that read BREATHE. ALIGN. EXPAND.
"Just following your mantras, Cory." His smile deepened and his gaze seemed to slide across her body. "You certainly are full of them."
He stepped forward, crowding her space. Cory's heart stopped as he leaned forward. She wasn't sure what his intention was and why she seemed unable to move. Their eyes never broke contact. She heard a soft click from behind her and her face drained of color as she realized he was simply unlocking the door behind her.
"The room's all yours. The others will filter in over the next ten minutes. I told them you were starting at the top of the hour. I expect punctuality."
"Right, of course. I..." She cleared her throat, breaking eye contact. "Gratitude. The energy will be right where it needs to be."
He nodded, a hint of a smile on his face as he studied her. Then he walked away.
Cory exhaled. She watched him cross the lobby toward the elevator, his shoulders loose, his pace unhurried. He hadn't been about to kiss her in a hallway. He'd wanted her to think he might. That was the move. She should have known better.
"Smooth, asshole," she whispered. She rolled her shoulders back and reached for the door handle. He'd gotten the reaction he wanted once. He wasn't going to get it again.
The space was larger than she'd expected. By her estimate it could hold about 30 people comfortably. The lights were dimmed, giving a relaxed feel to the space, and on the far wall sat a media player she could plug into for music. She'd requested several incense holders in her correspondence with Lawrence, but he insisted it was against fire code and the building manager wouldn't allow it. Instead, she pulled out several travel sticks from her bag and placed them around the room until the smell of amber was everywhere.
She checked her phone out of habit as she finished setting up. Hunter had sent her a good luck text. Even Morgan had messaged her saying, "you've got this, girl."
Just as Lawrence had predicted, everyone began filing in a few minutes before the top of the hour. Cory counted twelve men and six women in total. The executive team and their direct reports. Lawrence had said depending on how this smaller group went there would be opportunity for sessions with the larger staff. Cory envisioned a room three times the size of this one able to hold hundreds of people as she stood in front of them telling them to breathe deeply and visualize success. She wasn't sure she could do it.
The second the clock ticked over to ten, Lawrence stepped into the room, closing the door behind him and nodding to Cory. She stepped to the front of the room and smiled.
"Thank you all for being open to this today. So what we're going to do is, like, three modules. Breath. Energy mapping. And a short integration. I want you to like, allow yourself to arrive. Wherever you were before you walked in, leave it out there."
A few people nodded. Others looked at each other with confused faces. She let the silence sit a few seconds longer than she normally would.
"Seriously. I know some of you came in here thinking this is, y'know, woo-woo stuff." She caught the small grin on a man in the second row and matched it. "And honestly? I used to think the same thing." She'd given this speech a hundred times before. Her gaze went to Lawrence who seemed to be rolling his eyes and she gritted her teeth. "But the breathing part is just biology. So even if you decide later this isn't your thing, you'll still walk out with something useful. Deal?"
A few people nodded. Lawrence stood in the back of the room. His arms crossed as he watched the heads of his team. His eyes narrowed when Cory mentioned biology, like he was trying to figure her out. She ignored him as the room loosened.
She walked them through diaphragmatic breathing. She kept the science loose enough to feel mystical. She moved as she spoke, drifting between the rows, her bare feet quiet on the carpet. When she instructed them to close their eyes, she watched the executives close their eyes. She watched the EVP in the front row exhale on the count of six., and a woman in a sharp blazer let her shoulders drop for what looked like the first time all week.
"In for four. Hold for four. Out for six. When you exhale, picture it as something you're releasing into the room. The anxiety of deadlines, the stress at home."
She was running the room. The nerves of doing this live began to fade. It was just like doing PT back home. It was euphoric in the way a long run was when her stride finally caught. When she scanned the back row she saw Lawrence still had his eyes open. His gaze was piercing, he was trying to unnerve her.
Cory smiled, her voice the same steady cadence she'd been using with the rest of the team.
"Lawrence. Eyes closed."
His jaw shifted. For a brief second Cory was convinced he was going to snap at her and shut the entire thing down. Then he closed his eyes.
She kept walking, but the energy in the room had shifted. She moved back to the front and counted them through two more rounds without looking at him again.
She got through energy mapping with her full attention this time. By the time she brought them back to their breath, she could feel him watching her again. He'd opened his eyes at some point. She didn't know when. It didn't matter. The scoreboard had already been set.
At ten thirty she thanked them and told them Nexus was going to be a different company if they continued these mindful exercises in their normal activities. They filed out and she got nods on the way to the door.
Cory busied herself collecting the incense sticks. She didn't look at Lawrence. She wanted him to leave with the rest of them, to let her walk out of this room with the morning intact in her chest.
He waited until the last person was through the door and then approached her.
"That was well done."
"I'm thankful our energies were--"
"Speaking of energies. I'd love to see how our energies align in another session." His jaw was set, reading Cory's reaction.
She smiled, but internally she was taken aback. The last thing she would have expected was an invite to another session. Especially with how things just went.
"Oh, um... For sure. Let me check my schedule. Maybe sometime next week I--"
"I meant tonight. In my office."
The smile stayed where it was for half a second too long before it figured out what to do with itself.
"Lawrence, I--"
"I think you were right. My energy has been all over the place." He was closer than he'd been a moment ago. She wasn't sure when he'd moved. "I think you have exactly what I need to... align it."
Cory wasn't sure she was hearing him right. She couldn't have been. She'd just spent forty-five minutes proving to him that he couldn't intimidate her. Was he seriously asking her what she thought he was?
"I'm um, flattered Lawrence, really. But I'm married and--"
"I'll be here until eight. I'll let security know you might come by."
He was already turning to leave. "Great session by the way. You certainly have a presence about you."
She stood alone in the room. The playlist had ended, and all Cory could hear was the beating of her heart. She'd thought she'd won. This morning was a clear victory. Except he hadn't noticed.
She gathered the rest of the incense with shaking hands. Why did people like Lawrence fucking Walker always just assume they could have anything they wanted? And why did her body tingle at the thought of him wanting her?

After her encounter with Lawrence, calm wasn't coming. She tried anyway. Yoga on the hotel carpet, cycling through every position she knew. The aromatherapy oils she kept in her travel kit. The binaural she played for clients labeled "anxiety regulation". None of it seemed to work. Her brain was still in that meditation room, except not the part where she'd been in control. The part after. The part where she'd watched him walk away like the last forty-five minutes hadn't happened.
She finally laced up her shoes and ran.
The route was nothing special. Six miles around the lake near the hotel, Title Fight's "Shed" on repeat in her ears. By the third play through, her legs were screaming and her shirt was soaked. She slowed to a walk a block from the hotel, hands on her hips, sucking air, her brain refusing to shut off.
She let herself into the room and dropped her keycard on the dresser.
"God I wish I was home."
She showered with the water as hot as she could stand it. She tried to convince herself there was another explanation to what Lawrence had meant. When she came up with nothing she decided to focus on the solution. Obviously, she couldn't go, but he was a client and she didn't want to offend him either. What if she went just to shut him down face to face? Would that make it better, or worse?
She wrapped herself in the hotel robe and sat on the edge of the bed. She needed someone to talk to about this, and Morgan still felt like the safest. She picked up on the third ring.
"Heya! How goes it, love?"
"Good!" Cory exhaled. She was worried Morgan wouldn't pick up. "It's really, really "good" to hear your voice."
"You too!" Morgan sounded out of breath, a small sigh escaping her lips before Cory spoke.
"Sooooo Cleveland sucks. Like total ass."
"I know, right? Ugh. It never changes. Everyone acts like it's something special and it's not. At all."
"Right? I dunno. Once you've been to a real city, it changes things. But yeah... it's fine. I mean weather-wise."
Cory already felt awkward, having spoken about the weather, some indicator of the death of interest and youth. She chuckled. "So yeah. Anyways, my meeting with Lawrence. The session itself was good. Like, really good. I had him doing breathwork in front of his entire team. I thought I had him handled. And then the second the room cleared he just... invited me back to his office tonight. Like nothing happened."
There was an uncomfortable silence between them. On Morgan's end, something shifted. It sounded like a fabric, or a hand covering the phone, and a low voice murmured just beneath the threshold of clarity. It sounded too deep to be Zach's.
Cory's nails dug into her palm as she used every meditative technique she could muster not to lash out at Morgan right now. She was with Luther again. Cory could feel it in her bones. Why wouldn't she just come clean about it?
Morgan cleared her throat, her voice sounding drained of its jubilance from before. "Sorry sorry, just had to take care of something."
"It's all good. Anyways! Lawrence. So after the meeting he started doing like the whole 'oh I'd like to meet privately' same schtick that all these guys do."
Another weighted pause. "So are you going to go?"
Cory could feel the knot at the back of her neck tighten. "What? No. No way."
Morgan giggled. "Oh, lighten up. You're acting like I asked if you were going to fuck the guy."
Cory gasped.
"Wait, are you?" Morgan suddenly sounded a lot closer to the phone.
"Of course not! I'm not even going over there. I just wanted to vent, I mean, the audacity, right?"
"Cory Marie Novak. I know that voice. You're totally thinking about fucking him. You little slut." Morgan laughed in a way Cory hadn't heard in ages. It was actually refreshing, except for the fact that she was talking about Cory cheating.
"I absolutely am not." She looked at herself in the mirror. Her face was flushed, and there was color in her cheeks. "I mean like, I'm not actually thinking about doing it. But you know, sure, I've thought about the idea of it I guess."
"It's not like this mortal sin everyone talks about, you know. Like, you've spent your whole life buttoned up. Sometimes you just need to let yourself..." She trailed off, searching for the word. "Breathe."
"I guess, but--"
"I'm just saying." Morgan's tone had shifted, the playfulness retreating. "You and Hunter are great. But like, when was the last time you did something just because you wanted to? Not because it was responsible or good or whatever. Just because it felt right?"
Cory stared at the ceiling. The answer came to her immediately and she hated herself for it. Standing at the window, topless, waving at Luther while Hunter slept. Her stomach lurched.
"I do plenty for myself. I took this trip, didn't I?"
"Oh my God, wait. Tell me all about him. Is he hot? Fuck, please tell me he's hot." Morgan's voice was suddenly lighter.
"He's... I mean..." Cory rolled her eyes and walked out of the bathroom, flopping down on the bed, just happy to have some girl talk again with her best friend. "Ok, so like he has this cockiness about him. That makes me want to just slap him. But like, there's this intensity to it that..."
"Makes you want to rip off his clothes and give him the ride of his life?"
Cory couldn't hold her laughter back any longer. She laughed until her stomach hurt, rolling into the bed to contain it. Morgan was laughing right along with her and for a second it felt like old times.
Once Cory got her laughter under control, she wiped her eyes and sighed. "Fuck, I needed that." She let out another breath. "But you know I could never do that to Hunter. It's not right, and besides, I'm probably reading more into the Lawrence thing than is actually there."
"Don't sell yourself short, babes. You're a smoke show. As for Hunter..." There was a silence on the other end and Cory heard some shuffling around.
"As for Hunter, what?"
"Sorry." It sounded like Morgan was shifting the phone. "So like. You know Zach and I were going through a rough patch and I started reading that book Luther gave me."
Cory shifted on the bed. It wasn't the book she was worried about. The book was the least of it.
"Anyway, one thing it helped me realize was like, I forgot who I was when I was with Zach."
"What does that mean?"
"Sorry, I'm not explaining it well. I just mean, Zach and I are better now and like I know you and Hunter are solid. Like super solid, but sometimes we forget who we are and what we like. We start to become a version of ourselves that like only remembers what our spouse likes about us and we forget about all those other things."
The air conditioner kicked on in the room and Cory jumped. She opened her mouth to tell Morgan she and Hunter weren't like them. They didn't need to be fixed, but she reconsidered it. She wasn't wrong that she'd started gravitating more toward the things Hunter enjoyed, but that didn't mean she didn't enjoy them too. Besides, was it so bad to evolve as a person? Did she even want to remember who she was before she met Hunter?
"Cor, you there?"
"Yeah, yeah sorry. Just you know, thinking."
"I hope I didn't overstep. You know you and Hunter mean the world to me."
Cory smiled. "No you didn't. I mean I don't know what to say, but like, I'm glad to hear you and Zach are ok now."
"Oh we are better than ok. When you get back remind me to tell you about the morning we had."
Cory's phone beeped and she looked at the screen to see that Hunter was calling.
"Oh hey, that's Hunter. I should probably take it."
"Of course. Let's catch up when you're back in town. You can tell me all about this Lawrence guy."
"Oh my God, shut up."
"Bye babe. Love you."
"Love you." Cory switched over to Hunter's call.
"Heya babe."
"Hey." Hunter's voice was warm. "How's the hotel? Did you eat?"
"I'm fine, yeah." She lay back on the bed, the comforter cool through the thin linen. "What are you up to?"
"Oh, you know, about to start another watch of 'Kicked in the Balls Compilation Volume 1' while I'm on my lunch break."
Cory covered her mouth. "Oh my god you're such an ass."
"Yeah yeah. You love it. So, what are you up to now? Don't tell me you're going to spend the rest of the day locked up in your hotel room."
"Actually, I just got off the phone with Morgan."
"Yeah?" He sounded genuinely pleased. "How was that?"
"Good. Like, really good." She closed her eyes, waiting for Hunter to push her on what she meant by that.
"And the demonstration?" His voice cracked. "How'd it go with Lawrence?"
"The class was good. People really seemed to respond to the energy mapping."
"And Lawrence? How was his energy?" Hunter's tone shifted to something a little more flirty. Cory recognized it immediately. "Do you think he was still thinking about that stripper?"
"Hunter."
"You didn't give him the same lap dance you gave me, did you?" He barked out a laugh.
"Oh my God, stop." She was almost smiling.
"What was he wearing? Did you pull his tie off and put it around your neck like they do in the movies?"
"Hunter, I swear to God."
"I'm just saying. I have a few minutes before I have to go back to work. You can tell me all about it." There was still a hint of teasing in his voice, but his breathing had gotten heavier.
Cory bit her lip. She needed to come clean about what really happened.
"Ok, seriously listen."
"Oh. Are you going to tell me he spanked you next?"
"Hunter, I'm serious. He... he propositioned me."
She heard him suck in a breath, the giggling stopped.
"What... what do you mean he propositioned you? What did he say?"
She tried to focus on his words to determine how angry he was.
"He said he'd be in his office until eight. That he'd let security know I might come by." She felt the words leaving her mouth and couldn't pull them back. "Of course I shot him down. I told him I was married. I told him how inappropriate it was. That I--"
"Cor."
"Yeah?" Her heart was threatening to beat out of her chest. She'd said too much. Lawrence was both of their client and now she'd made it weird. She should have just kept her mouth shut and let Hunter continue with the fantasy talk.


"Do you want to go?"
She opened her eyes. The ceiling was white. The popcorn texture seemed to grow as blood rushed to her ears.
"No. Of course not. Why would you even--"
"Babe. It's okay if you wanted to go." His voice was soft. He was practically whispering. "I'd know. I mean, I trust you to know what you want."
The hemp cord was still around her throat from the session. She'd forgotten to take it off. It pressed against her collarbone every time she breathed and she couldn't decide if she wanted to rip it off or pull it tighter.
"Why are you saying this? Do you think I don't love you?"
"Of course not. I just mean like I'd understand if you wanted to..."
"You want to be swingers too, is that what this is?" She sat up in the bed, her hand going to the cord. "Is there someone else? Is that why you said it? Fuck, Hunter, just tell me, please. Is it Dafni?"
"I... what? Of course not." He released a frustrated breath. "Okay listen. I... I haven't been totally straight with you about Lawrence."
"Lawrence?" Electricity flowed through her body.
"Fuck, ok, so like the strip club thing. I told you I was into it because the dancer reminded me of you. And that was true. That part was true. But it's been more than that. When you danced for me in the bedroom and talked about Lawrence and... fuck babe. It was so hot. It's like ever since then I think about it, like, all the time. I'll be in the middle of a meeting and I'll think about you... and him. I'll be in the car and I'll think about it. I think about him looking at you and..." He laughed, it sounded more like nerves than humor. "I get so fucking hard, Cory. And then I get mad at myself for being hard. And then I think about it again, and it's the same thing. I don't know what's wrong with me. I really don't."
She closed her eyes harder. The amber smell from the meditation sticks was still on her skin. She could feel Lawrence's gaze from earlier. She knew exactly what Hunter was describing. She got that same rush earlier.
"Nothing's wrong with you," she said, breathlessly. "I just... I'd be lying if I said I wasn't flattered." Her voice was hoarse. "By Lawrence, I mean."
"I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner. I just... I want you to know how fucking beautiful you are."
She smiled, letting her hand finally release the cord and slide down her body.
"You said you talked to Morgan." His voice was different now. Quieter. "What did she say about it?"
"I..." Cory paused. She was unsure how much of her conversation with Morgan she should share, but she pushed it aside. After everything Hunter had just admitted to her, she couldn't possibly keep secrets now. "She told me I should do things for myself and focus on my own happiness." Before he could respond, she added: "She said she's started doing that and her and Zach are doing better. That sometimes you just need to..." She heard Morgan's voice. Breathe. "Let yourself breathe."
"Yeah." Hunter sounded relieved. "Zach and I are getting beers later. He's been texting me and said the same thing. That lately he and Morgan have been great."
The silence stretched and her mind began to slow down. She was no longer thinking about all the ways this could go wrong, or about how strained her relationship with Morgan was. She could hear him breathing on the other end. She wondered if he could hear her.
"Cory."
"Yeah."
"Are you going to go?"
She thought about Morgan's voice. How she finally sounded like her old self again, jubilant and free-spirited. You little slut. She thought about the window at her house and Luther's eyes staring back at her. About the strip tease for Hunter and the explosive sex that came after.
"Do... Do you want me to go?"
"If you went..." He was choosing each word. She could hear him choosing them. "We'd be okay. I wouldn't love you any less. I wouldn't think it gave me like a hall pass or anything."
She bit the inside of her cheek hard enough to taste copper.
"If I went." Her hand was shaking as she held the phone. "What would you want to happen?"
His breathing changed. It had grown quicker, shallower.
"When you picture me going what do you see? Does he touch me?"
She heard him suck in air and she realized her free hand was sliding up her leg.
"Do I touch him?" She could feel the heat from between her legs as she listened to Hunter's gasps.
"Do I let him f--"
"I don't know, Cor." He practically screamed it. "I... I don't know how far it goes. It all happens so fast in my head. But I trust you. I trust you to stop things if it goes too far."
The room had gone gold around the edges, the late afternoon sun cutting through the gap in the hotel curtains. She watched a strip of light move across the carpet. Her free hand rested on the edge of her panties. She didn't dare touch them, not wanting to admit to herself what she would find.
"Hunter."
"Yeah."
"Be honest with me. Are you hard right now?"
He didn't answer right away. She could hear him breathing.
"Yes."
She closed her eyes. The single word pulsed between her legs and made her nipples ache.
"Okay." Her voice was nothing. "I'll call you... after."
"Cor, wait. I just want to--"
"I love you."
"I love you too, baby."
She ended the call.

Buffalo Jack's was one of the only sports bars within a ten-minute radius from the neighborhood. Hunter had texted Zach while he was at work and Zach was more than happy to go somewhere that had a decent beer selection. Hunter had ordered two Miller Lites, and the server had just set them down when Zach walked in the door.
"My man!" Zach smiled and pulled Hunter into a bro hug before sliding into the booth across from him. His shoes stuck to the ground as he slid in, but he barely noticed, already engulfed in the football game on screen.
"Thanks for coming out." Hunter slid the beer over to him and they clinked glasses.
"Are you kidding? I'm always down for a hang. You're the one that always bails on me."
"I don't bail on you." Hunter grinned. "It's just hard to leave Cory when she's... in a mood."
Zach barked out a laugh, nearly spitting his beer across the table. "You two are like fucking rabbits man. How have you not knocked her up?"
"The wonders of modern medicine."
The waitress appeared while they were both wiping beer from their mouths and laughing. She was cute. Mid-twenties, dark hair pulled back, Buffalo Jack's tank top tied at the waist. She flashed Zach a smile that was just flirty enough to stay professional. "Can I get y'all anything other than the beer?"
"Well, that depends. Are you going to join us for a shot?" Zach shot her a wink that made Hunter cringe.
"Sorry, love. My shift just started and management doesn't like us drinking on the clock." She gave him a once over. "Not even for the cute ones."
Zach shook his head. "There's just no freedom in the world anymore."
"Can we get a basket of fries and a double order of Garlic Parm wings for the table?" Hunter cut in, embarrassed for his friend.
"Comin' right up, sweetie." She collected their menus and disappeared.
"Can you go anywhere without flirting?" Hunter tried to sound harsh, but he was still laughing.
"I wasn't flirting. That's just how I talk."
Hunter shook his head. "It's no wonder you're in the doghouse with Morgan. You should know by now you can't lay it on so thick."
"Pfft." Zach swatted at the air. "Morgan and I are fine. Ever since that dinner at your place, she's been all over me."
"Huh."
"Yeah, man. I think she finally realized that night she was being a little crazy." The waitress walked by and Zach paused to check her out. "I think maybe Dafni had a talk with her or something. They've been hanging out a lot more and, well, let's just say it's working."
Hunter tried to put the pieces together. It certainly didn't sound like Zach was in on whatever was happening between Morgan and Luther. But if that were true then... was Morgan really cheating? And if so, should he tell Zach? He wanted to, he knew that not telling him would make him a shitty friend. But telling him could ruin Cory's friendship with Morgan, and he didn't want that either.
The waitress dropped off the fries and wings. Zach reached for the basket before it hit the table, grabbing three at once.
"So, I mean it. I don't know what Dafni said to her, but it's been a total one-eighty."
"Yeah?" Hunter's beer was sweating in his hand. He hadn't taken a drink in a while. He was still trying to process that Zach really wasn't in on it.
"Dude. The other day she woke me up. Like, woke me up woke me up." Zach winked, grinning around a mouthful of fries. "Haven't had morning sex in I don't know how long. Maybe our honeymoon."
Hunter forced a laugh. The bar felt like it was spinning. Blackness began to tint the edge of his vision.
"And last night too. Didn't even fight about the laundry first. Just came to bed and... yeah." Zach popped a wing in his mouth, chewing as he talked. "What about you guys? How's Cor doing with the Cleveland thing? I know she was stressing about it."
Hunter heard the words like they were being spoken into a tunnel. Cleveland. His hand tightened around the glass. He'd told her to go. He'd admitted the arousal, told her to stop herself when she felt like she'd proven what she needed. But what did that even mean? Had he given her his blessing to fuck Lawrence?
"Dude?"
"Sorry. She's uh. She's fine. Nervous but that's Cory."
"She's a badass. Morgan keeps saying she wishes she had that kind of drive, like that thing where you just--"
Zach kept going. Hunter couldn't hear him. The words were happening somewhere on the other side of the booth. He kept hearing her voice on the other end of the phone. Did she sound relieved when he said yes? Hurt? He suddenly couldn't remember and his heart was threatening to beat out of his chest.
His phone buzzed in his pocket and the panic vanished as he ripped it from his pants. Except, it hadn't. He'd imagined it.
He pulled it out anyway and held it to his ear. "Hey, babe." He made his face smile. "Yeah, yeah I'm with Zach. Everything okay?"
Zach was already nodding, already mouthing go, go, it's fine with a wing halfway to his mouth as he looked at the game above.
"Alright. Yeah, on my way." Hunter pocketed the phone and pulled out his wallet, dropping a fifty on the table before he was fully standing. "I gotta run, man. Sorry."
"Everything good?"
"Yeah. She just um... left some presentation stuff at home. I'll text you."
He was through the door before Zach could respond. The parking lot air hit him and he was already scrolling, already pressing her name. He got in the car and closed the door. The phone rang.
It rang again.
It rang a fourth time and went to voicemail.
Hey, it's Cory. Leave a message or don't, whatever.
He hung up before the beep and sat in the driver's seat with both hands on the wheel. The engine wasn't on. He tried her again.
Voicemail.

Cory hadn't packed much. She never did. She liked the option of choosing something the morning of, letting the mood pick the dress instead of the other way around. She needed something with strength to it. Professional, but not buttoned up. A hint of skin. Nothing that screamed.
She settled on the wrap dress. A muted sage green with embroidered detail along the neckline. The hem fell just above her knee. The tie sat at her hip, loose enough to make her look more confident than she felt. She slipped on a pair of crochet platform sandals and stepped in front of the mirror.
There was nothing else to bring. No folders, documents, or USBs with stifling presentations, and banal graphics that said nothing to those who viewed them. Just her.
Visiting a professional, let alone a CEO of a storied and powerful company during after hours was something that she had never quite adjusted to. Like the world of business itself, much of it was posturing, and holding council or "auditions" in the space that all others work in was appealing to those with power. She was keenly aware that in this instance, and intentionally so, Lawrence held all the power. She was calm and focused, she could wield her own power, her own strength. For her, for Hunter.
His words still were deeply embedded in her head. I trust you to stop things if it goes too far. The understanding was tacit to both of them. It was equally as dangerous and to their own silent surprise, freeing.
Parking the rental car, she checked her appearance in her mirror one last time, lightly running her fingers through her hair before calming herself and heading towards the entrance. Security shifts at night were different for every company and building. Nexus made its practices and policies regarding defense very well known. A lone security guard stood in front. She was as intimidating as the building itself, wearing a full kit, plate harness, and an assault rifle on a three-point sling. Excessive, but appropriate given Nexus' standing in its corporate ecosystem, somewhat understandable. It still gave Cory pause as she approached the woman.
The guard's ID badge said "Ramos" on it, and nothing more except a barcode and the logo of the security agency, one that in the dark was difficult to see, yet looked familiar to Cory. "Hello. I'm here to see Lawrence."
Ramos shifted away from the door slightly. "Cory, right?"
"Yes mam."
"Right this way." She swiped her keycard, the large reinforced glass double doors slowly opened, the chilling air of the office enveloping them both. Ramos led the way to an elevator, another keycard swipe, followed by a daunting silence as they stepped inside. The elevator began its slow ascent, Cory stealing a quick glance at Ramos. She was short, with black glossy hair in a high ponytail, bronze skin and vigilant dark eyes beset with a soft jaw and narrow chin with a slender nose. She couldn't discern her age. When the doors opened, Cory stepped out in relief, the elevator descending behind her.
The emptiness of the dark office floor along with its breadth was as intimidating as it was alien. Backrooms appeared like tombs, the subtle floor lights illuminated hardly anything. Except Lawrence's office. She quickly made her way there.
When she entered Lawrence was sitting at his desk, deep in conversation on his phone, ignoring Cory's presence. She sat as he continued his conversation.
"I'm proud of you. No seriously I am. With that SAT score, the world is your oyster. Love you too. Bye."
Cory cleared her throat. "Didn't mean to intrude."
"Cory, I'm glad you could make it."
She'd noticed he lost the suit jacket. The white shirt he was wearing had a third button undone, the tattoo behind it looked to be some type of Celtic Cross. Cory swallowed. Had it gotten warmer all of a sudden?
"I only came because--"
"Sit." He gestured toward the leather chair in front of him.
She couldn't tell if it was a command or a question, but she found herself crossing the room without fully understanding. The carpet was so thick her sandals barely made a sound. She was close enough now that she could smell the cologne he was wearing. It had a hint of cinnamon to it. She hadn't smelled it earlier and the thought that he'd put it on specifically for her made her press her knees together as she took her seat.
"I have to tell you. I really enjoyed your session this morning."
"Thank you, I--"
"The breath work. The energy mapping. All of it." He leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled. "My team's been talking about it all afternoon. You really do have a gift, Cory."
She felt her face warm. "I'm so glad it resonated. The work is really about meeting people where they are and--"
"In fact, I was just reading up on chakras and was hoping you could tell me about mine."
The room went still and she studied him for a moment. This wasn't what she'd expected. Not that she really knew what to expect, but the idea of Lawrence actually doing research on chakras made her suddenly feel foolish. Had she gotten the wrong idea? Was he actually buying into the idea of holistic meditation and not actually interested in her at all? The thought made her feel worse than she cared to admit.
"I... I can't be sure without--"
"Right. Of course. How foolish of me." He stood, smiling, his gaze never leaving Cory. "You need to actually see, don't you." His gaze went to her lips, or maybe she imagined it. "I read somewhere it helps to touch it."
She opened her mouth to tell him that wasn't necessary. She could get a perfectly good baseline with what she already knew. But he was already unbuttoning the rest of his shirt and her mouth refused to make words.
Cory's throat bobbed as he released one button after the next. She squirmed in her seat. A voice in the back of her head told her she should run, another voice, Morgan's voice, was asking her if he was hot. As the final button on his shirt fell open she couldn't help but think it was a resounding yes.
He was lean, in a different way than Hunter. Hunter was football lean. Lots of body mass that was firm to the touch. Lawrence was smaller in stature, and he had abs. Fucking abs! Her gaze drifted to his chest. The Celtic cross was bigger than she'd thought, the lines extending across his pectoral and curling toward his ribs. It was a beautiful piece.
She realized with great horror that she'd spent the last few seconds checking him out like he was a piece of meat, the exact same way she complained about in the hotel when she thought he was doing it to her. She didn't know what was worse. That she suddenly wasn't sure if he was trying to fuck her, or that he actually wanted his chakras read.
"Whenever you're ready." He broke her concentration. His smirk letting her know that he saw exactly what she'd been preoccupied with.
"I um..." She couldn't think of anything to say. Instead, she nodded, standing on shaky legs as she reached across the desk. Her hand hovered an inch from his chest, giving the illusion that she was feeling the energy from him without actually touching his bare skin.
Lawrence however, had other ideas. He grabbed her wrist, pressing it into his sternum.
She hissed like it burned. The heat shooting through her entire body. She gave a half-hearted effort to pull free, but his grip was firm, only adding to the sensation.
"Well, what is it?"
"I... your root chakra is..." She closed her eyes trying to focus. "It's um... dense. And your solar plexus is strong."
"What does that mean?" His voice was low. There was a gravel to it that she hadn't recognized before. She unconsciously slid her hand across his chest and heard him suck in air. The sound made her throat dry.
"It... it means you like to be in control."
His thumb stroked her wrist and her eyes snapped open. She needed a distraction, something that would slow down the heat consuming her.
"That... um... that's a beautiful piece, by the way." Her gaze locked on the cross.
He was still holding her wrist against his chest. "I got it after my divorce. I know, very cliché. But there's a Celtic prayer my grandmother used to say. Christ before me, Christ behind me, Christ in me. She was from Galway." His eyes pierced hers and she realized this was far more intimate than the chakras reading. "I never thought I'd be the kind of man who got religious about anything. Then I got divorced and turned forty in the same year." His mouth twitched. "Apparently that's what does it."
"I'm sorry."
She'd lost track of her hand. It was still flat against him, her thumb moving in a small absent circle against the cross. His heart was steady under her palm. Hers was thudding in her ears. The room felt smaller.


