
  
  [image: ]




  
  Copyright © 2025 by Arnica Butler 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one

I need to talk to you. I think I've done something terrible.


The message arrived in the middle of Jasper's speech: that's when Ryan felt the short spurts of vibration against his ribs signaling a text. He was seated next to Jasper, grinning like an idiot and clapping like a seal. His eyes were on his wife, Vanessa; his thoughts lurid and sexual. So sexual and so primordial that he felt like a much, much younger man. 
Sure, he should have known that something was coming. It was, after all, insane that Jasper had - that very morning - approached him with his offer. He had pulled Ryan out of a group activity and into the hall, stood very close to him, and very solemnly said:
"I want to bring you on to lead the marketing team." 
Ryan had laughed at first. Jasper's face had stared back at him with an intensity that had punctured Ryan's humor: it was obvious that the man was quite serious. Totally serious about making Ryan Cole, easily the oldest man in the company and therefore the least qualified to be directing marketing (of all the departments), the "lead" on marketing. 
And Ryan had laughed in his face.
Ryan had directed a finger to his hair and scratched his scalp while covering up his laugh with a cough. "Uh... seriously?" he remembered saying.
"It's a salary increase of $30k," Jasper had responded. And then, in that very dominating and infuriating way of his - the kid was twenty-four - he had tipped his head, like Ryan was an insect doing something curious and he was contemplating either smashing him, or helping him. It was unsettling. "Do you not want the job?" 
"I do... I mean, of course I do, I just..." Ryan had looked back into the room full of his very young colleagues. Nimbus was a tech company, and Ryan was a tech guy - but he was born in the last century. Well into the last century, not the late eighties like some of the "olds" in the company (approaching their thirties). In the tech world, Ryan was an absolute relic. He was lucky to have a job at all. Guys over the age of forty simply didn't "lead" anyone at Nimbus or any company like it, unless it was their own company: they were too old. 
He looked back at Jasper. "It's just... marketing? Really?"
"Can you handle the job?" This was Jasper's unemotional reply. He may only have been twenty-four, and like almost everyone in tech, he was probably headed for a meteoric rise and fall (the metaphor had always made Ryan laugh: the only thing meteors did was fall, and yet everyone used them to describe people rising fast). Ryan both detested Jasper and respected him somewhat: he was young, but he knew what he was doing. 
Ah yes. And Jasper had the hots for Ryan's wife. And had kissed her. 
All of these thoughts were the backdrop of the moment: Jasper staring at Ryan, waiting for his answer to the question. Would he, Ryan, take a $30k raise and "lead" marketing? 
The $30k raise, of course, drowned out everything else going on in Ryan's mind. Ryan extended his hand. "I guess you know what you're doing," he said. He sounded confident. 
Maybe Jasper just wanted a mature person in charge. That made sense. 
A firm handshake. They looked each other in the eyes. 
It had all seemed on the up and up in spite of everything with Vanessa.
And so Ryan had gone back into the activity room, telling himself the story he wanted to hear. Ha! he had thought. What a coincidence that just after he and his wife had joked about her getting him a promotion by sleeping with Jasper, here was Jasper giving him a promotion. 
Vanessa, after all, had been with Ryan all night (really, really with him: having very hot sex, having confessed to Ryan about the kiss with Jasper, engaging in sexual fantasizing - but in bed with her husband). 
Ryan had left her in the room in the morning, and came straight here, to the conference rooms. Jasper had been in his sight line the whole morning, so -
Well. Jasper had disappeared for a bit there. But it had been such a short disappearance. And he had even mentioned to Ryan, on his way out, that it was something to do with Vanessa and her horse riding, which had a ring of truth about it. 
No, there was not enough time this morning for Vanessa to have had sex with Jasper.
Certainly not the kind of sex that would lead to a promotion for her husband.
Ryan dismissed the whole idea at the time. 
And so it went: Jasper even made the announcement right then and there. People clapped. Jasper had a speech all prepared about the big plans he was making, new directions that they were going. Ryan's promotion had folded so nicely into all of that. Chloe, bless her heart, was the happiest of all. She gave him a thumbs-up sign and one of her wide, suggestive, dangerous smiles. 
The day had gone on. They were sent away to get ready for dinner. Jasper had punched Ryan on the arm in an act of strange camaraderie on his way out the door. His left eyelid winked, so partially and mysteriously that Ryan wondered if it had happened at all.
He had an erection. Still no word from Vanessa, who was riding horses. But this wasn't unusual.
"Congratulations." 
This was a female voice, the contours of it suggestive and sexy. He felt an arm slide into the crook of his elbow. For a brief moment, he believed it was Vanessa: his spirits lifted. His mouth was open to tell her the news.
Chloe's bouncy red curls materialized in front of him. Chloe. Chloe was biting her lip, standing very close to him. Her hand moved from his elbow to his bicep and squeezed. She was all energy, bopping in front of him, forcing him to stop walking. 
"I just want you to know," she began. Her voice was seductive. Her lips were covered in a gloss that made them seem redder than usual: the sort of shiny, youthful, fresh red that only young girls seem to have anywhere on their faces. Chloe had a smattering of freckles that crossed over her nose and spread up onto her forehead. The rest of her complexion was impossibly clear, totally smooth, alabaster white. Her eyes were strangely dark, dark brown, which gave her redheaded perkiness a sinister seduction that Ryan couldn't help but like. 
"I think you're going to be so good at this job." Chloe's hand was on his chest. She was very close to him. She was always inappropriate like this, but today she found his erection with her thigh. He saw the moment of recognition play on her features: excitement. Interest. Her pupils enlarged in their velvety brown casings. Her mouth - large, plump, always wet and brightly colored- turned up in a smile. Ryan caught a whiff of adolescent flavoring coming from her mouth or her skin, and it was disorienting. 
"I'm so glad you got it," Chloe continued, and by then the sexual purr to her voice was unmistakable. Her leg moved so that she made it obvious: she felt his cock. She wanted him to know that. Her eyes went downward. Her teeth returned to sinking into the red, shiny pillow of her lower lip. Another whiff of flavor - cherry? Ryan's cock twitched, and Chloe smiled. "I'll see you at dinner?" 
Ryan was frozen inside: this erection was not for Chloe, but for his wife. For the errant side fantasy he was having, that Vanessa had slept with Jasper to secure this promotion. It was... not good that Chloe had touched him, felt his excitement, believed it was for her. 
She pirouetted. She waved with her long fingers and looked over her shoulder. Her expression was predatory. 
Chloe had been, and remained, pure trouble from the get-go. She was HR, and she was everything dangerous, and she was unrepentantly sexual. A picture of innocence, a very hot body, a birth date that made her more suitable for Ryan's oldest son... and lip gloss. Very shiny plump lips and white teeth. 
Ryan wasn't touching any of that with a ninety-foot pole.
No Vanessa, still. He took a shower. He dressed for dinner. He heard the door. 
"Oh!" Vanessa had exclaimed. 
She was flushed. 
He was very excited by then. Counting his money. Getting an erection. What had happened? 
"Did you get my text? Do you want to know what it is?" he had asked her. But his eyes were already undressing her; his mind had been elsewhere. 
Vanessa had acted strangely then. She took her own phone out and looked at the screen. "I don't know what -" she had begun.
He hadn't waited for her. He'd picked her up and thrown her on the bed. "I got it. I got a promotion. You are looking at the new "lead" of marketing." Vanessa had looked surprised. Stunned, in fact. He had taken that expression for Vanessa being "impressed." 
In fact, he remembered saying something to her along the lines of "I guess you won't have to sleep with Jasper after all." Vanessa had wriggled away from him, saying something about getting ready for dinner. He hadn't really thought much about it at the time: it was very close to dinner time. He wanted to hear Jasper repeat the announcement. He wanted Vanessa to hear it, too. 
Vanessa had tried on a pair of superb, translucent navy pants that were, in many ways, see-through up to just before her ass. Like the dress from the previous night, hints of her smooth skin abounded and teased. She had a suit jacket on, but the kind that was the whole shirt: no bra, no shirt beneath it. 
She had started to take it off after looking at herself in the mirror; he had stopped her. "That's so hot," he had told her. It looked extraordinarily expensive: a lot of things Vanessa had brought to the Ranch seemed new to him, and expensive. It had been a mild irritation all weekend because they were barely making ends meet for their lifestyle. 
But now he felt rich: he liked the clothes. They were sexy. It had been fun thinking about how some of that sexiness was for Jasper, but now it was just fun watching her wear them. He was going to have hot sex with her tonight, again. 
"Oh, I don't know," Vanessa had said. "It's a little too..." She seemed to struggle to find something to say about it. 
"Wear it," Ryan had insisted. 
"I don't..." Vanessa had begun. For a moment, she'd seemed hopeless, ready to cry. Her posture crumpled, her eyes seemed wet. Her lips pouted. Ryan had interpreted this the way he wanted to, the way a rich man full of promotions and himself chooses to see anything: he found it hot. He pawed at her and kissed her. 
She told him she loved him.
"You know that, right?" That was what she'd said.
Maybe if her text had not been so delayed. Maybe if he had not been so high on life. Maybe then he would have seen all of this for what it was. Instead, he took it as sentimentality (welcome sentimentality). He kissed her again. They were late for dinner. Vanessa seemed confused, and he pulled her down the hall by the hand. Everything was coming up Ryan.  
He was flying high. He held her hand and looked at her all the time. He felt great, he felt like letting go of the silly fantasies he'd been entertaining on this trip: the idea of seeing his wife with Jasper; the vague fantasies of Chloe. He was riding the high of success, of making more money...
And then the vibration. A premonition traveled through him, making him shudder. He didn't look at the message (Jasper, for his age, was extraordinarily fascist about people staying off their phones unless required to look at them). 
It could have been any one of a million messages. 
But it was not. And he knew it. He didn't know what it said, he couldn't even imagine it. He just knew: whatever it was, it was going to change this mood. It burned through his pocket, clawed at the inside of his skull. He rotated his head and looked at Vanessa. 
It was only then that the paradigms shifted. He saw in her expression what he realized had been there all along. His "success" had been clouding his vision, but now he saw clearly: Vanessa was worried. Something was wrong. All of the pieces began to fit together. 
Jasper seemed to speak forever. Vanessa squeezed his hand and looked more pitiful by the moment. He excused himself. Was he shaking? He felt like he was. 
Ryan locked himself in a bathroom and stared at the expensive wood door, reaching blindly for his phone, holding it in his two hands, feet facing forward. A distinct ringing began to creep into his hearing, beneath it the faint squish of his arterial walls. 
Swipe, swipe. Yes, it had been a text from Vanessa. 
She thought she had done something terrible? 
His hand shook as he tucked the phone back into his pocket. What the hell was she sending this to him now for? How had she sent it?  
The sense of doom and excitement intensified, growing tighter and tighter in his chest. Cold and dense, that feeling twisted darkly behind his sternum, sinking down to his groin like the cool sludge of jealousy. 
His stomach felt full of monstrous eels as he went back to the dining room. The buzz in his ears had turned to a dull hum, something like fluorescent lights of the "olden days," as Chloe called them. He was in a trance. He could hear his heart beat. This was not real, this was not real...
But there it was, plain as day: 
Jasper, sitting now with only one seat between himself and Vanessa, at an angle. Beneath the table, their legs could easily mingle, out of sight. One hand rested casually on the table. Everyone in a robust discussion around them, oblivious. Jasper and Vanessa with their attention on nothing around them.  
Jasper's ice-cold stare, the one that he used when he was thinking, dominating, planning a takeover of some kind. His eyes were on Vanessa. Vanessa was looking at the top of the table. She was stiff as a board. Her cheeks were flushed. 
Ryan blinked. The scene changed. He was closer to the table. Vanessa's lips were parted, her stare vacant. Jasper had a grin on his lips. He was leaning back a little. That was strange, a strange posture for him -
Ryan froze. People passed in front of him. Chloe was turning in her seat now. A look on her face - pity? Jealousy? Triumph? There was something sinister in it. Chloe smiled and turned back to the table. 
Vanessa looked up. 
A bang. The water glasses shook on the table. Vanessa's hands were beneath the tablecloth, and she adjusted herself in her chair. Jasper remained as he was. And then slowly repositioned, sitting up. 
Shifting eyes. Glances all around. 
Ryan sat down. In the humid air that was rising from beneath the table between Jasper and Vanessa, he was sure he could smell the scent of his wife's pussy. He turned his head. Vanessa's cheeks were bright red. His eyes went to the full glass of wine in her hand, her fingers stroking the stem of the glass absent-mindedly. "It looks like you've had a little too much wine," he said. 
Vanessa's lips pressed together. 
"We better go to bed," Ryan said. His voice sounded wooden. 
Jasper was staring at Vanessa. Vanessa seemed frozen. Then she looked at Ryan, as if for help. Her shoulders moved in a strange shrug.
"I just got your text," Ryan said, very quietly. His voice was steely now. He was glad of that. 
Her eyes went wide, so briefly that Ryan doubted even Jasper saw this. Thoughts were racing at light speed behind Vanessa's eyes. "What?" she asked, in disbelief. And then, too quickly for him to answer, "Just now?" 
He opened his mouth to say yes. Chloe was making a bawdy joke, and Jasper's attention was turned away.
Vanessa stood up. "I, uh... just need to go to... I need some ice water." She abruptly went to the bar. Chloe watched her go and rolled her eyes a little, then looked at Ryan. Ryan supposed that all of this looked dramatic, over-dramatic in fact - if you didn't understand why. 
If you didn't understand that Jasper Cooper had been fingering your wife under the table. 
Jasper's face was inscrutable. 
Ryan rose up. "I just..." he waved vaguely in the direction of his wife.
She had a glass of ice water in her hand by the time he got there. The bartender ducked guiltily away when he saw Ryan. He had obviously been enjoying the deep cut to Vanessa's suit, the display of her breasts. 
"What do you mean you just...?" Vanessa said, her voice a hoarse whisper into the glass. "I thought you had it, I thought you..." she turned to him. "I thought you understood. You said..." She looked down at her pants. "...to wear these..."
What did her pants have to do with anything? 
"What?" Ryan shook his head. "It just came. It says you did something -"
Vanessa shook her head. "It's too late, Ryan, I already - do you understand?" 
"Is this about my promotion?"
Vanessa turned to him, her face looking very guilty. "What do you think?" She looked back into her glass. Drank the remainder of the water as if it were a stiff drink she really needed. Ryan picked it up and sniffed it. "Is this... vodka?" 
"I thought you knew, I thought... You didn't care, that you, I don't know..." Vanessa was saying.
Ryan looked back at the table. Jasper was looking at them, even though someone was talking to him. 
"You can't be serious," Ryan said. But by then, he knew that she was. This was all very serious. His promotion, and the terrible thing Vanessa thought she'd done... they were related. 
"It just... happened," she said. 
Ryan looked at her. "Are you serious? Right now. I mean it. You made a deal with Jasper -"
"Shhht!" she hissed.
He was getting loud. He lowered his voice and slid his hand over to hers. He squeezed it. "Is this... I don't understand. Do you want to do this?"
She looked at her glass. Ryan's fingers moved on their own, tracing a circle on the back of her hand. He knew he should be crushed: his wife was trading sexual favors for his own promotions. Instead, now that he'd absorbed the blow to his ego, he felt...
Erotic. Aroused as fuck. His cock was getting hard. 
Vanessa squirmed. Her eyes darted to his hand. Her knee bent, and she seemed to almost lose her balance. 
"Was he doing something to you just now, when I went out?" 
"Ryan," she said in a whisper. A flush traveled across her right cheek. She was drinking vodka in that water glass. The energy in her was excited, jumpy. She could do anything right now, he realized. It all felt very out of control. It was so unlike her to be drunk. His eyes went to the curve of her breast. His fingers itched to touch it, slip his hand beneath the jacket.
He could do that. He could do that in public, and it wouldn't be entirely lewd. Jasper had to hide his hand under the table, but this was Ryan's wife. He could touch her if he wanted to. There was that. 
"Do you want to do this?" he asked her, turning toward another part of the room so Jasper wouldn't think they were arguing. "Does he know that I know?" He sipped from her glass. Watered down, but vodka nonetheless. 
Her knee bent and then straightened. She tucked a stray hair away with an elegant swipe of her fingers. "I don't think so." 
"He wants to do it tonight?" 
"I don't... I don't know. Maybe. Yes." 
"Hmm."
Vanessa laughed, bending over a little. "That's it? 'Hmm?'" She shook her head. 
"It's bold," he said with a smile. "I'll give him that." He leaned on the counter, his hand on her back. He liked that Jasper could see him, that Jasper would have to wonder what they were saying. Perversely, he thought it would be more fun if Jasper thought that his wife was outright cheating on him. 
"What do I do?" Vanessa asked. "Ryan, I swear this just... happened." 
"Well," Ryan said. He touched her pinky with his own finger. Then he slid two fingers along the length of it. Vanessa shivered. "Did you mean it?" 
"It all happened so fast."
"Do you want to? I'm asking you."
She looked at herself in the mirror. "I don't - maybe. Not like..."
"Yes or no?" 
A shrug. "Yes. But -"
Ryan leaned in to kiss her on the earlobe. "Then do it. But two rules."
She nodded, and a tremor traveled through her. 
"Tell me everything..."
A nod.
"... and tell him nothing." His cock swelled. He felt inspired, sexual, raw. His hand went to her jaw, he kissed her, a surge of longing so great that it almost consumed him. "You belong to me," he said, his lips close to hers. "He's only a toy."
She began to nod. 
"Say it."
A smile. Her eyes met his. This - this had been what he'd wanted. What she'd wanted. The game they had wanted to play but had only hovered around. He supposed he had Jasper's forwardness to thank for that. 
The shape of the words on her lips, gliding over them, was sweet in its caress.
"I belong to you." 
And then, curling around his cock and snaking deep into his balls: "He's only a toy."
They separated, smiling down at the top of the bar. Vanessa, smiling. Tipping her head back. Speaking quietly. "I can't believe we're doing this." 
Fidgeting. 
"How do we play it?" he asked. This made Vanessa giggle and shrug. Her fingers were making shapes on the top of the bar, playfully, flirtatiously. His cock was so hard he thought he might ejaculate spontaneously. "I have to stay up here for a while," he confided. 
Her eyes flickered briefly to his cock. She smiled and ordered another drink from the bartender. "We could get in a fight."
"Too obvious," he murmured, doubling the order by holding up his fingers. There was something more delicious about this if Jasper believed he was getting away with something. Ryan couldn't put his finger on what it was, but it was there, throbbing in his dick. "How about I just go to bed? Pretend to be wasted?" 
"Mmm-hmm," Vanessa said, mysteriously. "Just make sure Chloe goes home to her own cradle."
Ryan smiled, looking at his wife's reflection in the mirror. She was smiling, excited. Her demeanor flashed briefly upon serious anger. "I mean it," she said, picking up the drink the bartender brought her. Her eyes went down to the glass of Merlot. "Don't worry, I'm not drinking all this," she whispered and grinned. But then she was back to serious. "But Chloe's a no-go. I'm not into this if that's the trade-off." She looked over at him apologetically. "Sorry." 
"I have zero problem with that," he said. He didn't, but Chloe was more of a handful than his wife imagined. Ryan decided not to mention that at this moment.
"So... then..."Vanessa purred. "I'm going to stay back, and see, uh... where the night takes us?"
He nodded.
"Really?"
"Really."
She smiled and turned, her glass of wine in her hand. "Here I go," she said.






  
  Chapter two

But the cool and curious Jasper had other plans. They sat down, and Ryan was just about to make his move to go to bed, when Jasper stood up. He extended his hand to Ryan. Ryan stood and shook hands with him, perplexed. Smiling. Staring the other man down in a strange sort of contest. 
"Jasper," Ryan said. It almost came out as a question; he hoped Jasper hadn't heard it in his voice: a pathetic kind of neediness. 
"I'm afraid I have to go make the rounds and turn in for the evening," Jasper was already saying.
Vanessa blinked at him. "Are you getting up earl-"
"Markets," Jasper said. "Asia. I'm leaving early after that. But you have the day free tomorrow, no rush to check out. Vanessa, I've let the stables know you can ride any horse you like." 
This was dripping with sexual innuendo. In the periphery of his eye, Ryan saw Chloe's eyes widen, and her hand go to her mouth to cover a smile. Jasper had taken Vanessa's hand and was bowing to kiss it. 
And then he was gone. 
Vanessa raised her eyebrows to Ryan and sipped her wine. Chit-chat resumed at the table. 
She leaned over after a safe amount of time and murmured in Ryan's ear: "He has my number."
And then some time later: "He's already texted me."

      ***Use the key in your pocket and find a way to come to my room. Wear what you're wearing - all of it.


Don't have sex with him.


Ryan was reading this text over Vanessa's shoulder. They were on the bed, Vanessa on her stomach, reading her phone like a teenager. 
"What does that mean?" Vanessa wondered aloud. 
The audacity of the man; it had to be admired. It was a turn-on, him telling his wife not to fuck her husband, and Ryan was a little disappointed that Jasper wouldn't know that. He smiled: his hand was already down Vanessa's pants, his finger sliding over her wet asshole, greased by the juices of arousal that had seeped from her cunt. Wiggling into the folds of her pussy, which was soaking wet and engorged. 
Vanessa gasped when he reached her clit. She twisted her hips to smash his hand between her body and the bed. "Stop," she said. It was half-hearted. She wasn't even really trying to stop him. Her weight shifted easily away, and he continued to stroke her. She shuddered and mewled, and then twisted away again. She giggled. "I can't..."
He rolled her over. She brought the phone with her, staring at the screen. 
"What does he mean, wear 'all of it?'" Ryan prodded. 
"He bought me this outfit," Vanessa retorted, kicking her feet lazily at Ryan as he tried to tug her pants from her body. Ryan made a face of confusion, furrowing his brow. 
"And the underwear," Vanessa said quietly. 
Ryan sat up on his knees. His hand ran along her thigh through the material. Seeking the waist of the pants. "Let me see them," he said. "You're wearing them?" 
It was a slight betrayal, in a way: she hadn't mentioned this earlier. Maybe it had been implied, maybe she had felt guilty, and that was what he'd seen in her strange looks before they went to dinner, but in the end she'd just put it on obediently for Jasper. Panties. The pain of it felt like a slowly depressing weight on a tender bruise. And blood flowed to his cock. 
Fuck Jasper, he thought, as he pulled on the waist of her pants. He grinned. "Take them off. Take off your pants. I want to see them."
"Okay, but don't... we can't have sex."
"No?"
"No," she said, waving the phone at him. 
Ryan slipped the pants from his wife's hips, cocking his head to the side. "Tell him you can't stop me," he told her, impishly. The pants were expensive, all right: he could feel it in the thick, sturdy weave of the delicate fabric, the expense of it, the raw silk and wool, an absence of synthetic fabric. His wife's hips poured out of the material, encased in navy panties the same color as the pants, the same expensive sheen to them. Embroidery, silk, expense... a slit where her own slit was. A sort of bondage-like array of slits spanning down to form a sexy boy-short cut around her thigh. 
His eyes went wide. And then his hand shot out to plunge his thumb into the slit of the panties, deep into his wife's cunt. He seized her thigh as he did this, sliding his other fingers to the back of the panties, feeling the twisted ropes of embroidery. His left hand unbuttoned the jacket and threw it open, exposing his wife's spectacular tits, their rich caramel nubs hard and ready, begging to be chewed gently. 
Vanessa's hand went to his wrist, but her other arm went over her head in surrender. He looked down at his wife, flung on the bed, her hair spread around her head. He gave a good, long moment to imagining how this would be what she looked like on Jasper's bed. Jasper would have his finger inside her. 
What was his plan with these crotchless panties? Would he fuck her with them on? Did the slit give him access to her ass? Would he want her to debase herself for him? Would he put his cock in her mouth? 
He suddenly wanted to feel her interior with his cock more than he had ever wanted to before - and that was, of course, saying a great deal. He made some moves in this direction, but Vanessa sat upright and stared him down, her hand holding his wrist firmly. Her eyes were challenging, her smile coy. "nuh-uh-uhn," she tisked. "A deal is a deal."
Ryan sat back on his heels. He was panting. He slipped his thumb from inside her, moved it to her clit. Gave her a lopsided grin. And then something stabbed inside him - more like the sting of a bee:
Vanessa was under the impression that this was going to be a one-time payment. And he supposed he'd gone along with that fantasy, believing it himself. 
But was that really what Jasper would do? 
And what if he didn't? 
Vanessa was also breathing rapidly. They were staring at each other. "What do I do?" she asked him. 
He stared at her, not comprehending the question. 
She smiled, easing her arm out of the jacket and moving it away from herself. "What do I tell him?" she explained. "About you? Do I send a message now?"
"Tell him you're having a hard time getting me to go to sleep," he said, reaching for her panties. "You don't know when you'll be able to get away. You might have to have sex with me to get me to go to sleep." 
Vanessa shifted from one ass-cheek to the other to work her way back up to the headboard, her legs spreading apart as she did. She held the phone in two hands and gave Ryan a severe look, warning him off following her. Between her long, pale legs, the navy panties broke apart, and her slit cracked open like a ripened fruit, pink and swollen, glistening with pussy juices. Ryan noted - ashamed that he hadn't noticed fully before - that Vanessa had gotten a professional wax job before this trip. It left only the wispiest of blond hair trailing as a landing strip to her cunt. Her clit pulsed, and the scent of her pussy rolled into his senses, sweet and tangy. 
Vanessa, for her part, was typing, one tooth sinking into her lip. For a disconcerting moment, he thought of Chloe, who shared this habit. ".... might have to....?" Her eyes shifted above the screen to meet his. Expectant. She was smiling. The eyes shifted back, as her right foot moved toward him, manicured nails a tasteful red, glossy like lips, her toes sliding over his thigh and headed to his cock. 
"...do something to keep him satisfied," she said. Her fingers typed. Her toes curled around the shape of his cock. His hand moved to her foot and pushed it toward his balls. He stroked the sole of her foot, making her jerk and giggle. She tossed the phone aside and slid down the backboard, her hair trailing above her head. "Stop," she whispered. "No sex."
This was fine by him, he wanted to tell her. It was more than fine, it was what he wanted: to send his wife's engorged and sopping pussy encased in panties another man had bought her, to be plundered by Jasper Cooper, his boss. And then, when she came home with a pussy full of his cum, to sink his dick into the stretched and filled-up cavern while she detailed the things he had done to her. 
But he didn't say this - he lifted her foot to his lips and closed them around her toe instead.
Vanessa stared at him, her eyes fading away to the kind of raw sexual need he liked to elicit in her so much, and so rarely was able to these days. She squirmed, and a sound left her open mouth, warbling somewhere in her throat. The phone was still in one hand, thrown up above her head. It vibrated. She ignored it and stared at Ryan.
"What do you think he wants to do to you?" He said these words against the sole of her foot.
"Hmm," she said, lips parted. Her back arched slightly as his hand moved down her thigh, goosebumps spreading along the interior seam, muscles trembling. Viscous, sweet liquid oozed visibly from between her legs. "It's a big promotion." 
He shuddered. "Look at the phone." He edged backward, getting ready to move down her thigh with his mouth. No sex did not mean he couldn't lap up some of these juices; they would, after all, be replaced by more...
Vanessa lifted the phone and read aloud. "Find a way. I want the taste of you and not your husband." She dropped her hand to the side and gave Ryan a look. "Bold."
There was a note of challenge in her voice, and her eyes had narrowed. Ryan was looking up at her from the foot of the bed, along the length of her thigh. Her ankle was very close to his lips: he placed them over the bone and kissed her, and began to move forward.
Vanessa sat up. Her hair cascaded around her shoulders, and her eyes were very bright. She shot her hand out and seized Ryan by the hair, pulling him to a crawl and then toward her. A very different kind of look was in her eyes. "I don't think I'm going to let Jasper Cooper boss me around," she said. Her teeth were almost gritted. 
He stared at her. The grip on his hair intensified. Ryan's mouth fell open. "Uh... is this -"
"He's your boss," Vanessa said coolly. "Not mine." Her grip loosened for a second, and she picked up the phone. She typed with one hand. "In fact..." As she typed, her fingers gripped him more ferociously and then pushed his head between her legs. She reclined as she typed, her eyes on the phone. She pushed Ryan's head between her legs. 
Still typing, she ordered Ryan around: "Don't. Actually fuck me. But still..."
His face was pushed into her mound, the suffocating heat of her pussy and its sticky contents pouring into his nostrils and running down his chin, surging into his mouth like the bursting labia and clitoris that wormed their way between his lips and teeth. He sought her clit with his tongue, found it engorged and almost as hard as his cock under the layers of sweet, tender skin. 
Her thighs snapped against his ears, and she squeezed him until he felt dizzy when she came, moments later, after he lapped at her with his cock, scraping against the silky-soft sheets, painfully distended. Her juices were sloppily smeared across his face as he lifted it, panting. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, and her thighs shook next to his ears as he asked: 
"What did you write to him?"
She lazily picked up the phone and handed it to him as he rose up onto his knees, between her legs, to read it. He held it, staring at the words, as she reached her hand out and took his cock in her hand, making him flinch. She stroked him languidly, the precum that had oozed from his glans sufficient to the task of lubricating her strokes. Her fist tightened at the base of his dick, her knuckles denting into his tight, swollen balls. 
Be careful, Jasper Cooper. You aren't the boss of me.
To which Jasper had replied:
Not yet.
Vanessa scooted closer, still playing with his cock, getting her lips close to his aching skin. She hovered there, massaging him,  looking off into the distance with vacant eyes and a faint smile on her lips. It gave Ryan a moment to ponder who she was thinking about - what she was thinking about - with his dick in her hand, a message from his boss on her phone, and the whole night ahead. 
Then she looked up, smiling, just as the pain of holding back his orgasm became intolerable. 
"I had better get going," she said. And with that, her hand, her legs, Jasper's panties soaked in the cum he'd coaxed from her, and her phone all slipped away and into the bathroom. He was left kneeling on the disheveled bed, the pain of his erection punching him in the stomach like a fist. 