"Yours." He nodded down at her. "The tree of life. I've been curious about it since I first saw it."
She felt the blood leave her face.
"I--it's um. It's really old for me. I got it when I was nineteen, after my dad died. The roots are supposed to represent--"
"I can't see it from here." He was looking at her sternum, at the embroidered neckline of the dress where the very top of the tree disappeared into fabric. "Just the top of it."
"Oh."
Before her mind could catch up, he was moving around the desk, his hand still holding her wrist. When he got closer, his free hand reached up to the neckline of her dress. He hooked his fingers under the embroidery and pulled it open just slightly. Just enough to see another inch of the trunk. His knuckles brushed her skin. The contact was like a livewire straight to her core.
"That's beautiful." He was looking at her chest, but the way he said it could have been about anything. "Really."
"Thank you."
"I still can't get a good look at the roots though."
She knew what he was about to say before he said it. She watched his eyes come up from her sternum to her face, and there was no pretending anymore. Whatever question she'd had about whether he was buying her grift was gone. It had probably been gone for ten minutes. She'd just been letting herself believe it because believing it was easier than the alternative.
"You're going to need to take that off, Cory."
She looked at him. She looked at his hand on her wrist, the other hand still hooked in the neckline of her dress. She thought about the door. She thought about Hunter on the phone two hours ago. If you went, we'd be okay.
She shifted in place, her bangles and bracelets clanked together, the only sound in the room aside from their breathing and the steadied hum of the silent office. Even her heart, which was beating against the surface of her chest, couldn't offer reprieve from the fixation on the man in front of her.
It wouldn't go further than this. That was the deal she made in her head, except she didn't quite finish making it before the next thought surfaced. This one in Morgan's voice calling her a slut.
Her hands shook as she reached up and undid the tie at her hip. Lawrence's fingers stayed on her, unhurried and she shrugged the fabric off until it landed at her feet.
"Good girl," he growled, taking a step back to take her in.
Cory chewed on her bottom lip, hating that she was being examined like a piece of livestock, while at the same time feeling her arousal slick against her thighs.
He took his time. His eyes went from her throat down the full length of the tree of life, the trunk rising between her breasts. He had a hungry look in his eye as Cory tried to keep herself from visibly shaking. If there was any doubt before that he wanted her, it was gone the moment she saw the way he looked at her.
"Even better than I imagined."
The words tangled in Cory's brain. He'd been imagining this since the morning. The seminar, the breathing, the moment she'd told him to close his eyes. None of it had actually deflected him. She'd been wrong. It had fed him. She'd spent forty-five minutes proving she wasn't a woman he could push around, and all she managed to do was get him to change tactics.
His hand slid across her sternum and under the cup of her bra.
Cory's eyes fluttered shut as her nipple hardened against his palm.
"And so responsive. I bet you're absolutely soaked right now. Aren't you?"
He took a step forward, crowding her space. She could feel his hardness pressed against her thigh as his hand left a trail of fire down her rib cage.
His words were a balm, an affirmation of need, a confirmation of want. She was desired, it was proof. She could leave, she had what she needed. Hunter had said as much, to leave when she felt "it". But Lawrence's fingers continued their descent, hungrily sliding down her abs. His thick finger pressed against the cotton of her panties and her knees nearly gave out.
"I fucking knew it." He released her wrist, pulling her into his chest as he claimed her mouth, his fingers pulling the cotton fabric of her panties to the side as his fingers greedily curled inside her.
Their tongues swept against each other, he tasted like coffee and scotch. A yelp escaped her and was smothered by another kiss as she moaned into his mouth. Her stomach trembled as his finger slid across her clit.
As the kiss grew in intensity, so did the wet sloshing sounds of her arousal. Her body burned with need and she stopped fighting herself on it. Hunter had said yes. Not in those words, but he'd said it. He'd been hard on the phone telling her it would be okay. There was no betrayal here because the betrayal had been pre-approved, the door had been opened from his side first, and whatever happened in this office she would tell him about and he would forgive her because there was nothing to forgive. Everyone she trusted had told her this was allowed.
Her hand moved to his zipper, tugging it down with urgency as she moaned into his mouth.
"Fuck, you're so tight." A second finger stretched her and she threw her head back, panting.
Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, stroking him and matching the rhythm of the fingers inside her.
"Uhhh. Fuck... Mmm--God." Her grip tightened around the hot steel in her hand.
He was devout in his need to make her cum. His fingers blurred, until they ceased, curled again, and pressed against her g-spot. Her hand trembled and tightened against his girth as her eyes widened. Her head pulled back as a long, loud moan escaped her, currents of electricity flourished inside her, coursing through her body, branches of desire glowing before settling to a subtle afterglow.
"Unnngghhhh." She spasmed around his digits, falling forward onto Lawrence's bare chest as her legs refused to work. He growled into her ear, easing his fingers from her tightness with a soft pop.
As the tingling fog began to clear in her brain, she realized that this had gone too far, every boundary she thought she wouldn't cross, she did. She couldn't resist it, the way he responded to her, the way he needed her, the way that even now his cock was twitching for his own release. All of it was from her, she smiled in appreciation, despite the terror that she felt.
He brought his fingers to his lips. "Mmm. Now. I think it's my turn."
He spun her around and folded her over a part of his desk that was empty, the cold wood made her shiver as her hard nipples pressed against it. The window that overlooked the city below presented their reflection, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk, as she felt the heat from his cock behind her. She shook her head and stepped to the side.
His eyebrow raised. "Don't worry. I'll pull out."
She shook her head. "No. No. I can't. This has gone too far."
He rolled his eyes. "Bullshit. We've only just begun."
"No, I mean it, this went way, way too far. I have to go." She quickly began gathering her clothes.
She expected him to be angry, to grab her and pin her over the desk. Even worse, she almost hoped he would. Her gaze drifted to his engorged manhood. Its veins pulsed, a bead of precum already dripping from the tip.
But Lawrence didn't move. He just watched her as she gathered her clothes.
"You know what's going to happen now."
She looked up at him as she adjusted her dress.
"You're going to go back to your hotel. You're going to call your husband. Maybe you tell him what happened, maybe you don't, but it doesn't matter either way." He made no effort to tuck himself back into his pants. "You're going to lie in that bed and you're going to think about me. About what you just did. About what you didn't do."
"Lawrence--"
"I'm not finished." He took a single step toward her. "You're going to fly home tomorrow and you're going to fuck your husband and pretend that it's enough."
Her gaze drifted to his cock and the fire that she thought she quenched moments ago suddenly reignited.
"And when you cum," he chuckled, "if you cum. You're going to think about what just happened and realize it's not enough."
She took a step backward toward the door. He was wrong. Not about going home to Hunter and fucking him silly. That part was absolutely true. But not the rest. Her sex life with Hunter was great, better than great. This was just something she... they needed. A shared fantasy that would never happen again and they could look back on and laugh.
"And the next time we see each other, Cory. The next time you walk into a room with me in it. You're going to come back here, and I'm going to bend you over this desk, and I'm going to fuck you."
The morning hadn't saved her. The morning had brought her here.
"You're... you're wrong." Her back pressed against the door. "This was a mistake. This won't happen again."
He didn't say anything else. He just held her gaze and let her hear the words she'd just said come back at her in the silence. This won't happen again. Her core was still pulsing from his fingers. Her thighs were sticky. The taste of him was still on her tongue from earlier.
"Okay," he said, finally. "We'll see."
She spun around and let herself out.
She didn't breathe again until she was back inside the elevator. She couldn't believe what just happened. Had she gone too far? The way her body was pulsing she wondered if she'd gone far enough, then immediately dismissed the thought. She fought the urge to pull out her phone and call Hunter. She'd wait until she was back in her hotel for that. She hoped he wouldn't be upset. She thought about what he'd told her. Would this actually arouse him? Would he be hard when she told him what she did?
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Ashley groaned into her coffee mug, her eyes bloodshot as she listened to the birds chirping. Chris sat next to her, his hangover less severe. They'd left their phones inside, away from invisible ears. The back patio wasn't as fun as their time in the shower together, but after last night at Jen's they needed a little bit of calm before Chris left for the airport.
The silence that filled the void was thick with unanswered questions. Ashley's mind kept drifting back to the taste of Jen's lips, the way another woman's hands had felt against her skin. She'd never really had an interest in women before, but she knew how much Clayton wanted her first experience to be with him. Would last night still have happened if she wasn't so angry with him? The memory made her stomach flutter. Excitement? Shame? A confusing blend of both?
Chris watched her over his coffee cup, noting the way she kept touching her lips absently, as if still feeling that first kiss with Jen. He wanted to ask her about it, needed to understand what was happening behind those distant eyes. He knew last night was a performance. For him, for Clayton. He wanted to make sure she was okay, but he wasn't sure she was ready to talk about it.
"You put on quite the performance last night," he said, slurping his coffee to break the silence.
Ashley's laugh was quiet. The word performance was more spot-on than she cared to admit. She tucked one leg beneath her, studying Chris's face. "My performance for you or the performance for our uninvited friend?"
Chris's cock stirred. Of course it did. He had just witnessed Ashley with another woman. That was going to replay in his mind for the rest of the year. But it was more than that. The way Ashley taunted Clayton. He knew it was stupid, dangerous even. But seeing her take charge like that, to throw her sexuality back in his face. God, it was sexy.
"So part of that was for him? I had a feeling, but I wasn't sure."
Ashley's cheeks flushed. He wasn't wrong. The kiss with Jen just sort of happened. She didn't even know Jen saw her like that. But what happened after, once they all got back inside, that was pure theater. She wanted it to drive Clayton insane with jealousy, but of course it wasn't that easy. Every time she tried to get lost in the moment, she thought of him. The softness, the gentleness of her kiss with Jen was so different from the demanding intensity she'd grown accustomed to with men. Even with Dave, she'd found herself closing her eyes and imagining he was Clayton, only to be jarred back to reality by his particular rhythm, his gentler touch. The shame of that realization made her shudder. She didn't want to examine why her mind had replaced Dave with Clayton, didn't want Chris to see that flicker of guilt in her expression.
"I haven't heard from him since we went to Jen's. Maybe he wasn't even listening."
"You don't believe that," Chris said, noticing the way Ashley's shoulders slumped when she said it. He could see the disappointment she was trying to hide. Not disappointment that Clayton might have heard, but disappointment that he hadn't responded. Some part of her had wanted Clayton to react, to be jealous, to fight for her attention. The thought should have made him furious, but instead it filled him with a hollow ache.
"So Jen," he said switching the subject. The pivot felt clumsy, but neither of them seemed ready to dig deeper into the Clayton revelation. He didn't have a lot of time before he had to leave for the airport, and they didn't get a chance to talk last night when they got home. "That was..."
"Hot?" Ashley giggled. "Geez, why are all guys obsessed with girl on girl action?" Chris adjusted himself in his seat, causing her foot to fall and her to roll her eyes.
"I don't know, I just..." He ran his fingers through his hair. "I never thought about you with another woman before."
Her teeth caught her bottom lip as she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her head. The truth was, she hadn't thought about it before either. Not until Clayton put the idea in her head. She fidgeted in her seat as she recalled the promise she made him, wondering how much of last night was really for him.
"Have you ever... I mean, was last night the first time?"
"Are you asking if I had some wild college phase you don't know about?"
Chris felt heat creep up his neck. "Maybe?"
She considered teasing him, to make up some wild fantasy about a drunken night in nursing school. This felt like old times, like it did when they first started this adventure together. Before the FBI, and spy games.
"Sorry to disappoint," she said teasingly. "But no drunken college stories here." She paused for dramatic effect. "Not unless you count that time Emma threw up all over my exam our final year."
They laughed together in a way that felt cathartic for them both, with Chris reaching across the small table and taking her hand.
"So how was it?" he asked, squeezing her hand. "Last night I mean. Would you... would you ever do it again?"
Despite herself, she was still thinking about Clayton, about the request he'd made in the car. Her nipples hardened, despite the warm gust of air that swept over the porch. "Maybe if you weren't flying off with your office wife, you'd get to find out," she said, with a smirk.
Even though he knew she was teasing him, it still felt like a punch to the gut and his face turned red. "She's not my... I mean I'm not." She laughed, slapping his arm playfully as he regained his composure. "You know you don't have anything to worry about, right?"
"I know," she said, bouncing up and sitting in his lap, throwing her arms around his neck. "I just like to watch you squirm."
Her lips brushed against his and for a moment all of their fears and anxiety melted away. Her grip around his neck tightened, his hands disappearing underneath the thin fabric of her shirt.
"You work with Jen tonight?" Chris asked, as they came up for air.
"I do."
"Are you nervous it's going to be weird?"
"A little," she admitted, then grinned. "Or maybe we will sneak away and lez out." She felt Chris's reaction press into her backside. "You're too easy," she laughed.
"Dave didn't find anything in the code," Chris said, after another stretch of silence. He felt Ashley tense in his lap. "But he did mention the possibility of remote access. Some type of key injection that could happen after the code is compiled."
"What does that mean?"
"It means..." he stopped, not wanting to say the next part out loud. "It means, Clayton could still get access to systems, remotely. If that's the case we'd need to log files from the system he's using to connect. Dave gave me a program, it's on a thumb drive in the car."
"And I'm the best shot at getting access to those files."
"That's not what I said. We don't even know for sure if he's doing it, or where he's accessing them from."
Just like that, Ashley was taken back to Clayton's house. She was bent over his desk, Tom watching her from the monitor in front of her. She'd never seen so many screens before, so much high-end equipment. "I know where," she whispered, breaking herself from the scene before her body could have more of a reaction.
"You do?"
She nodded, turning her body to look at him. "His office in his house. It's got to be. When I was..." She ran her fingers across his jaw. "That's it, I know it."
"It doesn't matter," he said, his face hardening. "You don't need to go back there. We can find another way."
"No we can't." She ran her fingers down his chest.
"We can talk about it when I get back from Seattle. I'll think of something."
Ashley's fingers continued down his chest, and into his lap. "Maybe I want to go back. Maybe I miss his big..."
Chris pressed his lips to hers, forcing his tongue into her mouth before she could finish her sentence. He knew she was just playing the game, and trying to get a reaction out of him. It worked.
Before Chris could untangle his own conflicted emotions, Ashley's wrist caught the morning light. The silver face reflected the sun as she glanced at it, her expression shifting to alarm.
"Shit. Chris, what time is your flight?"
He followed her gaze to the watch, his stomach dropping. "I'm going to miss it."
The conversation died abruptly as they both stood, the weight of everything unsaid pressing down on them. There would be no resolution this morning, no clear plan, just the terrible uncertainty of Ashley being here alone to deal with everything herself.
"We need to go," she said, already moving toward the door.

Talk radio filled the silence in the BMW as Chris drove himself to the airport with Ashley in the passenger seat. Their phones sat in the middle console, a constant reminder that their conversations could be monitored.
"Traffic's not too bad," Chris said, hating that he'd been reduced to talking about traffic with his own wife. "Should get there with a little bit of time to spare."
"Good." Ashley's response was automatic, her mind elsewhere. She pulled out the flash drive Dave had given them as soon as they got into the car and spun it in her fingers as she considered how to plant it. It would mean going back to Clayton's house, playing nice with him to gain access. Could she really forgive him after everything?
"You going to be okay while I'm gone?" Chris asked, noticing the way her hands were balled into fists.
"I'll be fine." She forced a smile, knowing what he was trying to ask her while trying to keep things normal for any listening ears. "You'll text me when you land?"
"Of course."
Ashley closed her eyes, picturing Clayton's home office again. That was the place she was sure of it. She tried to visualize the room, where the drive would go, but the truth was she didn't get a real good look at her surroundings before. She had been too focused on Tom. On how Clayton...
Her eyes snapped open. She needed to get back in there. The tricky part would be getting Clayton distracted enough. But she had ideas about that too. Ideas that made her stomach twist with anticipation and dread.
They pulled into the hourly parking garage, the concrete structure echoing with the sounds of slamming doors and rolling luggage. Chris found a spot on the third level, close enough to the elevator that they didn't have to walk a mile.
"You don't have to walk me in," Chris said, but Ashley was already getting out of the car.
"I want to." She needed these extra minutes with him, needed to anchor herself to what was real before diving back into Clayton's twisted reality. They hadn't really had a chance to talk about whether she was going to see him while Chris was gone. She knew it would make him anxious, although she wasn't sure if it was the good kind or the bad. But, she didn't have the strength to argue about it with him. She was only just starting to form a plan, and she knew he wouldn't like it.
They walked through the parking garage in companionable silence, Chris pulling his wheeled suitcase behind him while Ashley's heels clicked against the concrete. Each step carried them deeper into their own private anxieties. Chris's mind was already racing ahead to Seattle, to navigating Tom's expectations and comments. Not to mention all of the awkwardness with Katie lately. Ashley had said she wasn't worried, that Chris was being silly. Maybe she was right, but still the thought of spending a couple of nights with Katie away from Ashley made his head spin with possibilities.
Meanwhile, Ashley wrestled with the weight of what she had to do, the careful balance of manipulation and survival she'd need to maintain with Clayton. She knew that despite her best planning Clayton would try to manipulate her, to seduce her. Hell, if she was being honest with herself she knew he would succeed. After all, she needed him to trust her, right? Her body certainly thought so. It hummed with excitement from just the possibility of another encounter.
Inside the terminal, the familiar chaos of travelers surrounded them. Families saying goodbye, business travelers checking phones, the constant announcements echoing overhead. Ashley watched it all with a strange detachment, as if she were already somewhere else entirely.
They joined the security line, moving slowly forward while maintaining the surface conversation that had carried them through the drive.
"You okay?" Chris's hand found hers, squeezing gently. "You seem tense."
"Just tired." She squeezed back, wishing she could tell him everything she was thinking. "Last night was... a lot."
As they approached the security checkpoint, Ashley felt the weight of what lay ahead settling on her shoulders. She pulled Chris to the side, wrapping her arms around his shoulders.
"Whatever happens while you're gone..." she began, then stopped, choosing her words carefully. The security line moved around them, but she felt suspended in this moment with Chris. "Just remember I will always love you, no matter what. I love you."
Chris's expression shifted, confusion flickering across his features. "Ash, it's just a couple days. You don't have to worry about Katie or--"
"I know." She leaned up and kissed him, pouring everything she couldn't say into the contact. When they broke apart, her eyes were bright with unshed tears. "I just... I'm going to miss you like crazy."
"I'm going to miss you too," he said, pressing his forehead to hers. When he looked up he saw Katie making her way from the security line and heading toward the gate.
"There's Katie," he said, nodding toward the security area. "I should catch up."
"Go," she said, with a playful grin. "Who knows maybe by the time you land I'll already be in a broom closet somewhere with Jen."
"You're evil," he said, before stopping and turning back for one final kiss.
"I love you so much."
"I love you too," he whispered against her lips. "It's only a day or two."
Ashley watched him disappear through security, her heart hammering against her ribs. She was on her own now, and although she couldn't place why, she couldn't help but think it was better this way.

The walk back to the car was slow. Ashley's mind was still on her goodbye with Chris, the challenges she was going to face without him. She'd made up her mind, even if Chris hadn't made up his. She was going to make up with Clayton. It was the only way to get the logger in place.
The elevator doors stood open at the end of the row, and that's when she saw him.
Clayton leaned against the metal frame, arms across his chest, like he'd been waiting for her for hours. This wasn't how she'd expected it to go at all. She wanted to go home, finish her shift at the hospital, come up with a real plan. But, she should have known it was a possibility he'd show up here. After all, he was the one who arranged the travel plans for both Chris and Katie. Still, seeing him there, in his dark jeans and fitted black t-shirt that seemed to emphasize how broad his shoulders were, caused Ashley to nearly stumble out of the elevator.
She caught herself quickly, rage quickly pushing any other feelings aside as she thought about all the unwanted attention she'd gotten because of him. She pulled out her phone immediately, pretending to check messages to give him the cold shoulder while she scrolled to find the voice recording app. The red dot appeared just as Clayton pushed off from the wall.
"You've been avoiding me," he said, falling into step beside her as she walked toward her car.
Ashley kept her eyes on her phone screen, thumb moving like she was typing a response. "I've been busy," she said without looking up, continuing her determined march toward the BMW, dropping her phone back into her bag.
"Busy? I'm not the type of person you can just ignore." His voice got deeper, more aggressive, more... desperate.
"You sure about that? Seems to be working out just fine for me." She was almost to her car now, safety just a few more steps away. But Clayton's hand suddenly appeared on her arm, stopping her progress.
"We need to talk," he said, his grip firm but not painful.
Ashley finally looked up, meeting his eyes for the first time. The familiar pull was there. That magnetic draw that had gotten her into this mess in the first place, but this time it was mixed with red hot rage. Adrenaline flooded her system, her hand trembling, even as it made contact with his cheek. The slap echoing through the garage.
For a stunned second, no one spoke. Clayton's cheek burned red, but he made no effort to touch it, to do anything other than glare at Ashley.
"You feel better?" he asked, more annoyed than hurt.
"No. Now get the hell away from me before I scream."
He stood up straight, but made no effort to give her space. "I told you. We need to talk."
"About what exactly?" She turned her entire body to face him fully now. Ensuring he got the full effect of her rage. "About how you had me parading around town wearing that stupid fucking jewelry? About how you made me make a fool of myself?"
For a moment, Clayton's cocky swagger disappeared. Genuine confusion creeping onto his face. "That anklet? That's what this is about?"
"Go to hell," she said, with all the venom of a viper ready to strike. "You think embarrassing me is going to make me want to jump into bed with you? Like you have some claim over my body?"
That smug look was back on his face and he took a step closer, crowding Ashley's space, but she didn't dare back away. This was the best case scenario in his eyes. He was worried she and Chris had been in contact with the FBI, had figured out more than he was ready to explain. If it was just about the anklet, about her embarrassment, he could handle that.
He stepped closer, his gaze darting to her hand to ensure she wasn't going to slap him again. Then, before she could react, his hand was on her hip, pulling her against him. Her body responded instantly, a traitorous flutter of heat despite her rage.
"You're overreacting," he said with a shrug. "I just wanted the world to know what we already know..."
Ashley pushed against his chest, but he didn't budge. "Don't touch me."
"What Chris already knows," he continued, his grip tightening.
"You don't know a fucking thing about me."
His fingers slid across her hip, brushing the swell of her ass.
Her throat constricted, every nerve ending suddenly hypersensitive to his proximity as he continued to push just the right buttons. She willed it away, focusing on her anger. "And what exactly do you think you know?"
"That you're mine, and no one," he pressed his body into hers. His manhood pressing against her thigh making her quiver. "can make you feel the way I make you feel."
"I'm not--" Her breath hitched as he pressed closer, his body heat making her skin tingle despite her fury. She shoved harder. "I'm not yours, or anyone else's." Her hands pushed against his chest.
"My slut. That's what you called yourself, isn't it?" His gaze went to her lips. "Every time you finally stopped worrying. When you could no longer stand the amount of pleasure I was giving you. That's what you would scream. Your..." He pressed into her harder, her back aching against the hood of the car. "My..." He bent down, his teeth, grazing her neck. "slut."
Heat flooded Ashley's cheeks, part shame, mostly unwanted arousal. "That was different. That was in the moment, it was--"
"It was the truth." He kissed her neck, his teeth sinking into her soft flesh causing her to whimper. "And everyone who saw the anklet knew you belong to me."
"The world knows I'm married," she said, her voice shakier than she wanted. She needed to regain control. "They don't need to know about whatever... this is." She reached between them, grasping his manhood with a vice-like grip. "Besides, you think you're the only guy on Earth with a decent dick? I don't need you."


Clayton stepped back wincing. She could see the hurt in his eyes even if he was laughing. "Please, you think that little performance last night proved anything?"
Ashley's ears perked up. Had he just admitted to spying on her? "And what performance is that?"
She saw his jaw clench, a moment of panic wash over his face. "That's not important right now, is it? He grabbed her wrists, pinning them against the cool metal of the hood as he pressed his body into hers. The angle forced her back to arch, and when she tried to regain her balance, her leg inadvertently lifted, giving him the opening to step between her thighs. "What's important is that you're right back where you're supposed to be."
"You're wrong," she said, her words breathier than she'd have liked. "You blew it by turning me into a walking billboard." The heat of his breath felt like fire on her cheek. He was getting angry, good, she could use that.
"No, I just made you admit to yourself that this isn't about Chris anymore." He pushed his hips forward, making a moan slip from her lips before she could catch it.
"I'm still mad at you," Ashley said, though her voice lacked conviction as his hands found her waist. The warmth of his palms burned through the thin fabric of her shirt, sending unwanted shivers down her spine.
"For what? For telling the world that you're mine? That this is all you need?" Clayton's fingers traced along her ribs, and she felt her resolve wavering despite herself. His touch awakened muscle memory she thought she'd forgotten. Her skin came alive under his touch after just a few simple strokes. Maybe he was right, maybe this was exactly what she needed.
Ashley's thoughts scattered like startled birds, her skin flushing with unwanted warmth that made her furious with herself. A thousand sin filled memories filled her head, rendering her speechless.
She needed to stay focused. She needed him to say more, to give her something concrete for the recording still running in her purse. Another soft sound escaped her lips before she could stop it, betraying the war between her mind and body.
"Mmmm..." The moan slipped out before she could catch it. "You're such an asshole."
"Guilty as charged." He thrust into her again, making her bite her lip. Maybe this was a good thing, maybe she didn't have to be angry with him anymore to get what she needed.
"I... I missed this more than I should have," she finally admitted, hating how true the words felt even as she spoke them strategically. His hands were on her bare skin now, burning her with the force of a thousand suns as she tried to convince herself she didn't want them to slide further up her body. Tires squealed in the distance and she was briefly reminded where she was. Her body molded into his, seeking contact while her mind screamed in protest.
Suddenly, Clayton's manhood was pulsing against her sex, filling her with memories of past encounters. This was exactly what he wanted, to prove that she couldn't resist him. Maybe he was right, but that didn't mean she couldn't use it to her advantage, to find a way to use that arrogance against him. She hooked her legs around his, drawing him closer. Luckily, she was wearing jeans and they added just enough barrier to stop her from giving in completely.
Clayton's confidence surged at her confession. His touch became more possessive, more demanding. His lips found her neck, and she was hopeless to not push into it. "I knew you couldn't stay away. You need this as much as I do."
"I... Fuck, Clayton, I wish you were there last night," Ashley breathed, her internal struggle intensifying. She leaned into his touch, despite her better judgement. "To hear the things I was saying... The things I was doing. I wanted it to be you." She reached between them without thinking, her mind on autopilot, grasping his manhood. He was hard, ready. It felt giant against her hand, and she ran her tongue across her teeth as she stroked him through his pants.
Clayton's eyes darkened with victory. He knew this was all that she needed, to be reminded about how good they felt together. "Like when you told him you'd never seen one so thick before? That was a lie, wasn't it?"
The words slipped out before he could stop them, his hands already pulling down the cup of her bra. She felt him pause the moment he said it, concrete proof that he'd been listening in all captured in her voice recorder.
Got you, she thought with a surge of triumph that mixed dangerously with the heat coursing through her veins. She turned her head, capturing his lips with hers, pushing her tongue into his mouth with a hunger that couldn't be faked. She told herself it was so he didn't have time to process the mistake he made.
"Ahh," she moaned. She ran her hands through the back of his hair as Clayton bit down on her neck, his fingers circling her fully erect nipples. Clayton ground against her, and despite every instinct screaming at her to push him away, she melted into his touch. Each movement he made seemed designed to remind her muscle memory of what they'd shared. She could feel the slick growing between her legs as her hips sought contact even as her mind recoiled at his confession. All of it working against her sending her body into overdrive.
The headlights of a passing car whipped Ashley out of her trance, and before she could get completely lost in Clayton's masterful manipulation, she unhooked her legs and pushed up slightly on his chest. "We... we can't." She struggled to catch her breath. "Not here."
Clayton looked down at her, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "Fine, my car is right around the corner. I'll--"
"No," Ashley said quickly, her pulse spiking. Getting him to admit he'd been listening was only the beginning. She still needed access to his computer. "I'll follow you back to your place." She gave a teasing smirk before he could object. "I don't trust myself to be able to wait if I don't drive separate and I don't want to get arrested for public indecency."
She turned and walked to the door of her car before he even answered. She knew his ego would be too inflated to say no. He may have been right about her being his slut. She'd come to terms with that, accepted it in a way that maybe she shouldn't have. Chris had always been drawn to that part of their dynamic, always seemed to be most turned on when she completely surrendered.
But, one thing Clayton didn't seem to consider was that he was a whore too. A whore for his own ego and she'd figured out how to use it against him. For the first time since she'd given into Clayton she finally felt like she had the upper hand. He may be the one leading her back to his bed, but she was the one who knew how the game was going to end.
She pulled her phone out of her purse as soon as she shut the door of the BMW, turning off the recording app. She had a missed call from Chris, followed by a text. About to board. Just wanted to hear your voice one more time before we took off.
She went to call him back and then paused. He would try to talk her out of what she was about to do. She didn't want the distraction. She needed to stay focused. He'd be hurt, but in the end she knew he would understand. The game had changed, and this time, she intended to win.

Chris fumbled with his boarding pass as they approached the gate, his phone pressed to his ear. After several rings he was sent to voicemail. Ashley never ignored his calls. Especially not when he was about to board a flight. The hairs on the back of his neck stood up, but he did his best to try to ignore the anxiety building in his chest.
"Still no answer?" Katie appeared beside him, the top two buttons of her blouse undone. Chris couldn't help but notice the way men stared at her as her heels clicked across the tile floor. The same look Ashley got whenever they went out. Was that why she wasn't answering? Did someone see her leaving the airport alone, and offer to buy her a drink? Maybe one drink led to three and now she was...
"She's probably just busy," Chris said, shoving his phone into his pocket and the ridiculous thought out of his head. They had enough to worry about with the trip and the FBI. There was no reason to send himself spiraling down another dark corner of his mind, even if it did send blood pumping to his mid-section.
"First class, huh?" Katie grinned as they handed over their boarding passes. "I could get used to this. Remind me to thank Clayton for the upgrade." The way she winked when she said it made Chris lose his breath. He could picture exactly how she would be thanking him, and as much as he tried he couldn't help but picture Katie's long legs wrapped around his powerful frame.
"Everything alright there, boss?" Katie smirked, her gaze on the growing bulge in the front of his slacks.
Chris turned ten different shades of red, causing Katie to bark out a laugh. "Relax, she was hot," Katie said, looking over her shoulder at the attendant who scanned their boarding pass. "Nothing wrong with looking. It will be our secret."
Chris managed a weak smile, thankful that she didn't know the real reason for his arousal. It was going to be a long couple of days.
"God, these seats are huge," Katie said, settling into the one next to the window as Chris helped her put her bag in the overhead bin. "A girl could get used to this."
"You think that's impressive, wait until you see the drinks they serve." Chris checked his phone again. Still nothing from Ashley.
Katie noticed his distraction, a pang of sadness overtaking her. "You already trying to get me drunk?" She nudged him playfully with her elbow, hoping to lighten the mood.
"What? No. I... Sorry, I didn't..."
"Hey relax. I was just kidding." She touched his arm, giving it a reassuring squeeze. "What has you so stressed out anyway?"
"Just..." He let out a breath, checking his phone again. "Sorry, just the audit and... home stuff."
His phone buzzed and he practically lunged for it, hoping to see Ashley's name. Instead, Clayton's contact filled the screen.
Audit team arrived this morning. Process should conclude by 5 PM tomorrow. Make sure things go well in Seattle. I'll take care of things here.
Chris stared at the message, wondering what exactly he planned on taking care of. He shook his head. He knew now with absolute certainty the audit was all for show. They wouldn't find anything.
"Trouble in paradise?" Katie asked, trying to keep her tone light. "That must have been the tenth time I've seen you check your phone since we got on the plane. Anything you want to talk about?"
Chris felt heat creep up his neck. How could he explain the knot of anxiety in his gut, the feeling that something was about to go very wrong? "Not at all," he said, before quickly adding. "Just got an update that the audit's wrapping up tomorrow. So we should have data to go along with our talking points."
Katie nodded knowingly. "Thank God. I can't wait until that thing is behind us." She leaned back in her seat, studying him. "You know, if you're that nervous about the audit, you can hang back. I can handle Seattle solo. I've got the presentation memorized, and honestly?" She lowered her voice and leaned in. "Something tells me Tom will like me a little better than you anyway."
Chris's gaze went to her exposed chest, just for a second. He was so caught up in his own stuff he hadn't even considered that Katie had never met Tom before, she had no idea the type of man he was. Given how much she liked to flirt, that had all the ingredients to put her in a very bad position she wasn't ready for.
"I appreciate that, but I can't bail on you. Besides, I've got to evaluate you, right? Make sure you're ready for that promotion we discussed."
Katie's eyes went wide. "Right," she said relieved. "I wasn't sure that was still on the table. After... well, you know. I thought maybe I blew it."
"We're good, Katie. Really."
"Thank God," she said, relief flooding her face. "Because Ashley sounds incredible, and honestly? I'm dying to meet her when we get back. You talk about her so much, I feel like I know her already, but I'd love to finally put a face to the name."
"That's a great idea. You two would really like each other," Chris said, finally feeling like the whole awkward mess was truly put to bed. Before the conversation could continue, his phone buzzed again, and hope flared in his chest. Ashley's name lit up the screen, and relief flooded his system.
Sorry I missed your call, I was walking to the car and didn't hear it ring. Don't worry about me. Remember what I told you, no matter what happens I will always love you.
The message should have been reassuring. Instead, it filled him with a deeper sense of dread. No matter what happens? What did that mean?
"Good news?" Katie asked, but her teasing tone faltered when she saw his expression.
"Yeah, just... Ashley texting me back." He forced the phone back into his pocket. "Now, let's get those drinks."
For a moment, the knot in Chris's chest loosened. Maybe he was overthinking everything. Ashley was fine, Katie was being supportive without overstepping, and he needed to focus on getting through the next couple of days.
The flight attendants continued to usher passengers to their seats. It looked like it was going to be a full flight. Chris was just starting to relax when a familiar figure walked down the aisle, scanning seat numbers.
Agent Holbrook paused at row six, directly across the aisle. Their eyes met for a brief moment, Holbrook's expression hidden behind a pair of Ray-Bans. He settled into his seat, his gaze petrified Chris.
Chris's blood turned to ice. The FBI was following him to Seattle. Which meant they either didn't trust him, or something was about to go very, very wrong.