  
  Chapter three

She left, and Ryan was left alone in the huge hotel room, lying on the bed, imagining his wife with his boss, Jasper Cooper. 
There were moments when regret plunged through his chest, a knife of cool metal that pierced his heart painfully and then headed down, leaving him with a sick feeling and intense pain. Once his wife slept with Jasper, there was no taking that back. And what the hell was he thinking? Jasper was younger, richer, and better-looking. He had gambled his own wife in exchange for a sexual fantasy.
But the regret would cede to the sexual fantasy. The sense of evisceration would turn to lust, pulse from his interior down to his balls, make his cock freshly, painfully hard. She was with him right then, their skin damp with sweat, Jasper's firmer, younger cock plunging into the velvet silk of his wife's pussy. Dumping his virile seed and the white cream of his cum into her while she arched her back and opened her mouth in ecstasy. Semen boiled in his dick, and he fought the urge to whack off constantly... soon she would be back, smelling like another man, full of another man's cum, and then he could empty himself of this ache and his seed, right into that overflowing, filthy pussy. 
What would Jasper want to do with his very precious wife? He was young, energetic, creative, and very alpha. A man who had grown up with porn and all of its lurid, wild permutations at his fingertips. What filthy, degrading things would he come up with? What would Vanessa let him do? What would she do to him? What would she do for him? 
And on the heels of those thoughts, again the snowplow of regret. Followed by arousal, followed by morbid and erotic curiosity, followed again by -
A knock at the door.
Thinking of nothing but his wife, he sat bolt upright and made no effort to hide himself: his boxers barely hid the erection, and he was shirtless. A glimpse at himself in the mirror: he was no Jasper, but he was all right. Mid-forties, non-youthful middle, but he still had his hair, and he had a better build than most men his age, thanks to the gym. This was brief: he was moving quickly to the door. In his mind, Vanessa was out there, her key lost, her makeup smeared, her pussy sore and full of cum, and he was going to have his dick inside her within minutes. There was no time to waste. His erection was clanging away, reaching up into his body like a heated fist, pulling at things, making him ill.
He didn't check the peephole. The door swung open wildly, smashing into the wall, bouncing back violently. 
Red curls, red mouth. Strange smile. Dark, absorbent eyes that glittered lustfully before glimmering with curiosity and darting down. "Oh, hi - ell-o," the mouth said, the voice beginning breathy, becoming startled, diving low and sultry, all in a single gasp. The eyes lingered on his cock, milliseconds passed. Her lips shimmered with a smile that disappeared as her eyes came back up. She did not look over his shoulder. "Um, Ryan - I... uh... hmm, this is sort of awkward, I... didn't expect you to be, uh..." Chloe looked down the hallway, presumably in the direction she came from. A whisper, a hand to the door frame. She leaned in. "Can I just talk to you a second?" 
The eyes went back to his erection. Then to his chest. A blink. 
Still no looking into the room. She knew he was alone. Danger lights flickered in his peripheral vision. He was too stunned to move: other than having followed Chloe's eyes down the hallway, he hadn't. His mouth was hanging open. He had felt his own face changing shape: the dogged excitement morphing to surprise to confusion and now back to this - whatever he was showing to Chloe. 
"I just don't want anyone to see us and, uh.. You know," Chloe whispered, stepping in without an invite of any kind. As she walked - strode, really - into the room, she slipped a sexy, drapy, black sweater from her shoulders. She turned abruptly before reaching the bed. A sweat-gray colored shirt hung from one shoulder, made it to just below her breasts, and then hovered there somewhere in her midriff, shifting and full of promises with every movement of her body. Form-fitting black pants hugged her lithe frame and very - very - ample ass. 
Everyone could say what they wanted about this generation, but people had to admit that these young girls knew what they were doing with the glute machines in the gym. Chloe was a cute redhead in every other way - her freckles, her unblemished doll face, her un-plundered waist, and slender, youthful arms. But between her waist and her knees, she was built like a dancer in a rap video. 
"I don't know if I should be telling you this," Chloe said, without further preamble. She tossed her purse on the bed and sat down after her nostrils flared with a few short sniffs of the air. Whatever she smelled did not bother her: she merely rubbed her nose like a child and then stretched her arms behind her on the bed, leaning back, twisting an ankle in a sweat-gray shoe that wrapped around her ankle like ballet shoes but ended like a sexy pair of Converse. 
Her eyes had gone back to Ryan's boxers and his chest, and she didn't say anything else. If there had been no sound and he didn't know her, Ryan would have assumed she was a hooker asking him to take his pants off, waiting for him to stand in front of her and drop his boxers so she could suck his cock. 
A robe was conveniently hanging next to the door. This was, after all, a classy establishment. He threw it on hastily. "Uh, Chloe, I, uh... what are you doing here?" 
A twist of her ankle. Amusement on her face. "I probably shouldn't stick my nose into this..." she said. Chloe's voice was nasal and low, but the pitch somehow made her seem like a teenager when she talked like she was right now. Her eyes were twinkling. Her physical form did not lend itself to the words she was saying; it all matched horribly, like the dubbing of the wrong film entirely. 
He waited. He raised his eyebrows. 
"Okay, so... I'm going to anyway." Chloe leaned forward on her crossed knees, the sweater that was gathered at her elbows slipping further down, her gray shirt billowing open and giving him an uninterrupted view of her tits all the way to just where her very pink areola started, and then clinging stubbornly to her skin. Her breasts were pert, pale, smooth, unadulterated by any changes of size or shape. Freshly budded. 
Chloe continued. Her fingers twisted on one hand, playing with the gobs of rings she stacked on her fingers. "I just saw something at the bar." 
The door had been slowly closing, and it now, at last, clicked shut. This obviously had to do with Vanessa, Ryan had long ago - back in the drawn-out ten seconds of Chloe's presence that felt like a decade - determined that. Chloe hadn't so much as glanced around the room to confirm that Vanessa wasn't there. His mind spun, trying to come up with reasons that Vanessa would have been seen by Chloe -
-wait a minute. Doing what?
"Huh?" he managed to say. "What?"
"So, Vanessa was down there, right?" Finally, she looked around the room, Vanessa in her mind. To confirm what she already knew to be true. "Are you two fighting?" Chloe was unable to contain her glee, but her mouth marched on anyway. "Anyway, she was there, she had some drinks, she was texting. I stayed out of it, I just assumed that, you know... You two were fighting. I was there with Mitch. From accounting?" Chloe rolled her eyes. "There were a lot of people there still, so this is no big deal. And I don't even know... like, I don't even know what I'm saying here, okay, but I really like you, Ryan, so... here goes. Okay, so..."
Ryan's mind had sunk back into itself, into the twisted knots of erotic pain that he had been enjoying before Chloe got here. Sure, Vanessa at the bar was weird, but it wasn't inexplicable, and everything else Chloe was saying seemed like it was fluff for some kind of package that she'd get to in ten minutes, like usual -
"... and then, he just went right up to her and talked to her for like ten seconds. Low-key: really weird, too. Like, suss. And so I'm like, okay, whatever, you know? Not my business. But then, uh, okay, so Jasper leaves, and Mitch is talking - like droning, really, don't even ask me..."
She went on. Ryan inhaled to maintain calm. 
"... and then just like that: Vanessa gets up. And she leaves. So again, I'm like... okay, she's going to bed, right? Like, I am not even thinking about this at this point, not really. So I'm done, and I stand up, and I walk out to reception because I need to check on tomorrow's brunch, and Ryan..."
At long last, Chloe's onslaught of Gen Z gibberish slowed, and she inhaled emotionally. Her dark eyes, which had been traveling all over the place, returned to meet his. "I saw Vanessa there. And she was  getting into a car." 
Ryan stared at Chloe. He had nothing to say. 
Chloe did not like this. "Ryan... it, uh. Look, it's none of my business, but it was like, an expensive car. One of Jasper's cars." 
Ryan scratched his head.
"I can see by your reaction that you're shocked," Chloe said. She was feigning sympathy, and she was doing a terrible job. She couldn't hide the obvious glee that this gave her. She was standing up, moving toward him. Her clothes were draped on her, hanging off, loose; they could easily slip right off, and that would be the end of them. Again, Ryan had the feeling of disconnect between her words and the actions of her body: she was behaving and gesturing and sort of dressed like a hooker with the face of a childlike doll.
Saying: "Maybe I shouldn't have said anything, but if it were me... I'd want to know. Please tell me you knew about this, that there's some kind of explanation..."
Big, doe-eyed blinks. The red glossy lower lip projected out slightly, her brow furrowed in a youthful and wrinkle-free frown. 
"I mean..." she said to Ryan's very brief silence. "You obviously know she isn't here..." Chloe's hand flew to her mouth. "Oh my gosh!" she exclaimed. Another plunge of fear. 
Ryan half-expected Chloe to say something Gen Z-like, "Oh, this is one of those polyamory things." Well. It wasn't ideal... but whatever got Chloe out of the room. 
"I'm so drunk, Ryan, I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have... stopped by..." Chloe shrugged the loose shoulder back up and pulled the sweater over her shoulders, one at a time. "I shouldn't be dumping this on you..." She put her hands to her forehead and shook her head, squinting her eyes closed. "I'm so... sorry." 
It was not evident that Chloe was, in fact, incredibly drunk. This could mean anything: Chloe almost never drank, and so it was possible she'd had two glasses of wine. Her ankle bent slightly and made her catch her balance, apropos of nothing, as if to emphasize the point. Ryan pressed his lips firmly together and smiled: his kids called this "dad face." He deployed it when they did something stupid, and he didn't want to deal with it or talk about it, but also didn't want to condone it. It was a "I don't want to hear about this kind of shit again, you hear?" face. 
Her hands went to his crossed forearms. She seized one in both hands and squeezed. "I am so sorry," she repeated. "It's... probably nothing."
A beat. Her pupils enlarged and absorbed some of the dark brown anew. The red lips, freshly glossed, parted slightly. Was it his imagination, or did she move closer? He smelled fruit, alcohol, lip gloss, and her skin. One hand went to a red curl, and she swiped it. It bounced and returned to where it had been. Her hair was glossy like her lips. "You know," she said quietly. "I am sorry... but you don't have to put up with that. You shouldn't, I mean." 
A pat. She slid by him. "You're a great guy," she said, and it dangled next to him like a piece of meat. His body reacted, but his mind rebelled: Chloe was up to something, and this wasn't the deal... even if his wife had mysteriously left the premises with Jasper.
It did make him wonder, though. 
"The, uh..." he began. What had he been planning to say next? His eyes had landed on the shape of Chloe's breast, the one closest to him. She had backed against the wall, she had her hand on the door, she was practically begging him to come and slam her against it, seize that luscious ass, and fuck her. His eyes went to the handle. She turned it. Her lips formed a wistful smile, a final offer. She tried to overlay pity on her expression but failed, and only looked more like a prostitute. 
"Thanks for telling me, Chloe, you were, uh, just trying to be... kind." 
Turn. She leaned forward, bringing the door with her, opening it. She was leaning in before he could stop her. The stickiness of her lips on his cheek. Her breath over his neck. Fingers trailing, with plausible deniability, down his neck to the hair on his chest before retracting. A giggle. 
"Oh, God, please forget me... I had too much, I'm high...." 
And then Chloe was gone. 






  
  Chapter four

Hours later. He successfully resisted the urge to text his wife, but not to jerk off. That, he had to do. Thinking of Vanessa, floating in those fancy pants that Jasper had purchased for her, out to a waiting car... it drove him wild. Sure, Chloe could be wrong or lying. But what if she wasn't? 
With so much time to think, his imagination ran wild. How had Jasper managed to buy his wife a whole outfit? (Conclusion: this had been in the works long before this evening.) He basked in the overheated waters of the implication of this: Jasper coveted his wife and had been for some time. So long that he knew her size without asking her, knew what would look great on her. Maybe he was even so sure that he could seduce her that he'd had the outfit on hand. 
And then he heard the door unlock. He was sitting upright in the bed, numbly staring at the soundless TV, not even seeing what was on the screen. 
Vanessa looked a little dismayed as she walked into the room. He turned off the TV, staring at her breathlessly. His eyes scanned her: she looked much like she had before she'd left. But that didn't mean much. 
Had her demeanor changed completely, or was that his imagination? She strolled haughtily in, glanced at the TV as he turned it off, and came to a stop at the foot of the bed, between him and the TV. She seemed bright, alert, turned on. Her eyes sparkled with mischief, which was an unusual sentiment for Vanessa. She put a hand on her hip and put some fingers on the single button of her suit jacket.
A woman like Vanessa, dressed like Vanessa was, could make something so simple as holding her fingers tantalizingly at the single button on a shirt like that look like a whole striptease in and of itself. 
She moved her fingers, and his breath burned in his chest: the material shifted and parted, uncovering what seemed like acres of her golden-hued skin without letting anything but these sweet promises be actually seen. The supple curve of her breasts on the inner swells, the slight teardrop bulk of them, the pleasantly rounded hills that they formed - and close, close to the low center where they turned to silken pink areola. But no more than that. Her fingers waited there, suggestively fidgeting.  
He scanned her face. Her lips were dull but still bore traces of the color she'd applied. Had she put lipstick back on? Had those lips been wrapped around Jasper's cock? Or just sucked into his mouth? Or open, wet, beneath him... waiting for a droplet of spit or a creamy glob of semen with an inviting smile? This would have been just hours, maybe even under an hour ago. How would Vanessa look up at another man while that man fucked her? 
They stared each other down for a bit. "So?" he finally said, making Vanessa smile. 
Or was it a smile? It seemed like something else was lurking in her expression. Would she reveal it to him? Was it part of a game? Or was it serious?
"Sooo....." she cooed. She looked around the room, then, almost as if she was looking for something specific. Her attention came back to him. Specifically, her eyes went to his cock. By now, it was rigid again, obvious beneath his boxers. 
"Vanessa," he said. His voice was a hoarse whisper. 
She smiled. Her fingers unbuttoned the suit jacket, and it fell open, but frustratingly did not splay apart to show him her tits. Her hands went to the pants instead. She slipped them off, taking the panties with them. The suit jacket was all that was left, and it fell, infuriatingly enough, in such a way that Ryan couldn't see her pussy clearly. 
"What did you do?" he murmured. Still hoarse, still a whisper. He was beyond being able to hide his desperation. In the back of his mind, the details Chloe had divulged still churned away, but it was drowned out by his immediate desires: For his wife to take off the rest of that clothing, to plunge his fingers into her pussy and find Jasper's cum spilling from it, to feel her shudder because she was so sore...
Vanessa climbed onto the bed, straddling his feet, working her way up to him on her knees. As she did this, grinning, the jacket slid from her shoulders. It was dangerously, inexplicably reminiscent of Chloe's shoulder-shrugging black sweater, and it made the world shift around him. His mind wasn't able to pin down where the unease came from, why it was pouring into his bloodstream. His eyes went back to her face: she was grinning, but something seemed sinister. 
The jacket, though, had opened and peeled away. Now it was falling behind her, piling on his feet. The full naked glory of her breasts, her slim waist, her well-toned thighs, and, of course, her pussy, all stared at him, every part seemingly much larger and confrontational than he remembered. Her nipples were hard, her slit was leaky. His furtive scans did not reveal the redness he'd expected, the obvious use of her body. But then again, he didn't know where to put his eyes. 
"What did I do...?" Vanessa mused, looking skyward as if she expected the answer to be up there on the ceiling. Her hands went to her own breasts and played with them, rolling her own nipples, pushing them forward, caressing her nipples into even harder nubs. The scent of her pussy was in the air, and the inside of her knee brushed over his thigh, moving upward. She was close enough now that his hands could grasp the backs of her legs and move up to her ass, so he did.
The silkiness of her skin over the tone of her muscle was so pleasant to the touch that he almost wept. He felt little bumps rising just beneath the crease of her ass. He lingered there, swirling his fingers in the soft lip where her butt met her thighs. His fingers encountered slick lubrication, his imagination went wild, and he shuddered as the thoughts and images his brain spat out overwhelmed him. 
"Take off your boxers," she said, and so he pushed them down only enough to let his cock spring loose. She never looked down, just kept looking at him. Her eyes reminded him of those of a bird of prey: they were moving quick, thinking, calculating something. But what? 
Her fingertips floated down her navel and then dropped to his cock. She pushed them together at the head and then broke them apart to slide down all different degrees of his dick, like "cracking an egg" on someone's head, her fingers the yolk, the shivers much more real. Her eyes went down when she found his precum in abundance. She watched her fingers for a moment before speaking. 
"I went to his room," she said. Her voice was soft and mismatched to the story, almost like she was reading a children's book, not telling her husband about her adventures with another man. "He opened the door." 
Then she stopped speaking, abruptly. Sh grinned and looked up at his face, still stroking his cock. His eyes were difficult to pull away from her fingers on his cock - fingers that kept working, even as they looked at each other's faces. 
She waited him out. Stroking rhythmically, no intention of giving him any relief, of taking him to ejaculation. She gave her hair a toss and remained there, a smile on her lips, challenging him to say nothing, if he dared. 
"Vanessa," he repeated. 
"I went inside," she continued, sinking slowly down, resting her thighs on his. Her legs were spread wide open now, his cock right in front of her navel. She was able to grip his dick in her fist, and she did, stroking him with a lethargic squeeze, like he was an afterthought. Her head tipped. She regarded his dick in her hand, thrashing against her grip. 
He was prepared for an insanely hot and hurtful story. To the point that it was gripping his organs and almost causing pain - pain that spread to his back, upward into his throat, made his heart pound. Any minute now, the words would leave her mouth, and this would all be real. 
"And what can I say?" This sentence was abrupt, and her hand was whisked away with the words. As with her concentration, as with her massage of his cock. The weight lifted from his thighs as he stared at her, stunned, and folded slightly with the pain of being suddenly cut off from her attentions. His dick waggled in the air, and she lifted her leg to dismount him, rising up, smirking a little. Then she strolled into the bathroom.
Ryan stared at the TV screen, black with nothingness. For a few moments, he didn't realize he wasn't breathing. He gasped when he finally took his first breath. The shower water started up, and the splashing was loud. The door was open, the light pouring out of it. "What?" he gasped to the empty room. 
He stormed into the bathroom. This was a high-end, high-class hotel, so she was behind the glass partition, looking right at him, hands on her tits again. She had a funny sort of smile on her lips. 
"You can't just... leave it at that!" he protested.
Vanessa raised her eyebrows. She tipped her head back into the water.
Okay. Something was definitely up. Had she fucked Jasper this one time, just his one time, and was now done with her husband? The thought occurred to him and became explosive: of course, that was it. Of course. And why not? Jasper was younger, richer, and better-looking. In better shape. What had he been thinking?
The raw betrayal of it, though. He had been thinking, he supposed, that Vanessa, his wife of nearly two decades, would have listened to him. She had seemed so into it, into this being a game...
Her eyes were closed, and her head was under the water. He gaped at her. He stepped into the shower, anger building up inside his muscles. "Vanessa," he began, yet again. Water was streaming down her body, his mind was getting wild and chaotic, and he couldn't hold a straight thought in his head. The feeling that everything they had just done was so wrong and the wrong choice, that things were ruined, that he had lost his wife... it was like a thousand tiny pieces in the wind, and he couldn't grasp them. Mixed into this was aching arousal that clanged away in his testicles and cock. And Vanessa's wet body, soap rolling over her hip, her neck, her left breast... well, it certainly clarified nothing; it only added to the lusty confusion.
"How was your visit with Chloe?" 
He saw his wife's lips move, heard her voice, at the same time that these words reached his ears. And yet they hit him with such force that he was momentarily obliterated: he was nothing and nobody and nowhere. Only his erection remained, disembodied and painful. 
Vanessa's eyes were open. The smile on her lips and its confusing nature was suddenly clear: his wife was very, very pissed off. 
Chloe. Chloe. He couldn't think for the life of him what Chloe was in this conversation for. The only thing in his world that evening had been Vanessa's pussy, Jasper's cock, whether or not they were together, rubbing, sliding, ejaculating, mixing their sweat and his semen and her cum into a bodily soup smeared all over her. 
Chloe. Oh-my-God-I'm-so-drunk Chloe. The bare shoulder, the smooth navel, the dark eyes. 
"How did you...?"
Confusion. Vanessa slammed the water off without looking behind her. An audible water hammer. "It was literally what I told you when I -"
It all rushed at him, all of it. "Baby, she came here, how do you -?" Vanessa was pulling the towel down from where she'd draped it over the glass partition. Her lips were pressed together. 
"She's the one who came here... I kicked her out... nothing happened." 
His mind was spinning, though. How did this add up? How did Vanessa know that Chloe had been here?
Vanessa rolled her eyes and pushed past him. "I can't believe I even..." she muttered. She kept walking, he turned, stunned, watched her leave the bathroom, and then followed her at a slower pace, his mouth open. 
"How do you know Chloe was here?" he demanded when he got back into the room. 
Vanessa was toweling herself off, naked, a brutal red stain on her cheeks - the one she got when she was angry. "Because I saw her. Ryan."
What? 
"Wait... what?" he repeated his thoughts, working hard not to yell. "She said you left in a car with Jasper." 
This got Vanessa's attention. And sparked even more fury. "Oh, she did, did she?" 
"Nothing happened," he said. This was getting rapidly out of control. He could see that Vanessa was angry, and he desperately wished he could figure out what she wanted to hear. Go back in time, tell her about Chloe before she confronted him. "She barged in here. And I sent her back out," he added.  
The towel was back on, Vanessa tugging it violently around her body to fasten it in that girly way girls had. She was watching her own fingers. "I see. Sure."
"No, not 'sure,' Vanessa. It's what happened."
Vanessa looked at him. She was still mad. Out of instinct and desperation, he tried to steer the conversation to a place that didn't make him look guilty of anything. Because he wasn't. 
"Why did she see you getting into a car?" he said. "Out of curiosity?"
Vanessa was thinking. Her eyes were vacant-looking, but she was thinking deeply. Then she blinked and gave her head a shake. She gave him a derisive snort. "Hmmph. Because I did." 
Ryan was at a loss. "But... why?"
"I don't know, Ryan. Why would you let Chloe into the room?" 
Vanessa was still very enraged, he could tell. It was giving Ryan mixed feelings: if he had to be honest, it actually felt good that Vanessa still cared so much about what he did. He was still important to her, still capturing her interest. 
But it was no good if Vanessa was so mad about it that she wasn't going to tell him what went on with Jasper. 
"Vanessa," he said, very seriously. "Chloe just showed up. Okay? And yeah, it was obvious that she wanted to, you know, stir something up -"
"Oh. Oh. Is it? Was it? Obvious? Wow. Only a super genius could figure that out." Vanessa's tone was a caricature of sarcasm.
"It's not my fault that Chloe -"
"You could have not opened the door." 
Ryan clenched his fists. "I thought it was you! I wasn't thinking straight! Chloe is after me, Vanessa. That's why she told me about you getting into a car. She was hoping it would make me think you were cheating on me!" 
Vanessa had her arms folded across her chest. She was defensive, but then her expression seemed to change. A crack in the facade: the upturn of her mouth. Then she laughed, tipping her head forward. It wasn't full forgiveness, but it was a step in the right direction. "God, that's so... bitchy," she said at last. 
Ryan laughed as well, but nervously. This was about as far into uncharted waters as they could get at this point, and he still wasn't sure where Vanessa was landing on any of this. 
She lifted her head and threw her hair back. She sighed. Then she rubbed her face and sighed again. Another defiant look at him, but this one was more open, more friendly. Not in full-truce stage yet. But getting there. 
"I saw Chloe when I came back here," Vanessa said. 
Ryan was stumped. In his mind, he was going through the story Chloe had told him, the time frame of Chloe's visit. He really had no idea how soon after seeing Vanessa "leave in a car" Chloe had come to his door. He had assumed it had been right after, but now it seemed...
"Look, Vanessa, I don't... understand that -"
Vanessa looked annoyed with him. She gave him a derisive glare, a bit like a teacher would have if he had given a disappointing answer to a question. This went straight to his cock. Her hand went to a hip, her fingers rolled along it, drumming her hip bone. Her eyebrows went up. "You don't?" 
She made it sound like he was an idiot. And while he was pretty sure he wasn't, the way his wife was looking at him was close enough to the condescending stare-down of a teacher that it both humiliated and aroused him. He shrugged, looking around, his palms out and open to her. "I really... don't..."
Vanessa was standing by the bed. She pulled the duvet cover down and shoved it in his direction, bunching it up on his side of the bed. "I told you, I'm not letting Jasper Cooper boss me around," she said, yanking the remaining covers down. She then let her towel fall to the floor, baring her body, giving him a glimpse of her shape, which he scanned quickly: everything looked in place and not like she'd been on any serious romp with anyone, but that didn't mean anything.
She climbed into bed, pulling the blanket and sheet up over herself. Then she smashed the pillow with her fist, which was not a typical thing that Vanessa did, before throwing herself on her side, her back to him. "I'm not done being mad at you yet," she said angrily. "Sleep on the floor."
"But what did you do with -?"
"Wouldn't you like to know." And with that, she turned off the light nearest her, leaving only the glow of the bathroom light in the room. 