Ashley's leg shook with nervous energy as Clayton's neighborhood came into view. She'd taken the flash drive from her purse on the ride over, twirling it in her hand so that it was a constant reminder of what she was doing. It was the only thing that mattered when she got there. It was her ace in the hole. Their freedom depended on it. Everything else that happened today would just be a means to an end.
So, why did her pulse quicken at the thought of seeing him? She hated that her body had already started responding, warmth pooling low in her belly despite everything he'd put her through. The airport had proven what she'd been trying to deny, her physical reaction to Clayton was beyond her control now. Some Pavlovian response he'd conditioned into her over months of manipulation.
So why fight it?
Her phone buzzed with his text: I'm getting impatient.
Ashley stared at the message, jaw clenched. He was so certain of his power over her, so smug in his assumption that she'd come crawling back. Well, let him think that. Let him believe his own mythology while she got what she actually needed.
The truth was uglier than she wanted to admit: this could work for both of them. He'd get his ego... and other things, stroked. She'd get the evidence that could save Chris from federal prison. A transaction, nothing more.
Her skin still burned from where he touched it just minutes earlier, an anticipation building that made her curse under her breath. Why couldn't she just feel nothing? Why did her traitorous body have to complicate everything?
She blamed herself. She had gotten too close, too comfortable with him. But she blamed Chris too. He was the one that kept pushing, kept telling her to let herself go and stop overthinking things. She could still feel the weight of that moment before it all changed. She was wrapped in nothing but her coat, giving Chris one final chance to stop everything. "Or we can call the whole thing off and you can untie my coat right now." Instead of reaching for those ties, instead of choosing her over his fantasy and saving them both, he'd looked her in the eyes and sent her out the door to another man.
Once she did, it was only a matter of time before her body became addicted. Not to the physical, although there was certainly something there worthy of addiction, but to the feeling. To the simplicity of not worrying about anything other than great sex. To allowing herself to be debased in ways that would destroy a marriage if spoken between spouses. The words Clayton could growl in her ear would poison their marriage coming from Chris's lips, no matter how much they both might crave hearing them. A loving husband couldn't call his wife those things without losing pieces of her respect, without chipping away at the foundation they'd built together. But with Clayton, those same words became everything. Slut... Whore... Mine. Those words hit her system like a drug, each one intensifying a craving she didn't know existed. The rough treatment, the verbal degradation, the complete surrender carried none of the weight of forever. She was like one of Pavlov's dogs, salivating at the sound of the bell.
But dogs could still bite.
Clayton thought he'd broken her down, molded her into his perfect plaything. He had no idea she was about to turn his own methods against him. Let him think she was weak, desperate for something only he had.
Meanwhile, she'd take what she really came for. She could do this. She could give him what he expected while taking what she needed.
Even if part of her hated how much she was going to enjoy it.

Ashley sat in her car outside Clayton's house, engine ticking as it cooled in the evening air. One hand gripped the steering wheel, knuckles white with tension as she stared at the familiar front door. The other hand held the flash drive. The logger that would hopefully get them out of this mess, and the rationalization she used to convince herself it was okay to be back here.
This will work, she told herself, the same mantra she'd been repeating since the parking garage. This has to work.
But even as the rational thoughts cycled through her mind, she couldn't ignore the way her pulse had quickened the moment she'd pulled into the driveway. The way her body hummed with anticipation that had nothing to do with espionage and everything to do with what had almost happened at the airport.
Ashley grabbed her purse, tucking the drive into it, then stepped out of the BMW, knowing exactly what was going to happen next. The only question that remained was if her marriage could survive it.
The front door opened before she could knock.
"I thought maybe you got lost," Clayton said, leaning against the doorframe with the smugness of a king. Ashley ignored her quickening pulse despite his infuriating confidence.
"Nope, just making sure I thought you still deserved a visit," she said, walking past him hoping he didn't see the way her body shook.
"Don't act like you can stay away," Clayton said, grabbing her as she walked by and pulled her perfect ass against his hip. "I bet you're already fucking soaked." His hand snaked around her waist, popping the button of her jeans.
A gasp left Ashley's throat, an unwanted shiver running down her spine.
"How about you offer a lady a drink first." She pried herself away from him determined to stay the course for as long as possible. She was glad she'd opted to go to the airport in flats today, having to balance her escape while wearing heels would have been too much. She could feel Clayton's eyes on her as she quickly made her way to the kitchen, wanting to keep as much distance between them as possible.
Ashley stayed on the far side of the island as Clayton grabbed two wine glasses, pouring what looked like the most expensive bottle of wine she'd ever seen. When he handed it to her, their fingers brushed, and Ashley hated how that simple contact sent electricity shooting up her arm.


"To memorable homecomings," Clayton said, raising his glass.
"Is that what you think this is?" she asked, coldly.
She hated the way he smirked, the way she noticed how his body shifted giving her the perfect angle at his growing arousal.
"I think," he started. "That you're not actually mad. I think you're maybe a little embarrassed, and unsure how to act."
She took a sip of the wine. It was good, delicious really. But, she couldn't focus on that right now. Clayton was closing the distance between them and she knew what he expected. What her body expected.
"I'd say more than a little. Do you have any idea the type of shit I had to deal with?"
He studied her, sipping his drink slowly. "You're not the type of person who cares about appearances."
"That isn't the point."
He set his glass down on the island, moving slowly across the tile floor to where Ashley was standing. "Do you remember what happened the last time you were here? How... liberated you felt?"
Her mouth parted slightly. How could she forget? It was the night she'd completely submitted. Broke every rule her and Chris ever made. She could feel the heat building between her legs, trying desperately to think of anything other than the rough, primal way Clayton took her.
"I..." He was close enough now she could smell him. His stupid cologne only heightening her arousal and making it harder to think straight.
"It was the first time you admitted to yourself what you were." His hands found her arms, his touch suddenly tender in a way she didn't expect.
Goosebumps exploded across her skin, more memories of that night flooding her mind. The line between what was real and what was fantasy was too blurry for her to grasp. The tenderness in his touch was almost worse than his normal aggression. It was like he knew her better than she knew herself.
"Are you implying I'm not that girl anymore?" She did her best to make it sound like a playful challenge, but inside her mind was spinning out of control. The office. She needed to get him into the office.
He grabbed her chin between his thumb and pointer, making her look into his dark, beautiful, eyes. "I'm not implying anything. I think you just needed to be reminded."
Suddenly his lips were on hers, or maybe her lips found his? It happened so fast she couldn't be sure. But one thing was certain, it was her strangled moan filling the air as her tongue danced against his. Her free hand fisted in the fabric of his shirt as days of suppressed desire crashed over her like a wave.
She broke the kiss, before she lost herself in it completely, a strand of spit still connecting them. "That night..." she began, letting her voice trail off as if lost in the memory. "In your office. When Tom was watching." She looked up at him through her lashes, affecting the same vulnerability she'd felt then. "I've never felt anything like that before."
Clayton's grip on her arms tightened, his pupils dilating. "I knew you liked an audience."
"I liked..." Ashley paused, genuine confusion coloring her voice because it wasn't entirely an act. She had liked it, in ways that still confused and frightened her. "I liked feeling like I had that kind of power. Having two men look at me like that. Lose themselves over me... it was..."
"That was only the beginning," He kissed along her jawline, each one hungrier than the last. "You just need to learn to embrace it."
Ashley let herself lean into his kisses slightly, his words breaking down her resistance. "Could we... could we do it again?" She felt his fingertips pressing into the small of her back. "I can't stop thinking about that night. How it felt with you... with Tom watching."
Clayton stepped back, examining Ashley. He didn't want to get Tom involved, he didn't deserve to be treated to another show, not after the disrespect he'd shown. But, maybe a repeat performance would prove to him once and for all Clayton had things well in hand.
"My office it is," he murmured, his hand sliding higher onto her back. "Let's... make up properly."
As he guided her toward the hallway, Ashley's fingers found the flash drive in her purse, and she clutched it like it was a lifeline. This day hadn't gone the way she'd planned at all, but maybe, just maybe, if she could hold on to enough of herself to do what she set out for, then the line she was about to cross could be forgiven.

The second Ashley stepped into Clayton's home office, she knew she was in the right place. A wave of familiarity crashed over her as she saw the monitors on the wall, the same monitors where she watched Tom stroke himself to her. Her eyes darted around the room trying to take in every inch of it, to determine exactly where she needed to position herself. She spotted Clayton's desk in the far corner. Her body warming up as she replayed herself being bent over that desk, sucking Clayton's fingers as he took her from behind.
Focus, she commanded herself, as she moved slowly in the direction of the desk. The bag on her shoulder felt like it was weighed down with bricks. She hoped Chris would understand. This was their best chance of getting out of the mess they were in.
"You look lost in thought," Clayton said, his voice closer than she'd expected. "Remembering all the fun we had in here last time?" His chest pressed against her back before she could turn around. His lips found her collarbone immediately, and before she realized it, Ashley was leaning into it as his hands slid around her waist.
"Clayton, wait--" Her protest died as his fingers slipped beneath her shirt, burning her flesh as they slipped over her ribs. She could feel the warmth intensifying between her legs, her body overly eager to get started.
"Wait for what?" His breath was hot against her ear as his hand traveled higher, thumb brushing the underside of her breast through her bra. "This is what you wanted, wasn't it? To be back here. For me to fuck you in front of Tom."
"Ahhh," Ashley's knees buckled, her bag nearly falling from her arm and blowing everything. "I... I just... Your desk. That's where we were last time." It was a last ditch effort, but she wasn't sure what else to do. She didn't see a computer anywhere. It had to be there. She had to be right about this.
"You really did get off on that, didn't you?" His other hand was already inside her jeans, her heat radiating. "Who knew you were such the exhibitionist?"
Ashley's cheeks burned because he wasn't wrong. Her body was already on fire, her nipples hardening as his fingers teased along the lace edge of her bra.
"Maybe it's not just the being watched," she whispered, her voice laced with desire as she inched toward the desk. "Maybe it's about who I'm with when I'm being watched."
Clayton's laugh was dark, possessive. "Finally admitting Chris can't give you what I can? I want you exactly like you were last time."
Before she could defend her husband, he was bending her forward over the smooth surface, her palms pressed flat against the cool wood. The position sent memories flooding back, the humiliation, the pleasure, the way Tom's eyes had consumed her through the screen. The way she loved every second of it
"You were exactly like this," Clayton murmured, his hand sliding up her spine and unhooking her bra as he reached for his phone with the other. "I'm sure Tom will appreciate that."
Panic flared in Ashley's chest. Too fast. This was happening too fast, and she hadn't even located the computer yet. She spun in his arms before he could make the call, pressing her palms against his chest.
"Wait," she said breathlessly. "Maybe we don't need to immediately involve Tom." She lifted her shirt over her head, tossing it to the side. "If I remember correctly, we were in the middle of something before he called last time." She gave him a seductive look, and caught the way his breathing picked up, the way his tongue dampened his lips as she slid her bra off her shoulders and let it fall. "Besides, I haven't shown you how much I've missed you."
"What did you have in mind?" He asked, his cockiness written all over his face, as he sat his phone onto the desk.
"You set up the call," she continued, sinking gracefully to her knees between his legs and the desk. "I'll just..." Her fingers found his belt, while her other hand discreetly reached into her purse.
Relief flooded her system as she felt the heat of the computer tucked into the back corner under the desk. From this angle, kneeling between Clayton's legs, she had an awkward view of the tower's back panel. Her purse hit the ground as she fished out the thumb drive, the small device burning against her palm.
Ashley's fingers worked slowly at Clayton's belt, deliberately fumbling with the leather while her free hand reached behind the computer tower. She could barely make out two USB ports in the shadows. Reaching them would require stretching further back without Clayton noticing. She needed him completely distracted.
"You're taking forever," Clayton growled, his hand tangling in her hair with increasing impatience. "Did you forget what to do?"
"Maybe I felt like making you beg for once," she murmured with a teasing smile, finally freeing his belt and moving to the button of his pants. She inched her body further away, her hand sweating from gripping the drive so tight. "Building anticipation."
"We both know you're the only one who begs." He was right, and soon she planned to do plenty of begging.
Ashley freed him from his boxers, wrapping her fingers around his length. "Mmm is this what you wanted, big boy?". She unconsciously licked her lips, her fingers unable to completely close around the monster in front of her. He was harder than she remembered, she could feel the blood pulsing to it, the hunger it carried. For a second she almost forgot all about his computer, and got lost in the sensation of the huge piece of meat in her hand.
"Actually, I had something else in mind." He reached down, both hands suddenly fisting in her hair with bruising force. He pulled her forward, forcing her mouth around his shaft.
A strangled moan left her lips, choking as he filled her throat without warning. Her eyes watered, tears spilling down her cheeks as she struggled for air around his thickness. Her free hand pressed against his thigh, seeking leverage, while her body trembled from the sudden shift from playful to brutal. Electricity shot through her core, despite the harshness, or perhaps because of it.
The drive, she reminded herself desperately, her left hand stretching behind her as Clayton held her in place. Her fingertips brushed the edge of the tower, the USB port just out of reach.
"That's better," he panted, loosening his grip slightly to let her breathe. "Now stop teasing and show me what you really came here for."
"Mmm yes, sir," she purred, using the moment of reprieve to shift her position while stroking him. Her hand twisted and pulled at his shaft, her nails tickling his sac. "God, I can't get over how fucking big you are."
She heard him sigh, his hands gripping the edge of the desk while her tongue circled his head. "I think I know exactly how to make you happy." She leaned back, the thumb drive pressing into her skin, she gripped it so tight.
"What's that?"
She tightened her hand on his shaft, causing him to sigh. Then, stretching herself just a little further she was able to reach the port and...
Fuck, it was upside down.
"Well?" Clayton asked, impatiently, as her hand shook and the drive fell to the floor.
Fuck, fuck, fuck.
Panicked, Ashley raced through her options. Trying to retrieve it would take too much time, she needed to distract him. Perhaps too quickly, she leaned forward, wrapping the soft flesh of her chest around his cock.
"This always seemed to make you happy," she whispered, her heart threatening to beat out of her chest.
She heard him moan, a sense of pride coursing through her, as she felt herself relax. She pressed her chest tighter around him, allowing spit and precum to coat her chest, once again taking him into her mouth.
"Jesus," Clayton groaned, his grip tightening on the desk edge. "You're good at that."
Ashley released his cock from her lips with a 'pop', her voice teasing as her hand released her chest, reaching behind her on the floor once more. "What can I say. I've had a great teacher." Her right hand stroked him, faster this time as he pumped his hips into her fist. With him mostly distracted she leaned further back, grabbing the fallen drive and flipping it in her hand. Holding her breath, she slipped it into the port, relief flooding her system.
"Now, isn't it time you fucked me?" Her voice was dripping with seduction as she crawled out from under the table, her words just loud enough to distract from the chime of the computer alerting them that a new device had been discovered.
"Now you're asking the right questions," Clayton sneered, pulling Ashley into a passionate kiss as she climbed up. "But first, a quick phone call." He spun her around, her gaze trained to the monitor in front of her as Clayton dialed Tom's number.
"What now?" Tom's angry voice filled the air, before his picture appeared. Clayton considered hanging up on him, that prick didn't deserve to get to see Ashley like this. But, his pride won out. He wanted to prove to Tom, to his father, that he had things completely under control.
"I thought you might be interested in who came to visit today," Clayton said, tapping a few buttons on his phone before Tom's face appeared on the screen.
"Well well, I see you couldn't stay away." Ashley watched Tom as a smile grew on his face. His look was different than Clayton's. It had the same hunger, but there was something cold about it. She felt Clayton press into her from behind, pulling on her jeans as he kissed her back.
"She couldn't resist," he said admiring the way her hips shimmied as he lowered her pants. "Said she's been thinking about that night ever since."
Her pants fell to the floor and she stepped out of them. She was completely naked now, except for the tiny pair of light pink panties she wore. Had she realized this was going to be where she ended up, she would have picked something sexier.
"Is that true?" Tom asked, as he walked into what Ashley assumed was a bedroom. She heard the soft creak of a door, followed by the jarring movement of the phone. "And what exactly have you been thinking about?"
Clayton took a step backward, giving Ashley the sense that she was alone in this. She closed her eyes, trying to calm her nerves, praying that the logger was doing whatever it was supposed to do.
"I..." She looked down, blushing. "I want both of you again."
"Look at me when you speak to me," Tom demanded, causing Ashley's head to snap forward. At the same time Clayton's fingers circled her clit making it impossible for her to focus.
"I want you both," she whispered, her words tumbling out of her. "I want you to watch... to play with yourself while Clayton--"
His fingers slipped from her clit and plunged inside her, making her cry out. It was happening too fast. Too intense. She'd meant to sound seductive, to play the part Tom wanted. Feed him the fantasy. But the words came out strangled, her body aching with need.
Maybe it wasn't Tom she was lying to.
She swallowed hard, her nipples aching, drawn so tight they throbbed. Her head telling her not to deliver the next line even as she opened her mouth.
"--while Clayton fucks me," she whispered, and her body pulsed with excitement.
Tom's smile grew, but his eyes stayed dark, calculated. "I don't play with anything." He moved the camera away from his face. His cock coming into the picture. The slight curve to it once again making butterflies flutter in her stomach. "I think what you meant to say is you want to watch me stroke my dick, while Clayton fucks you. Isn't that right?"
Ashley bit her lip. It almost felt like she was drooling. "Yes."
"Yes what?" Tom demanded, his large hand wrapping around the base of his shaft. There must have been at least another 4 inches sticking out past his hand. "Yes, sir. I... I want to watch you stroke your dick while Clayton fucks me."
"Good girl," Tom said, almost sweetly. "I think that's a reasonable request. Don't you Clayton?"
"I do," he whispered. He was suddenly right behind her again, his hand on her throat as he pulled her to his frame. "But before I start, let's make sure Tom gets a proper look at you. After all, you love to show off, don't you?"
Ashley felt herself being dragged backward, the pressure on her neck not enough to choke her but just enough to make her want to follow his lead. Her pulse raced, as she was put on display for Tom.
"Are those tits as great as they look?" Tom had repositioned himself on the monitor, his hand wrapping around his girth and stroking himself slowly.
"Even better," Clayton answered, bringing his hand up Ashley's body and pulling on her nipple.
"Ooohhh," Ashley cried out, her knees nearly gave out at Tom's groan of approval. The way his cock throbbed at Clayton's words only made her hotter, more desperate.
"You weren't kidding about her being eager," Tom laughed. "Her panties look like she just hiked through a damn rainforest."
Heat flared in Ashley's cheeks as she looked down. Her underwear was nearly see-through now, the soaked fabric clinging to her waist like a second skin. Every inch of her sex was exposed, parted, aching.
Clayton slid his hand down her stomach, fingers dragging slowly over the soaked fabric. "She gets like this when she knows someone's watching," he said, his voice low, teasing. "She loves an audience"
"Is that so?" Tom's hand stopped on screen, and Ashley had to stop herself from asking why, from begging him to keep going.
"Does that mean she's ready to meet some of our... friends?"
"Wha... what do you mean?" Ashley's body tensed, as she tried to piece together what Tom had said. She tried to think of Chris, of how he would react. But that wasn't a scenario where she could picture him being okay with that. He wasn't even going to be okay with this, but she at least thought she could get him to understand.
"In time," Clayton said, feeling the way her body stiffened. He shot Tom a stern look, he was ruining this, like he always did. "Right now, just focus on this." His fingers pressed hard against the soaked outline of her folds. Tom's eyes went wide as he watched the fabric push past her walls making Ashley bite her lip.
On screen, the stroking resumed. "Goddamn," he muttered. "She's fucking dripping. Pull those panties aside. Let me see what kind of mess she's making."
The words sent another jolt of forbidden heat to her core. Ashley could feel her wetness sliding down her leg. Could they see it too? Could they see exactly how big of a slut she was? She didn't deserve to pretend anymore. Clayton had been right all along. She was his slut. She could have left the second the drive was installed. Said she wasn't feeling well. Blamed work. But she didn't. She stayed. And worse... she wanted this. She wanted more.
Clayton's fingers found the edge of her panties, and she didn't stop him. Didn't even give it any real consideration. Her hips shifted, granting him better access.
Clayton hated taking orders, especially from Tom. But he didn't mind humoring the man when their interests aligned, and right now they certainly did. He curled two fingers into Ashley's waistband and dragged the soaked fabric down her leg. Ashley inhaled sharply, her breath catching in her throat as the cool air hit her exposed sex. It was even worse than she thought. Her arousal stretched in glistening strands between her thighs, glossy and obscene. She was raw. Needy. Fully on display.


Tom groaned again, louder this time, and Ashley's stomach flipped. Shame washed over her in a wave. She knew exactly what he was seeing. Her bare slit, glistening and twitching. The way she squirmed, the flush across her chest. But even as she burned with embarrassment, her hips rocked backward on instinct in search of Clayton's touch.
Clayton ran two fingers between her folds, slow and deliberate, letting Tom see everything. Ashley whimpered, her knees buckling again as her slickness coated his hand. "Let's show Tom exactly how excited you are."
Air rushed from her lungs as Clayton spread her lips, letting Tom see not only how wet she was, but how her clit pulsed with excitement. Her face grew a deeper shade of red, equal parts embarrassment and arousal. Why did this turn her on so much? Why didn't she stop him? Why couldn't she think of anything except how badly she wanted Clayton to fill her right now.
Tom leaned forward on the monitor, his breathing audible now. "Jesus Christ. Look at that little cunt glisten. It's like she's begging to be fucked." He let out a grunt and started stroking faster. "Bet she'd cream the second a cock touched her clit."
"Oh fuck," Ashley whispered, the thought sending an electric current through her body.
"You want this don't you?" Tom asked, his hand moving faster on the screen. Ashley licked her lips, as a bead of precum slipped out of the tip and Tom circled it around the angry purple head. "You want this in your mouth, in your pussy."
"Yes," Ashley's words were almost silent. Her body rocking back and forth wanting desperately for Clayton to take her. For the shame to wash away completely, replaced by an unbridled lust. She couldn't look away from the screen. Couldn't stop imagining what it would feel like to be fucked in front of them. To be shared. Used.
"Yes what?" Tom demanded.
"Yes, sir." Her words were automatic. Her pussy quivering as she spoke the words.
Tom laughed, loud and mean. "I knew she'd be perfect, the second I saw the picture on Chris's phone. Even then she looked like a dirty little housewife, dying to be bred like a bitch in heat."
"Ahhh," Ashley fell forward, grabbing the desk for support. She was trying to make sense of what Tom was saying. What picture did Chris show him, and why? But she couldn't think straight. Her body was on fire, the shame like a drug magnifying her arousal ten-fold.
"You keep teasing her like that and she's gonna soak the fucking floor." Tom leaned back again, hand pumping with rough strokes now. "You want to be fucked, right? Let's hear you beg for it first."
Ashley tried to speak, but her throat felt too tight. Her lips parted, breath catching as Clayton's fingers circled her clit again. Tom was right, and she hated herself for it. She was making a mess. She couldn't remember the last time she was so turned on.
Clayton continued to torment her, his touch light and maddening. She whimpered, giving into Tom's demands. "Please, baby. Please fuck me. I've missed it so much."
Clayton grinned, one hand gripping her waist as he guided his cock between her slick folds, sliding slowly against her entrance.
"Ooohhh," she cried, trying to push her hips back and impale herself on his cock, but Clayton held her at bay. The heat of him against her entrance made her buck desperately, her gasps getting louder. Every time his tip grazed her opening, her body tensed, only for him to pull back again.
"Please," Ashley moaned, reaching back and grabbing his hip, trying to pull him closer. "I need it. I need you inside me."
Clayton leaned forward, he didn't care about hearing her beg. Right now, he just wanted to be inside her, to feel her body mold to him. He kissed her neck, covering her back with his chest as he slowly pushed forward, filling her with his thickness.
"Ahhhh," she moaned, a blissful smile forming on her lips, her nails dragging lightly across his strong thighs. When she felt him bottom out inside her, she turned her head, her mouth seeking his as he pulled him into a deep, sloppy kiss.
"You missed this didn't you? Missed the way I feel inside you?"
"Yesss. Oh, I missed it so much." Their lips hung on one another, their breathing shallow as Clayton stayed buried inside her.
"No one else can make you feel this way," he said. He pulled back slowly, letting her feel every inch slide from her body.
Ashley rolled her hips to follow him, unwilling to let go. "No one," she whispered. "That feels so good, baby."
Tom cleared his throat, breaking the moment between Clayton and Ashley. Her eyes fluttered open, remembering Tom on screen. "Don't forget about me, sweetheart."
Ashley's mouth fell open, her gaze on the angry cock on screen. "Fuuuck."
Clayton grabbed her chin, turning her face back to him before crushing his mouth to hers. He drove into her again, his rhythm faster now, short, hungry thrusts shaking the desk beneath them.
"Ohhh fuck," she moaned. "You feel so good. So fucking good."
Tom's hand paused mid-stroke, frustration creeping into his voice. "Maybe you need a bigger audience. Would that get you off even more?"
Clayton's jaw tightened. Sweat dripped from his brow onto Ashley's back, but he didn't stop. "Don't listen to him," he growled. "I can feel how much you missed this. How much your body missed me."
Ashley nodded helplessly, fingers curling into fists. "Ahhh... don't stop. I'm so close."
He had no plan to stop. His pounding came harder, deeper. Each tilt of his hips to remind her who she belonged to. Molten pressure began to build inside her and her world seemed to narrow to the perfect motion of his hips.
"I missed this pussy," he grunted, feeling it coil tighter around him. "It was made for me."
Ashley could only moan and nod, arching her body back into him. "God, Clayton. I'm gonna cum."
"Do it. Cum for me. Let me feel how much you missed me." Clayton gritted his teeth, loving every minute of Ashley's pussy tightening around his cock. He pushed himself hard into her, trying to stroke her orgasm and keep it going. He felt her entire body begin to quake and held himself inside her, pushing forward with all his weight. He felt the blood gather in his cock and flexed it, enjoying the power of his own cock.
"Fuck, you really are something when you cum." Tom's voice cut through the intimate moment, drawing Ashley's eyes open.
For a second she had forgotten Tom was even there. Her head was still spinning, her skin damp with sweat, her body still hyper aware of the way Clayton was stretching her.
"God, you feel so good," she murmured, not even sure if she was speaking aloud. "So fucking good..."
Tom leaned closer, trying to catch her attention through the screen. "He's not the only one watching, you know. You like that, don't you?"
"Relax Tom, we hear you," Clayton said, annoyed. "Just enjoy the show."
"Oh I don't think I'm the only one who should be enjoying such a great performance."
"Ffffuck," Ashley whined, as Clayton pushed back into her after her orgasm subsided.
"In fact while the two of you were so lost in each other I took the liberty to make another quick call."
"Who owns this pussy, baby?" Clayton asked, swatting her ass and making her yelp. He'd decided the best course of action was just to ignore Tom.
"Ohhhh shit. Oh baby, you..."
"Yeah, tell Chris who owns that pussy," Tom chuckled, holding his phone up to the screen to reveal that he had called Chris at some point.
"Oh, God," Ashley screamed, not in pleasure, but panic, as she saw Chris's number appear on screen. She reached back putting a hand on Clayton's chest to stop him.
Clayton didn't move. He stared at the screen, his jaw twitching. He would have killed Tom if they were in the same room together. The man had no tact, he didn't understand limits at all. He had to think fast, he felt Ashley squirm, trying to free herself from his grasp. "Relax," he whispered leaning down and kissing her ear. "Let him hear how good this feels."
He reached between her legs, finding her clit. "Let him hear what his wife sounds like when she's being properly fucked."
"Ahhh," Something loud clattered to the floor, but she was too lost to look. "Clayton--"
She knew this was different than the car, but she allowed her body to relax as Clayton continued to fuck her. She didn't want this feeling to end. His thrusts were getting more erratic as he pummeled into her. His cock rubbed against her G-spot and was stimulating other nerves that she'd never felt. She knew her next orgasm would be even bigger than the last.
He caught her wrist and pinned it to the desk. "You think he'll be mad? I think he'll fucking love it. You think this is the first time he's listened to you moan for me?" His hips flexed, driving back inside her inch by inch. "I bet he'll instantly be hard."
"But..." Ashley whimpered, shaking her head, but she didn't want to to stop him. Her walls clamped down around him, greedy despite her shame.
"Let him hear you. Let him hear how much you love my cock." Clayton's pace was brutal. Each thrust shook the desk threatening to bring the entire thing crashing down.
"Mhmmmm. Fuck. Right there. Fuck Clayton, please. Please, don't stop. Fuck me. UUUGNNH FUCK," Her ass slammed back meeting his thrusts. She was being too loud. Way too loud. Way too enthusiastic. Chris would be hurt. He wouldn't understand. She needed to stay quiet, but she could feel another orgasm set beneath the surface, ready to breach and set her body on fire.
Tom's laughter crackled through the speakers. "That's right, sweetheart. Let me see what a slut you are. Tell him how much you love watching my cock. Tell him how wet it makes you."
"Ahhh," She took her lip between her teeth but it did nothing to calm her body. "I'm sorry, baby. I... His cock..."
"Fucking tell him!" Tom demanded, his cock twitching in front of the camera.
Clayton's teeth clenched. "Shut the fuck up, Tom." But he didn't stop. He never stopped. He drove harder now, pounding her against the desk like he wanted to fuck the voice out of her throat.
He growled into her ear, loud enough for Tom and Chris to hear. "I'm close. You want it, don't you? You want me to cum deep inside you while your husband listens."
"Yesss. Ohhh fuck. I want it."
Tom grunted, still not satisfied with the amount of attention he was getting. "Go ahead and tell your husband what you told me." His voice was labored, the precum coating his hand and shaft making lewd slurping noises as he pumped his cock. "Tell him how you said you want my dick inside you."
Ashley's nails scraped across the wood. Her thighs trembled violently as Clayton pulled almost all the way out, teasing her with the empty ache, then slid forward again, just enough to make her cry out. Her eyes fluttered shut, her cheek falling back onto the cool wood of the desk.
"Tell him," Tom panted. "Tell your husband you want my cock too."
Ashley shook her head slowly, lips parted. "I... I oohh fuck..."
But Clayton didn't let up. His rhythm was relentless now, his own orgasm fast approaching. "You can't help it, can you?" he whispered, tongue flicking along the curve of her ear. "You want us both watching you. Filling you."
Ashley choked on a sob, her voice breaking into something guttural and primal. "Nnnnnghh, yes, fuck, yes!" she cried, her voice shivering on the edge of delirium. Her body moved on instinct, grinding back against him like she needed to fuse them together.
Sex had never been this way with Chris. So primal. Uncaring. Even with Dave last night... there'd been some level of holding back. Clayton wasn't going soft on her. He was owning her. And... Ashley couldn't deny it. She was loving it.
Clayton felt it rising like fire in his core, his cock pulsing with every thrust, growing impossibly harder as her walls gripped him tighter, like her body didn't want to let him go. He swelled inside her, the base of his shaft dragging against her soaked folds as he drove deep, desperate now. His jaw clenched, he was going to explode. Any second now.
He gripped her hair, yanking her head up so she couldn't hide, so everyone could hear what was said next.
"Whose pussy is this?" he snarled, panting into her ear. "Tell them! Who fucking owns this pussy?"
Ashley's hands fisted the desk. Her mouth opened in a soundless moan. She tried to hold back. Everything inside her didn't want to say it. It was wrong in so many ways. But the pressure was too intense. Every nerve ending buzzing, before the dam finally burst, spilling everything she was trying to hold back.
"C-Clayton--"
"Say it. Tell him!"
His thrusts were frantic and deep and so hard. So. Fucking. Hard.
She shattered.
"AHHH--FUCK! OHHH--OHHHH GOD!" The words ripped from her throat as her orgasm slammed into her, violent and unstoppable. Her back arched. Her thighs shook. Her body went rigid, then spasmed wildly beneath him, every muscle betraying her need.
"It's yours!" she sobbed. Her pussy spasmed violently around his cock, as if it were crying along with her. "It's yours, Clayton! This pussy is yours!"
That was all it took. Clayton let go, roaring against her skin as he drove in one last time, buried deep, and erupted. Heat flooded her, endless and thick, like he was emptying every ounce of himself into her trembling body. "OHHH FUCK," Clayton roared, slapping her ass. "Tell him what I'm doing."
"He's... Ohhh. Ohhh fuck. He's cumming inside me, Chris. Oh God, there's so much cum."
Everything went white next. Her entire being now just one big nerve ending. She couldn't think, couldn't breathe. Her walls clamped down hard, milking him, keeping him locked inside as wave after wave pulsed through her. Her cries dissolved into raw, broken sounds she couldn't even recognize. Her nails scraped the wood. Her mind blanked. Her body hummed, like she'd touched the edge of nirvana.
They both stilled, breath heaving. Ashley closed her eyes, pushing her body back into Clayton, still feeling the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of her life. She smiled as he nuzzled into her neck kissing her with a satisfied tenderness. Then, Tom's smug voice shattered the moment. "Fuck, that was hot. I can't wait until I get to experience it firsthand." On screen, his flaccid cock slapped wetly against his thigh as he grinned. "I'll be in town next week, by the way. We can pick up where we left off... in person."
Ashley's eyes snapped open.
"No," she whispered, reality returning like a bucket of cold water. "Oh God. I--"
Clayton didn't wait. He reached forward and ended the call with the push of a button, silencing Tom for good.
"Fucking asshole," he muttered, pulling out of her and stepping back.
Ashley lay on the desk, the cool wood soothing her burning skin, thankful she didn't need to listen to Tom's taunts anymore. She knew she'd end up fucking Clayton when she came. She even expected Tom to be in on it. Afterall, that's how she'd gained access to the office. But the phone call to Chris was unexpected. Of course she was going to tell him that she went to see Clayton, but it would have at least been on her terms.
Clayton scooped her into his arms, her hands instinctively wrapping around his neck. For a fleeting moment, it felt like being carried across a threshold, like a husband lifting his bride. The thought made her core twitched, still sore and wet from his cum. Or maybe it wasn't like that at all. Maybe it was more like a fireman rescuing a body from the flames. But Ashley wasn't being saved. She'd already been consumed. Every bridge burned. Every boundary reduced to ash.
As he carried her from the room, she cast one final glance at the computer hidden beneath the desk, praying her efforts hadn't been in vain.
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Cory stood at the foot of the bed, her arms wrapped around herself. She could still smell him on her skin. The cinnamon lingered at the base of her throat every time she breathed, tying her stomach in knots. She could still taste the coffee and the scotch. She walked across the room in a daze, no different from the drive back to the hotel.
Everything happened so fast. One minute she was giving him a chakra reading and the next... She was in the bathroom now. She turned on the water, making it as hot as it could go. She didn't dare look at the mirror next to her as she undressed, grateful that steam was already beginning to fog it up.
When she did get in, the water was too hot, but she didn't bother to turn it down. She scrubbed her thighs. The inside of her wrist where his hand had been. Her chest.
Even better than I imagined.
Lawrence's voice echoed in her ear and her nipples hardened. He liked her chest. He wouldn't stop staring at it... touching it.
She scrubbed harder, gritting her teeth. "You stupid, stupid, girl," she mumbled to herself, as her body turned red from the heat. The water did little to burn the ghost of his fingers away, but she was determined to try. Next, she pumped the cheap hotel body wash onto her hand, lathering her body with it in hopes that it would take away the scent of him, of her betrayal. It wasn't until the water turned cold that she reluctantly shut it off.
She stepped out and wrapped herself in the hotel robe. That's when it hit her. She hadn't checked her phone.
"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck."
She hurried back into her room and dug through her bag.
Three missed calls.
Her stomach rolled. He's been calling because he changed his mind. Because he didn't want me to go. She called him back, on the verge of tears.
He picked up on the first ring.
"Cory."
"Hi." Her voice cracked. "Hi, I'm um, I'm back at the hotel. I just, hi."
"Hey."
He didn't call her babe. He always called her babe, or baby. It sounded so distant, so void of emotion. This was it. He hated her. He hated her and he was going to tell her to not come home. Tears rolled down her cheek before she realized it was happening. She sucked in a breath.
"I... I went," she said, and then it was just out of her, all of it at once. "I expected him to be cocky, to hate him, but then he asked for a chakra reading, and my hand was on him." She sniffled. "He kissed me, Hunter. I mean... I... kissed him. And then his hands were on me, and mine were on him and--"
"Did you... did you sleep with him?"
Cory didn't even hear the question through her sobs. "I'm sorry, Hunter. I'm so fucking sorry."
"Cory. Stop. Breathe. We'll get through this. I mean I... Part of me I guess wanted it to happen. For you to fuck him. I just didn't--"
"What?" Cory wiped her eyes. "I... I didn't fuck him."
There was silence on the other end. Cory held her breath. She wanted to see him, to touch him.
"You didn't?"
"No. I mean... He... he fingered me and I almost but... I didn't."
"I... I want to know. I... I need to know exactly what happened."
Cory's breath started to even out. He didn't sound mad, like he hated her. That was good, but she still needed to touch him, to smell him.
"I know but... Can it wait until I get home tomorrow? I... I just I want to be with you, like to see that you're not like mad."
"I'm not mad."
"Okay."
"I love you, Cory."
"You don't have to say that yet, you haven't even, like, you don't even know what I--"
"I love you. Did you hear me?"
"Yeah." Tears welled in her eyes again. How could he love her? How could she be so lucky? "I love you, too."
The silence stretched. She listened to him breathe and she prayed he wasn't going to hang up. They didn't have to talk. She just wanted to listen to him breathing.
"There's, um." He cleared his throat. "There's something I gotta tell you, too. The reason I called."
She pulled her lip between her teeth, her heart rate picking back up.
"Okay."
"I had drinks with Zach last night."
She sat up a little straighter on the bed.
"He was going on about Morgan. About, like, how things have been with them. How things are better and Morgan can't keep her hands off of him."
"That makes sense. Like, Morgan said--"
"I don't think he knows, Cor."
She heard herself gasp.
"How? How can you be sure?"
Hunter laughed. "Because it's Zach. I mean like he didn't come out and say it, and I didn't either." He took a breath. "But he doesn't know. I'm sure of it."
"But... That means Morgan's..." She couldn't bring herself to say it.
"Yeah."
They were silent after that. Morgan was cheating on Zach, and she hadn't told Cory. Worse than that, she'd led Cory to believe that she and Zach were happier than ever because of the affair with Luther. Cory had used that as rationalization to go see Lawrence. Or maybe she was just telling herself that. Maybe somewhere deep down she knew Zach didn't know and Cory was so focused on her own insecurities she jumped to that conclusion herself because deep down she wanted what Morgan had.
"It's late," Hunter whispered. "You should get some sleep. You have an early flight."
"I... I can't wait to see you."
"I know, baby. Get some sleep."
Baby. He'd called her baby. They were going to be okay.
"I love you, Hunter."
"I love you too, Cory."
She let the phone sit against her ear long after he'd hung up. The last twelve hours of her life playing on a loop in her head. She eventually set the phone on the nightstand and laid back. The ceiling fan turned. She welcomed the cool air, her body still felt hot. The pulse between her legs having never really died down after her encounter with Lawrence. She lied to herself and said it was anticipation for her homecoming with Hunter. Her fingers rested on her thigh. The robe had fallen open, but despite the growing heat she didn't dare touch herself.