  
  Chapter five

In the middle of what was left of the night, his hip and back were sore, so he climbed into bed and slept on the far edge, away from Vanessa. Mostly, he lay awake, but somewhere in the early hours of the morning, he dozed off. 
He woke up from a dream about sex to feel Vanessa's weight on his pelvis, his cock hard and struggling to erect itself against her body. She was looking down at him, straddling him, when he opened his eyes. 
This was not a usual thing. In the most recent years of their marriage, sex had become a very dull affair for the most part: it was hard to get sexily excited with someone you'd had sex with a million times before, and Vanessa seemed to participate in it more like ticking off a chore from her weekly schedule than anything else. Not that he was really, really complaining: they usually had sex in the morning, he usually initiated it, and as of late, he hadn't felt all that much like doing any of that anyway. 
That was before Jasper, of course. But even so, the only thing he could think about, with his wife looking down at him and her fingers playing with his cock between her legs, was how strange it was that Vanessa was initiating sex, and that she was sitting on top of him, naked. 
He opened his mouth, but Vanessa put a finger to his lips. Her body shifted, her pussy juices smeared on his thighs, hot and sticky. She rose up a little and guided his morning erection to her slit. She was staring into his eyes - another uncommon theme between them these days - as she lowered herself onto his cock and sheathed him in her wet pussy. 
And with no more words exchanged, she began to ride him. Slowly at first, her hands on his chest, her fingers gripping his sparse chest hair and pulling until he winced slightly at the sharp pain: she may have even pulled a few of his hairs out. Then faster, then, tipping her head back, bouncing hard on him until she came. 
He seized her hips to prevent her from dismounting, because he sensed in her coiled energy a desire to hop off. But the need inside him was so great that he couldn't risk any more teasing. He thrust up inside of her while holding her hips to his pelvis. She objected, but only with her body and her open mouth, her discomfort evident as she squirmed side to side.
 As he held her hips and thrust upward and deep into her very wet pussy, his mind tried to sense if she was looser or different somehow. It didn't seem like she was. Though he tried to keep his thoughts steady and focused on his wife, they went, inevitably, to a vision of her fucking Jasper, and he gaped up at her. "I'm going to... I'm going to come," he heard himself say. 
Vanessa smacked him on the chest to push him down to the bed, gripping his chest hairs again. "No," she said. "Not yet... I'm ready again." 
"Vanessa," he protested, as she started to bounce on his cock again. He squinted his eyes closed, attempting to think of something, anything, that would put out he fire in his loins, the urge to fill her with cum... 
His mouth fell open, and he barked as his orgasm burst inside him and his seed began to spurt from his cock. Vanessa was still slamming her ass against his thighs, a look of concentration in her eyes. Disappointment shrouded her expression for a moment. "I'm so close," she whispered, panting. She leaned forward, putting a hand on the headboard. Her tits swung in front of his face, her ass made a slapping sound that could be mistaken for nothing else but raw, animal sex. His orgasm was subsiding, and it was almost too intense for him to endure without yelling. Instead, he craned his neck to watch her pelvis grinding against his, and his cock, wet with opaque cream fluids, sawing in and out of her slit. 
And then she slammed into him hard, yelping, and the cavernous void of hot, slushy cum spasmed around his dick, shuddering wetly, and somehow seemed to get even more liquid than it already was. Her weight sank down on him. She was breathing heavily, her breath skittering across his chest as damp heat snaking over his sore follicles and ignited skin.  

      ***"So... are you going to tell me what happened?" he finally asked, figuring that enough time had passed with his wife lying on his shoulder that he could confidently estimate she was back on his team. 
Vanessa growled a little bit into his pecs, turning her face toward him. "Ughhhh.... I don't know if I want to tell you... how to tell you... After this happened with Chloe, I behaved..." her voice trailed off.
His cock twitched with excitement. His mind finished her sentence off with dozens of erotic, disturbing possibilities:
"I behaved.... like a little whore." 
"....like a very, very bad wife..." 
"...like a jealous slut, determined to get revenge on my husband by letting his boss fuck me in every hole..." 
The knife twisted inside him. But Vanessa didn't offer up an end to the sentence. 
"Hmm," he said, stroking her hair. "I want to hear the rest..."
She propped her chin on his left pectoral, blinking up into his eyes. He was relieved to see a smile on her face, her fingers moving over his skin in a sexy way. She made a theatrical groaning sound again, then buried her face against his chest. Her teeth closed around his left nipple, and she bit gently - but firmly enough to make him suck air in sharply - before releasing him and returning to how she'd been resting with her head against his chest. 
"I was going to say, childishly," she said, and he could feel the shape of her mouth; it was in a grin.
"Come on, Vanessa," he said. He was both playing along and not: he wanted to hear what Vanessa had done with Jasper. And it was obviously something. "You did get into a car with him," he said. "That part's true, I'm guessing."
"It is," she said cheerfully and unhelpfully.
"So where did you go?" 
"Nowhere."
He sighed, craning his neck to look down at her. She looked up, grinning. She tapped a finger on his chest. She was teasing him, enjoying his suffering. He knew she could feel his erection and probably see his desperation. He felt like a dehydrated prisoner, and she was a guard with a bottle of water. Just tossing it around, drinking from it occasionally, flippant and amused. 
"Vanessa," he began again. She laughed and jumped up suddenly. Perplexed, he lay there, frozen, as she hopped around and came back with her phone. She sat on the bed, pushing herself up to the headboard to be upright as she swept her fingers over the screen. 
Ryan used this opportunity to get his head onto her lap. Her thigh was bare and soft, her pussy just inches from his forehead, the scent of sex filling his nostrils. His hand wandered down her leg, through the dribbles of cum that had rolled down her thigh. "You had to have done something with him," he began. 
"Oh, I did," she said. "But it's easier if... here." She pushed her phone into his wandering hand. "Just read the messages." 
He stared at he phone for a moment and thought about tossing it away. But glimpses of exchanges caught his eye: words that stimulated him, made him rotate into a more comfortable position with the back of his head on her thigh and her tits just above him. Her fingers went to his hair. He started to read, scrolling backwards to the last text he'd seen between them.
 
Be careful, Jasper Cooper. You aren't the boss of me.


Not yet.  



Time had gone on. Twenty minutes later:

Where are you?


In the bar.


That's not where I asked you to be.


But I am wearing what you asked me to wear. 


Do you like it?


I do.


Does the bartender like it?


He does, as a matter of fact.


I'm sure. But I didn't buy it for him. 


That's good, because he wouldn't fit in it. 


And how does it fit, Vanessa?


I have a question about that.


I will only answer that in person.


Well I guess I'll just have to wonder, then. 


Or you can come up to my room and have your curiosity satisfied. 

Among other things. 


You are a very arrogant young man, has anyone told you that?


Yes.


There was a long pause after this exchange, almost thirty minutes. Vanessa was following with her eyes, stroking Ryan's hair. 
"Here," she drawled, raking her fingers through his follicles, setting his scalp to shivering and sending a shudder down his spine. "I figured he was playing chicken or something, so I just chatted with the bartender to kill time, which was pretty fun. In fact..." she looked down at him. "I think I could have easily gone to bed with that guy... but anyway... I got the next one just before I was planning to come back."
"To the room?"
Vanessa made a face at him when he shifted his eyes up to hers. "Of course," she said. "I'm not letting him have all the control in this... relationship. Or whatever it is." Her eyes returned to the screen. "So he sent me that..." she pointed loosely at the screen. 
I'm leaving.


Business.


Come out to the front.


And then another thirty minutes.
Think of me when you fuck your husband


Can't promise anything


And then a few minutes later: 
See you soon, Mrs. Cole 


He let her take the phone from his hand. She was grinning, her teeth sunk into her lower lip. 
"So?" he asked, trying to play it cool by lying passively on her thigh. His voice was shaky with lust, though.
"So?" she repeated, smiling. 
"Vanessa. Remember the rules?" 
"I do," she said tartly. "And I was all set to follow them, but when I came back to the room to tell you what happened in the car out there... I saw Chloe leav-"
"Baby, I told you -"
"I know what you told me. And I believe you. But I got mad. And so I took the key that Jasper gave me, and I went to his room. I was going to stay there all night. I was so mad at you. But I decided to come back." 
Ryan sat up. "You went there?"
She shrugged. "He gave me a key."
"What? When?" 
"The bartender had it. I was supposed to take it and go up there. But then... I didn't. And I saw Chloe, and so I decided to go up there and cool off."
Ryan's eyes narrowed. 
"Nobody saw me!" Vanessa said, smacking him gently on the shoulder.
Ryan desperately wanted to explain to Vanessa that he didn't really care about any of that. What he wanted - what he needed - was to know what happened in that car. He summoned his reserves of patience. "So... what happened in the car?" 
Vanessa laughed, a low and delighted laugh that she ended by just letting it crumble away, her eyes open, her lips parted, her teeth loosely perched on her lower lip. She put a hand to his chest and started to trail her fingers up and down his torso. "Do you really want to know?" 
He nodded. Was she fucking serious?  
Vanessa shifted, crossing her legs beneath her, animated now. Her hand left his chest and gestured as she spoke. It seemed to Ryan that she almost became a new person: there was a gleam in her eyes that was unfamiliar and dangerous. 
"So, the car was running when I got there. Tinted windows, engine purring. I wasn't really sure what to do, so I opened the door and slid in. There he was in the back seat, jacket off, tie loosened." She paused, eyes distant with the memory. "He didn't say anything at first. Just looked at me. Really looked at me, you know? Like he was undressing me with his eyes. Like, it was all pretty obvious that if I would fuck him, right there, that's what he would do."
Ryan's throat constricted. His hand moved toward her body, but he wasn't sure what he wanted to touch or feel. He made a clumsy, hungry movement over her torso, which she didn't seem to notice. She was lighting up, responding to her memory and not the present moment.
"Then he reached over, leaning over me, like, you know - really trying to get close to me. I could feel his breath on my skin, he was inches from my chest... and I was like, thinking... he's going to just dive in and start, you know, blubbering in my chest or something." She laughed. "That would have really killed the mood. I almost wanted it to. I was so unsure of what I was doing. But he just reached over and closed the door behind me."
Ryan was staring at her. She blinked at him, her mouth smiling with the pleasure of knowing he was hanging on every word. She waited him out.
"What happened, Vanessa?" he finally breathed, submitting to her power over him. Why not?
She smiled, victory gleaming in her eyes. She lifted her shoulders in a haphazard shrug, something that intrigued Ryan in ways he couldn't quite understand. She was so casual, so unaffected by it all. "The driver pulled away from the hotel, and Jasper said, 'I wasn't sure you'd come.'" She laughed softly. "I told him I wasn't sure, either. He said Good, that uncertainty made things more interesting."
Ryan exhaled, impatient. "What did you do?"
"I sat there, trying to act casual, but my heart was hammering. He moved closer, not touching me, just close enough that I could smell his cologne. Something expensive. Cedar and... I don't know, something sharp. He asked if I was nervous."
"Were you?"
"Terrified," Vanessa admitted. "But also... god, Ryan, I was so turned on I could barely think straight. He knew it, too. He reached out and touched my thigh, just his fingertips, right over those lines in the material..."
Ryan's cock stiffened against her leg, an involuntary action that traveled along his wife's skin and delighted her, even though she didn't show it as much as it gleamed within her.
"I grabbed his wrist," Vanessa continued, her voice dropping lower. "Stopped him right there. I told him he needed to earn it. He grinned at that. Said something about how he liked a challenge, how most women just gave him whatever he wanted." Vanessa seemed to puff up a little with pride. "I was right about him," she said.
Ryan could spare only a nod to her right-ness. He urged her on. "What happened then?"
Vanessa smiled, a smile that seemed mostly for herself. "Well, I mean… I decided that I was just going to keep playing this game, then. Teasing him." She looked at Ryan when his expression changed. "But not too long," she told him. "After all… I owe him."
Ryan was unable to speak. His heart clanged into his ribcage. Vanessa seemed to delight in this, as well. She waited, her eyebrows arched.
"So what…" he had to pause to get his voice cleared. "What happened?"
"Well, there was this tense moment, and I just sat there, like I am with you. Making him work for it. And we just kind of stared at each other for a little bit, like, the tension was building. And then… he kissed me." The words came out breathy. "Pulled me toward him and kissed me hard, his hand in my hair."
She waited for him to absorb this. She seemed pleased with what she saw. Her eyes dropped to his crotch, and she seemed encouraged by what she saw there. Her hand lazily fluttered near his cock, promising to touch him but not really doing it. The massage on his dick came from her words. "And so I thought, well, that's it: he's losing control. So kissed him back, Ryan. I really kissed him back. His tongue in my mouth, his other hand on my waist, pulling me closer."
Ryan's breathing quickened.
"We made out like teenagers for I don't know how long. His hands wandered, and I let them, but every time he tried to go further, I'd pull back. Tease him. I mean, this jacket doesn't exactly make it hard for a guy to dive right in with his hands, and he did. I'd push his hand away. He'd try to slide his hand between my legs, and I'd close them. I just kept saying, 'I can't do this, I'm married…' It was driving him crazy."
"Did he... did you..."
"He got one hand down my pants eventually," Vanessa said, her cheeks flushing. "Pushed my thighs apart - and I let him. He groaned into my mouth when he felt how wet I was. He, uh… slipped two fingers inside me, pumped them a few times while kissing my neck."
Ryan gripped her thigh. Vanessa had something else inside of her, some other part of the story that she wanted to disclose, or didn't. She was toying with the idea of saying it. He squeezed her thigh, thinking of a fruit that he was pressing for sweet juice. "Tell me everything, Vanessa."
A pop of air from her lips. The curve of her pelvis toward him, squirminess in her muscles. "He pulled his fingers out and brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean while staring at me. Said I tasted like heaven, that he couldn't wait to bury his face between my legs properly."
"Jesus, Vanessa."
"Can I tell you the truth?" She barely waited for Ryan to nod. "I was about to lose it," she admitted. "About to just climb on top of him right there in the car. I was that worked up. I didn't care about teasing him anymore. But then we stopped moving. Jasper was the one who pulled back, then. The driver opened the door, and I realized we were at a helicopter pad. I don't think we even made it off this property."
Ryan blinked. "A helicopter?"
"Business trip, apparently. Real business. He had to go." Vanessa grinned wickedly. "He kissed me one more time and left. Just walked away, got on the helicopter, and flew off into the night." She looked distant for a moment, then turned her attention to Ryan like a hawk. "Oh, yeah," she said, smiling. "He told me he'd be in touch."
Ryan waited.
"That's it?" he asked, not sure what he was feeling.
Vanessa tipped her chin up, haughtily. "That's it for now." She grinned. "But you read the last message he sent me..." She flipped the phone around for Ryan to read again.