Hunter had barely slept. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Cory. Except, it wasn't just Cory. It was her and Lawrence. He saw the stripper from his trip to Cleveland. He saw Cory bent over Lawrence's desk, just like Lawrence had promised. It wasn't only the images that kept him awake, but the painfully hard erection that followed them.
By the time the sun came up, so was Hunter. He headed straight to the garage, where he started an intense workout. The heavy bag swayed beneath the force of his punches, chains rattling with every hit. Sweat poured down his back within minutes. From there, he moved onto the bench, racking the bar with forty-five pound plates as he tried to focus on the burn of the workout and nothing else.
His phone buzzed on the floor and he paused to drink water.
Landed. Grabbing an Uber now. I'll be home soon. I love you.
He stared at it. She'd told him not to pick her up from the airport. She didn't want to face him in public, unsure of how emotional it would be. He turned up the volume of his headphones and let 'Those Once Loyal' fuel him as he laid back for another set.
I didn't fuck him. That part he believed. He'd believed it on the phone and he believed it now and it wasn't the part doing this to him.
It was the rest. He fingered me and I almost... The almost. What did almost mean? His arms burned as he threw up 225 like it weighed nothing. Had she taken him in her mouth? His grip tightened around the bar as he imagined Cory on her knees in front of Lawrence, his fingers tangled in her hair. Or maybe she was sprawled out on his desk, her toned legs wrapped around his waist as he teased her clit. Did he start to push into her before she stopped him?
He knew Lawrence enough to know that he wouldn't stop trying. Once he knew what he wanted he would stop at nothing until he got it. The analysis Hunter did proved that much. Despite his cost savings, Lawrence wanted to cut head count, so he did it. He didn't care who was affected by his decisions. And what he wanted now was Cory.
He racked the bar with a grunt, sweat pouring off his body. His cock was throbbing, and he wasn't sure he was ready to admit why. He grabbed his towel, wiping his face. She would be home in twenty minutes, he needed a shower.
Fifteen minutes later, he stepped out of the shower smelling fresher, but not much else. He pulled on jeans and a t-shirt and headed downstairs. His morning coffee was still on the table. He'd barely touched it. He picked it up and carried it to the sink, rinsing the cup. Birds were chirping outside as the neighborhood started to come to life.
She'd be home any minute.
He poured a glass of water, drinking it in a single gulp. His pulse hadn't slowed down since the workout. He kept telling himself it would, once she was actually in front of him, once he could hold her and ensure she was still his.
A car turned onto the street and his stomach knotted.
The Uber rolled past the front of the house and stopped at the curb. He watched her thank the driver, and pull her bag from the back seat. She looked the same as when she left, except everything had changed.

The front door opened and everything seemed to slow down. Cory stood in the door, her hair pulled into a messy bun. She wore a pair of black leggings and one of Hunter's oversized Northwestern t-shirts. For a moment they just stared at each other, then her lips curved into a nervous smile.
"Hi," she said.
"Hey." He took a step forward from the kitchen sink.
She dropped her bag by the door and rushed into the kitchen without stopping. Her face buried into his chest, her arms around his back.
He smothered her with his body. She was warm from the car. She smelled like herself, that was the first thing he noticed. He wasn't sure what he expected really. That she would smell like Lawrence, like sex? He pulled her tighter, his jaw sitting at the top of her head.
She wasn't crying. That surprised him slightly, not because he wanted her to cry or feel bad, but after last night's phone call, he'd expected tears. Instead she was taking deep breaths, like he was her oxygen. He felt her fingers tighten in the fabric of his shirt.
"I missed you so fucking much," she mumbled into the cloth.
She pulled back slightly, her eyes searching his. "Hunter--" Her hand came up. "I wanted to, like, do this in person. I had this whole, y'know, I had stuff I wanted to say to you, and I--"
He tilted her chin and kissed her. She was too beautiful to resist, and the moment was too perfect. Her body tensed then relaxed and she melted into his arms. Her lips parted and she deepened the kiss, throwing her arms over his shoulders.
All the questions he had about last night evaporated. He craved this woman. The more he kissed her, the more he needed her. His hands found her ass and gripped, pulling her up into him, and he wasn't going to be able to stop now even if she asked him to.
She moaned into his mouth as he lifted her shirt over her head. His quickly followed. He backed them up slowly until his hips hit the counter. Then, he was tugging at the waistband of her leggings, pulling them down her toned ass.
"Hunter, shouldn't we talk about--"
"No." He spun her around, causing her to crash into the counter with a yelp. He ignored it, tossing her leggings aside. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her backside, lifting her and setting her onto the cool tile.
Her fingers went to his jeans, pulling them down as his body crashed against her. He stepped out of them and her legs locked around his hips, pulling him in tight enough that she could feel him through his boxers. She moaned, her forehead pressed against his.
He pulled back. Just enough to look at her.
She was on the counter, bare. The realization hit him like a truck. She'd flown home with no bra or panties on. Was it because she knew this was going to happen? Or was it something darker? Had she seen Lawrence again this morning? Did he take what he couldn't have last night?
Despite knowing how absurd it sounded, jealousy burned through Hunter like lava. His eyes traveled over her body. Her chest was flushed pink down to her collarbone, her hair half out of the bun and falling around her shoulders. Her nipples were hard. There was a faint mark on the inside of her thigh. He couldn't remember if it had always been there or not, and the thought made him throb with both jealousy and desire.
Was this how Lawrence saw her?
The thought made him dizzy. Did Lawrence get to look at her on a desk in Cleveland? Were her nipples this hard for him? His gaze traveled between her legs. Her slit glistened in the low light. She had the stubble of a couple of days of growth, but was otherwise bare. Was she wet for Hunter or Lawrence?
He pushed his boxers down his legs, freeing his cock, and stepped between her waiting thighs. She grabbed it, positioned it against her slit, and winced as she thrust her hips forward. Her moan seethed out through gritted teeth.
"You're soaked."
She wrapped her arms around him, for intimacy, he thought at first, or maybe for leverage. She threw her hips into his, nearly knocking him backward.
"Fuck me," she hissed.
Not needing to be told again, his hand found her neck, holding her firm against the countertop as he pushed into her with a force that shocked them both.
"Uh, uh, uh. Ohhh fuck." Her nails dug into his shoulders as he continued his rapid pace. "Just like that, baby."
He drove into her harder, making her gasp. Her free hand went to her breast, pinching her own nipple. Her mouth sought his, their tongues glancing off each other as their teeth clashed. Her heels hooked around his ass, pulling him flush against her.
"Uggggh fuck. You feel so deep. So... fucking... deep."
Her hands tangled in his hair and she pulled his mouth to her breast. His tongue circled her nipple. His teeth gripping the hard nub. She gasped, and her hand flew to the back of his head, holding him there, and he kept fucking her through it. The counter rattled. The pepper wobbled off, shattering onto the floor.
He wasn't actually angry with her. She didn't do anything wrong. He'd told her to go. She'd called and said she was angry about what he said. She was looking to vent and he said it was okay. That he trusted her, that he fantasized about...
"Oh God. Ohhhh fuck, Hunter. I'm gonna cum."
Sweat dripped off his forehead as he leaned into her. Her nails raked his back, drawing blood. He didn't slow down. If anything, the realization made him drive harder, faster. He gripped her waist with one hand and the back of her neck with the other and drove into her.
Her head fell back against the cabinet. Her mouth opened, but no sound came out as her eyes rolled back. Her thighs were shaking against his hips.
"Fuuuck... Oh.. Mmmph..."
Her hand went to his forearm, drawing fresh blood, as the other gripped the edge of the counter. Her legs locked around his waist, her hips tilting up as her walls clenched and spasmed around him. Her pussy gripped him so hard he had to grit his teeth to keep from going with her. He kept moving, slower now, working her through the aftershocks, her body trembling around him and her chest heaving against his.
"Mmmm fuck. Hunter I--"
His hands slid under her ass. He felt her unclench and lifted her into his arms. His cock was still sheathed deep inside her, and her arms wrapped around his neck on instinct.
"Uhhhhh," she whined, as her juices flooded his shaft.
Beauty should be shared.
Luther's voice flooded his brain as he backed Cory into the wall, knocking the picture of her and Morgan to the floor shattering it.
Cory's hips matched his pace. If she was sore or tired, she wasn't showing it. She was riding him on the way down, every drop of her weight driving her onto him.
Was that what he was doing? Sharing her? The thought didn't disgust him in the way he thought it would. After all, Hunter had always thought Cory was sexy. It was her who didn't believe it. Was that why he pushed her toward Lawrence? Did she believe him now?
"Harder." She said it so softly, he thought he imagined it. Then her teeth sank into his neck. "Fuck me harder, baby. Like I deserve."
She wanted him to make it hurt. She wanted to be punished for what she'd done and she wanted him to be the one to do it.
He drove into her with everything he had. His hand drifting to her throat.
"Yes-- uggh, yes--" She pressed her neck into his grip. He could already feel her body climbing again. The wet sound of their bodies slapping together filled the air. His breathing had grown ragged, his hips pushing deeper into her velvet grip. Her slickness seeped out around him, running down their bodies.
He drove forward one final time, his vision turning white. "UUUGHHH," Hunter threw his head back, his cock swelling inside of Cory. The sensation triggered her orgasm as her body clenched around him. Her face contorted, her mouth hung open as jet after jet erupted from him. His grip on her neck loosened as he slumped forward, a final pulse passing through him as he used the wall to support himself.
"Fuck." She slid down his body, her arms staying wrapped around his neck for support. "Hunter that was--"
"I love you, Cory." He pressed his forehead to hers. "I love you, so fucking much."

Morgan closed the door to Luther and Dafni's home. The click of the latch, the rasp of the rusty bottom hinge of the screen door, she'd memorized both. Her hair was a mess. She was still sweating, still flushed, her skin alight with the afterglow of another seismic orgasm. Her thighs were slick. Luther's load was nestled in her freshly fucked pussy and she could feel it shift as she stepped onto the porch.
She'd always been a profoundly sexual person. It was part of her, part of her love language, part of how she moved through the world. Luther just knew it. Saw it in her before she'd even admitted it to herself. Being with him wasn't submission, she was elevated with each of their encounters, in a way she didn't know existed. For the first time in years, she felt free.
She started down the sidewalk toward her home, a mere five houses away.
The first time she'd fucked Luther, she felt guilty, awful. She'd cried for ten minutes after, convinced that she had done something profoundly wrong and ruined anything she had with Zach. It was actually Dafni who comforted her and told her that 'her joy was Zach's joy'.
She didn't believe it at first, but now, it was clear. Zach was happier than ever. It was like he was suddenly the version of himself she'd been asking him to be for years. He'd make her coffee in the mornings, ask how her day was. He even suddenly developed the ability to find his own clothes for work. Despite the contradictions, the hypocrisy that lingered in her mind, she knew she'd made the right choice. For both of them.
Zach didn't have to know, and even if he did, she knew that he would come to terms with it. He loved her, truly, and love as she had learned wasn't about letting go, but offering "more".
She walked up and threw open the door to their home, hard enough that it slammed against the wall.
Zach jumped out of his chair. "Holy shit, you scared the fuck out of me!"
"Sorry." She shut it behind her, just as hard. "Get up."
He blinked at her. ESPN was on behind him, the volume low. That used to annoy her, the way he'd always have sports on in the background. She used to try to compete with it, like she needed to prove to herself that he loved her more than the stupid TV.
Now, when she looked at him, she saw the man underneath. The way he filled out his jeans. The one who slow danced with her in the kitchen when they were drunk. He was still that same person. He'd just gotten comfortable. His shirt was stained with coffee. His hair stuck to the side of his head from leaning against the chair. She used to expect him to be a mind reader, to know what she wanted without her saying it. She was past that now.


"I want you to fuck me. Right now."
"Damn." His face shifted into the cocky smirk he used to give when they first started dating. "I mean, you don't have to tell me twice."
She bit her lip and giggled, still finding his enthusiasm to be charming, reminding her of why she fell in love with him to begin with. She kissed him before he got the shirt all the way over his head. Her hand went to the front of his pants, stroking him.
"Allow me to help," she teased.
He moaned in delight, tossing his shirt aside. She wasn't a bad person. She was a good wife. The proof was right here, in her hand.

Cory's back was sore when she woke up. She could barely contain the grin when she thought about why. Hunter was like an animal when she got back. Their kitchen looked like a tornado rolled through the house. Then, when she tried to leave to talk to Morgan he took her again, right there in the living room. It was hot and primal and a million other things she couldn't describe. But now, after a night of sleep, her body was screaming.
The only thing that worried Cory about yesterday was the lack of actual conversation she and Hunter had. Every time she brought it up, he was on her again. They hadn't had sex that much since their honeymoon. Even then, it wasn't that aggressive.
She made a cup of coffee, and set it on the table. Her eyes drifted to a broken photo frame on the floor. She stepped over the glass and bent down. It was a picture of her and Morgan on spring break. They'd rented a cheap hotel on the beach in Cancun. She smiled, running her finger over the splintered glass. Despite having no money, they spent every night at the bar, never without a drink.
She needed her friend.
She walked over without texting first. Halfway there she almost turned around twice. By the time she reached Morgan's porch she was already rehearsing how to bring it up casually, the way Morgan would, like it was nothing.
She knocked.
Morgan opened the door and Cory nearly toppled them both over lunging into the hug.
"Jesus, Cor--"
"I missed you." Cory's voice broke a little. "I just figured I'd drop by. We could catch up." She didn't even notice Dafni sitting on the couch that faced the window that overlooked the street. By the time Cory noticed Dafni, she had already risen and quickly hugged her. Dafni's skin was cool, and Cory could have sworn she whispered something in her ear.
Dafni stepped back and put her arm around Morgan's shoulder. "So nice to see you once more. It has been too long." She tilted her head. "You look different, no?"
Cory's mouth went dry. "Thanks. I hope you mean like... I look good. Right?"
"Of course. Yes. What I mean, is no lie. You have brighter eyes."
Morgan smirked. "You do, Cor. All natural. I love it."
Dafni was already turning back toward the couch. Morgan followed her without seeming to decide to, and the next hour was the two of them and a chair Cory was sitting in. They talked about the weather, not the way neighbors did, but like each shift in temperature was a small revelation. They talked in low voices about books they'd been reading, tomes they'd shared, only casually hinting that one was waiting for Cory if she wanted it. Cory kept catching her own reflection in the dark screen of Morgan's TV. Maybe coming here was a mistake.
When Dafni finally stood to leave, the room exhaled. Cory hadn't realized she'd been holding her shoulders against her ears.
The front door clicked shut.
Morgan dropped onto the couch beside her and pulled her legs up against her chest. "Alright, you little slut. Spill it. I want deets about Cleveland."
Cory laughed for real this time. It was Morgan. The Morgan she remembered. The Morgan who used to grill her about every bad decision Cory ever made and then talk her into making one more.
"Ok. Wow. That was forward."
"You knew what this was."
"Lawrence and I met up."
"After hours or during the day? Ooooh I hope it was during the day, so, so much nastier."
"It was at night. Discretion and all that."
"Boring." Morgan grinned. "Keep going."
"It started off slow. But it escalated fast. Like, really fast."
Morgan's eyes were getting wider. Her legs had recrossed once already and she was raking her nails along the outside of her thigh. "Was he big? Longer than Hunter?"
"Umm..." Cory paused. "No, not longer. He was thick. Like...really, really thick. Like muscular I guess?"
Morgan giggled. "Muscular? What the fuck!? God I wish I could have seen it."
Cory's cheeks blushed. "You would have been impressed. I...I was."
"What did he feel like? God I bet you needed a wheelchair to get out of there."
"No. We didn't go that far."
Morgan's mouth opened. "What. Cory. Are you kidding? What the fuck?"
"I wasn't ready! He fingered me and I came. Like, hard. My vision actually fucking blurred."
"And you left him hanging?" Morgan smacked her on the arm. "You selfish bitch."
"Stop, I'm serious. I got scared."
"Why? Did it feel too good?"
Cory paused. It was better than good, it was explosive, she had never felt like that in her entire life. However the singular reason why she didn't go further, why she couldn't, despite her body yearning for more was Hunter. The path they were on together was not only terrifying, it had no assurance, and if anything went wrong, she couldn't stand the thought of losing Hunter, of losing each other.
"I just wasn't ready. But it did feel amazing."
Morgan smirked. "How does it feel? Now that you're starting to experience more of what the world has to offer? Being free. Sharing."
Cory studied her friend. It was an odd thing to say. Morgan had moved closer to her, leaning forward until her head nearly touched Cory's arm. She seemed different, but Cory couldn't quite pinpoint why.
"I don't know," Cory said. "Good. But scary. It's hard to say."
Morgan nodded, like that was the answer she'd expected. Then she was Morgan again, sitting straighter. The color seemed to come back to her cheeks.
"Okay, my turn. I love a little game of kiss and tell. So... you know how we used to think Luther and Dafni were swingers?"
Cory nodded, trying her best to act surprised by what Morgan was about to say to her.
"Well, let's just say Luther and I have had a lot of fun. Cory, that man can fuck."
Cory's jaw dropped. Despite already knowing the details, hearing Morgan say it in such a matter-of-fact tone caught her off-guard.
"You're kidding?"
"Best sex of my life. Like, holy fuck, Cory, you have no idea. It's like an addiction. Like, I've had some cocks in my time, but Luther... god."
"So... you and Zach are swingers?"
Morgan laughed, shaking her head. "Not exactly. He um... he doesn't know. But I don't think he would care. Our sex life has been insane ever since."
"And Dafni?" Cory shifted in her seat. Part of her was glad Morgan was confiding in her, but she couldn't shake how wrong it was. Morgan wasn't this person.
"Dafni is..." Morgan smirked. "She's happy to share. It was actually her idea."
"Does Zach know?" Despite asking, Cory knew the truth. Even if Zach didn't.
"Listen... I think you should tell Zach."
Morgan's eyes narrowed. "Maybe. If he's ever ready. I will. But for now, it's not a problem. He loves me. He loves us."
There were a hundred things she wanted to say. That Zach not knowing wasn't the same as Zach being okay. That Morgan was making a decision for him he hadn't gotten to make for himself. That 'He loves us' was a sentence Cory had never heard Morgan say before. But none of those words came.
"Well, umm I have to get going. Like there's a ton to do for work and yeah... I need a head start."
"No problem!" Morgan stood with her and pulled her into another hug. "I'm so glad I got to share this with you. It has been like nothing I've ever experienced."
They hugged briefly and it was Cory who pulled back first.
The walk home was slower. At first the confession was fun, it felt like when they had first bonded, as it had progressed Cory felt off again, something was deeply wrong about what was occurring between them all, and yet something was animating, connecting all of their twisted desires.
She headed home. The world was still.

No matter what Cory did, what music she played or mindless entertainment she put on, the house still felt silent, sterile, and empty without Hunter there. Taken away for work again, she was already wondering if he was worried about what she could do while he was away. If he was thinking about her the same way she was thinking about him. About what had happened, what they shared, and what could emerge from it all.
She texted him. "I love you. And I miss you." Sending it made her feel more comfortable, more connected, a safe reminder of what they had together. With her anxiety eased, she went to meal prep for the week. It had always made her life easier. Despite being split between two places and seemingly two separate lives, she still had to eat.
Finding the focus to do so, however, felt impossible to her. At first it manifested as something simple, not remembering where the olive oil was.
Nervously she checked her email.
Two unread emails from Lawrence. One from his Nexus account clearly regarding business prospects, the other from his private address the lack of a subject saying all it needed to. Another unread email below from "Leandra Ramos, Cerberus Security". Its subject as direct as she imagined it to be: "Digital Signature Requested. Return ASAP." Another layer of complexity that Cory didn't have the stamina or headspace to even consider.
The further she orbited the world of Nexus and Lawrence, the tenser things were becoming. The harder it was to separate fantasy from what had happened and what could still happen in the future. She had left him unfulfilled, and he wasn't going to forget that, working relationship or not. Through what she now considered to be a horribly foolish decision, she had given Lawrence even more power.
She set her phone down, sighing loudly as she walked over to the window on the side of the house, peeling back the gossamer-thin blinds and glimpsing the yard next door. Luther was using a shovel, digging deep into the earth. He had just started from what she could surmise, the tilled soil slowly forming into a small mound.
Morgan's words had embedded themselves in Cory's thoughts. About the prowess and sheer pleasure Luther was capable of delivering. He had awakened something in Morgan that Cory didn't even know existed. The purity in Morgan's eyes, the devotion she held regarding Luther's cock and talents was severe, no lies or embellishment. Cory had known Morgan long enough to tell the difference between willful exaggeration and biting truth.
As she watched Luther continue digging, she saw the layer of sweat on his brow and rotund body, t-shirt fully damp and highlighting every unpleasant contour of his frame. But despite his exertion, he was near tireless. Cory was exhausted just watching him, but he didn't seem to notice.
It was just like when she saw him fucking Morgan through the window. It was carnal, brutal, and from the expression on Morgan's face, pure ecstasy. Her thoughts fractured, trying to reconcile what she was thinking, what she was already picturing.
Luther over her, the bulk of him, the weight pressing her into the mattress. The smell of him, sweat and earth from a morning in the yard. His hand finding the back of her neck and pinning her down. She could almost hear him in her head. Sure was sweet of you to finally let me get a taste, Darlin'.
He was thick, Morgan had said so herself. Really, really thick. Cory's mind went to Lawrence, to the way his fingers had stretched her in the office, the way her vision had blurred. Is that what Morgan had felt with Luther? Was it better?
She stepped back from the window and collapsed on the couch. "What the fuck is wrong with me? No. Absolutely not. This is insane."
She knew that Luther was with Morgan and Dafni for a reason. They were stunning. Dafni's presence alone was completely arresting, of course she was intelligent, kind, and approachable, despite her appearance. Yet, at the same time she seemed unreachable, like a beautiful vision of what perfection would look like.
Morgan was the same. She could have had nearly anyone, and she chose Zach out of love and fondness. But there was always more to her. Luther was what she was missing.
Cory's mind wandered again, Morgan and Dafni slavishly working together to please him, their tongues wrapping around his shaft as their eyes locked together. Cory knew that would never be her.
She had something else. After what had happened with Lawrence and the way Hunter had fucked her after was unreal. It was nearly the same as what Morgan was experiencing. Except Cory and Hunter were honest, about everything. Despite their fears, their anxieties, something new was taking shape, while something familiar between Morgan and Zach was being erased.
At least that was what she told herself. She thought about Luther again, that moment where she saw past that pane of glass and felt like she was standing in the room with them both. "No. No this is insane. Hunter wouldn't be ok with this. I mean, how would I even bring it up?"
She sighed, ignoring the texts coming in and pushing away her tasks for the day. She needed to talk to Hunter. Like, really talk to him, about what happened in Cleveland and her homecoming and everything else. Her gaze went back to the window. Luther was still out there, his shirt covered in sweat. What the fuck was wrong with her?
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Wendy stared at the spreadsheet on her monitor, then glanced at the clock in the bottom corner of the screen. 10:28 AM. It felt like she'd already been at work for hours, but in reality, she had only started just over an hour ago. Outside, rain sputtered against the window, and a clap of thunder startled her. She ran her fingers through her dark curls, she'd cut four inches off over the weekend, hoping the now shoulder-length style would make her feel more alive. It hadn't. Her hair wasn't the problem. Everything else was.
She'd worked for the same insurance company since graduating college over ten years ago. It was just another Monday. Another week of client reports, mortgage payments, and the exhausting task of juggling two kids while intimacy with John slipped further away. She couldn't remember the last time they made love without it feeling like a scheduled obligation.
The office door banged open, separating her from her thoughts.
"I'm dying. Actually dying." Natalie Tinkerman collapsed into the chair opposite Wendy's desk, her platinum bob swinging with the movement. "Growing up is a scam, Wendy. The biggest lie we ever believed. Every Monday I die a little more."
Wendy minimized her spreadsheet, stifling a laugh. Natalie, or Tink as her friends called her, was always a bit over dramatic. "Rough weekend?"
"God-tier weekend." Tink stretched, the movement emphasizing her figure beneath the snug v-neck shirt. Wendy rarely noticed other women that way, but she couldn't help but marvel at how someone as petite as Tink carried such a... generous figure. She wondered if the strain ever bothered her, it had to be exhausting on her back.
"This," Tink said, pulling out her phone and passing it to Wendy. "This is how I wish I could remain forever." On the tiny screen was a picture of Tink. Her smile wide and bright. She was flanked by two men who looked like they could be models. She seemed to be at a party, or maybe a rave. It was hard to tell given the lighting. In the background, people seemed to be in various states of undress around an infinity pool, nothing too scandalous but enough to make Wendy's body start to tingle. The one thing that was obvious in the picture however was the white powder around the three of their noses.
"Oh my, God, Tink. Is that coc-"
"Fairy-dust," she said with a laugh, her head spinning to ensure no one else had heard the exchange. She snatched her phone back from Wendy. "I was flying, Wendy. Literally flying all weekend. And now I'm back here doing..." she thrashed her arms around in dramatic fashion, "this." She crossed her arms and spun around in her chair. "Anyway. enough about me. Did you do anything exciting this weekend?"
Wendy's weekend flashed through her mind: Emma's soccer game, Sam's science project, John falling asleep during the movie they'd been planning to watch all week.
"We took the kids to that new pizza place," she offered, doing her best to make it sound more exciting than it really was.
"Thrilling," Tink said, barely paying attention as she dabbed lip gloss onto her face.
Heat crept up Wendy's neck. "The garlic knots were exceptional."
"I'm sure they were." Tink agreed thumbing through photos on her phone.
Wendy shifted in her seat, admiring the wild adventure her friend seemed to be reliving. "Where is that place?"
"You've heard of Peter Pannell, right? The guy who made that photo filter app, Stay Young?"
Wendy pulled out her phone and quickly opened the app. "Of course, Emma loves playing with it. Look, here she is as a princess."
A laugh crept out of Tink's lips. It was a cute picture. The little girl with light blue eyes, looked like a carbon cutout of her mother. The filter on the app however transformed her into a princess in another galaxy. She had a long, flowing pink dress, a diamond crown on her head, and a wand that looked like magical sparks were shooting out of the top of it. The image really did look life-like, as if Wendy somehow took a picture of a real-life princess.
"Well, I've known Peter since high-school, and we've... stayed in touch."
"You... you're friends with a billionaire?"
"He hates it when people call him that. He's always just been a giant kid at heart." Tink gave another giggle. "Anyway, every weekend Pete throws these extravagant parties at his Neverland estate."
"He does... that, every weekend?" The storm picked up again outside, drowning out the other voices from around the office. Wendy and Tink had been friends for years, how was she just now finding out she was friends with Peter Pannell?
"Oh, I'm sure he does it a lot more frequently than that. Those are just the parties I can actually get to. After he sold his company Peter basically retired. Said the corporate life wasn't for him. He's been partying ever since. He never had to grow up."
Wendy's gaze drifted to the family photo on her desk. She'd been twenty-four when Emma was born. Ten years of field trips, fundraisers, and falling into bed too exhausted for anything but sleep.
"Must be nice," she murmured.
"It is." Tink leaned forward. "Peter has this theory that most people surrender to adulthood because they think they have to, not because they want to. If you want, I bet I can get you and John on the invite list."
Before Wendy could answer the project manager's call light blinked on Wendy's phone. Reality, summoning her back.
"I should get this."
"Think about it," Tink said, turning back in her chair. "When was the last time the two of you actually had an adventure? You deserve to be young again, even just for a weekend."
The rest of the workday continued without so much as a laugh. John had texted and said he was stuck in a work meeting and someone needed to get Emma from practice after work. Her inbox showed she had twenty-seven new messages, all marked as urgent. The weight of the world felt like it was crashing down on Wendy with every passing second, and it was only Monday.