Think of me when you fuck your husband


To which Vanessa had replied:

Can't promise anything


Ryan was turned on all over again. "So," he said. "Did you?"
"Did I what?" she said, smiling. Smiling with the smile of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. Somehow. Danger signals were flickering in Ryan's mind, unease creeping into his chest cavity, but his cock was driving him forward now.
"Did you think of him while you were fucking your husband?" His mouth was dry.
Vanessa gave him a sly smile. Then she sat up, after kissing him on the mouth. "Can't promise anything," she said. He was sure he saw her eyes move to his crotch, to gauge his reaction to that. Whatever she saw there made her lips twitch, still upturned.
"I gotta pee," she told him, and she slinked away.






  
  Chapter six

Ryan dumped his laptop bag on the kitchen counter and loosened his tie. The apartment felt empty despite Vanessa being home—she sat curled on the couch with her tablet, scrolling through something. 
"Another late one?" she asked without looking up.
"Jasper wants the entire Q4 campaign mapped out by Monday." Ryan grabbed a beer from the fridge, twisted off the cap. "He keeps mentioning how there'll be a lot of late nights ahead. Like, he's brought it up three times today alone."
Vanessa glanced over her shoulder. "Maybe he's just preparing you for the workload?"
"Come on." Ryan took a long pull from the bottle. "He's setting the stage. Making sure I know I'll be stuck at the office while he's..."
"While he's what?"
Ryan moved around the couch, studying her face. "While he has you to himself."
Vanessa's lips curved into a smile. "That's funny, considering he hasn't even texted me yet."
The words landed harder than they should have. Ryan sat beside her, the leather creaking under his weight. Four days since the retreat. Four days of radio silence.
"Which means he's really laying the groundwork," Ryan said. "Getting everything in place first."
"You sound paranoid," Vanessa said.
"Do I?" He set the beer on the coffee table. "Think about it. New position for me, late hours, him mentioning it constantly. He's establishing a pattern before he even makes his move."
Vanessa locked her tablet and set it down. She shifted to face him, one leg tucked underneath her. "Or maybe you're reading too much into normal work stuff."
"The man had his fingers inside you five days ago. Now he's my boss. Nothing about this is normal work stuff."
She reached out, traced a finger along his jawline. "Jealous already?"
"I'm serious, Vanessa."
"So am I." Her hand dropped to his thigh. "What exactly are you worried about? This is your plan, remember? Not his."
Ryan looked at her—really looked. The way she watched him, measuring his reaction. The slight flush in her cheeks whenever Jasper's name came up. The fact that she kept checking her phone more than usual.
"That this is more than just...what we talked about." The words felt heavy in his mouth. "That he's planning something bigger."
"Bigger how?"
Ryan stood, paced to the window. Traffic crawled below, headlights painting the street in red streaks. "You saw how he operates. The helicopter, the car, the whole setup. He doesn't do anything halfway."
"And?"
"And maybe this isn't just about sex for him."
Vanessa laughed, light and unbothered. "You think he wants to steal me away? Sweep me off to his penthouse?" She snorted. "Come on. He's just looking to bag an older woman, and then move on. Maybe he's already moved on."
"Don't mock me."
"I'm not mocking." She rose from the couch, padded over to him. "But you're spiraling over nothing. He hasn't even called."
"Yet." Ryan turned to her. "He hasn't called yet. But when he does—"
"When he does, we'll handle it." Her hands slid up his chest. "Like we agreed."
Ryan caught her wrists. "Did we agree to him restructuring my entire work life first?"
"You're the one who accepted the promotion."
"Before I knew what it meant." Before he knew, he thought to himself, that Jasper had grander ambitions with his wife than a mere sexual encounter or quick affair. Jasper now seemed to be plotting things in the long run. 
Vanessa pulled free, walked back to the couch. She picked up her tablet again, unlocked it with a swipe. "You want me to tell him to back off when he finally texts? That I changed my mind?"
The question hung there. Ryan stared at her profile, backlit by the screen's glow. Part of him wanted to say yes. The smarter part knew what his answer would be.
"No," he said quietly.
"Then stop worrying about his master plan." She said this last part with a faux "movie announcer" voice, dropping her own to a low warble. This was Vanessa's way of mocking him, signaling to him that he was overreacting.
But how could she be so casual about this? It bothered him. It bothered him that Vanessa seemed so blase about Jasper in general: how could she not even wonder, just a little, why Jasper hadn't contacted her? How could she let a man finger her like that, and then just not even care that he wasn't contacting her?
Ryan retrieved his beer, drained half of it in one go. Many aspects of this were not working out like he had thought they would. Of course, when he really thought about it, he supposed he had never really taken his thoughts to any kind of conclusion. 
Now he wasn't sure what he wanted. He wanted his wife to fuck Jasper, sure: but this long, drawn-out panning of the affair was making him nervous. It made him nervous about Jasper's intentions, and nervous about his wife's intentions. Her willingness to let all of this play out was perplexing. It made things seem less like a fling and more dangerous, more like she was going along with this long, drawn-out affair business.
And that wasn't what he wanted. It wasn't what he had wanted when they had cooked this whole plan up. A plan that had never really been under his control from the beginning.
Vanessa looked up at him. He was pacing, and he didn't realize it until then.
"Baby," she said. "What is the problem? Is this not what you want to do anymore?"
It's not like he could tell his wife that he was chickening out now. 
Especially not now. Especially not now that he actually had a promotion, in hand, and the increased salary to go with it. And what an increase. 
He shook himself. "No. Vanessa, no… it's just… why isn't he getting back to you?" 
She shrugged and went back to what she was doing.
The texts from Jasper arrived in quick succession. 
To Ryan: 
Need you to head up a meeting with Team A tomorrow, agenda attached. Please confirm, then contact Chloe about resources.


He responded by confirming, muttering at his phone while Vanessa pretended to listen, still swiping away on her tablet. 
"Oh," she said, about five minutes after Ryan confirmed his meeting. "Speak of the devil…" She picked up her phone and started to type.
"What?" Ryan said, sounding much more desperate than he wanted to.
Vanessa smiled to herself an kept typing. Ryan paced, exuding exasperation. She smiled some more and finally looked up at him. 
"It's Jasper," she said. She made a strange face, furrowing her brow. "He's asked me to come in tomorrow? To surprise you for lunch? What time works for me, he wants to know." She let her wrist bend and looked in front of her, thinking. "Why would he -"
Ryan glanced at the agenda Jasper had sent over and interrupted her. "Tell him 1130," he said, eyeing the schedule of the meeting - curiously sandwiched right into lunch hour. 
Which was absurd. Unless, of course, you were fucking someone's wife at that time and needed them out of your hair.
Vanessa looked at him and laughed. Then she shook her head and shrugged. "All righty," she said. 
They waited. Vanessa had her mouth open to ask him a question.
The soft beep of her incoming messages. 
Ryan looked at her. She was enjoying herself, keeping things to herself. He could tell. There was a current of danger to that, he noted. But he felt powerless to stop it. It was the electric thrill in all of this. He hated it and loved it. 
"He says that's perfect," Vanessa said dubiously, then looked up at Ryan. "Why did you….?"
"Heh," Ryan said, looking at his own phone. "He has me in a meeting 11-2pm."
"Oh," Vanessa said guilelessly. "So should I ask if -" She stopped herself, suddenly understanding. Her eyes narrowed. "Oh that's devious." Her mouth fell open. "You don't think he's like… going to try and bang me right there at the office do you?"
Ryan stared at her. "Well, I didn't," he said, stunned that his wife's mind was this attuned to male ideas of such a sexual domination nature. "But now I do."
He waited for Vanessa's reaction. It was hard to say how he expected her to react. After all, they'd been married for almost two decades now. It had been a long time since Vanessa had so much as flirted with another man, so it wasn't like he really knew how she would react to a man's advances. Especially a man like this. 
What would Vanessa the hot twenty-something have done? He could scarcely remember. She'd changed so much over time, like him. But he was fairly sure this was the kind of thing Vanessa would disapprove of. 
"It's bold," she said, out of nowhere, after looking at her phone for a while. "What an asshole," she added. 
And then she smiled, shaking her head. "I have to go," she said, looking up at Ryan. "Right? Just to see what the hell he's planning to do?" 
It was now. Now was the time, Ryan realized, when he should put the brakes on all of this, if he wanted to. It was kind of the last chance for that. His wife had only fooled around with this guy so far. Things seemed to be slipping out of his control already. None of it boded well. 
And yet. 
It gave him a delicious thrill to do what he was old enough to know better than to do. The sweet sexual zing of putting lust and perversion out there on the table, making a decision that was bound to be a bad idea, all for sex, hummed in his blood as he looked at Vanessa and moved his head up and down.
"You better do what he says," he agreed.
Vanessa liked this. He could tell. Her tongue ran along her upper teeth, her smile became more devious than before, and she typed away. 
"Okay then. It's a date." 






  
  Chapter seven

Ryan sat at the far end of the conference table, half-listening to Zayne drone on about Q3 projections. The glass walls of the meeting room faced the main lobby, and he'd positioned himself with a clear sight line to the entrance. 
Then she walked in.
Vanessa pushed through the revolving doors, and everything else fell away. The black suit jacket from the ranch hung open, revealing a sleek black bodysuit underneath that clung to every curve. Dark denim hugged her hips and thighs, tucked into knee-high black boots that added height to her already commanding presence. Her blonde hair caught the overhead lights as she strode across the polished floor.
Christ, she looked incredible. Effortlessly sexy: the jeans said, "Oh, this old thing?" and were casual and conservative enough to make the whole outfit look like nothing special, while still being hotter than the sun.
The bodysuit's neckline plunged just enough to suggest without revealing, and the way it disappeared into her jeans created an unbroken line that made her legs look endless. She'd paired it with simple jewelry—a thin gold chain at her throat, small hoops in her ears. Nothing overdone. She didn't need it.
Chloe materialized from behind the reception desk, her red curls bouncing as she approached. Ryan watched the exchange through the glass. Chloe's smile seemed tight, professional. Vanessa said something that made the younger woman nod and gesture toward Jasper's immense, glass-encased "office," which was more like a suite for an overlord.
"Ryan? Your thoughts on the demographics breakdown?"
He blinked, pulling his attention back to Zayne. "The what?"
"The demographics." Zayne tapped the presentation screen with visible impatience.
"Right. Yeah, we need to—" He lost his train of thought as Vanessa moved past the conference room. She glanced his way, just a flicker of her eyes, then continued toward Jasper's glass-enclosed "office" - more of an apartment within the complex, with Chloe trailing behind. The expression on Chloe's face was one of morbid curiosity and devilish plotting.
Vanessa's bodysuit shifted with each step, fabric moving over muscle and skin. Her boots clicked against the marble—Ryan couldn't hear it through the glass, but he knew the sound they made. Authoritative. Sexy as hell. Silently, he grinned and applauded his wife's choice of footwear. She really seemed to have Jasper's number, and she seemed to be playing him far better than Ryan could have imagined.
Chloe knocked on the door, standing with her arms crossed while Vanessa checked her phone. The younger woman said something. Vanessa responded without looking up, her posture relaxed, unbothered. Ryan grinned again, losing his place in his presentation, stumbling over his words. His wife was playing Chloe almost as well as she was playing Jasper. There was something deliciously fun about it.
The door to Jasper's suite opened - notably, Jasper did not even need to get up to do this. Vanessa looked up from her phone, delivered an icy smile with closed lips to Chloe, and said something that made Chloe bristle. Vanessa lifted her eyes and found Ryan through the glass just as she stepped into Jasper's office.
She smiled. Chloe, on the other hand, glared at Vanessa's retreating form and then swiveled to look at Ryan.
He could not help looking away rapidly, giving away that he had been watching this entire scenario. Dammit, he thought. That was going to be a kettle of fish.
When he looked back up, Chloe was strolling back to her cluster of desks, brimming with gossip. It was a look she had: her hips swayed, a smile turned up her lips, and she sashayed to her desk-mate's desk and leaned against the edge of it.
Ryan wasn't interested in that. His eyes shifted to Vanessa, walking through Jasper's office and looking up and around, while Jasper remained seated and stared at her like a wolf.
"Ryan, for fuck's sake—"
"The demographics skew older than we anticipated," he said automatically, forcing his focus back to the meeting. "We'll need to adjust the messaging accordingly."
Zayne kept talking, gesturing at charts Ryan couldn't process. Through the glass, movement caught his peripheral vision—the sleek blinds in Jasper's office began their slow descent.
One by one, the horizontal slats rotated, then the whole assembly lowered. Vanessa disappeared from view first, then Jasper's desk, then nothing but blank white blinds where moments ago he'd seen everything.
"So we're agreed on the timeline?" Zayne was looking at him.
"Absolutely." Ryan had no idea what they'd agreed to.
He shifted in his chair, angling himself so he appeared focused on the presentation while keeping Jasper's now-obscured office in his sight line. His fingers drummed against the table until he noticed and stopped.
Across the lobby, Chloe leaned close to her desk-mate, whispering. The other woman's eyes went wide, darting toward Jasper's office. They both giggled, heads together like conspirators.
Christ, how long was this meeting going to last?
And what pretext was Jasper going to give for having his wife here, in the middle of the day, to a meeting in his office behind the closed blinds? Surely Jasper was doing this on purpose: scheduling the meeting, making sure everyone saw his wife enter the room… everyone knew who Vanessa was, after all.
The blinds were still closed. Ryan struggled to focus on his words, on doing a good job at this new job, which he knew he could do well. Was that Jasper's game? To throw Ryan off his own game by inviting Vanessa here? To trip him up so he'd have an excuse to fire him, right after banging his wife in his office?
These dark thoughts poured over him, and for a moment, he panicked: maybe Jasper was some kind of psychopath. Had he, Ryan, done something terrible to him in a past life? Ryan felt humiliated, even though none of this had even come to pass.
"Ryan?" Zayne was looking at him. Expectantly. The blinds were still closed, and Chloe was still bobbing her head as she delivered gossip to someone who happened to pass by her desk.
Ryan narrowed his eyes and looked at his tablet. Fuck this. He put a hand to his temple. Zayne was becoming impatient.
"Guys," Ryan said. "Take it easy on me, okay? I'm a little under the weather, I'm sorry." He looked up apologetically. "I'm old," he said. This joke almost always worked on these guys, and it worked today, although to limited effect. There was no need to get the gossip from Chloe, even though Ryan had: a number of people were pissed off about this promotion, because they felt like Ryan was an artifact. Which made Vanessa's presence - in Jasper's office, behind closed blinds - an even more risque situation than Vanessa probably understood.
How had Jasper gotten her there? Why had she allowed him to do this? These were all unknowns. What was going on in that office right now? What the hell was he supposed to say to his coworkers if they asked about it?
He was getting hot under the collar. Actually, physically hot.
Zayne was staring. People were becoming annoyed.
He cleared his throat. There was one thing he could control right now, and that was keeping this promotion - because even if he had gotten it via his wife's promise of pussy, he deserved it, and he was good at his job.
"Okay, here's what I want to do," he said, bravely. He tossed the tablet aside. "We're gonna go old school." Even as he talked, he found he had more confidence than he had in a long time. It was surging up from deep within him. A competitive thrill, a driving force that had been absent from his life for years now, was gripping him.
"You. Corey. What's your first name again?"
"Uh… Harrison."
Ryan stifled a smile. "Get Chloe to go find some dry-erase markers."
Harrison (again, Ryan had to quash a smile) stood up, looking around uncertainly, but after looking at Ryan, he headed for the door. Zayne shook his head. "You know, we have a table-"
"Old school," Ryan repeated. He had ideas now. They were frothing, flowing up from deep within. His wife was in a room with Jasper Cooper, the blinds were closed, and Jasper was probably trying to fuck her, maybe even sliding his cock into her right now.
But the joke was on Jasper, because all that was doing to Ryan was making him feel younger. Giving him the competitive juice.
Chloe appeared with a container, looking helpless. "Is this what you -?" she began, but Ryan took the container from her, able to see that there were dry-erase markers in it. The walls were dry-erase walls in the meeting room. But he was the only person old enough to know what that meant.
"Okay," he said, taking out a marker and boldly drawing on the wall, which elicited gasps. "I'm going to give you a big picture. Then we can get out your tablets."
Chloe stood dumbstruck in the doorway.
"Chloe, you want in on this?" he asked her, writing.
"Uh… well, it's just that, uh…" Chloe said. Ryan looked at her. He was pleased to see that everyone in the room was responding to his newfound confidence and now looked mildly interested. That was a start. Ryan looked directly at Chloe, and then very directly at Jasper's office, then back at her.
I'm aware of it, his face said.
Chloe looked behind her. And then back. And then closed her mouth. And left.
"Okay," Ryan said, feeling his cock twitch and hoping no one else could see that. "Here's what I want to do: you all can pipe up any time you want to."