The sound of the door closing woke Wendy up from her spot on the sofa. She blinked her eyes, trying to get them to focus as John slipped through the front door. The clock on the wall read 9:17PM, nearly two hours after his last text saying he was heading home "soon."
Wendy sat up, stretching her arms over her head. She grabbed the half-empty glass of wine from the coffee table and walked into the kitchen, twisting her neck to help with the stiffness from falling asleep on the worn-out couch.
"Sorry I'm so late," John whispered, loosening his tie. "The Baker account imploded at the last minute."
Wendy rubbed her neck, watching as he moved to the kitchen, lifted the lid off the pot on the stove, and grimaced at the congealed sauce. This had been their routine for months now. He would get home late to her asleep on the couch, his dinner cold and uneaten in the kitchen.
"Kids go down okay?" John asked, microwaving a plate of pasta before leaning against the counter and turning to his wife.
"Emma finished her science project. Sam has a math test tomorrow he's worried about." Wendy stretched, the hem of her emerald green nightgown, her favorite color, sliding up and revealing her smooth, flat stomach in the process. John didn't even notice. "Sam asked if you could do bedtime tomorrow. They miss you... I miss you."
John's head dipped carrying the weight of his guilt. "I know, I'm sorry. It's our biggest client. If things go well then I could get a raise and we could finally get our head above water."
"The kids don't care about a raise, John. They want to see their dad." Wendy crossed the kitchen to him, the cool tile floor making her flex her toes as she rested her head on his chest.
The microwave beeped, and with a frustrated breath she straightened her body and moved back to the living room. John carried his plate with him, sinking into the couch next to her.
"I stopped by the liquor store," he said, nodding toward a bag on the counter. "Got that Cabernet you like."
"I talked to Tink today," Wendy said, watching his face. "She invited us to a party this weekend."
John chewed slowly. "What kind of party?"
"At Peter Pannell's estate. The Peter Pannell."
John's fork paused processing the information. "The app guy?"
"Think what it could mean if you landed him as a client." She placed her hand on his leg and felt him tense before relaxing again. "They'd not only have to give you a raise but a promotion."
"Since when are you friends with billionaires?" John's voice held a note of suspicion, or maybe it was excitement as Wendy's hand inched up his thigh.
"Tink knows him from high school. She goes to his parties all the time." Her fingertips grazed his manhood making him suck in air. "I need this," she whispered. He was unsure if she was talking about the party or... something else.
John set his fork down and turned to face his wife. "Those kinds of parties have a reputation, Wendy."
"What kinds of parties?" She bit her lip and held his gaze. Her touch was becoming bolder, now openly stroking the outline of his rising excitement.
John tried to control his breathing as he stared at Wendy. His gaze traveling to the open neckline of her nightgown pleased to see she wasn't wearing a bra. "The kind where..." He lost his train of thought for a moment as Wendy leaned forward and pressed her lips to his neck, her fingers working the snap of his pants. "Where bad decisions are made."
John's breath caught as Wendy slipped her hand inside his pants, her touch warm inviting, yet somehow urgent in a way it hadn't been for months.
"Maybe I want to be bad," she giggled against his ear before he turned his head and pulled her into a passionate kiss.
They stayed like that for several minutes. Wendy's hand not moving inside his pants, just holding him, wanting him. Their tongues slid against one another, the sound of their labored breathing and smacking lips the only noise in the house.
Wendy felt like she was back in high school. All the worries of the kids, their jobs, their finances, melted away as they made out on the living room couch. She broke the kiss with a tender nibble on his bottom lip, her hand starting to move in the exact way she knew he loved.
"I'm serious," he continued, his voice strained. "These parties, they're not just about networking. People like Pannell they live differently..."
Wendy's manicured nails scratched gently over his sac as she pumped him, leaving him breathless. She watched with a smile as his eyes fluttered shut giving in to her touch. "Different how? More excitement? More passion? I could go for a bit more of that. Couldn't you?"
John's hips moved involuntarily, his body responding as Wendy's hand picked up its pace. "It's not about that," he gasped. "It's about consequences. We have responsibilities. Kids. A mortgage."
"And we'll still have them on Sunday." Wendy's voice was soft but insistent as she increased pressure. Her thumb swirled around the mushroom shaped head, smearing his leaking juices in her palm. "But for one night, just one, couldn't we remember what it feels like to be young again?"
John's thoughts scattered as the sensation built. His hands found Wendy's waist, slipping beneath her nightgown to feel her skin. Her breast fit perfectly in his hand; not too big, not too small, as he used to muse when they were younger. They'd grown slightly since the kids, but they always felt just right to him. She pressed her forehead against his, watching his face as she felt him twitch under her touch. He was close; she could sense it.
"Yes," he conceded breathlessly, the word escaping before he could reconsider. "One night."
Triumph sparkled in Wendy's eyes. Her movements quickened as John's body tensed. He buried his face in her neck kissing her neck as his hips jerked and Wendy felt the warmth of his excitement on her hand.
She continued to stroke him through his climax, but as his breathing slowed, she felt a twinge of frustration. The encounter had ended before it truly began for her, leaving a steady throb between her thighs she would have to take care of herself. She moved to the kitchen to wash her hands, feeling the complex mixture of victory and dissatisfaction.
John adjusted his clothing, his body sprawled out on the couch as he tried to catch his breath. "That was..."
"Exciting? Yes." Wendy returned with a small smile. "I'll arrange a sitter and tell Tink to count us in."
John studied her, sensing the shift in her mood. "One night?" he asked, seeking reassurance.
"Just one," she promised, feeling a dangerous thrill at having won. "What's the worst that could happen?"

"Ugh, we should have gone shopping," Wendy protested from inside the walk-in closet. "I don't have anything to we-"
The complaint died on her lips as she eyed the midnight blue dress in the back of her closet. She'd bought it almost four years ago when she thought she was going on a girl's trip to Vegas. However, that trip was canceled due to COVID and the dress still had the tags on it. She'd forgotten all about it, hid it away in the back of her closet never to be seen again.
Until tonight.
The silk material felt cool on her skin as she slipped it over her head. It felt weightless, freeing. She looked at herself in the mirror, turning from one side to the other. The neckline revealed a swell of cleavage she hadn't dared to show since having Emma. The push-up bra lifted her breasts just enough to make them impossible to ignore, full... inviting. Her fingers brushed the small diamond pendant John had given her on their sixth anniversary. The stone rested perfectly between the soft rise of her chest, glinting in the low light.
She turned to the side again. The hemline for the dress stopped about mid-thigh, exposing far more leg than she was used to. Not that she was complaining. She'd spent the better part of an hour shaving, moistening, and applying self-tanner. She was glad to have something to show for it. She looked... sexy. She smiled at herself in the mirror. She couldn't remember the last time she looked like this. She felt a warmth begin to bloom in her core, the excitement of the evening already beginning to take hold.
"Wow," John said from the doorway, his eyes widening. "You look... wow."
Wendy turned, one eyebrow raised. "You like it?"
"I'm worried to let you out of my sight." John swallowed, his eyes traveling the length of her. "You're going to turn every head in the building."
She smiled, a ripple of satisfaction warming her. "That's the point."
John himself looked different tonight. He wore a black suit that made him look like a slightly more watered down version of James Bond. A thin silver watch, her anniversary gift from years ago, glinted at his wrist. He'd even styled his hair differently, using product to create a tousled look that softened his usual corporate appearance.
"You cleaned up nice yourself," she said, applying her lipstick in the mirror. "Almost forgot how handsome my husband is when he tries."
Wendy's phone chimed on the vanity.
"Oh," was all she managed to say as she looked at the picture on the screen.
"What is it?"
"Tink sent a message," Wendy said with a laugh as she rolled her eyes.
"What's it say?"
Wendy didn't respond, instead she turned her phone allowing John to read the message himself.
Don't you DARE show up in something boring or I'll literally die of embarrassment! NO MOM CLOTHES!!!!!!!
"Well I for one like your mom..." John lost his train of thought as another message came through.
Wendy watched John's face in the mirror. He was staring at the image a bit longer than she would have liked, causing a flush to creep up her neck. "John?" She turned her phone back so she could see what had him suddenly so distracted.
This message was a picture of Tink in a shimmering green mini-dress that barely contained her chest. It had cutouts along the sides that stretched from her ribcage all the way up, displaying ample amounts of side-boob. Her platinum hair was thrown up in a high bun in the back with what looked to be glitter sparkling in her hair.
Did John find Tink attractive? She was hot, there was certainly no denying that, but Wendy had never considered John looking at anyone else like that. She expected it to make her uncomfortable. Instead, she felt the heat from earlier swell out to the rest of her body and cause her to shift in her seat.
"She looks... festive," Wendy offered, watching his reaction.
John cleared his throat feeling like a kid with his hand caught in the cookie jar. "I've looked up some of these parties online. They're insane, Wendy. The stuff that happens there-"
"It's just a party." She turned in her chair, adjusting his collar.
"But it's so much more than that," he insisted. "These tech bros live in a different reality. I saw photos of his last event. There were dispensers at the door filled with drugs, people barely dressed..."
"It's no different than college, I'm sure." Wendy applied a final coat of mascara. "We did some pretty crazy stuff back then, remember?"
"That was a decade ago. Before we had kids. Now we have-"
"Responsibilities. Yes, I'm aware." Wendy's tone cooled. "We're going to a party, John, not abandoning our children. Try to have a good time... For me."
She kissed his cheek, her lipstick coloring his skin. Another text came from Tink and Wendy read it aloud: "OMG Pete is literally DYING to meet you both! He's been asking about you all day."
"He seems... eager."
"Playing the jealous husband already?" She said with a laugh.
Before he could answer, the doorbell rang. John checked his watch. "That's the sitter."
Jenna, the babysitter, was nineteen and beautiful in that way that required no makeup or styling. She walked in wearing ripped jeans and an oversized sweater, her long brown hair cascading down her back.
"The kids are already asleep," Wendy explained, suddenly conscious of how hard she'd worked to achieve what came naturally to Jenna. "Emergency numbers are on the fridge, and we should be back by..."
"Midnight?" John interjected.
Wendy shot him a look. "We'll text if we're going to be later."
"No worries, Mrs. D. Take your time." Jenna flopped onto the couch, already pulling out her phone. "You two look amazing, by the way. Hot date?"
"Just a work thing," John answered quickly.
"A party, actually," Wendy added, enjoying the way Jenna's eyes widened.
"OMG, that's so cool! You guys still know how to party?"
The genuine surprise in her voice made both of them feel simultaneously flattered and ancient.
Outside, John opened Wendy's door as she slid into their old Chrysler Town and Country. The black van was over a decade old, but thanks to John's meticulous care, it still ran like new. As he settled into the driver's seat, a flicker of self-consciousness crept in. He could already picture the sleek, expensive cars that would line the driveway. For a moment, he considered renting something flashier. But with their budget stretched thin, it hardly seemed worth it for just one night.
"Ready?" John asked, reaching over and taking Wendy's hand in his.
"As I'll ever be."
John glanced at her, then away, his fingers fidgeting with his wedding band. "One night," he reminded her, putting the car in drive.
"One night," she agreed, catching her reflection in the sideview mirror. She couldn't help but smile at how good she looked. Tonight she wasn't Emma's mom, or even Mrs. Darling. Tonight she was Wendy. Tonight she was young again.



"We must have taken a wrong turn," John muttered, peering through the windshield at the unfamiliar landscape. "Are you sure she gave you the right address?" They'd left the city over half an hour ago, replaced by winding roads that cut through dense trees. John had considered turning around more than once already, but every time he did he'd look at his wife and see the smile on her face, the excitement in her eyes. He couldn't remember the last time she looked like that. And that dress. Good Lord, that dress. He couldn't wait to get her home and get her out of it.
Wendy checked her phone again. "Tink says it's just ahead. Second star-shaped gate on the right, then straight on Morning Street."
"Who names a street Morning?" John shook his head. The rich did the weirdest stuff sometimes.
John saw the gate before the sign, but just as Tink had promised, as soon as they were through it, and on Morning Street a house, or rather a palace, snuck into view. They drove for another five minutes before approaching another gate. This one sitting next to an intercom.
An intercom crackled to life as they approached. "Names?"
"Uh... John and Wendy Darling," John answered, suddenly feeling like they were entering a military compound rather than a party.
Silence stretched for several seconds before the gates began to part. "Welcome to Neverland," the disembodied voice said. "Drive safe."
The driveway twisted like a serpent. John drove slow, only able to catch glimpses of the estate while he maneuvered the winding path. The closer they got, the less the building looked like a house and the more it looked like a palace. The entire second floor looked to be one giant pane of glass. Wendy could see people inside. All laughing and enjoying life. They drove across a small bridge, and she noticed the water encircling the house, like a moat surrounding a fortress. For the briefest second, she thought she saw a crocodile in the water, but when she did a double take it seemed to disappear.
"My God," she whispered, leaning forward in her seat. "It's incredible."
John said nothing, too busy processing the collection of vehicles they now approached. A valet area had been established, where young men in emerald green vests directed arriving guests. The vehicles themselves told a story: Lamborghinis, Ferraris, a Bugatti, even a Rolls Royce Phantom. Millions of dollars in automotive craftsmanship lined up like toys.
"I should have gotten the car washed," John muttered as he pulled their family minivan into the designated spot.
Wendy squeezed his hand. "Nobody cares about the car."
But John noted how the valet's eyes briefly registered their vehicle. "Welcome to Neverland, sir, madam."
As they walked toward the entrance, the bass of music pulsed through the ground beneath their feet. Illuminated stepping stones led to massive glass doors that parted automatically as they approached. On either side of them were life-like statues of Peter carved from stone. One was him with a small dagger like he was about to fight. The other, was of him reading a book, a look of pure joy on his face.
"The duality of man," said a voice from in front of them causing both John and Wendy to turn quickly.
And there he stood.
Peter Pannell in his perfectly tailored emerald green suit, which seemed to enhance the unnatural vibrancy of his eyes, the same impossible green. He couldn't have been older than thirty. The first several buttons on his silk shirt were unbuttoned showing off the chest of a man who worked out at least twice a day. He hid a diamond stud earring in his right ear that looked like it was worth more than John's entire yearly salary. His dark hair had been tussled giving the look of a man who pretended not to care at all about his appearance, despite his wardrobe suggesting otherwise. But most bizarre of all, he wasn't wearing shoes. It was perhaps the strangest thing Wendy had ever seen in her life, yet she couldn't help but be captivated by him.
Those eyes found Wendy immediately, sweeping over her with unhurried appreciation that made butterflies flutter in her stomach.
"They say all children grow up," he declared, throwing his arms wide and pulling them both into a hug like they were long lost friends. "Absolute nonsense! Why grow up when growing wild is so much more delicious? Adults call it maturity. I call it surrender."
His voice had an unusual cadence that made John feel dizzy. He wanted to ask about the statues but forgot all about them as he pulled away from the bear hug.
Wendy felt a rush of heat climb her neck as Peter extended his hand to John, his arm still looped around Wendy in a half hug that made her skin feel warm. "John Darling, the calculator of risks! Tink tells me you put price tags on disasters that haven't happened yet. Magnificent profession, speculating on shadows!"
John's shoulders straightened. "I... assess financial exposure. It's a bit more..."
"More boring than how I described it?" Peter laughed, his arm falling away from Wendy. "Probably. Most things are." His attention shifted fully to Wendy, taking her hand not to shake it but to lift it slightly, kissing her knuckles like something from the 18th century. "And Wendy Darling. The missing constellation in our little galaxy. Tink's stories didn't do you justice."
He made no effort to hide the fact that he was looking her over. Wendy felt her cheeks flush as she shared a confused look with John who, to his credit, was biting his tongue as another man ogled his wife. She smiled softly at John, as if to say thank you. Although she couldn't help but noticed his gaze also seemed to be on the swell of her chest.
"Welcome to my humble escape from reality," Peter said, breaking the spell and gesturing grandly to the space around them. He led them to a vintage gumball machine just inside the doors, except instead of gumballs, it contained pills in various colors.
"Happiness dispensary?" he offered, patting the glass dome affectionately. "Blue ones make the music taste better. Pink ones make your skin electric. Green ones, well, those are my personal favorite. They make the whole world sparkle like it did when we were seven."
John's expression tightened into an "I told you so" look directed at Wendy.
She laughed, the sound of it flirtier than she meant. "Maybe later. We should probably start with drinks."
"Wise woman! The night is an orchestra my dear, you don't start with the crescendo." Peter's eyes never left Wendy as he addressed them both. "Besides, Tink would never forgive me if I spirited you away before she gets to show you off. She's been dancing around the house all night singing your praises."
He placed his hand lightly on the small of Wendy's back, guiding them deeper into the house. The touch was brief, professional, yet Wendy felt it like a brand through the thin material of her dress. John noticed too, his stride lengthening slightly to close the gap between them.
Inside the house, everything seemed even further from reality. There had to be at least 200 people in the one room they were in. Their heads all tilted to the sky. Wendy looked up and her mouth went slack. Flying at least 20 feet above them were skilled acrobats who looked like they belonged in cirque du soleil. They were in various states of undress, dancing and flipping through the air without a care in the world.
"The bar is this way," Peter continued, breaking her concentration as he pointed toward a glowing countertop. "Ask for Lorenzo's concoctions. He makes drinks that taste like memories you never knew you had. Fair warning though, in Neverland, we don't measure pours. Time is the only thing we waste around here."
As they continued to walk, Wendy caught glimpses of rooms beyond. There was a pool area where the water seemed to glow. A lounge with sunken seating arranged around a fire where a group of people stood telling stories. And other hallways leading to unknown wings of the house. Wendy had never seen this level of extravagance before. She suddenly realized why Tink hated coming to work on Mondays.
"Don't worry," Peter murmured near Wendy's ear, noticing her wide-eyed assessment. "The night is an endless taffy pull. It stretches exactly as long as the most interesting person needs it to. And you, Wendy Darling, strike me as very, very interesting." He leaned in closer, ensuring John, who seemed to be walking toward a room cast in total darkness, couldn't hear. "And I bet you stretch just as well too."
Fire shot through Wendy's body at the same time that a shiver ran down her spine. She bit her lower lip her head turning to Peter, mesmerized by those perfect green eyes. Before she had time to respond, John was back at her side. "What's in that room?" he asked wondering how and why they kept it so dark.
"All in due time, John." Peter gestured towards the bar. Behind it, through the massive windows, they could see the twinkle of city lights beneath them. The real world suddenly seemed very far away.

"Marvelous, isn't it?" Peter mused, watching Wendy's expression as she sipped Lorenzo's creation. It was a shimmering blue concoction in a frosted glass. "Lorenzo was a chemist before he became my mixologist. This is scientific sorcery!"
Wendy's eyes widened at the rush of flavors. Each sip seemed to trigger a new memory in her head. Summer thunderstorms, secret midnight conversations, the thrill of breaking curfew. "This is incredible," she admitted, already feeling the effects of the alcohol after just a few drinks.
John nodded in agreement, his amber-colored whiskey blend warming him from the inside out. "It's strong. I've never tasted anything like it."
"Of course not," Peter grinned, from his seat on the bar, his bare feet dangling like he was ten. "Mass production kills magic. Lorenzo makes only one of each drink, ever. What you're tasting will never exist again after tonight. Like perfect moments or shooting stars!"
The way he spoke, his view on the world, made it impossible not to smile. Of course, the way he was looking at her while he said it. The way his eyes would dance over her body. It had the same type of wonder as his words, but it sent a thrill pulsing through her that she was certainly not smiling about. She instead looked to John. He still had that permanent scowl on his face, but there was a bit of twinkle in his eye. Perhaps he would loosen up after his drink and enjoy himself the way Wendy knew they both needed.
"The house is--" John began.
"WENDY DARLING!"
The shriek cut through the ambient noise making Wendy blush as Tink materialized from the crowd. She threw her arms around Wendy with such exuberance that blue liquid nearly sloshed onto the marble floor.
"You actually came! Isn't this place just the most incredible, wonderful, magical place you've ever seen? It's like we literally died and went to heaven." Tink's words tumbled out with barely a breath between them. Her pupils were large, not seeming to want to stay in one place for more than a second. She was certainly having a good time.
Up close, her dress was even more revealing than in the photo. The sides cut almost to her hip bones, the neckline so low her chest was in danger of falling out, not that Wendy thought she would mind. Glitter dusted her collarbones and shoulders, catching the light as she talked with her hands.
Wendy looked back over at John and noticed how he looked at Tink. She remembered when he used to look at her like that. She wasn't jealous, well not entirely anyway. But she was determined that by the end of the night John would look at her the same way.
"It's certainly... unique," Wendy agreed, returning the hug with a smile. "We've only just arrived."
"Then you've met practically no one! Catastrophe! Emergency! We must fix this immediately!" Tink looped her arm through Wendy's, and steadying herself in the process. She nodded to two men who had approached with her. "James, Mikey, meet my work wife! Wendy these are the Lost brothers."
The Lost brothers stood out even among the beautiful people filling Peter's home. Both tall and athletic, they shared the same striking blue eyes but little else. James, the older one judging by the subtle lines around his eyes, wore a tailored slate gray pinstripe suit like a gangster from the 1920s. His dark blonde hair was styled into a pseudo mohawk, his smile white and perfect, like he could model for a toothpaste commercial.
"The famous Wendy. Pleasure to finally meet you. The way Tink had been talking about you I was starting to think you were just some fairytale." His handshake lingered, thumb brushing the inside of her wrist causing goosebumps to shoot up her arm.
Michael was his brother's polar opposite, platinum blonde hair pulled back in a manbun, midnight blue suit with no tie, several buttons undone. His smile was more like a smirk, like there was some big secret that only he knew about. Instead of shaking Wendy's hand, like his brother, he pulled her into a half-hug, his fingers tickling her spine.
"Tink's been obsessed with bringing you here for weeks," he said, his arm casually remaining around her shoulders. "Now I understand why. You are absolutely delicious."
"The Lost boys," Peter explained to John, who was watching the interaction with growing discomfort. "Heirs to the Lost Hotel fortune, guardians of mischief, and my first believers when the world said I was just a crazy dropout with nothing but charm and a dream!"
John nodded politely, extending his hand to James, who seemed to be the more approachable of the two. "John Darling."
"Ah yes, the risk assessor," James nodded. "Peter mentioned you might have some interesting business propositions."
"Speaking of which!" Peter exclaimed, hopping down from the bar into a half squat. "John, why don't we step into my office? Get away from this noise and discuss what you had in mind?"
John hesitated, glancing at Wendy now flanked by Tink and Michael, with James hovering nearby. "Maybe another time. We just got here."
"Nonsense!" Peter insisted. "Opportunity pirouettes past while hesitation sits tying its shoes! Besides," he gestured to the group surrounding Wendy, "your wife is in excellent hands."
Wendy caught John's questioning look. "Go," she encouraged. "This is what we came for, right? I'm fine here with Tink." She pressed her lips to his cheek.
"Twenty minutes, tops," Peter promised, already grabbing John's hand and steering him toward a hallway. "We'll solve the problems of your corporate universe and return before the next song ends!"
As they disappeared into the crowd, Wendy felt a momentary pang of anxiety. She took another sip of her drink for courage, the mysterious flavor calming her nerves.
"Now that the chaperone's gone," Michael grinned, "let's introduce you to the real Neverland experience."
James materialized on her other side, effectively bracketing her between the brothers. "Don't look so worried, Wendy. The night's just beginning."
Wendy took another nervous drink, placing the empty glass on the bar as Tink pushed past James and stood beside her. The room began to spin, Wendy's low alcohol tolerance already rearing its head.
"Goodness, you two look like lost puppies who have never seen a beautiful woman before. Let her breathe." Tink nudged the two brothers away, giving Wendy space. Wendy couldn't help but laugh. Tink may have been barely five feet tall, but she was not afraid to push people around to get what she wanted.
"First thing's first." Tink placed her small purse on the bar rummaging through it, before producing a silver pillbox engraved with stars. She opened it to reveal a fine white powder. "Let's fly together, Wendy."
Wendy's eyes widened. "Oh, I don't think-"
"Just a tiny bump," Tink insisted. "It barely counts. Makes everything brighter, more vivid, more real somehow."
"I haven't done anything like that since college," Wendy admitted. "I'm not sure-"
"Like riding a bicycle," James offered, appearing back at her side. "The body remembers."
Michael's hand found the small of her back. "Live a little, Wendy. Don't be afraid to experience youth and joy."
Wendy's cheeks burned. Is that what they thought? That she didn't know how to have a good time? "I'm not sure John would-"
"John's off talking business with Peter," Michael said, his hand sliding lower on her back. "He's doing all the boring grown-up stuff. There's no reason for you to be boring too."
Wendy hesitated, watching Tink dab a small amount on her knuckle, then inhale quickly. A shiver of bliss slid down her tiny frame. "Delicious!"
She dumped a little more on her knuckle. "Don't worry about John, silly. He's with Peter, and if a deal is going to be made he's going to be flying even higher than us."
"You don't think John will be mad?" A ridiculous question, she knew. Tink didn't know John at all, none of them did, but she needed the reassurance in order to do what she was about to do.
"Forget them, Wendy. Forget them all," Tink pressed closer to her. Her chest brushing against Wendy's arm. "While you're here, you don't need to worry about grown-up things. This is literally the most magical place in the world. You came here to have fun, remember?"
The powder on Tink's finger seemed to be taunting her. She felt the eyes of her new friends on her as she weighed her decision. This was a once in a lifetime party. After tonight, she would go back to being the mom of two adorable kids with bills and a job. If she was going to be here, she might as well make the most of it. With a deep breath, Wendy mirrored Tink's actions. A quick inhale, then...
The effect was almost instant. A pleasant burning sensation bloomed in her sinuses before a wave of warmth cascaded down her spine, radiating outward until even her fingertips tingled. Colors intensified dramatically. Tink's green dress now seemed to pulse with its own internal light, the ambient blues of the room deepening to an oceanic richness that made Wendy feel she could dive into the walls themselves.
"Oh," she breathed, her pupils dilating. She ran her fingers across her cheek, moaning softly at the intensity of the self contact. The music that was pumping into the room suddenly seemed more alive, like each note struck a different pleasure center in her brain.
"There she is," James murmured appreciatively, watching the transformation. His voice sounded simultaneously distant and intensely close, as if he were speaking directly into her mind. "Now the magic of the night truly starts."
"The music," she whispered, reaching out her hand. "I can almost see it."
Tink took Wendy's hand, causing her to burn with need. "That's just the beginning. Come on. Dance with me, Wendy. Dance like you did when obligations and expectations were just meaningless words."
Wendy allowed herself to be led through the crowd toward a room where music throbbed and bodies moved in hypnotic rhythm. The Lost brothers followed, their hands resting on Wendy's back causing flames of desire to spark between her thighs.
For the first time in years, she felt completely present in her body. Every sensation magnified, every emotion intensified. The crushing weight of responsibility that had become so familiar she'd stopped noticing it suddenly lifted, leaving her weightless.
"Fly with me, Wendy," Tink said as they reached the dance floor and she threw her arms around her friend's shoulders. Wendy let herself go. Let the music and the lights whisk her away to a far away land. A land where she was forever young, and there would be no consequences.

Peter's office occupied the entire west wing of the second floor. As soon as John entered the room he felt like he'd been transported back in time nearly 100 years. The sleek, modern decor of the rest of the house vanished, replaced instead by leather-bound books and antique maps on the wall. The only slightly modern style in the office was the huge bay window beside Peter's desk that overlooked the dance floor.


"Welcome to my thinking room!" Peter announced, bouncing on his toes. "Where all the boring money matters happen so the fun can happen everywhere else. The responsible part of irresponsibility, if you will."
John stepped toward the floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the main floor. From this vantage point, the entire party unfolded like a living tapestry beneath them. He spotted Wendy still at the bar with Tink and the Lost brothers.
"Quite the surveillance system you've got here," John noted, attempting at humor but sounding more critical than intended. From this vantage point he could see almost every inch of the main area.
"Surveillance?" Peter laughed, the sound unexpectedly sharp. "Such a grown-up word for something as simple as watching over what's mine. Haven't you ever wanted to just... watch, John?"
Something about the way he said it made the hairs on the back of John's neck stand up. However, before he could consider a response Peter moved to a bar cart in the corner, crystal containers filled with mysterious liquids catching the light.
"Business first, pleasure second. That's how the best partnerships begin." Peter poured the liquid into two heavy glasses. "This whiskey is older than most mortgages. Aged in barrels that were around when our grandfathers could still see the wonder in the world."
John accepted the glass, inhaling the rich aroma. It smelled like expensive whiskey. "Thank you." He held the glass, clinking it with Peter's before lifting it to his lips. He took a small, guarded, sip, expecting it to burn all the way to his stomach. But it was smooth, and he found himself taking a larger sip before walking toward the desk.
Peter took a long swig of his, setting it on the large mahogany desk before flopping into the leather chair, spinning in a circle. "The best stories are always watched from above. Gods prefer the aerial perspective. I've never understood why men don't as well."
John laughed, then turned to look at Peter directly. "So, you're a God now?"
"Heavens no. Gods are so boring. Too many rules, too much punishment." Peter took a slow sip, his eyes never leaving John's face. "I'm something far more exciting. I'm... possibility." He giggled like he had just told the funniest joke ever. "So, this financial wizardry you mentioned, something about diversifying my risky lifestyle?"
The whiskey slowly burned away the knot of anxiety in John's chest, his shoulders loosened. "Well, I think your lifestyle is..." His eyes were drawn to the window where he watched Tink leading Wendy toward the dance floor. "incredible. But your finances could use some strategic protection."
"Tink has an eye for people who've forgotten how to fly. She believes bringing them here helps them fight their true self." He kicked off the desk, completing another circle in his chair. "Their clipped wings, she likes to call it."
John watched Wendy laugh at something Tink said, her face bright with joy. Was that how she felt? Like John had clipped her wings? The Lost brothers flanked them, but the dancing looked innocent enough. Fun, even. "She does seem... relaxed."
"Forgetting all those things that bring us to an early grave, I hope." Peter refilled John's glass without asking. "That's the magic of this place. It strips away all the pretense, all the suffocating expectations."
"I believe someone such as you would call that protection," Peter continued, drawing out the word. "Always the sensible one, aren't you, John? Always calculating exits before you've even entered the room."
John's jaw tightened. He was losing control of this conversation. "Someone has to think about tomorrow."
"And there lies the tragedy! Tomorrow is a prison most people build themselves." Peter leaned forward onto his elbows. "The most successful partnerships happen between men who understand each other completely. No facades, no corporate masks."
John took another drink, it tasted almost like candy, but still held the warmth of whiskey. "Of course, but someone has to think about the future. My firm specializes in risk management for high-net-worth individuals. With your portfolio, I believe we could structure investments to maximize growth while protecting your core assets..."
"You know what separates the truly successful from the merely comfortable?" Peter interrupted, opening a small wooden box on the table between them. Several lines of white powder were arranged on a mirrored surface. "The willingness to take... calculated risks."
John stiffened. "I appreciate the offer, but I'm fine."
"Fine?" Peter cocked his head, studying John with those unsettling green eyes. "Don't you see? That's the problem. We shouldn't settle for fine," he scoffed, his face contorting as if he was in physical pain. "We shouldn't settle for fine. We should want exquisite, impossible!"
"It's not about that." John glanced toward the window again. Wendy was dancing now, the Lost brothers moving closer. "I just don't think it's appropriate for a business meeting."
"Business meeting?" Peter laughed, the sound sharp. "John, look around. This isn't some sterile conference room. Being one of the boys means trusting one another. Letting go of false pretensions about responsibility."
He leaned back, kicking his bare feet up on the desk. "You're asking me to be part of your family. In Neverland, family shares everything. Secrets, riches... starlight."
John weighed his options. He didn't want to offend Peter in his own home. Especially when he was asking him to make such a big decision. "It's not about trust. The kids are asleep back home. I don't want to be hungover tomorrow."
"Ah, the parent card. The universal anchor that keeps adults tethered to the ground instead of flying through the trees." Peter set the box aside and opened his desk drawer, pulling out a small pipe. "Every major deal I've closed started exactly like this. Two men, honest conversation, shared experiences."
"I can see you're still in corporate mode, John." As he spoke, Peter pulled out a small bag of marijuana, pinching off a healthy piece and placing it in the pipe. "But the biggest opportunities come to those brave enough to step outside their comfort zone."
He pushed the pipe toward John. "The most fascinating thing about prisons is some are so comfortable their inmates forget they're even locked up."
John hesitated, looking from Peter to the pipe. "Guaranteed to evaporate from your system by sunrise, like morning dew," Peter said with a child-like grin.
"I really should get back to Wendy soon."
"Of course." Peter's voice carried a hint of disappointment. "I'm sure she can't wait to get back to her boring life of regrets and responsibilities."
The remark cut deeper than it should have. John looked back out the window. Wendy was pressed between Tink and the Lost brothers now, James's arms wrapped around her hips. He felt the first hints of anger and jealousy watching another man touch his wife, but then he saw the radiant smile on her face, could almost hear the laughter radiating off her as Tink whispered something in her ear.
Did she really have regrets? About their life? About him?
"She's having no trouble letting go," Peter said softly. "Tell me John, when does the risk assessor stop measuring danger and start feeling alive?"
John watched Wendy spin between the Lost brothers, despite the thump of the bass, he could hear her laughter in his head. When had he become the person who stopped having fun? Years of waiting for that promotion that never came, chasing clients who slipped away because he was too cautious, too professional, too safe. Was he about to lose Peter the same way? Miss out on the biggest opportunity of his career because he was afraid to take a risk?
John's grip tightened on his glass. The whiskey was making everything feel distant, dreamy. "One hit, you'll feel like a bird soaring through the night sky."
"Just one," John said, against his better judgment, picking up the pipe. Peter leaned forward with a lighter, watching with satisfaction as John inhaled.
The effect wasn't immediate like alcohol, but gradual. It was a subtle unfurling of tension, as if someone were slowly loosening each knot in his body. John felt himself melt into the chair. All his anxiety about the kids and the bills seemed to dissolve as he let out a long sigh, his eyes fluttering closed.
Part of him wanted to panic. This was no way for any responsible adult to act. He had smoked weed in college, but that was nothing compared to whatever this was. With each passing second the rational voice in his head telling him to get out of there, to run, was being overshadowed by a sense of calm that told him to just enjoy the ride.
"Better?" Peter's voice sounded distant, like he was floating away.
John tried to nod, but everything felt like air, too light to interact with. He smiled instead, or at least he thought he did. He wasn't sure, and the room began to bleed away, his eyelids refusing to stay open. Peter's musical laugh seeped into his ears causing John to want to laugh along with him as the room and everything in it dissolved into nothing.

On the dance floor below them, Wendy was getting flying lessons of her own.
A thin sheet of sweat had already formed on her body as she danced with Tink. The beat seemed to be pulsing through her bloodstream, the music coming more alive than ever before. She was in the center of Tink and the Lost Brothers, their bodies growing closer with each sway of their hips.
Tink stood in front of Wendy, her arms wrapped around the taller woman's neck, her eyes level with the pendant that rested between Wendy's chest. "You're the literal definition of stunning," Tink yelled over the music, freeing her left hand from around Wendy's neck. "And this necklace is absolutely breathtaking."
Wendy sucked in air as Tink's silver-tipped nails slid across her skin making fire ignite in Wendy's core as she examined the jewelry. James used the opportunity to pull her closer, his arms wrapping around her hips and resting on her exposed thigh.
Michael stepped closer to Wendy's side, not wanting to be excluded, his fingers coming to rest on her stomach creating a sort of cocoon of warmth and sensation that made it hard for Wendy to breathe. Every touch seemed to light up her nerve endings like a Christmas tree. The stimulation was overwhelming, making Wendy feel like she was falling into a deep, dark pit. One that she never wanted to dig out of.
"This is insane, I feel so..." Wendy lost her words, her body arching into their collective touch.
"Peter always says, insanity is just another word for freedom," Tink giggled, her touch now tracing the small chain at Wendy's throat. "This is how life should feel, not like those boring Monday meetings."
Wendy opened her mouth to disagree, but found herself nodding instead. Tink was right, Wendy hadn't felt this good since she was in college, maybe even before that. She had been so busy ensuring everyone else was happy that she no longer remembered the definition of the word. Electricity pulsed through her, causing her fingertips to tingle. She'd told John that she wanted to enjoy herself tonight. So, why did it still feel like she was holding on to something when every ounce of her was screaming to let it go?
"Your pulse is racing," James whispered, his lips brushing against the curve of her neck. His fingers found the spot where her thigh met hip, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp as he began to grind into her. "That's not fear, Wendy." His fingers maintained their steady pressure, making it harder for her to think straight. "You don't have to be perfect all the time."
Wendy blinked, allowing the euphoric sensation to wash over her. The music still pulsed in her ears, but it sounded muted, like she was in a well. When she opened her eyes, she saw Tink's smile grow larger, she seemed to be closer now, but it was hard to tell. All she could do was stare at her glossy lips. They looked so full, so delicate.
She licked her lips, wanting them to match the moisture of Tink's. From the corner of her eye she saw movement, she assumed it was Michael, but she wasn't sure, she was too focused on the slight curl of Tink's mouth, the way it seemed to be the perfect shade of pink with just a hint of red. She wondered what those lips felt like, they were probably soft, like a cloud. And the taste, probably like cherries or strawberries.
Michael's fingers slid up her ribs, brushing the side of her chest. She was also faintly aware of James's touch sliding across her thigh, getting dangerously close to a place no man other than John had touched in over a decade. But she couldn't focus on that right now, Tink's mouth had parted slightly, her tongue, dainty compared to John's, slid from between them. Wendy's entire body was engulfed in a flame of lust, she couldn't understand what was coming over her, but in that moment all she wanted was to focus on were those lips.
Without further thought, Wendy leaned forward, her lips finding Tink's in an instant. Her tongue darting past her lips in search of her friend's. The kiss was everything Wendy needed, and she heard herself moan into the other woman's mouth. The kiss did nothing however to stop the inferno growing within her. Wendy reached out, pulled Tink's body tighter to her as the urgency of the kiss grew.
The kiss deepened, and Wendy felt herself drowning in sensation. Tink's lips were impossibly soft, tasting faintly of champagne and cherry blossoms. Every nerve ending in her body seemed to fire at once. The fairy dust amplified not just the physical contact but the emotional liberation of the moment. Wendy's skin prickled with desire. For the first time since she married John, she was giving herself permission to just let go and have fun. The responsible mother, the dutiful wife, the careful woman who always considered consequences--that person felt like a costume she'd finally been allowed to shed. For the first time in years, Wendy was kissing someone because she wanted to, not because it was expected or scheduled or part of maintaining her marriage. The freedom was intoxicating, more potent than any drug.
When they finally broke apart, Wendy's eyes fluttered open, pupils dilated and breathing unsteady. She'd never kissed a girl before, not like that at least. The music buzzed around her, but it felt softer, like they were in their own little cocoon with colors dancing around them.
"Mmm," Tink hummed, running her tongue slowly across her bottom lip. "You taste like secrets and strawberries." Her fingers traced the chain of Wendy's necklace, the touch sending sparks down her spine. "I bet the boys would love a taste too."
Heat flooded Wendy's cheeks as she became acutely aware of James and Michael still pressed against her, their hands never having left her body during the kiss. "Tink, I--" She started to step back, but Michael's grip on her waist tightened slightly, the hard lump pressed against her backside taking her breath away.
"This is literal heaven, Wendy," Tink laughed, her voice bright and careless. "We're all friends here. Don't overthink it." She gestured to James with a theatrical flourish. "James has the most incredible mouth. Don't you, James?"
James's smile deepened. Wendy had never been into bad boys before, but something about the menacing way he looked at her caused little jolts of lightning to shoot through her core. Before she could process what was happening his lips were on Wendy's neck where it met her shoulder. "Tink's right," he murmured against her skin, his breath warm and intoxicating. "I do."
Wendy's knees nearly buckled as his mouth worked against her neck, tongue flicking across her pulse point. "Ahhh," she moaned, as the music drowned out the sound. She didn't know if it was the rush of another man's lips on her body, or the drugs racing through her system, but it felt like a hundred mouths were all on her skin at once. All making direct contact with nerve endings. Her hands unconsciously gripped the jacket of his suit, pulling him harder into her. Her hips rolling on their own, making him gasp against her neck.
"See?" Tink's voice sounded distant. Like she was on another planet. "You're practically melting. When's the last time you felt so... alive." Through half-lidded eyes, Wendy watched Tink fly away. Or maybe she was just dancing?
Never, Wendy thought, but couldn't form the words. Michael materialized in front of her, his lips finding the other side of her neck, his fingertips brushing against her arms causing goosebumps to explode across her skin. His technique was different from his brother's. His lips were softer, more teasing, like butterfly wings against her skin.
"This is--" Wendy tried to protest, but the words came out as more of a sigh than an objection.
"The most fun you've had in years?" James whispered against her ear, his arms wrapping around her, fingers sprawled out resting on her exposed thigh.
"But John..."
"Is taking care of all the important stuff so you can have fun. That's why you came here, right? To have fun?" As he spoke, James's fingers slid further up Wendy's thigh, disappearing under her short dress.
Michael pulled back slightly, his blue eyes locked on hers. "Just a taste," he said softly, his thumb brushing across her bottom lip. "That's all."
Wendy's breath caught. She should say no. Should step away. Should find John and go home to their safe, predictable life. But the fairy dust coursed through her veins like liquid starlight, and James's fingers... She shuddered as his thumb brushed along her hip. She tried to maneuver her body. To pull away? To guide his fingers toward the furnace between her legs? She couldn't think straight. She was drunk, or high or...
"You're still stuck in the real world. Break free, Wendy. Join us in a place where you never have to grow up." James's words cut through her fog just as his lips brushed against the back side of her ear. His hand rested on her hip, his fingers lightly pressed against the front of her damp thong, his strong arms holding her in place, not allowing her to grind into it, something she suddenly wanted more than anything in the world.
When Michael leaned down this time, Wendy didn't pull away. She stood frozen, heart hammering against her ribs, as his lips brushed hers with agonizing gentleness. Asking permission with each soft touch.
Wendy's resolve crumbled like sand. Her lips parted slightly, and Michael took the invitation, deepening the kiss with an eagerness that made her toes curl in her heels. Behind her, James finally released his death grip on her waist, allowing Wendy to press into his fingers.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned into Michael's mouth, with more enthusiasm than she intended. James's fingers sank into the soft fabric of her panties applying just enough pressure to make Wendy see stars. Her arms wrapped around the neck of Michael, sucking his tongue into her mouth.
When James finally pulled away, Wendy was breathless and dizzy, clinging to both brothers for support.
"That looked absolutely delicious," Tink declared, appearing seemingly out of nowhere. "You look absolutely parched." She held up a cup of something blue. Wendy smiled weakly, taking the cup and downing its contents in one drink.
The fruity drink instantly cooled Wendy's overheated body. The aftertaste giving a sort of coconut vibe. Before she could properly thank her friend, James's fingers disappeared from her body giving her a sense of loss. She was quickly spun around, her hand clutching Michael's tattooed arm to ensure she didn't fall. Her gaze was now on James, his smirk playful and wild.
"My turn?" he asked, his fingers curling around the base of her neck.


This time, Wendy leaned in before so much as a second thought. Her inhibitions shattered as her lips brushed against the older brother's. His kiss was exactly what she expected, demanding, firm. He bit down on her bottom lip, fisting her hair in his hand as his kiss consumed her.
James's kiss left Wendy's world spinning, a trail of spit connecting her with the taller brother as they finally broke apart. Her mind was in a deep fog. It was like all she could focus on was the attention she was getting. The heat that started in her core had grown into an inferno and ignited every part of her body.
"Your body is on fire. It's so delicious." James kept in constant contact with Wendy. His arms around her waist, pulling her body tight against his. Like his brother, he allowed his fingers to slide over her exposed thigh.
"Oh my God, you three look absolutely perfect together," Tink's voice cut through the haze, though she didn't seem surprised by what she found. Her eyes sparkled with something that might have been satisfaction as she took in the scene.
Wendy's body tensed for a moment, like a kid caught with her hand in the cookie jar. "Tink, I--"
"Was just enjoying this song," Michael interjected from behind her. Wendy's hips were still moving, but becoming less of a dance, and more of a sway, a response to contact from her partners.
"Well don't let me stop you." Tink smiled up at Wendy, her eyes saying everything her words didn't. "I was just going to go rescue John from his boring meeting with Peter. Is that man always so serious?"
"Yessss," Wendy sighed although more to James's lips on her collarbone than Tink's words. Between her hungry kisses, and Michael's strong arms wrapped around her she felt like she was being swept away in an ocean of maddening bliss. It was getting harder and harder to convince herself to fight the current.
"Do you want to come with me to find them? I know the boys can be a little... much when left to their own devices." She gave them each a stern look, but it did nothing to stop the wave of pleasure they were delivering to Wendy.
"I should..."
Michael's fingers pressed into the soft flesh of her inner thigh and Wendy sighed, throwing her head back to rest on his strong chest.
"One more song," Michael whispered, his fingers teasing the edge of her panties, where the fabric hugged the crease of her thigh.
"Yeah, one more song," James repeated, his lips pressed against the top of her chest as his tongue explored the valley between them.
"Ahhh," Wendy's eyes snapped shut. Her hand sliding up the smooth skin of the back of James's head. "One... one more song. I'll be fine," she said breathlessly, her hips grinding against Michael.
In the flashing lights and sea of bodies, the three of them moved as one. The music pulsed through Wendy's bloodstream, each beat syncing with her racing heart. Michael's hands splayed across her stomach, thumbs tracing patterns that made her nerve endings sing. James's mouth worked its way up from the valley between her breasts to the hollow of her throat, teeth grazing sensitive skin.
Then she felt it. James's fingers sliding higher beneath her dress, past the boundary of her thigh, seeking the heat between her legs.
For a split second, she allowed her legs to part slightly. She sucked in air as James's digit pressed against her bare, wet, heat. Then, using every ounce of willpower she could muster, she placed her hand on his wrist and pushed his fingers away.
John's face materialized in her mind. Not angry, not disappointed. Just... there. Real. Solid. The father of her children. Her husband of ten years. She could picture him exactly as he'd looked tonight, straightening his tie in their bedroom mirror, that nervous smile when he'd complimented her dress.
"Wait." The word came out breathier than she intended, undermined by the way her body arched into Michael's chest. "Wait, I... this is too fast."
Michael's hands stilled against her stomach. James pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, his expression shifting. For a heartbeat she thought she saw calculation there, a predator recognizing the need for a different approach. Then his face softened into understanding.
"Hey, of course." James's thumb stroked the inside of her wrist where her pulse hammered. "We're just trying to have a good time, is all. We can do whatever you want."
"Whatever you like," Michael repeated, his voice warm against her ear. His hands remained on her waist, a steady presence rather than demanding one. "You just let us know what that is"
Wendy's thoughts tumbled over themselves, slippery and hard to grasp. Her whole body was alive and there was a part of her, a larger part than she cared to admit that wanted nothing more than to allow Michael to have his way with her. But she knew it was wrong. So deliciously wrong. She should stop. Should step away entirely. Find John and go home, back to her kids and her mundane life.
But the fairy dust still sang in her veins, and James's eyes were so blue in the strobing lights, and Michael's body felt so solid behind her, and when was the last time she'd felt this alive?
"Kissing is okay," she heard herself say, the rationalization spilling out too quickly. "And touching. But... over clothes. Just..." She couldn't quite finish the sentence, couldn't articulate where the line was when she wasn't entirely sure herself.
"Just not too far," Michael finished gently. His hands moved to safer territory, palms smoothing up her ribcage, making her nipples painfully hard. "We can do that. Right, James?"
"Absolutely." James's hand remained on her hip, no longer seeking to move higher. "Whatever you're comfortable with, beautiful. We have all night."
Relief and disappointment warred in Wendy's chest. She'd set a boundary. She was still in control. This was fine. It was just dancing, just kissing. Nothing she couldn't explain away tomorrow as the influence of alcohol and atmosphere.
Nothing she couldn't forgive herself for.
James leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull away. When she didn't, his lips found hers in a kiss that was somehow both softer and more consuming than before. His tongue traced her bottom lip, requesting rather than demanding entrance. When she opened to him, he made a sound deep in his throat that sent heat pooling low in her belly.
Behind her, Michael's mouth worked the curve where her neck met her shoulder, each kiss deliberate and maddeningly gentle. His hands stayed exactly where they were, thumbs brushing the underside of her breasts through her dress in a touch that was barely there but impossible to ignore.
"You taste like liquorish," James murmured against her mouth, and the line should have been absurd but somehow wasn't. His hand cupped her face, tilting her head to deepen the kiss, his other palm pressed flat against the small of her back applying just enough force to make her press into his manhood.
Michael's teeth grazed her earlobe and she gasped into James's mouth. "You're so responsive," Michael breathed. "Every little touch makes you tremble."
It was true. Her body had become a live wire, every nerve ending hyperaware. The silk of her dress felt like liquid fire against her skin. When James's hand slid to her hip, thumb pressing just above her hipbone, she arched involuntarily.
"That's it," James encouraged, breaking their kiss to watch her face. "Let yourself go, Wendy. You don't have to think so hard."
But that was exactly what she needed to do, think. The fairy dust made everything feel distant and dreamy, made her forget why she'd been so careful all these years. When Michael's hand ventured slightly higher, cupping the outside of her breast through the dress, she knew she should stop him.
Instead, she pressed into his palm.
"So perfect," Michael murmured, his other hand sliding around to her stomach, pulling her tighter against him. She could feel every inch of him now, including the hard length pressing against her lower back. She could tell he was larger than John and even though she knew it was wrong, she couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like inside of her.
James's mouth found hers again, this kiss more insistent. His hand joined his brother's at her hip, both of them now holding her between them. The thin fabric of her dress felt like nothing, like it barely existed. When James's thumb brushed across her nipple, she moaned into his mouth, rationalizing to herself that it was still over her dress.
"God, that sound," James growled, his control slipping. "Do that again."
Michael obliged, his palm pressing more firmly against her breast, thumb circling the taut peak. Wendy's head fell back onto his shoulder, breaking the kiss with James, her breath coming in short gasps. The music pounded around them but it seemed distant now, drowned out by her own racing heartbeat.
This was too much. This was exactly enough. She couldn't tell the difference anymore.
James took advantage of her exposed throat, his mouth hot against her pulse point. "You're so beautiful when you let go." His hand slid to her lower back, fingertips dancing along the base of her spine. "I can feel you fighting it. Fighting yourself."
"I'm not..." But she was. Every muscle in her body was tensed, caught between diving deeper and pulling away.
"It's okay to want this," Michael said against her ear. His hand left her breast to tilt her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes. Even in the dim, strobing light, she could see the heat there. "We're not asking you to do anything you don't want. Are we?"
And that was the problem, wasn't it? She did want this. Wanted their hands on her, wanted their mouths, wanted to forget about mortgages and parent-teacher conferences and the slow death of spontaneity. The fairy dust hadn't created these desires, it had just stripped away the layers of guilt and responsibility that usually kept them buried.
"No," she admitted, the word barely audible. "You're not."
James's smile was wolfish. "Then stop thinking so much." His hand slid lower, cupping her ass through the dress, squeezing. "Live a little."
When Michael's lips found hers this time, Wendy surrendered to it. His kiss was different from his brother's, more patient, more exploratory. His tongue swept against hers in slow strokes that made her knees weak. Behind her, James's hands roamed freely over her ass and thighs, always remaining outside her dress but somehow making that limitation feel more erotic than if he'd stripped her bare.
"You're so tense," James murmured, his palms smoothing up the outside of her thighs, pulling her dress higher but not quite high enough to expose anything. "Let us help you relax."
His hands slid around to her inner thighs, pressing them apart slightly. Wendy's breath hitched. He wasn't touching her, not really, but the promise of it made her head spin.
"Still okay?" Michael asked against her lips, his hand returning to her breast.
She should say no. Should stop this before it went any further. But James's hands were so warm on her inner thighs, and Michael's thumb was circling her nipple again, and her entire body felt like it might combust if they stopped touching her.
"Yessss," she breathed, the word dissolving into a moan as James's teeth found her neck.
When James's hand slid between her thighs again, Wendy tensed. But he didn't go further than before. His palm simply rested against the inside of her thigh, his fingers splayed wide, applying gentle pressure. Over her dress. Still over her dress.
"Breathe," he instructed, his mouth at her ear. "Just feel."
She did. Felt Michael's hand kneading her breast, his palm creating delicious friction through the thin fabric. Felt James's hand so close to where she ached, the heat of it radiating through her dress. Felt the hard press of their bodies against hers, front and back, surrounding her.
Felt herself losing the battle between should and want.
"We should..." Wendy struggled to form words. "I need... a break. I need..."
"Fresh air?" Michael suggested, his hand sliding from her breast to her waist. "There's a terrace. Quieter. Cooler."
James nodded against her neck. "Or we could find Peter and John. See how that boring business talk is going."
The way he said it made it clear which option he preferred. And the terrifying, exhilarating truth was that Wendy preferred it too. Some distant part of her knew that going anywhere private with them was a terrible idea. That "fresh air" was just a euphemism for taking this further than she'd already allowed.
But that voice was so faint now, drowned by fairy dust and desire and the way her body hummed with need.
"Just for a minute," she heard herself say. "To cool down."
Michael's smile spread slowly, triumphantly. "Of course. Just a minute." He took her hand, his fingers lacing through hers. He shared a look with his brother, a wolf in sheep's clothing.
James's hand settled on her lower back, guiding her. "This way."
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The room wouldn't stop spinning. John closed his eyes, afraid that the spinning would make him sick and he didn't want to risk losing a potential client over something as simple as a weak stomach, after just a few hits from a pipe.
When John opened his eyes, the leather chair beneath him was gone. Peter's office had dissolved. Or maybe he'd dissolved into it. Now, he was standing at his front door.
He frowned, looking at his watch and trying to understand what was happening. 9:17PM. He was just getting off work, but how could that be possible? How much time had he lost? How many days? His hands began to shake as he opened the front door, hoping to see Wendy and try to understand what was happening.
A chill had washed over him as he entered the house, and he made a note to turn down the AC. As the door shut behind him, he saw Wendy asleep on the sofa. The house was quiet, she mush have already gotten the kids to bed. He hated missing bed time, hated that Wendy always fell asleep on the couch.
"Sorry I'm late," he said, kneeling in front of the sofa and giving Wendy a shake. "Kids go down okay?"
Wendy sat up from the sofa, giving John a light smile as she rubbed her neck. "Yeah, not too bad," she whispered, wiping the sleep from her eyes. "Sam got an 'A' on his math test. He wanted to show you, but." She trailed off, and John could swear he saw tears in her eyes.
"I know. I'm sorry. The Sanderson file needed my attention and--"
"Something always needs your attention." She wasn't looking at him, but John could tell from her tone she was angry.
"I know. Tomorrow will be better. I'll make sure to get off on time."
"You said that yesterday, John." Her hand went to her cheek. "You always say that."
"Hey, don't cry," he whispered, he rushed over to the sofa to sit next to her, but when he went to put his arm around her she vanished.
"What the hell?" He shot to his feet, and suddenly he was standing outside the front door again. He glanced at his watch, his heart threatening to beat out of his chest. 9:17PM.
He rushed through the door, startling Wendy awake as he struggled to catch his breath, his pulse racing.
"You're late," Wendy said, flatly. "The kids went down about an hour ago. Dinner is on the stove."
"Wendy, I--"
"Had an important meeting. I know." She let out a strangled sigh, shaking her head. "But we are important too, John. The kids miss you... I miss you."
It felt like a weight was sitting on his chest. Tears stung the back of his eyes as he rushed over to her, but just like before the moment he reached her she seemed to vanish into thin air only for him to find himself in front of the door again at exactly 9:17.
And again.
And again.
Each time, John moved faster. Apologized quicker. Reached for Wendy more desperately. But the result was always the same. Just as he reached her, she would dissolve like smoke and he'd be back at the front door.
After the tenth time, or maybe the hundredth, he wiped the tears that had streaked his face and refused to walk through the door. He didn't want to keep living this nightmare, he couldn't do it. He would rather die than go through the door one more time to see the way his wife looked at him, to know the kids were already in bed and she would wake up angry with him.
All at once, there was a bright light, and the world was spinning again. He couldn't understand what was happening to him. Was this what people went though when they talked about having a bad trip? He closed his eyes, waiting for the fury of the storm to die down and he felt like he was back on solid ground. When he opened his eyes this time, he was standing in their bedroom. Wendy was at the center of the bed wearing a bright red teddy that he hadn't seen in years. The tops of her chest stuck out as the silk fabric dipped down. Her manicured nails, pink with white tips, slowly pulled at the hem on the gown, exposing her creamy thighs.
"Care to join me?" she asked, with a sultry voice. She was giving him her best bedroom eyes. It was a look he hadn't seen in what felt like forever.
John tried to move toward her, but he was frozen in place. A quick glance at his feet revealed why. Client folders were sprawled out in front of him. He picked up the first one, the Sanderson file. He just needed to sign off on the report. A pen materialized and he quickly scribbled his name, the file crumbling away into the ether. He took a step toward the bed, but another file lay in his way. This time it was the Henderson file. He picked it up, it was thicker than the previous one. He remembered when he made that deal. The company had been downsizing, John was on the cusp of losing his job, and with it likely the house, but the Henderson deal came through at the last second and had saved him from the cutting block.
"Hurry, baby. It's been so long." Wendy let the strap of the teddy fall from her shoulder, the pink flesh of her nipple coming into view taut with anticipation.
"I'll... I'll be right there," John stammered, finding the last page of the report and vaporizing the file with the swipe of his pen. But the moment it was gone three more took it's place, each one more important than the last.
"I've been so lonely, John. I need you." She had fallen to her back now, the silk material pulled up to her hip, her fingers disappearing under the thin fabric of panties. "Mmm, God I need you," she purred, her eyes fluttering closed.
John's hands moved frantically, signing off on the Baker account, all three volumes, but the moment the last one crumbled away, a dozen more materialized. Client proposals. Risk assessments. Thompson's performance reviews. Each one urgent, each one necessary, each one standing between him and his wife.
"John, please," Wendy gasped, her hand moving faster beneath the silk. Her other hand moved to her breast, pushing the teddy aside, exposing herself fully. "I need... I need you to..."
"I'm trying!" John was wading through papers now, up to his waist. For every file he signed, three more appeared. He watched Wendy withering on the bed, the sound of her arousal filling his ears as he signed file after file. Each file just as important as the last, each one getting him closer to that promotion and financial freedom. But what was the price?
"Oh, God. I need it so bad, baby. Please don't make me wait." His slacks grew tighter as he waded through the paperwork, desperate to make love to his wife. He didn't want to keep her waiting. He needed it just as bad as she did, but he had to get through this mountain of paperwork. He couldn't afford to let a deal slip through his hands and risk losing it all.
The smell of her arousal filled the room. Her panties had become so wet they crumbled against her leg, her bald slit glistening with her growing desire.
"Oh... I'm right there. So close..." Her tongue danced across her top lip, hips lifting off the beg as her speed increased. "I just need a little... Ugh, baby, I need you. I need--"
But the papers were multiplying exponentially now. Fifty files became a hundred became five hundred. An avalanche of responsibility burying him, rising to his chest, his shoulders, drowning him in good intentions and necessary sacrifices.
"Uhhhh..." Wendy groaned in defeat. Her movements stilled. Her breath labored as her fingers slowed over her clit. She'd finished without him. It wasn't the toe-curling release she'd hoped for, that she could have achieved with a willing partner, but it was enough to get her through the night.
She rolled to her side as John watched helpless, her breathing beginning to slow. "It's fine, babe. Just take care of your work. I'll... see you in the morning."
John fell to his knees, the paperwork stacking over his head, drowning him, suffocating him until he began to fall.

John gasped, his eyes snapping open. The papers were gone. He was back in Peter's leather chair, the office dim around him. He shot up, glancing at his watch. It was just after ten, barely any time had passed at all.
He brought his hand to his forehead, damp with sweat. The dream he'd had was unlike anything he'd ever experienced before. His heart thudded in his chest as he glanced toward the window over looking the dance floor, the vibration of the base rattling through his legs. He tried to stand, but couldn't, it was like he was in quicksand.
"I've never understood couples who claim to be in love." Peter's voice drifted from somewhere, but John couldn't see him. "It's like they think they own the other person, even if it means locking them away to rot."
"What?" John's voice came out hoarse. He turned, searching for the source.
"You've built such a beautiful cage, John." The words seemed to pulse with the bass from downstairs. "Bars in the shape of mortgages. Locks rooted in responsibility." Peter's laugh was whimsical, like he was amazed. "They say your wedding night is the happiest night of your life. Is that because afterward you're just a caged animal?"
"That's not--" John tried to stand again. This time his legs obeyed, carrying him toward the window overlooking the dance floor.
"I've always found birds in the wild to be the happiest. They soar from sky to sky completely unburdened. Their feathers are the brightest, their songs the prettiest."
Below them the mass of bodies seemed to part, until John was looking right into Wendy's eyes. She was still between the Lost brothers, just like he'd remembered, but this time her body language was completely different.
"Caged birds start to fade," Peter continued. "Until all that's left is a shell of what could have been. You see, even the subconscious knows when it's not truly free."
A giggle swept over John, Wendy's giggle. It was sounded like she was sitting right next to him it was so clear. But, on the dance floor, she wrapped her hands around James's neck, while Michael's hand slipped between her thigh.
"Oh, God. That feels so good."
John's breath caught. That wasn't possible. He was two floors up, the music was deafening, but he could hear every word. Every gasp.
"You're so wound up," Michael whispered against her ear, as her head fell back against his chest.
"It's... Oh God, it's been too long." Wendy's lips found James's as Michael's fingers completed their journey.
"I need this," Wendy breathed, her head falling back against Michael's chest. "You have no idea how badly I need this."
The words drove into John's chest like nails. She was right, it had been too long. Even the other night on the sofa, Wendy had stroked him to climax and he'd just left her, forgotten. What kind of husband did that? She deserved better, she deserved...
"Ahhh, yes." Wendy's head was thrashing on Michael's chest, the sound of her body sucking his fingers into her echoed in John's head filling his body with a warmth he didn't expect.
"Now there's a bird that is truly beautiful when she's allowed to soar." Peter's voice curled around him. "When she's not left waiting for her husband's return. When she isn't the only parent present in her children's lives."
John's hand pressed against the glass. He should go down there. Should stop this. Should--
Wendy's hand went to the front of James's pants. The sound of his zipper opening was like a shotgun blast in John's ears. He opened his mouth to scream, but no sound came out. Instead, his body responded. His manhood was suddenly aching with need as he watched Wendy's fingers disappear inside the open zipper.
"You feel amazing. I can't wait to see how tight you feel around this." Michael nipped at her ear as he undid his pants.
Wendy looked like she was in another world. Her eyes were closed, her breathing heavy as she stroked the man in front of her, her lower half responding in kind to the man behind her.
"You've been watching her fade for years." Peter's words were the loudest of all, no matter how much John tried to tune him out.. "Dimming herself to fit into the cage you built. And now look, she's incandescent."
Wendy's dress had slipped lower. James's mouth found her breast while Michael freed himself between her thighs. Her fingers tangled in the blonde mohawk, pulling him closer, her hips moving with his touch.
"Please," she moaned, her voice thick with need. "I want--Mmm, I need--"
For a moment, Wendy's body went rigid. John watched her chest heave, watched her fingers tighten in James's hair. Her free hand stretched behind her body, finding Michael's naked manhood.
John's hand found the front of his pants. He couldn't breathe, he couldn't understand why he was so aroused. He couldn't remember the last time he was this turned on. What the hell was wrong with him? The sight revolted him. Excited him. He didn't know which feeling scared him more.
Then she pushed Michael away.
"I can't." Her voice broke. "I want to. You have no idea how badly I want to... but I can't."
"Fascinating." Peter's voice held dark amusement. "The cage you built is so well-constructed, she locks herself inside it even when you're not watching. She's both prisoner and warden now."
John should have felt relieved when she pulled away, but instead he felt a weird sense of disappointment. His erection throbbed in his pants, making him look away in shame. He couldn't explain why the thought of seeing her let herself go aroused him so much.
"I'm... I'm not that person," he heard Wendy whisper before adjusting her dress and rushing off the dance floor.
"You see that?" Peter's voice taunted. "She can't even tell the type of person she is anymore. She's a bird with no wings at all. Truly tragic."
John wanted to scream that it wasn't his fault. Wendy was a good person. He wasn't holding her back, she just understood the sacrifices they were both making. But the world around him began to fracture.
"--John? Hey, can you hear me?"
His eyes drifted opened, his thoughts fluttering through the fog as reality began to come back into focus. The scent of vanilla and champagne floated through the air, green glitter dotting his vision. Wendy, he thought to himself nuzzling into the warmth of her breast, smashed against his face.
"Comfy, huh?" Tink's voice was honeyed and electric. Her glossy pink lips twisted with mischief as John realized the gravity of his mistake.
"I'm--" John started, shifting awkwardly. "I didn't mean to... I don't know what happened."
"I do," Tink said with a giggle, shifting her body to allow John to sit up, and in the process allowing him a quick glance straight down the front her her low cut dress. "Peter keeps the good stuff stashed up here. Sounds like you got a taste of the good life."
His cheeks burned. The combination of the weed, and his utter embarrassment. "I should... find Wendy."
"She's dancing." She glanced toward the window. "But I guess you already know that. She's having the time of her life." She glanced at the front of his pants, tight with arousal.
John's face burned hotter. Of course she'd noticed. He scrambled for an explanation that didn't involve admitting his dream. "I just... waking up like that. You were..." He gestured vaguely at her dress, unable to finish.
"Ah." Her smile widened. "Well, that's one explanation."
"What's the other?"
"Relax, John," Tink whispered, taking a step toward him and letting her silver-tipped nail slide across his thigh. "Everyone should be allowed to be a little naughty, every now and then."
John's throat tightened as he sucked in air. Was she coming on to him, or was she suggesting something already happened with Wendy? Were both things true?
"I had a dream. At least, I think it was a dream." John rubbed his head, like a headache was suddenly coming on. "I saw her with the brothers. She... I thought she was going to..."
He couldn't get the words out, but Tink nodded in understanding, looping her arm around his elbow and pulling him to his feet. "Ah... so that's why..." Her fingers brushed the front of his pants and John nearly leapt from his skin.
"No!" He looked at her in horror, but she didn't seem to be judging him at all. She simply held his gaze, a slight curl to her lips. "I mean... she stopped her herself. Nothing... nothing happened."
"But part of you wanted it to, right? Because you've never really seen that side of her before?"
John's jaw tightened. How could he explain the twisted knot in his chest? The relief and disappointment warring inside him? "I..." How could he admit it? That watching her want something, even if it wasn't him, had excited him more than anything in years?
"It's okay," Tink said, reaching out and taking his hand. "Nothing happens here that we don't want to happen."
"But what if--"
She pulled him toward the door. "Shh. Let's go find her. See what she's actually up to instead of what your drug-addled brain conjured." They stepped into the hallway, and Tink paused again. "Who knows, maybe along the way you'll realize that seeing her fly may be the very thing you needed all along. You've just been too afraid to admit it to yourself."