      ***Ryan pulled up the quarterly metrics on his second monitor, half-listening as Derek from Content Strategy pitched ideas about user engagement campaigns. The numbers blurred. His gaze drifted across the open floor plan to Jasper's corner office.
The blinds remained drawn. Had been for over an hour now.
"Ryan? What do you think about the Instagram angle?"
"Yeah, solid. Run with it." He forced his attention back to Derek's eager face. "Just make sure legal signs off first."
Derek nodded and hurried off. Sarah from Analytics immediately took his place, tablet in hand, questions about conversion funnels spilling out. Ryan answered on autopilot, part of his brain still cataloging every detail. The closed blinds. Vanessa's car was still in the visitor lot—he'd checked from the break room window twenty minutes ago. The weight of his phone in his pocket, silent.
Chloe leaned against her desk, pretending to review something on her screen. Her eyes kept flicking between Ryan and that closed door. A small smile played at the corners of her mouth, like she knew a secret she couldn't wait to tell.
She caught him looking. Raised an eyebrow.
Ryan turned back to Sarah's spreadsheets, pulse hammering in his ears.


      ***The door to Jasper's office swung open.
Jasper emerged first, suit jacket draped over his arm, shirt sleeves rolled to his elbows. Vanessa followed, adjusting the suit jacket as though she had recently put it back on.
They were laughing about something. Jasper's hand hovered at the small of her back, not quite touching but close enough to suggest familiarity.
Ryan's fingers froze on his keyboard.
Chloe practically lit up. She straightened at her desk, red curls bouncing as she craned her neck for a better view. When she caught Ryan's eye, both eyebrows shot up in a theatrical expression of mock scandal. Her mouth formed a silent "Oh my god."
He ignored her, cataloging details instead. Vanessa's lipstick—still intact, the same reddish shade from this morning. Her hair—the loose waves looked... maybe slightly messier? One strand had escaped from behind her ear. The bodysuit (leotard? What was it? Had he ever seen it?) seemed in place, the jeans as they had been, the boots… had she been unwrapped? Or not?
Her cheeks were flushed. Pink crept down her neck, disappearing beneath her collar. She had an edgy, disjointed, too-happy energy about her.
Jasper guided her across the floor with easy confidence, weaving between desks. People glanced up, registered the CEO escorting an attractive woman - and there wasn't anybody who didn't know that the woman was Ryan's wife - went back to their work with practiced corporate discretion.
"Ryan." Jasper's voice carried warmth and authority in equal measure. "I believe you know my lunch guest."
Vanessa's eyes met his. Something flickered there—excitement? Nervousness? She bit her lower lip, just slightly, and Ryan thought about where that mouth had been an hour ago. What it might have done. Whether Jasper had tasted her lipstick, whether it had smeared across his cock, whether she'd—
"Surprise," Vanessa said softly.
"We had a very productive discussion." Jasper's hand finally made contact, palm pressing against Vanessa's lower back. "Your wife has excellent insights into positioning for the medical supply sector. Which you know, of course."
Vanessa tipped her head mirthfully. She did, after all, work in medical supplies. But it was an absurd excuse for what had just taken place: Vanessa wasn't in some position of authority at her work that would make a meeting with Jasper make any sense.
Did Jasper know that? Whose excuse was this?
Ryan stood, legs uncertain beneath him. "That's... great."
"She also mentioned you two haven't had a proper lunch together since you started. Can't have my head of marketing neglecting his beautiful wife." Jasper's smile was all white teeth and easy charm. "Take her somewhere nice. On the company, of course." He produced his wallet, extracted a black American Express card, and set it on Ryan's desk. "The Terrace does an excellent prix fixe."
"That's really not—"
"I insist." Jasper checked his watch. "I have a two o'clock with the board anyway. Vanessa, it was a pleasure. I'd take you myself, but I wouldn't want Ryan thinking I'm trying to steal his wife."
He took her hand—the same hand that had gripped Ryan's shoulders this morning, nails digging in—and brought it to his lips. Not quite kissing it, just close enough.
"Uh…" Ryan began, looking around. "We have some meeting time still left, so I -"
Jasper turned and looked down at his shirt as he smoothed it against his washboard stomach. He was frowning. A chill went through Ryan. "I hear through the grapevine that it was a great meeting. Your team looks…" Jasper looked up and around, changing his expression to a vague smile. "…inspired. Anyway. Work-life balance."
Ryan gave him a perplexed look. He honestly had no idea what to say to this: it wasn't Jasper's style at all. Vanessa looked uncomfortably bright-eyed, eager for Ryan to take her to lunch.
And he was eager to go. But he smelled a trap of some kind.
"The truth is that I need to interrupt our meeting, Ryan," Jasper said solemnly. "So take her out, and then… Vanessa, I might be able to squeeze you in for those final details when you get back."
"Uh-huh - oh! Yes. Okay, well… that would be wonderful," Vanessa stammered. She brushed a lock of hair from her face, and that's when Ryan noticed that her scalp was damp. A few hairs clung unusually to her neck as her hair shifted. Her hips seemed to have sudden trouble staying still: she shifted again. "That would be…" She exhaled. "…more than accommodating. To me. Thank you."
Chloe's eyes widened so visibly that Ryan could see it in his peripheral vision. Her hand went to her nose, as though she were stifling a sneeze.
Jasper strolled back to his office. The blinds were slowly rising up into the ceiling. This was something that Ryan felt sure everyone in the office noticed, because Jasper never closed his blinds.
Vanessa exhaled, eyes still bright. She looked at Ryan, that flush still painting her skin.
"So." She fidgeted again, playing with the jacket. The rich, sensual jacket Jasper had bought for her. "Lunch?"
Ryan stared back at her. He knew this was a prompt for him to act normally. Vanessa's eyes were twinkling: she had something she wanted to tell him, and something she knew he wanted to hear. But the scene was also awkward. Ryan wondered if Vanessa had known that Jasper was going to bring her out here, make that quip. Give him a card to take her out to lunch. What was all of this? What was his plan?
Chloe was staring. Half the marketing team was staring, pretending not to. Derek had paused mid-conversation, mouth slightly open.
Ryan grabbed his jacket from his chair. His phone. His wallet—though apparently he wouldn't need it.
"Yeah," he managed. "Lunch."
After all, there was only one way to find out what was going on, and that was to get the hell out of here with his wife and find out.
"Don't say anything," she said in a very low voice when Ryan turned in the elevator after getting in. She walked in behind him and pressed a button. "Just in case. Wait until we're out."
And so they stood, staring in front of them, hands neatly clasped before their waists, in silence. The elevator descended. How long could it have taken? Thirty seconds? Less? But in that time, the air seemed to grow more dense and hot, and Ryan was certain that he could smell the tangy sweetness of Vanessa's pussy. She fidgeted, her hands going to her hair a lot, shifting from foot to foot.
"Just walk straight out," she said under her breath. "My car's just down the street."
"You found parking here?"
"Uh… yeah. Sure." Vanessa stood up straight as the doors opened. Then she glanced at Ryan with a pointed look that, even though it seemed insane, Ryan understood perfectly: do not talk about it yet.


      ***The dull bang of changed air pressure in his ears, a cool urban breeze. They turned right, and Vanessa reached for his hand. He kept his mouth shut, walking with her, just behind her, because she was walking so fast. He wouldn't speak until she told him he could. Her car. Parallel parked. Amazing that she got a spot. The lights blinked: Vanessa had hit her key fob.
"You drive," she said, opening the passenger door.
Unusual. Ryan got in, and his knees folded into the dash. He adjusted the seat. Vanessa was putting on her seatbelt. She waved her hands at her face. "Okay, go," she said, as if she were making a getaway.
"To The Terrace? Seriously?"
Vanessa turned to him and looked at him with a face that could only be described as insanely sexy. Why? She was clothed, and her hair was ordered. She had on normal makeup, and all of it was in place. She was a passenger in a car downtown in the middle of the day, a professionally dressed and professionally working woman.
But her mouth seemed plumper, her eyes more moist. Her skin was flushed, her pupils dilated. She seemed to hum under her skin. She had something to tell him; he could sense it: it was bursting from inside her. At the same time, Vanessa seemed withdrawn, distracted. This attention was diverted: she was both excited and vaguely withdrawn.
It was strange. Exciting. Something was very raw and sexual about it. Where did that come from? A smell, one that Ryan couldn't even really detect? He smelled her pussy, he was sure of it, but what would he say to her about that? That wasn't everything; that didn't explain everything.
"Vanessa, what -?"
"Drive. Drive, drive, drive," she said, excitedly. Then she grinned and made a gleeful sound. He put the car in drive. "Where -?"
Vanessa made another noise. "Ohhhhhh!" she squealed, balling her fists up. "I think we have to go to the Terrace, don't we?" she said, speaking so fast and so strangely that Ryan felt even more clueless. "He'll see it…he'll see his…oh, his card."
Vanessa seemed to be undergoing some kind of heartburn incident all of a sudden. She closed her eyes and gripped the handle of the car door.
Ryan started to pull the car over, and she waved at him frantically. The motion struck a nerve in his memory: it reminded him of the day they'd gone to the hospital for his first son's birth. Vanessa gripping the door, waving him to drive on.
"Vanessa," he began.
"Go, just go," Vanessa said, waving her fingers at him. She was smiling. She was not in pain: what was going on?
"I promise I'll tell you," she said. And then her mouth fell open. "I… promise…" Her voice was raspy, and it seemed like she couldn't breathe properly. "I just want to see if, if I can… "
And then she tipped her head back, and her limbs went rigid. Her face grew very red, and Ryan became scared. He pulled over in front of a hydrant and took out his phone.
"No, no - don't… oh my, oh my God…"
"Vanessa, you look like you're -"
She waved her hand at him and shook her head. "It's not…. not… oh my GOD!"
And then she went completely rigid, her fingers gripping the door handle so tightly Ryan thought her leather would be scraped away.
And that was when he realized: his wife was having an orgasm.