The chill of the night air hit Wendy as soon as she stepped onto the terrace, but her body still burned with what happened. She was far enough from the dance floor that the music became muffled, but the bass still pulsed through her. She gripped the marble railing, the cold stone grounding her as her mind spun.
The Lost brothers had offered to get her another drink. She'd nodded, needing space, needing air, needing to think without Michael's hands on her waist or James's mouth on her neck.
I can't.
The words she'd gasped on the dance floor echoed in her head, but they felt hollow now. Dishonest. Because the truth was messier than that. The truth was she'd wanted James's fingers inside her. Had opened her legs for him. Had only stopped because some automatic reflex kicked in, some programmed response that screamed wrong, wrong, you're married, this is wrong.
But was it the stopping that felt wrong? Or the wanting?
She took a shaky breath, her thighs clenching together against the ache that still hadn't faded. Her body was a traitor, still humming with need, still remembering the heat of their hands, the promise in their touches. She'd been so close. So desperately, achingly close.
Below her, darkness unfurled in every direction. A pair of neatly trimmed hedges emerged from the void like small islands, everything else swallowed by the night. A loose strand of hair drifted across her vision and she brushed it back, her hand trembling.
When was the last time she'd wanted something this badly? When was the last time she'd felt so... desired? She knew it wasn't fair. John was a good man. He worked hard to provide for them, to ensure Wendy and the kids had everything they needed. So why did she feel so unhappy?
John's face materialized in her mind. He wasn't smiling, but he also wasn't angry. He looked how he always did... distant. It was the same look as when he'd fallen asleep on the sofa during movie night. Was he even thinking about her right now? Or was he absorbed in spreadsheets and portfolio discussions to worry about his wife and mother of his children?
The thought sent a spike of resentment through her chest.
She'd come here tonight telling herself it was for him. For his career. For their future. But standing here with her pulse still racing and her body still aching, she could finally admit the truth: she'd wanted permission to feel alive again. She'd wanted to feel desired. She'd wanted to remember what it felt like when someone looked at her and saw Wendy instead of Mom or Mrs. Darling or another item on an endless to-do list.
"I thought I'd find you out here."
Wendy spun, her heart lurching. Peter stood in the doorway, barefoot and composed, those impossible green eyes reading her like an open book.


"I was just--" She stopped, unsure of how to finish the sentence.
"Hiding." He said it matter-of-factly as he moved closer. "From the boys or from yourself?" His head tilted slightly. "From the real Wendy Darling."
Heat flooded her cheeks. "You don't know anything about me."
"Believe it or not, I was once like you." Boyish wonder seemed to flick behind his eyes. A youthful charm he seemed to turn on like a secret weapon. "We have all these pressures from the outside world. Expectations of who we are and what we should do." He took a few steps closer to her and Wendy found herself holding her breath. "Respectable mothers don't dress like that. Good wives don't kiss other women."
Wendy buried her face into her shoulder trying to hide the embarrassment.
"The first time I threw a party like this I was told it would hurt my public image. That I was just burning money and it would be gone in a year." He rolled his eyes, reaching out and taking her hand in his. "It's all utter nonsense. Stupid people saying stupid things because they are jealous."
"Jealous?"
"That you allow yourself to be free. That you don't let the false ceiling that confines them stop you from soaring."
"It's different for me." Her voice came out sharper than intended. "I have a husband. I have children. I can't just--"
"Can't what? Feel pleasure? Want things?" Peter's laugh was soft, almost sad.
"That's not fair."
His touch danced up her wrist. It was different than the way Michael and James touched her. It was almost playful, but still she felt sparks. "You carry everyone else's happiness like fireflies in a jar. So desperate to keep their lights alive that you let yours go dim." His voice softened. "What about your light, Wendy?"
"I chose this life." But even as she said it, she heard the doubt creeping in.
"Or did you just stop choosing anything else?" Peter reached out releasing her hand, and tucked a curl behind her ear. "There's a difference between sacrifice and surrender. One is noble. The other is just... sad."
Wendy's breath caught. "I love my family."
"I believe you." His hand dropped. "But what if loving them doesn't mean erasing yourself? What if you're allowed to be more than one thing?"
"I'm a mother. A wife. I can't--"
"Be a woman?" He finished. "Can't want? Can't need?" His eyes searched hers. "You've been told wanting is selfish. That pleasure is something you earn through sacrifice. Absolute nonsense." His smile was almost boyish. "Joy isn't a reward, Wendy. It's a birthright you've been taught to surrender."
She shook her head, but the words were burrowing under her skin, finding all the tender places she'd tried to ignore. "John would--"
"John is discovering his own truths tonight," Peter interrupted gently. "What if some moments exist just to exist? Shooting stars don't apologize for burning bright."
"You make it sound so simple."
"It is simple. You've just been convinced it's complicated." He gestured back toward the party. "That room is filled with people who have learned we don't have to choose between happiness and being a good person. We can have both. We can still fly. We just have to let ourselves."
The terrace door opened. James and Michael stepped out, a shimmering blue drink in Michael's hand, but they didn't approach. They waited in the doorway, as if sensing this moment belonged to Peter.
Peter took the glass from Michael without looking away from Wendy. He held it out to her. "Lorenzo made this one special. It tastes like midnight and honey, and all the things you've been denying yourself."
Wendy's hand trembled as she reached for it. Her fingers brushed Peter's, the contact sending sparks up her arm. She brought the glass to her lips, and he was right. It tasted like darkness and sweetness, like permission and danger all at once.
The liquid warmth spread through her chest, loosening something that had been wound tight for years.
"What is it Wendy Darling truly wants?" Peter asked, genuinely curious. "Not what John wants. Not what the kids need. Not what you think you should want. What does Wendy want?"
"I want..." Her voice trembled. "I want to stop feeling guilty for wanting anything at all."
"Then stop." He said it so simply, as if it were the easiest thing in the world. His hand found her face, tilting her chin up to meet those impossible green eyes. "The cage you've built is unlocked, Wendy. You're both prisoner and warden. All you have to do is step out."
Her breath caught. Heat pooled low in her belly, that constant ache flaring back to life. He was right. Or maybe she just wanted him to be right. Maybe it didn't matter which.
"You're not taking something from John by claiming yourself," Peter said softly. "You're not betraying your children by remembering you're human." His thumb traced her cheekbone. "You're just... flying. The way you were always meant to."
"And if I can't go back? If I--"
"You won't want to go back. No one ever does." Peter's smile widened. "Let go, Wendy. Let that sad, dimmed version of yourself go. Be the woman who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to claim it."
She should pull away. Should go find John and leave before she did something she couldn't undo.
Instead, she closed the distance between them, her chest pressing against his.
Peter met her halfway, but when his lips touched hers, it wasn't the demanding heat of James or the teasing softness of Michael. It was something else entirely. Gentle. Understanding. Yet somehow it set off fireworks. She was the eager one, wanting more, pushing for a deeper kiss.
Her hands came up to grip his emerald jacket, needing him to give her everything the brothers had promised. But Peter held back, controlled, letting her take what she needed without overwhelming her.
When they finally broke apart, Wendy's eyes fluttered open. Her breathing was unsteady, her lips tingling. Something fundamental had shifted. The guilt that had been eating at her, the voice screaming that she was wrong and bad and terrible had quieted. Not disappeared, but reduced to a whisper she could finally ignore.
Peter's thumb traced her bottom lip. "See? That wasn't so terrible, was it?"
She shook her head, unable to speak. Because it wasn't terrible at all. It was liberation.
Peter stepped back, and as if on cue, the Lost brothers moved to either side of her. James's hand found the small of her back. Michael's fingers traced her arm. She didn't pull away. Peter's smile widened. "Now," he said softly, "are you ready to fly?"
Wendy bit her lip. She looked at the brothers then back at Peter. Instead of answering him, she placed her hand behind his head and pulled him into another kiss.

"Do you want to talk about it?" Tink asked, looping her arm through John's arm as they descended the stairs.
John's face burned as he avoided looking at her. It wasn't just the embarrassment of her finding him hard. It was also the way the lights hit the glitter sitting atop of her chest, making the deep cut of her shirt nearly impossible not to look down.
"I... I need to find Wendy."
"Mmm-hmm." Tink's free hand patted his arm. "We'll find her. But like, whatever it was seemed to make quite the... impression." Her eyes darted to the obvious bulge in his pants and John considered throwing himself down the steps.
"It wasn't... I mean... Can we not."
John wanted to die. Wanted the floor to open up and swallow him whole. The dream was still fresh on his mind. The image of Wendy's hand moving between her legs. The sound of her moaning as James's fingers disappeared inside her. The shameful, inexplicable heat that had flooded his body watching it all unfold.
"Okay, okay." They rounded the corner the corner where a couple was pressed against the wall making out like a couple of horny teenagers. John gave them a confused look as he sidestepped them. The music began to fade, the rumble of the crowd disappearing until it was clear they were the only two in the hallway. "If you want, I can tell you about my first party here. I literally died."
"You didn't... actually, yeah. I would love to hear about it." John realized that if she was talking about her first experience at least she wouldn't ask him about his dream.
"So I was dating this guy Malcom for like ever," Tink began, her usual manic energy calming as they slowed their pace. "And we were so boring, John. Like, catastrophically boring. Dead bedroom, barely talked, neither of us really knew why we were still together."
They passed through a quieter section of the house. Tall windows looked out onto gardens John couldn't quite see in the darkness. The bass from the dance floor was distant now, muffled by layers of walls and expensive soundproofing.
"Peter invited me here and I literally begged Malcom to come because I thought maybe it would, I don't know, fix us or whatever." She laughed. "God, I was so naive."
"What happened?"
"I..." She licked her lips, looking up at John through her lashes. "I sorta hooked up with someone else."
John's throat tightened. Why was she telling him this? He thought about the dream, about the way Wendy came alive unlike anything he'd ever seen before.
"I mean, he was super hot and Malcom was just... Have you ever done something that like you thought Wendy may hate but then when you told her she liked it?"
He considered the question, his hand running through his hair as he racked his brain. "There was one time..." He paused mid-sentence unsure if he actually wanted to share the story. "I told her about a girlfriend in college. She used to do this thing when she..." John suddenly felt warm. "When she went down on me."
Tink watched him, a slight smile on her face, but she didn't judge him, didn't interrupt.
"I told Wendy about it once when I was drunk. I thought she would be furious but she actually..." The front of his pants grew tight. "It ended up being the best night of sex we'd had in a long time."
Tink nodded, like she understood exactly what he meant. "That's exactly what happened with Malcom." She put her hand on his chest, a jolt of lightning following it. "Malcom caught us together, mid act. I thought he'd be furious." Tink's voice went soft from the memory. "But when I looked over at him, he wasn't angry at all. He was hard. Like couldn't even stand up straight, hard."
The walls felt like they were closing in around him. John stumbled, nearly taking Tink down with him. That's how he'd felt in the dream. That's how he felt now, just thinking about it.
"We went home that night and had the best sex of our entire relationship," Tink continued. "Like something just... unlocked in both of us. For six months we were closer than we'd been in years. I thought we'd figured it out. That we'd discovered this secret that made everything better."
John's pulse hammered, his tongue so thick he didn't think he'd be able to speak. "Wha... what happened?"
Tink stopped walking, turning to face him. She brought her hand to his cheek, her touch feather-light. For a moment John thought she was going to try to kiss him, but she just giggled. "We broke up."
John's heart stopped. He had to reach out and grab the wall to stop from falling. That was his biggest fear, the reason he could never admit what his dream was about. It was why he needed to find Wendy.
"Look at me." Tink's other hand framed his face, her features more serious than he'd ever seen them. "But it had nothing to do with what happened here." Her gaze held his. "Our issue was never our sex life. It wasn't because of one night at a party. The issue was that we just didn't love each other. It ended because we realized we'd been holding on to something that was never really there."
She stepped closer, her hand moving from his face to rest over his heart. John could feel his pulse racing against her palm.
"But you and Wendy? John, that's so different." Her eyes searched his face. "The way she talks about you at work. The way her whole face changes when she mentions you or the kids. That's real love. Like, deep, married, I'd do anything for them love."
The words did little to ease the knot of anxiety in his stomach.
"The party didn't end our relationship, John. It made us hold on to each other even tighter."
John leaned against the wall, his mind racing. He tried to remember the last time he and Wendy had a date night. When was the last time he took vacation? Work had consumed him lately and if he was being honest with himself, he had no idea when it was going to slow down.
The dream flashed through his mind again and his fingers began to twitch. Wendy on the couch, falling asleep alone. Wendy telling him the kids missed him. Wendy in their bed, touching herself, begging him to come to her while he drowned in paperwork that never fucking ended.
His chest tightened. "I've been a shitty husband."
"You've been an overwhelmed one," Tink corrected. "There's a difference."
"I can't even remember the last time I really did something for her." John's hands fisted in his hair.
"She knows that what you do at work is for her. For the kids." She took his hand and squeezed it. "But sometimes, a woman needs... more. Even if we can't admit it."
It was hard to breathe. It felt like someone was sitting on his chest.. "I fell asleep during movie night last week. She'd been looking forward to it all day and I just... passed out on the couch."
"Okay, so you fucked up. You're human." Tink's hand went to his chest, over his heart. "But here's the thing. You're here right now because part of you knows something needs to change. That dream you had, that wasn't random. It was showing you what you've been too scared to see."
"That I'm turned on by my wife fucking other men?" John blushed and looked at his feet.
"Are you?" Tink asked quietly. "Or are you turned on because she was finally getting what she needed? Because someone was paying attention to her?"
John wobbled on unsteady ground. That was it, wasn't it? In the dream, Wendy hadn't looked at James like she wanted him. She'd looked like she was finally being allowed to lose control.
"I... fuck. I've been so absent that watching someone else make her feel good..." He couldn't finish, but Tink nodded like she understood. "In my dream," John's voice was so low he wasn't sure Tink heard him. "I saw her..." his hands fidgeted and he ended up holding them in front of his body. "She was touching herself, but I couldn't get to her. She was begging me to come to bed and I... work has been so busy."
Tink's fingers threaded through his hair, trying to comfort him but not wanting to interrupt.
"She finished without me," he continued, his voice cracking. "I watched her give up and finish alone because I was too busy with work that never ended. Work that was always more important than being there for her."
"John--"
"But that's not the worst part." He forced himself to meet Tink's eyes, even as tears welled in his. He wanted to see her reaction to what he was about to admit. "The worst part was after." He took a breath and swallowed. "I saw her... with the Lost Brothers. James had his fingers inside her and she was so... God, Tink, she was so sexy. So desperate for it. Making these sounds I haven't heard in years. Maybe ever."
Her fingers continued to work through his hair as she nodded softly, like she knew what was coming next.
"And I was hard," John admitted, disgusted by the confession. "Watching another man touch my wife, seeing her respond like that, seeing her want it so badly. It made me harder than I've been in months and I don't... I don't understand what that means about me."
"It means you want to see your wife happy. That her happiness makes you happy."
"It means I'm fucked up."
"No." She pulled him into a hug. "It mean you care about her happiness, and it's kind of hot."
He took a step back, breaking the hug, afraid she'd feel him stiffen against her soft flesh and get the wrong idea. He wanted her to be wrong, or maybe he wanted her to be right and it felt wrong to admit it? He wasn't sure anymore. All he knew for certain was that he was painfully hard and needed to find his wife.
They paused at the terrace door. Through the frosted glass John could see movement but couldn't make out who it was. Still, he knew deep down it was Wendy and the thought terrified and excited him all at once.
John closed his eyes. His mind was a war zone of guilt and arousal. In the dream, Wendy had been incandescent. Not because of James specifically, but because someone was touching her exactly how she needed.
"I don't know if I can do this," he admitted. "I don't know if I can be... like Malcom. I can't be okay with--"
"Then don't decide right now." Tink's hand moved from his chest to his face, making him look at her. "Just... keep an open mind. See what happens. You might surprise yourself."
"What if I lose her?" The fear finally broke through, raw and desperate. "What if she realizes she doesn't need me? That she's happier without--"
"John." Tink's voice cut through his spiral. "Wendy came here with you. She could've come alone, but she didn't. She wanted you here. She wants you in this with her."
"But what if--"
"Stop going there." Tink's voice softened. "You've spent so long worried the worst-case scenario that you've forgotten good things can happen too."
John took a shaky breath. She was right. He'd spent years calculating risks, preparing for failure. When had he stopped believing things could work out? Through the frosted glass of the terrace door, he could see movement. His heart hammered. Part of him wanted to turn away. The safer part. The part that had been in control for a decade.
But the other part--the part that had woken up hard from a dream of his wife's pleasure--that part wanted to see what would happen.
"Wendy adores you," Tink said softly, her fingers grazing the front of his pants. "If you tell her you want her to stop she will." She squeezed gently and John's hips jerked forward. "But I don't think you want that."
She opened the terrace door. "The first step in flying, is letting yourself fall."

The terrace door swung open and the sight before John stole his breath. He tried to process the scene in front of him, but it was like a puzzle with incorrect pieces. Wendy stood by the railing in front of him, her dress twisted and bunched to one side. Peter was behind her, his hand clearly under her dress and based on the wet sloshing sounds coming from them he had found his mark.
James was just off to the side of her, his face mashed against hers as they shared a wet, sloppy kiss. A kiss that made John's chest ache so badly he thought he was having a heart attack. Michael was off to the other side of Wendy, his fingers gently gliding across her exposed skin making her pant. He was slowly unbuttoning his own shirt, as Wendy's hand blindly slid across his large frame.
"Oh fuck," Tink whispered, taking John's hand, but her voice felt distant, swallowed by the rush in his ears. All he could see was his wife. All he could hear were her moans, and the slick sounds coming from between her thighs.
John knew he should have felt rage. That he should have raced across the terrace and ripped his wife away. Instead, he stood there frozen and harder than he'd ever been.
A trail of spit connected James and Wendy as he broke their kiss. "I think this is only getting in the way now," he said, as he and his brother worked to pull the straps from her shoulder.
Wendy's eyes fluttered open and immediately found John. Time seemed to slow as they stared into each other's eyes.
A bolt of lightning tore through him as he took in his wife's expression. He could see the fear in her eyes, the guilt, but also the desire. The desperate hope that just because John was there that didn't mean she needed to stop. That he would watch her fly.


The zipper on her dress descended. Inch by inch, tooth by tooth, the sound impossibly loud in the suspended moment. Wendy's eyes never left John's. She was trembling now--not from fear, but from the weight of what was happening. The permission being granted without words. The freedom being offered without conditions.
James pushed the dress off her shoulders. The midnight blue silk pooled at her waist, then slipped further, catching briefly on her hips before falling completely. She wore only a black lace bra and matching thong underneath, but even those felt like obstacles, flimsy last defenses begging to be stripped aside.
John swallowed. His pulse hammered in his ears. Every instinct screamed at him to stop this, to pull her away, to reclaim what was his. But beneath the panic was something older now. Something he could no longer deny. Something that had been growing since the dream, since Tink's story, since the moment he finally spoke the truth to himself.
John nodded. Just once. Barely perceptible. But Wendy saw it. A smile materialized on her lips, the fear in her eyes melting away.
Even with Peter's hand still working between her thighs, James's mouth trailing down her neck, and Michael's fingers unclasping her bra, she looked at her husband like he was the only man in the world, like they shared a secret no one else could fathom.
In that moment, they both knew he could stop it if he wanted to. Instead, he mouthed I love you, and Wendy's eyes fluttered closed.
"Oh God," she breathed, her head falling back against Peter's shoulder as he pulled her thong aside. "Ohhh..."
John's jaw went slack. His eyes went wide. Wendy's bare pussy was on full display now--her smooth folds stretched around two of Peter's fingers as his thumb worked slow circles over her clit.
"Fuck, she's soaked," James said, lowering himself beside her. Peter's fingers slid free, proving the point as he dragged her thong down her toned legs. James didn't wait for it to fall away. He surged forward, and Wendy's hips arched as his mouth found her. Her hands flew to his head, fingers gripping the dark hair of his mohawk.
"Oh fuck--oh Jesus--just like that. Just--"
John's hand moved to the front of his pants. He was so hard it ached, watching his wife unravel under the attention of three other men. His hands shook as he unzipped. His cock throbbed free, already slick with precum.
"John," Tink whispered, her hand on his arm. "You should wait until we get to the good part." Her fingers slid slowly toward his wrist. "I can--"
"No." The word came out strained as he turned away from her. It wasn't that he wasn't attracted to Tink--quite the opposite--but in that moment, all he could focus on was Wendy.
James's hands slid over Wendy's ass, lifting one leg from the ground as his tongue continued its assault. Her panties dangled helplessly from her ankle as Michael gathered the fabric and tugged it free, steadying her by the arm.
Wendy's head fell back onto Peter who seemed to be watching John more than he was Wendy. Michael however, didn't pay John any mind. He kissed down Wendy's neck with a hunger, his teeth scraping her skin and making her whimper. His teeth clamped down on her nipples, harder than John had ever bitten her, and she shoved her chest into him, feeding him more of her tit.
"Unngh fuck. What are you doing to me," she whined, bouncing on one foot.
James never broke rhythm below her. Whatever he was doing was working and Wendy rolled her hips, fisting his hair.
"Careful," Peter warned from behind her. "Toys that aren't used to that much attention are often the first to break."
"Oh, my... oh God. Ohhhh fuck."
The strength left her legs all at once. James withdrew, grinning at his handiwork, his mouth and chin slick. Wendy's vision blurred, her eyes rolling back as the orgasm continued its assault. She swayed, boneless, and would have collapsed completely if Peter and Michael hadn't been there to catch her. They guided her down, until she was kneeling on cold marble, the shock of stone against her knees anchoring her as tremors continued to roll through her body.
John watched his wife's body tremble through the aftershocks of her orgasm, his hand barely touching his cock afraid he may explode at any moment. Tink pressed against him, he could feel the softness of her flesh against his arm, but couldn't tear his gaze away from Wendy who was still trying to catch her breath.
James was the first to move, taking a step back as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. He passed a look to his brother and the two of them were standing on either side of Wendy, the sound of their zippers lowering filling the quiet space.
John staggered backward nearly knocking Tink over. He couldn't believe what he was witnessing. James's cock sprung free first. It was about the same size as John's but thicker and pierced at the tip. The metal caught the light and it looked like it was winking at John in his overly-stimulated state. Michael was next. His manhood was longer, more intimidating. He stepped closer to Wendy, running the crown of it over her cheek.
"I believe, I'm next," he said, wrapping his hand around the base of his shaft and running his fingers through her hair.
Wendy looked between the two men in front of her, biting her lip. Then her attention turned to John. She watched him as he stroked himself. "I'm not sure which one to choose," she said, seductively. Without breaking eye contact with her husband she leaned to the left, running her tongue along the underside of James's shaft.
"Mmm." She continued to stare at her husband as she leaned to the right, circling the tip of Michael's cock. "It's so big. I don't know if--"
"Mmmph," came Wendy's muffled cry as Michael pulled her forward, stretching her jaw. John watched in stunned silence as her throat worked, desperate to please him. She gagged slightly as he pushed deeper, but it only seemed to solidify her drive to take him deeper.
"Fuuuuck she's good at that." Michael began to pump his hips forward, feeding more of his cock into Wendy's eager mouth.
"Don't hog her," James protested, hip checking Michael and making Wendy release his cock with a loud 'pop'. He grabbed her hair pulling her mouth around his waiting hardness.
She moaned around him, the vibration drawing a guttural groan from James as his head fell back in helpless bliss. Watching her move between them, John felt that strange, unwanted surge of pride twist in his chest as his wife took control of both men. Her hand slid to the base of Michael, stroking him slowly while she sank James deep, swallowing him to the root. She surfaced with a sharp gasp, breath trembling, before turning and guiding herself onto Michael in one smooth, unbroken motion.
Movement from behind the three of them caught John's attention. He'd forgotten about Peter who was now completely naked and standing behind her. The wet slurping and gagging faded away as Peter placed his hand on the small of Wendy's back making her arch like a cat. "You know what separates a garden from a wilderness, John?" his tone was conversational, his green eyes ever playful as they found John across the terrace even as his cock pressed against Wendy's entrance. "Both have flowers. Both have beauty. But one is controlled, manicured, told where to grow and when to bloom."
His fingers gripped Wendy's hips, thumbs sinking into the soft flesh. "The other?" Peter gave an approving groan. "The other grows wild. Tangles and sprawls and reaches toward the sun." He leaned down, his teeth grazing Wendy's shoulder. "That's when nature is most honest."
Wendy's eyes snapped open, immediately seeking John. Even with Michael and James standing before her, with Peter behind her, with everything poised to tip past the point of return, she searched for him.
"Ohhh, God. Ohhh fuck."
Michael's cock slipped from her mouth, James's held idly in her hand as John watched another man's cock disappear inside his wife.
This was it. The moment John had both dreaded and anticipated since opening the terrace door. Another man was inside his wife. Not his fingers, not his mouth, but his cock. Peter Pannell was fucking Wendy, and John was watching it happen, and the reality of it made him dizzy. His hand was still wrapped around himself, his cock painfully hard. He was mesmerized, unable to look away from his wife's face as it contorted in pleasure.
Peter just smiled at John, like they were the closest of friends. After what John was experiencing maybe that wasn't so far from the truth. He started slow at first, allowing Wendy to get used to the feeling of a new dick inside her. John felt drool forming on his bottom lip watching between his wife's legs, seeing how she stretched around another man.
Wendy's mouth hung open, and James pushed himself inside. Once she tasted him, she came down on him with a renewed hunger. Like she was proving to herself she could handle it.
James's head fell back, a groan escaping him. "Fuck, that's good. That's so--"
"Mmhmmm. Mmmhmm." Wendy pushed her hips backward, meeting Peter's thrust as he and James worked into a rhythm. Then Michael pulled her toward him and Wendy's moaned echoed through the night sky
"Oh, God. Yes, yes, yes!"
Peter's hips began to move faster, pulling almost completely free before slamming back into her. Each thrust pushed Wendy forward onto Michael, each withdrawal pulled her back. The brothers caught on quickly, James stepping closer so Wendy didn't have to reach so far. Soon they found a rhythm with Peter pushing in as Wendy took Michael deeper, then pulling out as she came up for air and back down onto James.
Heavy panting began to drown out all other noise and John realized it wasn't coming from Wendy but next to him. He looked to his side where Tink had settled onto the floor, her dress hiked over her hips as her fingers worked into her tight passage under the slightest whisper of hair.
His orgasm was close. Watching Tink's fingers disappear into herself, her other hand clutching at her breast through the shimmering green fabric, her eyes locked on the scene unfolding before them. It was all too much and brought him even closer to the edge. But before he could tip over, Wendy's voice cut through the haze.
"Oh God. Oh fuck. John--"
His attention snapped back to his wife. Peter had increased his pace, each thrust driving deeper, harder. Wendy's arms trembled, barely holding her weight as she struggled to keep Michael in her mouth.
"He's so big. I'm going to--I can't--"
Her hair was matted to her forehead with sweat. Spit and precum covered her chin, dripping down to her chest. Her makeup had run, leaving dark streaks down her cheeks. She looked absolutely destroyed, and John couldn't help but think how sexy she looked in that moment.
That image, his proper, responsible wife reduced to this trembling as she pleasured three dicks, shattered the last of John's control. His hand moved frantically over his cock as his orgasm crashed through him. He came hard, in his hand while his wife was being claimed right in front of him. He continued to stroke himself through it, the warmth of his own cum on his wrist only added to the moment even as he began to deflate.
"Beautiful," Peter breathed, never breaking rhythm. "You see, Wendy? Even from across the void, you and John are still tangled together. Still reaching for the same sun."
Beside John, Tink whimpered. Her fingers worked faster, her back arching off the ground as her own orgasm took her. She bit her lip to stay quiet, but soft mewls escaped anyway as her body convulsed.
"Mmmph. Fuck. Ohhhhh..."
The three men began a brutal rhythm that had Wendy flailing like a ragdoll.
"Every star burns brightest just before dawn," Peter's breathing was becoming labored. "I can feel you getting closer to the sun. Show your husband how you shine."
"Fuck, I'm close," James groaned, his hand fisting in Wendy's hair as she turned to take him deep. He pulled out, stroking himself as he tilted her face up. "I'm going to paint that pretty face."
"Yesss," Wendy moaned, before Michael claimed her mouth.
"Let go," Peter commanded, his hand reaching around to find her clit. "Stop holding onto the shore. Let the current take you."
James moved in front of her as Michael pulled back, both brothers stroking themselves inches from her face. Peter's fingers worked her clit in tight circles as he buried himself deep, grinding against her.
Wendy's scream was muffled by James sliding back between her lips, but John heard it anyway. Heard the raw, uninhibited sound of his wife cumming for the second time that night. Her whole body went rigid, then dissolved into shudders as the orgasm tore through her.
"There--" Peter's rhythm faltered. "There it is. The moment gravity loses its hold." His hips stuttered, and with one final thrust he was still. John was transfixed, he could see Peter's cock pulsing, filling Wendy with his seed. The sight should have destroyed him. Instead, he could already feel his shaft start to swell again.
"Open wide," James grunted, his hand moving faster. Wendy obeyed, tongue out, eyes half-lidded with exhaustion. James came with a roar, the first rope hitting her tongue before he angled higher, painting her lips, her cheek, her forehead.
"My turn," Michael growled, positioning himself as his release hit. Hot streaks landed across Wendy's chest, her collarbone, one catching her neck. She was marked, claimed, utterly debauched.
Peter withdrew carefully, and without his support, Wendy collapsed onto the marble. She lay there trembling, covered in sweat and cum and her own release, breathing hard. But when her eyes found John's across the terrace, she was smiling.
John's legs moved before his brain caught up. He crossed the terrace, dropped to his knees beside his wife, and pulled her into his arms. She was sticky and sweaty and smelled like sex and other men, but she was his. Still his.
"I love you," she whispered against his neck. "God, I love you so much. Are you okay? Tell me you're okay."
"I'm okay," John managed, his voice rough. "I'm more than okay."
She pulled back to look at him, searching his face for any sign of regret or anger. Finding none, her smile widened. "I... I can't believe we just did that."
"Yeah." John cupped her face, his thumb brushing away a streak of mascara and something else he didn't want to think about. "You were so sexy."
"So like," Tink's voice came from behind them, still slightly breathless, "this is usually the part where the husband reclaims his wife." She'd adjusted her dress back into place and was watching them with knowing eyes. "You know, reminds her who she belongs to. Most guys need that after... well, after all that."
John looked down at Wendy, still cradled in his arms. Her body was covered in evidence of other men, but her eyes were only for him. "I can't wait to get you home."
Wendy's eyes filled with tears. Happy tears this time. "God, how did I get so lucky?"
"I ask myself the same thing," John said, kissing her forehead.
Peter and the Lost brothers had made themselves presentable again, their composure restored like they'd just finished a business meeting rather than thoroughly fucking a married woman. The brothers headed inside without ceremony, but Peter paused at the terrace door.
"My people will reach out on Monday," he said, those green eyes finding John's. "We'll discuss portfolios and risk management and all those delightfully boring adult things." His smile widened. "Welcome to the family, John Darling. Something tells me you're going to fit right in."
Then he was gone, leaving John and Wendy alone on the terrace with Tink hovering nearby.
"We should probably get cleaned up," Wendy said softly, though she made no move to leave John's arms.
"Probably," John agreed, but neither of them moved.
They sat there in the aftermath, holding each other, both knowing that everything had changed and nothing had changed. They were still John and Wendy Darling. Still parents. Still partners. Still in love.
Just flying now.

The sand was warm beneath the beach towel as the sound of Wendy sucking the last of her daiquiri overpowered the calm of the ocean. They had talked about taking a vacation in the Caribbean for years, now just four short months after signing the largest client in firm history they were doing just that. Four months since John started leaving work at five. Four months since their marriage had transformed from suffocating to soaring.
"Weren't you supposed to go over the Henderson file this week?" Wendy set her empty glass in the sand. "I'll understand if you need to jump on a conference call for a couple of hours."
"I have subordinates who can handle Henderson." John adjusted his sunglasses, watching a seagull dive for something in the surf. "I'm exactly where I want to be."
Wendy lowered her oversized sunglasses and turned her head smiling.
"Who are you and what have you done with my husband?"
"Your husband learned something important." John reached over, taking her hand. "Work and bills and stress will always be there. We don't get many chances like this. To just have peace and be... young again."
"For a minute there I thought you were going to say something about flying."
Movement caught John's eye as a volleyball game started up about twenty yards down the beach. A group of twenty-somethings, all tanned and toned, setting up a net. One guy in particular stood out. Six feet tall, maybe taller. Bronzed skin that suggested he lived at the beach rather than just visited. Muscles on top of muscles.
"Maybe we can do that too."
Wendy followed his gaze. John watched the way she sucked in air, the way her hand balled into a fist and then relaxed.
Four months ago, that would have triggered panic. Jealousy. The desperate need to reclaim her attention.
Now? Now it sent heat pooling in his gut.
"You should join them," John said casually.
"What?"
"The game." He nodded toward the group. "You used to play in high school. I'm sure they wouldn't mind a gorgeous woman jumping in."
"John--"
"I'm going to grab us a couple more drinks from the bar anyway." He sat up, brushing sand from his swim trunks. "Might take me a while. The line's always long this time of day."
Wendy bit her lip, that tell she had when she was processing something she wanted but wasn't sure she should take. Her eyes flicked back to the volleyball game. To the tall bronzed guy who was currently spiking the ball.
"I haven't played in years," she said, but her voice lacked conviction.
"Then you're due." John stood, offering her his hand. When she took it, he pulled her up, close enough that only she could hear his next words. "Go play, Wendy. Have fun. I'll be... watching."
Her pupils dilated. Her breath caught. "You're sure?" She understood exactly what he was offering.
John cupped her face, and kissed her gently on the lips. "I've never been more sure of anything."
She pulled him into her, and pressed her tongue into his mouth. His hardness pressed against her leg and she moaned into his mouth.
"In that case, you may also want to grab some water," she gave him a mischievous grin. "It may be a very long... session." She turned and jogged toward the volley game.
John watched her approach, watched the tall guy's eyes widen with appreciation as Wendy asked if they needed another player. He watched the man grin and welcome her in, not bothering to hide how he was checking her out.
He shook his head and laughed amazed at where life had taken him then headed toward the beach bar, but not before glancing back one more time. Wendy was already in the game, diving for a ball, her laughter carrying over the sound of the waves. The tall guy was watching her with obvious interest.


His phone buzzed as he stood in line.
Tink: How's Cabo?
John glanced back at Wendy giving a hug to the bronze man after he spiked the ball. He snapped a picture and waited for Tink's reply.
Tink: YESSSS. I'm so proud of you.
END
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Cory finished her stretches on the front porch, rolling her ankles and shaking out her calves the way she always did. She half listened to an audiobook while she stretched. Most of it was forgettable. But one line had caught her mid-quad pull, and she'd stopped breathing for a second.
You envy what you cannot have and you envy what you already do.
For a second, she could have sworn Luther had spoken the words himself. But it was just another voice actor, banal and generic. The sun still lingered on the horizon, rays split like daggers across the misty forest and lake ahead. A woodpecker's rhythmic hunger dug deep into a telephone pole nearby.
As she jogged in place, she glanced out of the corner of her eye. Luther was on his porch in a rocking chair eating a breakfast burrito with both hands. Hot sauce covered his chin. From where she stood, she could see stains on his shirt and couldn't tell if they were from this meal or an older one. Without the philosophy, without the drawl and the eye contact, Luther in the mornings was just a heavy man who didn't care what he looked like. The gap between him and Dafni was a canyon you could drive a truck through.
He gave her a lazy wave and mumbled something between "howdy" and "have a good one" through a mouthful of tortilla.
She gave a nervous smile as she started down the street, fighting the urge to laugh out loud. This was the man Morgan couldn't stop talking about? The one that kept Cory up every night with his sexual prowess? It didn't make any sense, and yet she couldn't stop thinking about it.
She shook her head as her stride increased, taking her where she needed to go. Until she spied Dafni and Morgan already laughing alongside one another, two goddesses who had embodied the desires of so many men and women alike, nigh unobtainable sights of beauty, Morgan a shimmering, perfectly proportioned dark haired beauty, Dafni a commanding, charming being sculpted from raw sensuality, all eyes drew presence to her countenance, as she stood without sweat despite the heat, nature itself seemed to bend around her, making every glimpse of her like that of a painting.
They both remained unaware, laughing and speaking without restraint. Just like Cory and Morgan used to. Cory felt at first a degree of spite, and with each step as she approached them, a specific loathing for Dafni, the one who enlightened and took with ease. Cory spat to the ground and clapped.
"Hey!" She clapped her hands as she approached. "Great day for a run, right?"
Morgan's grin stretched. "It was until you showed up."
Cory's face dropped before she could catch it. "What the hell, Morgan?"
Morgan doubled over, hand clamped over her mouth. "Oh my god, Cor. Your face. I'm kidding. Obviously."
Dafni smiled beside her. No sweat. No flush. Just that composure that made Cory want to check her own reflection in the lake. "She been waiting to say this since we arrived."
"Very funny." Cory bit the inside of her cheek. "Very fucking funny."
"You're too easy." Morgan bumped her with a hip.
They started at an easy pace, falling into a loose line on the trail. The lake was flat, catching the early light in long pale streaks. Cory focused on her stride, her breathing, the feel of the packed dirt beneath her shoes. Anything that wasn't the picture of the two of them standing together like they'd been running this route as a pair for months.
Morgan set the pace. Faster than usual. Cory matched it, her lungs starting to burn inside the first quarter mile. Dafni floated beside them, barely winded, her stride long and effortless. Same as the first time she'd appeared on this trail out of nowhere. Cory still hadn't gotten an answer for that.
By the time Morgan eased up, Cory's legs were screaming. She'd pushed too hard trying to keep pace. They walked the perimeter of the lake in relative silence, their breathing the only sound between the occasional cyclist passing on the wider path.
They sat down on a small patch of grass off the trail as a series of bicyclists passed by. Cory waved at them, as she felt Morgan's hand on her shoulder. Morgan kissed her cheek and leaned back on her palms, legs crossed, sweat dripping down her forehead, a soft sheen across her chest, nestled in her cleavage. Cory nervously smiled. "What are you doing?"
"Nothing. Just you know. Looking at you."
"Stop! You're like being suuuper weird."
Morgan sat up, as Dafni nearby skipped a stone flawlessly across the lake, each tiny bounce of the stone leaving a small ripple behind it, nearly reaching the middle of the lake before sinking. Morgan smiled at Cory, this time genuine, as the friend Cory had known and held dear and spoke.
"Sorry. I was being a jerk before. I was really just trying to mess around. But. You know."
"It's all good. Like I get it. You were just trying to be playful."
"Well, I don't want you to feel like a third wheel, y'know?"
Cory nodded, wiping her brow. "I get it. Seriously but like... I'm not made of porcelain."
"Oh I know you aren't. So firm and flexible. You know...I bet Luther would love a good fuck sesh with you."
Dafni laughed nearby. "He would. Maybe you would like too? No?"
Cory shook her head and stood. "Alright. Back to the run!"
Morgan walked towards Dafni. "I tried explaining to Cory how fucking good it feels. But I just don't think she gets it." She let out a coy sigh as they began a slow jog. Cory's thoughts raced, in truth nothing Morgan said was a lie, she was honest about everything in her encounters with Luther, and Cory had seen it, heard it, felt it for herself, there was evidence behind Morgan's claims.
Morgan and Dafni pulled ahead of Cory, heading down a trail that Cory didn't recognize. It was winding, with steep slopes, and parts of the trail that weren't fully tended to. They had to step and leap over heavy roots that jutted forth from the ground. They pulled past a surprisingly large hunting cabin that Cory didn't recognize. "Never seen that before. Like... ever."
Dafni slowed down. "Sometimes we miss what we do not look for. But, I think this abandoned. Shame. It has good structure."
Cory nodded as they continued down the grueling trail, eventually reconnecting with the main path, signs of civilization and other people slowly emerging until they reached their street. Exhausted, the three exchanged goodbyes, agreeing on the next run. Cory watched them both walk away, Dafni curiously following Morgan.
As Cory watched them walk away, she spoke under her breath, "Hunter would never go for it."

The pivot table in front of Hunter seemed to mock him. He'd been at it for twenty minutes, cross-referencing billing codes against a client's operating budget that had more line items than a federal audit. The numbers were off by eleven thousand and change, which meant someone upstream had fat-fingered a decimal or he was losing his mind. Neither option was great. This was the boring part of his job. When he wasn't out showing loud-mouth CEOs how to save money, he was looking at numbers and going cross-eyed.
The good news was that gave him more time to think, and all he could do was think about Cory. It had been a week since she'd gotten back from Cleveland, but all he could think about was what she'd told him. Lawrence had fingered her. He had almost fucked her. They had made love every night since then, and every night his thoughts would be filled with Cory being bent over Lawrence's desk. His fingers inside her, his tongue, his dick. Every night the fantasy seemed to grow more vulgar, and every night the sex would grow to something out of this world.
They hadn't talked about it since the day she got home, but he could tell, Cory could feel it too. He'd watch her face as he pushed into her, her eyes always closed. He couldn't help but wonder if she was thinking about Lawrence. Her pussy would squeeze him tighter, her cries of passion higher. He wasn't sure what any of it meant, not really. He needed to talk to someone. But Zach was off the table. After learning that Morgan was cheating on him, he already felt like a terrible friend. The last thing he needed to do was offload this onto him.
He tried to refocus on the pivot table. His coffee had gone cold an hour ago. He picked it up anyway, and took a sip as the numbers taunted him. Did people even actually reconcile these things? The thought of submitting it as is crossed his mind, but he dismissed it. The office was quiet for a Tuesday. Half the floor working remote, the other half buried behind monitors and noise-canceling headphones. He liked it this way. The hum of nothing. Lately, silence was the only thing that kept his brain from drifting to places he couldn't afford to go. Except he seemed to be doing it anyway.
His laptop chimed and a Slack notification from Dave Kerrigan, his manager, came through.
Got a sec? Swing by real quick.
Hunter's pulse kicked up. He could count on one hand how many times Kerrigan called him to his office to 'chat'. He tried to run through what this could possibly be about, but he was drawing a blank. Hunter was one of the top performers in the company. Even when he was preoccupied, which he certainly was of late, his output far surpassed everyone else.
He closed the pivot table without saving, grabbed his coffee out of habit, and headed down the hall.
Kerrigan's office sat at the corner of the floor with a view of the parking garage and a small corner of the park. He was a compact man. Hunter heard him telling someone once that he used to be an Army Ranger. That explained why his desk was the tidiest in the building and only had a singular picture on it of his daughter's high school graduation. He was on the phone when Hunter knocked. He waved him in, and held up a finger to let him know he was just wrapping up.
Hunter closed the door and sat in the wood-back chair across from him.
"You remember the Nexus engagement?" he said, before the phone was even off his ear.
Hunter's face went pale. The first thing that came to mind was the strip club. Hunter wasn't dumb enough to expense it on his company card, but he wondered if Lawrence had done something negligent like sending over an invoice with a line item that was easy to reference.
"Yeah." Hunter cleared his throat. "The Cleveland job, right?"
"That's the one." Kerrigan leaned back, folding his hands behind his head. It wasn't the gesture of someone about to fire him, which immediately put Hunter at ease. "He called this morning. He's requesting you by name for a follow-up."
Hunter's mouth went dry. Had Lawrence connected him to Cory? That didn't seem likely, but even if it was true it didn't explain why. Hunter tried to keep a straight face, but all he could think about was his wife's face as she came on Lawrence's fingers. It was an image he'd imagined almost every day now for a week.
"A follow-up on what?" He put his hands in his lap to keep them from shaking. "The analysis was clean. I gave him options to consolidate so he didn't have to lay people off and he still did."
Kerrigan roared like it was the funniest thing he'd heard all week. "Apparently you made a hell of an impression. He wants you to map out additional savings. He wants to reallocate budget toward some internal initiative." He shrugged. "Some employee wellness thing or something. Sounds like a load of BS if you ask me."
The room seemed to tilt. Hunter's fingers dug into his thighs. His face was hot and he avoided the temptation to tug on his collar.
"What... um... what's the scope?" He wasn't really interested at the moment. He was pretty sure the scope was Lawrence wanted to find a way to get Cory back there so he could fuck her. The thought alone made his cock stir. What the fuck was wrong with him? Why didn't he just find a way to shut this down?
"Same as before, mostly. He wants you to identify where he can trim operating costs. He mentioned expanding the number of divisions impacted. Sounds like this guy is going to be a regular cash cow for us." Kerrigan's tone didn't change, but his smile grew. It never did when the work involved layoffs. That was the job. You modeled the numbers. What the client did with them was the client's business. "He wants you out there by Thursday."
"This Thursday."
"The man knows what he wants, Hunter. And right now, what he wants is you."
Something twisted in Hunter's gut. He couldn't tell if it was ambition or nausea, and the fact that he couldn't tell made it worse.
"Listen." Kerrigan dropped his hands and leaned forward. "This kind of repeat business, with a company like Nexus, that doesn't happen to everybody. That's the kind of relationship we build careers on." He let it sit. "You've been doing strong work. I've said that. But this is the kind of thing that gets noticed upstairs."
Senior consultant. That was what Kerrigan wasn't saying. The title he'd been grinding toward for two years, the one that came with a team beneath him, a seat at the table, and the kind of salary that meant Cory wouldn't have to chase every corporate wellness gig that came her way. He could give her that. He could give her the freedom to walk away from the Lawrences of the world entirely, and all it would cost was one more trip to Cleveland.
"I'll be there."
"Good man." Kerrigan was already reaching for his phone.
Once he was in the hallway, Hunter pulled out his phone. He hadn't heard from Cory today. He wondered what she was up to. He thought about asking her to send him a nude. She used to do that all the time when they were in college. She'd get such a rush out of it.
Hunter: Something pretty big just came up at work. We should talk when I get home. How's your day?

Ever since her run this morning, she had found things to try to keep her busy. She put together a promotional video for her physical therapy work and created a Google Ads campaign. When that wasn't enough, she did yoga in the living room, trying to clear her mind and not think about what Dafni and Morgan had insinuated. Her gaze drifted to the kitchen window overlooking the house next door, but she averted her eyes. She didn't want to see Luther right now.
The text Hunter had sent her earlier only added to her anxiety. She had no idea what "something pretty big" meant. Her knife continued to slice the cucumber, ignoring the sound of Hunter's keys hitting the table. It wasn't that she didn't want to see him. She was just afraid his face would give away whatever his news was. She wasn't sure she could take it.
"Hey babe." His voice was warm. Cory couldn't help but smile at the pet name. He kissed the side of her neck as he stepped in behind her, his hand finding her waist. "How was your day? I didn't get to see you after your run."
The mention of her run with the girls made her chew on the inside of her cheek. "It was good. Just, keeping busy." She spun in his arms and kissed his lips. "Katrina canceled on me again this morning."
"Sorry, babe." He released his hold on her. "I'm sure business will pick back up soon."
"Yeah. I guess." She went to the fridge and grabbed a water bottle, handing it to him. "I started another ad campaign. Hopefully that drives in some business."
His brows pinched together. "What?" she knew his face would give it away. Whatever he had texted about earlier was going to be bad news. "Just tell me, Hunter. You know how I hate guessing."
"Kerrigan called me in today." He took a sip of water. "Lawrence um... Lawrence wants me back in Cleveland. A follow-up engagement. He asked for me by name."
Cory's eyes went wide. She grabbed hold of the counter to brace herself. Of all the things she thought the text was about, she never considered this. She spun around so Hunter wouldn't see the panic in her eyes, her gaze finding Luther in the back yard. He looked to be digging again.
"When?"
"Thursday."
She didn't respond immediately, just letting the information pass through her like a current. Outside, Luther had a large patch of dirt dug up in the backyard. She closed her eyes, hearing Morgan's teasing words in her head. "What does he want?"
"He um..." Cory braced for impact, knowing what that pause meant. "He wants to find more savings...."
"Christ, the greed is relentless." Cory shook her head, opening her eyes. Luther was staring at her. Her breath caught as he gave a friendly wave, his hands covered in dirt. "What's he want a fifth vacation house?" She turned to look at Hunter.
"Actually," he rubbed his neck. "He said he wants to expand the wellness program."
Her chest went cold. She stared at the sliced cucumbers in front of her, Luther totally forgotten. Her mind went to the two unread emails from Lawrence sitting in her inbox. One from his Nexus account, the other his personal. She'd been avoiding them for days, telling herself if she just didn't respond she wouldn't have to think about it. Now, because of her actions more people were going to lose their jobs.
"How many more people are going to get laid off because of this?" Her eyes welled with tears. "Because of me?"
"That's not--"
"Don't. We both know it's a lie." She rubbed her eyes with the back of her hand. "He told me after I left that..." She took a deep breath.
"What?"
"Ugh! I'm so stupid."
Hunter enveloped her in his massive frame. "What did he say to you?"
She took a deep breath, letting the smell of him ground her. Her fingers curled in his shirt as she pulled him closer. "That..." She chewed on her lip. "That the next time he sees me he's going to fuck me."
Hunter didn't say anything. His arms tightened around her and she felt his chest rise and hold. She waited for the anger, or disgust, or something. Instead, what she felt was him stiffening against her leg.
Her breath caught and for a moment she wasn't sure how to respond. Her first instinct was to pull back, to look at his face, to ask him what was going on. But her body didn't listen. Her hips shifted into him, barely, just enough that they both felt it. Just enough that there was no pretending it hadn't happened.
Hunter exhaled. His hand moved to the back of her neck. Cory's core clenched. She suddenly wanted to pull him to her, to feel his body on hers. She resisted the temptation. For nearly a minute, neither of them spoke. They clung to each other, their bodies moving in micromovements, turning up the temperature.
Finally, she pulled back, just enough to look at him without breaking contact with his body. His eyes were darker than they should've been, and she could see the lust burning inside of them.
"Hunter."
"I know." His voice was rough.
She studied his face, pulling her bottom lip between her teeth. "You know what he wants." She ran her fingers across his face, her gaze never pulling away from his. "And you're still going to go on Thursday?"
She felt him pulse against her leg and her nipples pulled tight against her shirt. He opened his mouth, but no words came out. He nodded.
She held his eyes. "You know what's gonna suck?" She grinned, letting her body press against his.
"Wh... What?"
"Being in this house alone again." She ran her fingers down his chest. "I get lonely."
"I..." Hunter cleared his throat. "I could call you from the hotel." He pressed his forehead against hers. "Remember how much fun we used to have in college."
She grasped him through his pants. "Oh, I remember."

Hunter stood alone in the kitchen while Cory went upstairs to wash her face. Or maybe she wanted him to follow her up? Everything had escalated so quickly he wasn't sure. When had he stopped being able to read Cory's signals? When had he stopped being able to just have a conversation with her?


He still couldn't believe what had just happened. Cory told him Lawrence wanted to fuck her and he nodded. Worse, he'd gotten hard. So fucking hard. There was no way she didn't notice. He rubbed his face with both hands and stood there like an idiot staring at the knife on the counter. Why didn't he just ask her if that's what she wanted? Was it because he was afraid of the answer?
He needed to get out of the house. Fresh air would do him some good. The back door stuck as he went to open it. He shouldered it open and stepped out onto the patio, taking a deep breath like he'd been deprived of air.
Luther was on the other side of the low fence that separated their yards. He had a patch of earth torn up, a garden hoe leaning against his leg, and was crouched over the dirt pulling at something with his bare hands. His shirt was dark with sweat.
Hunter thought about going back inside. Instead he walked to the fence. Luther grunted as he pulled up a patch of dirt.
"What the hell are you building over there, Luther?"
Luther looked up, wiping his hands on his jeans "Hunter, I didn't hear you come out." He made it to his feet. "This is going to be an herb garden. Dafni insists on fresh herbs, and I'm not one to disappoint the missus."
Hunter leaned on the fence. The patch was a mess. Luther had broken ground without stripping the grass first, and the sod was just folded back into the bed, roots everywhere.
"Yeah, that's not gonna work."
"You don't reckon?"
"You gotta pull the turf out first. Otherwise the grass grows right back through and chokes out whatever you plant."
Luther shrugged, stepping toward the fence. He didn't look bothered by the critique. "I hear ya. Folks been tellin' me that my whole life. Do it this way, do it that way." He picked up the hoe, sticking it into the ground. "I had a colleague, years back. Brilliant man. Had a little garden behind the faculty building, everything in rows, labels on sticks, out there every lunch hour fussin' over it." Luther's gaze drifted to his own torn-up patch. "Never produced a single tomato worth eatin'. And right next to it, the groundskeeper had this little plot where he just threw seeds in the dirt and walked away. No plan. No rows. Come August that man's givin' away bags to anyone who'd take 'em."
Luther pulled a cloth from his back pocket and wiped his face. "Some advice." He pressed closer to Hunter. "The best gardens are the ones where you let nature do what it wants."
Hunter's hands tightened on the fence and his knees grew weak. Was that what he was doing? Denying nature?
"You alright, neighbor?" Luther tilted his head. "Look like you seen a ghost."
"Yeah. No, I'm good." Hunter forced a laugh. "Long day."
"I hear ya." Luther nodded over his shoulder at the hole.
"Right. I um... I'm going to let you get back to it." Hunter mumbled a goodbye and stumbled back inside.

Their nighttime routine was the one thing that still felt normal. Hunter flossed with methodical precision, having been lectured by the dentist one too many times. He urged Cory to do the same. She never bothered. Her teeth were perfect anyway, which drove him insane.
She yawned from the bed. Her arms went high in an exaggerated, theatrical stretch. "Gosh, I wish my big sexy husband was here. Oh well, guess I'll just head to--"
He launched himself onto the bed and went straight for her ribs. She shrieked, legs kicking, her laughter high and breathless until she caught him square in the balls with a sharp tap. He rolled off the bed and lay on the floor, staring at the ceiling.
"Cor... my nuts. Now we're never gonna have a family, all because you nut-tapped me."
"Sorry, like, by now you fucking know the consequences of over-tickling."
"Consequences I'm willing to take. I got to cop a feel, so I mean I came out on top here."
She rolled her eyes. "You're corny. Like, seriously."
He feigned shock with a deep breath. "Corny? Wow. Too far. Too fucking far." He climbed into bed and propped himself up on his elbow, tucking some of her hair behind her ear.
"That's a sight I love."
"Oh?" She caressed the side of his face, pushing her thumb into his dimpled chin. "Same."
They kissed softly, and again their lips lingered a bit longer, and again their tongues swept across each other as their breathing hurried. He kissed her neck.
"This reminds me."
She ran her fingers through his hair, nails scratching softly at his scalp. "Of what?" She giggled as he nibbled at her neck.
"College. When I'd come to visit. When we would get your bed all to ourselves. Sometimes that shitty couch. Remember?"
"Fuck." She lifted his head and kissed him deeply. He returned every press of their lips. She licked his lips as she pushed her ass deep against his groin. "Remember all the phone sex we used to have?"
His hand grasped her waist as he pulled her closer, his firm hands moving upwards to her pert tits. "Fuck yeah I do." She turned to her side and grabbed his hardening cock. "You know what I liked the most?"
"What's that?"
"Teasing you."
He smirked as he grabbed her waist and kissed her deeply, both of them moaning into each other's mouth. He pulled back and licked down her neck, quickly pulling her shirt upwards, continuing down between her tits and to her navel, the long trail of the warmth on his tongue igniting a spark deep within her. He looked up as his fingers snuck under her panties and pulled down. "You're good at teasing... making me wait, telling me how badly you needed my cock."
She turned over to face him fully, holding his fingers against her folds. "Well it's true. I needed it so fucking bad. So... I had to find ways to cum without you. Toys. Shower heads. Morgan."
He slipped his fingers inside her. "Morgan? That's new. Tell me more."
"I'm kidding- fuck that feels so good."
"See? You're great at teasing me."
She held his wrist, keeping him in place as his fingers curled inside her. She shivered as she felt her body grow warmer.
Hunter winced, not out of disgust, but actual pain in his cock, a constricting pressure that made his chest tighten. "Yeah? Right here?"
"Right there... god you're so good at this."
He shifted slightly, curling his fingers only halfway with teasing nimble movements. His lips met hers again with a near clumsy passion, all of his efforts devoted to his fingers and her. "You're doing that thing."
"What thi-oh fuck right there. Don't move. Holy shit."
"You're doing that thing where your eyes get bigger and bigger. And you look down. You want to see it Cor. All of it"
She nodded her head, turning away for a moment before looking at his fingers working deftly. "You know what I saw? Recently?"
He knew what she was going to say. "What?"
"Your fingers... just where Lawrence had them." She slipped her shirt over her head and threw it to the ground. "Fuuuck he had his fingers right there, inside me. He was sooo-"
"Good?"
"Better than good."
"Fuck Cor."
There was a forbidden question that lingered for far too long in his thoughts. Where despite her neediness, her thighs slowly moving towards each other, he found himself suddenly absent from the moment, the words floating on his tongue, but never leaving:
"Better than me?"
He immediately kissed her, burying his tongue inside her mouth, their breath hot against one another's, the scent and taste of mint still fresh on one another. He pushed his fingers further inside her, his thumb nestled against her clit, she sucked in a deep breath as they broke their kiss.
She ran her fingers through her hair, pushing her head back into the pillow, her back arching as flutters and soft sparks began to course through her chest and groin. She moaned. "He was just like that. Inside me. Inside your wife."
His eyes widened. His fingers paused. For a second, his focus slipped, caught somewhere between anxiety and lust. She softly wrapped her hand around his waist.
"Babe like... why'd you stop?"
He shook his head. "Nothing. Sorry. I just dunno. It's just so fucking hot. And it's terrifying."
Her hand moved away from his wrist, pulling his boxers down by the hand slowly, when his cock finally slid out, it was bulging, his head covered in precum, the stain evident on his boxers. "You look like you're about to cum just from talking about this-"
"No, I'm not. I need you so fucking badly."
"Show me."
As he stood and rapidly took off his shirt, she sat up, sliding out of her panties. As he rushed to the bed, his fingers already tangled in her hair, ready to completely dominate her, they heard it.
A scream, born from complete ecstasy, coming from Luther and Dafni's room. They turned to each other and went to resume, but they heard another moan that escalated into a crescendo. Cor looked at Hunter, her hand wrapping around the back of his neck as he pulled her legs apart, inching closer to her. "Wait. Wait. Hold on."
He nestled his long cock against her pussy, probing, pushing, she knew how badly she wanted it, clenching her walls in response, but pushing him away slowly. "Wait...I want you to fuck me by the window. I want them to see."
"What? Wait I don't know I mean-"
"No. Babe I want you to fuck me. I want them to see us."
He glanced towards the curtains, the slightest sliver of moonlight carved down the center. The sounds of Luther and Dafni were a constant rhythm, loud clapping of flesh on flesh.
He knew he was ready, Cory wanted this, any doubts he had were banished as soon as he saw her eyes, manic and wide. "Fuck it."
He grabbed her by the wrist as they walked towards the curtains, pulling them back as wide as they could. There was no more hiding, no more pretenses of concealing their desires. There was an element of pride shared between them, a moment where there truly was no going back.
For a moment, they watched in the darkness of Luther and Dafni's room as he laid prone on the bed, and her on top, her lush thighs squeezing against the bulk of his waist. She was slowly grinding out spiraling movements with her hips, her mouth opening slowly as she softly exhaled, his massive hand cupping her tits, squeezing them tightly, her bronzen skin clashing against his paleness. Her hands folded over his sternum, long nails raking red lines down a roll of flab as his stomach bulged against her as she leaned forward he greedily grabbed her hips. They both turned their heads at the same time to Cory and Hunter, to study them, drink them in. To challenge them to share their beauty and freedom.
Hunter pushed her against the pane of glass, Cory felt the coolness of it against her palms as she spread her legs apart, his cock slowly pressing inside her, reaching the base of it, he slapped her ass hard, something he had almost never done, except when requested. She yelped as he began to throttle her. His eyes wandered, despite being focused buried to his hilt inside Cory, feeling her squeeze him tightly, drooling in sheer excitement, he couldn't look away from Dafni and Luther, their gaze meeting his own.
He watched as Dafni pressed her hands deep into Luther's misshapen and bloated chest, lifting her up by her voluptuous ass until the base of his cock was visible fully. The towering length was covered in an ivory cream, its weight carrying it to the side, as she pulled it back inside her, and he began slamming her up and down, from tip to hilt. The once familiar sounds of flesh colliding against flesh were easily heard. With every deep thrust her heavy tits swelled as she gasped.
He was merciless in his pace. She let out soft sighs and breathy exclamations as she bounced faster, her long black hair, shimmering in the moonlight cascaded down her shoulders, hiding both their faces as she leaned forwards. It was then he turned his head, and locked eyes with Cory, unwavering in his gaze, paying attention only to Cory, as if Dafni wasn't even there, she was just a toy for him, nothing more and nothing less.
It was Cory that held him, his eyes speaking in encouragement, in lust, in temptation. And she heard every word behind them.
She felt Hunter delivering slow thrusts from his hips. No longer distracted, he pushed her firmly against the window, his fingers digging deep into her waist, hard enough to leave red marks, looking down he savored every one of his deep thrusts inside Cory, her swollen puffy lips devouring his cock. Cory cupped her pert tits, pinching her nipple to the point of pain, as her other hand moved down, to press her clit harshly in rapid circular motions, the friction below from Hunter's cock in conjunction with her efforts, made her body shiver in suspense, her legs quiver, biting her lip tighter and tighter until she saw Luther still staring directly into her eyes, ushering her to the inevitable. Cory felt her stomach tighten, her vision blur into a spectacle of stars as she screamed. "FUUUUUUCK I'M CUMMING!"
The window shook with thrust from Hunter as his hands were still clutching at her hips, as he felt something awakening in them, a force, a desire, a need they never knew, terribly primal and elemental. He gripped the back of Cory's neck, as his fingers curled, his cock violently spasmed, shooting his cum deep inside her. His thick load seeped out of her, warm and sticky, down her already drenched thighs. They both watched breathlessly as Luther and Dafni quickened, Dafni reaching backwards and grasping his ankles.
Luther grunted, it was easy to hear that he was finishing, as his pace slowed. He pushed Dafni flush against his cock and roared. The virile, powerful seed that churned inside his balls, spurted forth, a thick stream of cum that splashed and filled her canal. Sweat ran down his brow as his thrusts slowed, his shaft pulsed. She collapsed atop him, both once more turning their faces to gaze at Cory and Hunter.
Dafni had collapsed against Luther's chest, her eyes closed, her body still trembling. She didn't just look exhausted, she looked euphoric. But Luther wasn't looking at Dafni. He was looking at Cory. He'd never stopped.
She felt seen in a way she never felt before, his continued stare like that of early hypnosis. He had licked his lips, brow covered in sweat, and she knew at that moment, that despite her husband behind her, no one else existed except herself and Luther. For one fleeting, terrible second, she saw herself where Dafni was. Not Dafni with her impossible body and her effortless beauty. No, Cory with her hunger and her need and whatever dark thing had been waking up inside her since Cleveland. And it didn't feel like falling. It felt like rising.
She slowly closed the blinds, offering one last glimpse to Luther, both offering a smirk as she turned to Hunter. Naked in the cool light they stood and held each other, not sure of what to say, unable to parse their thoughts into something that could make sense. As she wrapped her arms tightly against Hunter, she rested her head against his firm chest, listening to his heart beat rapidly. She closed her eyes, but her thoughts weren't on him.


            