  
  Chapter eight

Ryan watched Vanessa tear into the bread basket like she hadn't eaten in days. She slathered butter on a roll, bit into it with unabashed pleasure, then reached for another. The flush hadn't left her cheeks. If anything, the glow had intensified—post-orgasmic radiance that made her skin luminous, her eyes bright. 
The waiter appeared. Young, mid-twenties, maybe. His gaze lingered on Vanessa longer than necessary.
"What can I get you folks?"
Vanessa looked up, still chewing. She swallowed, smiled. "The salmon. Medium rare. And the Caesar. Extra anchovies."
"Great choice." The waiter's return smile was eager. "And for you, sir?"
"Steak sandwich. Rare."
Ryan's tone came out clipped. The waiter scribbled, threw one more glance at Vanessa—her flushed face, the way her blouse clung to her chest—then retreated.
"Someone's hungry," Ryan said.
"Starving." Vanessa grabbed her water glass and drained half of it. "Always am after."
That word hung between them. After.
Ryan leaned forward. "We should be in the car right now. We should be finding somewhere quiet so I can—"
"No." Vanessa's voice was firm but playful. She reached for another roll. "I need food. Real food."
"You insisted on this."
"Because I'd pass out otherwise." She bit into the bread. "You have no idea how intense that was."
Ryan's jaw tightened. The memory of her convulsing in the passenger seat, the vibrator still humming inside her, Jasper's handiwork—his goddamn remote control—bringing her to a screaming climax while Ryan drove. And now here they sat, at some upscale lunch spot, pretending normalcy.
"Walk me through it again." His voice dropped. "Everything that happened in his office."
Vanessa set down the roll. Her tongue darted out to catch a crumb at the corner of her mouth. "You really want to do this here?"
"Yes."
She studied him, eyes dancing with something between amusement and arousal. "You're not mad."
It wasn't a question.
"I'm..." Ryan exhaled. "I don't know what I am."
"Turned on, though."
He couldn't deny it. His body had betrayed him the moment she'd started shaking in the car, when her hand had gripped his thigh… whose name had been on her lips when she did that?
"Tell me," Ryan said.
Vanessa leaned back in her chair, a satisfied smirk playing at her lips. A bizarre combination of emotions went through Ryan: he loved Vanessa, and this was hot. He had asked for it, so he couldn't complain. But something about her face, her tilted chin, the look of real satisfaction on her face, was both hot and infuriating.
In the end, though, "hot" won over: he only had to let that daisy chain of thoughts fire off a few times to start thinking about the trill of her voice and the sweat at her hairline and the flush on her face - and how it had all come about at Jasper Cooper's hands. Maybe even more than that.
"Okay… phew. Okay. I'm going to tell you. Just as long as you promise -" She looked around, then leaned forward, "Just promise not to get, like, upset."
"Why would I get upset?" Ryan said, feigning as much indifference as he could. Inside, his groin was in upheaval, twisting and pulsing with dark feelings. In some ways, what was happening before his eyes was surreal. In others, it was almost too real: he was certain that he could smell Vanessa's cum in all the air around him, that everyone could. She was basically swimming in a pool of her own juices. If she'd been wearing a skirt…
Vanessa smiled. "I don't know. Maybe you might get jealous?"
"That's not the same thing."
"True." Vanessa grinned, waved a hand at her face, and twisted in her chair. Then she leaned in to talk to him again. "Okay, so this was… this is… I didn't expect it to be so hot. Like, I am so turned on right now. I can barely stand it."
Ryan grinned and reached for her hand. "I have a cure for that…"
"That's what I mean!" Vanessa said. "This is the part that's hot. You know? Just knowing that you were out there, trying to have a meeting? That you saw me walk in and you knew I was back there with him? Just thinking about you, thinking about me… it was hot."
"Speaking of being back there with him," Ryan prompted. His mouth was dry. Vanessa was having so much fun with this that she seemed not to notice that she was like a careless person waving a steak around in front of a dog.
Vanessa's eyes gleamed. She took another sip of water, buying time, drawing it out.
"So I walked in. You saw that part."
Ryan nodded. He remembered.
"So he was like, this way, and led me in. And I was thinking, okay, this is weird, with all these windows. But he locked the door. And went to the desk. He was talking to me like it was another normal appointment." Vanessa paused. "Then he closed all the blinds. Didn't say a word the whole time."
"Just like that?"
"Just like that." She broke off another piece of bread. "I asked him if he did this often. You know, the whole 'lock the door, close the blinds' routine. He just kept looking at me. He didn't even answer."
Vanessa's voice dropped lower. "Then he asked if I was worried about you. About what you'd think."
Ryan's pulse quickened. "What did you say?"
"I said, of course, I was worried. That my husband was literally fifty feet away in a conference room."
The waiter appeared with their salads. Ryan barely registered him. Vanessa thanked him, picked up her fork, and speared a piece of romaine with two anchovies draped over it.
"And?" Ryan pressed.
Vanessa chewed slowly, deliberately. Swallowed. "He changed the subject. Asked if I was ready to make good on what I owed him."
There it was. The words hung between them like a challenge.
"What did you say?"
"I told him there was no way I was fucking him. Not with you right there." Vanessa's voice was steady, matter-of-fact. "I said that wasn't happening." She smiled. "I have his number, Ryan. I can't make it too easy for him. He likes a challenge."
Relief flooded through Ryan, followed immediately by something else. Disappointment? No—anticipation. Because clearly something had happened. Something that left Vanessa flushed and trembling, something that required a vibrator and a car ride that ended with her screaming.
"He smiled," Vanessa continued. "That same smile. Said that wasn't his plan anyway."
"Then what was his plan?"
Vanessa set down her fork. Leaned forward. Her voice dropped to barely above a whisper.
"He told me to sit on the edge of his desk. And I was like… okay, how's this going to work? I'm wearing jeans, right? So I did. And then he..." She paused, checking over her shoulder. "I was kind of laughing, like… okay, I get what you're trying to make this look like, but how are you going to, you know, do it?"
Ryan's breath caught in his throat. Because obviously Jasper had done "it." Whatever it was.
"And then he pushed my legs apart - and at this point, I'm still amused, you know? This is inappropriate, but I have jeans on. And I almost felt like making a joke at that point…" Vanessa looked at Ryan and laughed. She seemed to decide - recognize - that Ryan was hungering for something else.
"And he said… 'you didn't wear what I asked you to.' Which is true, I didn't. On purpose, because I can't do everything he asks me to, or he'll get bored. So I shrugged, and I was like, What are you going to do about it?"
Her cheeks reddened a little. She lowered her head and started picking excessively at the lettuce as she blushed more. "And he goes: 'I already did it.' And kind of looked up at the blinds and waved a finger around. But then he just immediately said: ''So take your jeans down to your knees."
Ryan gulped. Vanessa looked like she was enjoying the memory. She ate a bite of salad. "God, sorry, I'm just so hungry…"
"What happened next?"
A smile. "So I do what he says, and he just pushed back in his chair and looks at me while I do it."
Vanessa speared another piece of lettuce, then set her fork down. Her fingers traced the condensation on her water glass.
"So I'm standing there with my jeans at my knees, and he's just... watching. Hands behind his head, leaned back in his chair like he's got all the time in the world." She bit her lip. "And then he asks me how the leotard works. Like he's genuinely curious about the mechanics of it."
Ryan's throat constricted. He could picture it—Vanessa exposed, Jasper studying her like she was one of his projects.
"I told him it snaps at the crotch. And he goes, 'Show me.'" Vanessa's voice dropped. "He wanted me to turn around and bend over his desk so he could see."
"Christ."
"I did it." The admission came out breathless. "Put my hands flat on the desk and bent over. I could feel my face burning. And then..."
She paused, reached for her water again. Took a long drink.
"His finger. Just one. Slipped it under the edge of the fabric at my hip." Her eyes glazed slightly, lost in the memory. "Pulled it away from my skin and just... ran it down. So slowly. All the way down until he got to..."
Ryan's hands gripped the edge of the table.
"I looked over my shoulder at him. Had to see his face. And he wasn't smiling anymore. Just staring at where his finger was, this intense concentration. Like nothing else existed except that line he was tracing."
The waiter approached with their entrees. Vanessa fell silent and composed herself. They waited while plates were set down, fresh ground pepper offered, and declined. The moment the waiter retreated, Ryan leaned forward.
"Then what?"
"He told me to unsnap it." Vanessa picked up her knife and fork and cut into her salmon. "Just like that. 'Unsnap it, Vanessa.'"
Ryan watched her take a bite, chew deliberately. She was torturing him now, drawing it out.
"Did you?"
Vanessa swallowed. Met his eyes across the table. That flush was back in her cheeks, deeper now.
"What do you think?"
Obviously, she had. Obviously. But he just wanted her to tell him about it.
"Yes," Vanessa said simply. "I reached back and unsnapped it."
She cut another piece of salmon and brought it to her lips. Ryan watched her mouth close around the fork, watched her chew. How could she be so calm? How could she just sit there eating while his entire body felt like it was going to combust?
"He pulled the fabric aside. Didn't say anything, just... moved it out of the way." Vanessa's fork hovered over her plate. "Then his fingers. Two of them. Just slid right in."
Ryan's grip on his knife tightened.
"I couldn't help it…. I made this… sound." Vanessa's eyes had that distant look again. "And he goes, 'How do you usually like it, Vanessa?' Like we're having a conversation about the weather. His fingers are inside me, and he's asking me questions like we're conducting a survey."
"What did you say?"
"I couldn't think. Could barely breathe." She set down her fork. "He started moving them. Slow. Deliberate. And he keeps talking. 'Does Ryan go down on you? Do you like that? Or do you prefer this?'"
Christ. Ryan shifted in his seat, his body responding despite himself.
"I told him... I said I liked both. And he laughed. Actually laughed." Vanessa's breath came shorter now. "Then he asked what I didn't like. What didn't work for me."
"And?"
"I couldn't answer. He was doing this thing with his fingers, curling them, finding this spot that..." She trailed off, reached for her water. "He knew exactly what he was doing. Like he'd done this a thousand times."
Probably had, Ryan thought bitterly.
"He asked me again. 'What doesn't work, Vanessa?' And I'm gripping the edge of his desk, trying not to make noise because you're right outside, and I finally manage to say that I don't like... when it's too fast. When there's no buildup."
Vanessa picked up her fork again, but didn't eat. Just held it.
"And he goes, 'Like this?' And suddenly he's going faster. Hard. And it felt..." She closed her eyes briefly. "It felt incredible. I was wrong. Or I'd been doing it wrong. I don't know. But I came. Right there, bent over his desk with his fingers inside me and your meeting happening fifty feet away."
Ryan's mouth had gone completely dry. He reached for his water and drained half the glass.
"When I stopped shaking, he asked me if I liked that. If I wanted more of it." Vanessa finally took another bite of salmon. "I said yes. Because I did. I know it's wrong, but… I did."
"What happened then?"
"He pulled his fingers out. Told me to stay exactly like that. I heard him open a drawer." She paused. "When he came back, he had something. This... thing. Small. Egg-shaped."
The vibrator. Ryan knew what came next.
"He pushed it inside me. Didn't ask permission, just..." Vanessa's cheeks flushed deeper. "Then he helped me snap the leotard back, pull up my jeans. Told me he wanted me to wear it for the next part. That I'd see what it was, and I shouldn't ask questions."
"And you agreed."
"I agreed." She met his eyes across the table. "Because apparently I'm exactly the kind of woman who lets her husband's boss put a remote-controlled vibrator inside her and then—"
Her words cut off. Her whole body went rigid. Her eyes widened.
"Oh, God… oh my…" Vanessa said, looking down at her plate.
Vanessa's fork clattered against her plate. Her knuckles went white, gripping the table edge.
"Jesus," she breathed. "He's—it's—"
Ryan glanced around the restaurant. No one was watching. Yet. But Vanessa's face had gone from flushed to crimson, a bead of sweat forming at her temple.
"Keep it together," Ryan whispered. "People will notice."
"I can't—" Her voice came out strangled. "It's stronger than in the car. He must have—oh God."
Her thighs clenched together under the table. Ryan watched her chest rise and fall in rapid succession, watched her try to regulate her breathing and fail. She picked up her water glass with a shaking hand and brought it to her lips. Half the water sloshed over the rim.
"Vanessa."
"I'm trying." She set the glass down hard. Too hard. It made a sharp crack against the table. The couple two tables over glanced their way. Vanessa forced a smile, grabbed her fork again. Stabbed at her salmon without looking at it.
The vibrations must have intensified because she dropped the fork again. This time it fell off the plate entirely, clattering to the floor.
"Oh," she hissed helplessly, her face flushing red.
Ryan bent to retrieve it and flagged down a passing busboy for a replacement. When he looked back at Vanessa, her eyes had gone glassy. She'd pressed her palm flat against the table, the other hand white-knuckling her napkin in her lap.
"How long does he usually—"
"I don't know." Each word came out clipped. "This is the first time he's—oh Jesus Christ."
Her back arched slightly. She caught herself, forced her spine against the chair. But her breathing had gone ragged, her lips parted. Ryan recognized that look. She was close.
"Don't," he said. "Not here."
"Not exactly up to me." Vanessa's laugh came out breathy, desperate.
She bit down on her bottom lip. Hard. Ryan saw the indent her teeth made.
The waiter materialized at their table with fresh bread. "How's everything tasting?"
"Fine," Ryan said quickly. "Great. We're fine."
Vanessa couldn't speak. She'd brought both hands to the table now, gripping it like she might fly away. Her eyes stayed locked on her plate, her jaw clenched.
"Ma'am?" The waiter looked at her with concern. "Are you alright? You look—"
"She's fine," Ryan interjected. "Just a headache. Coming on suddenly."
"Oh, I can get some—"
"No need." Ryan's voice came out sharper than intended. "We're good."
The waiter retreated, unconvinced. Ryan leaned forward.
"Vanessa, breathe."
"Can't." Single syllable. Forced out. "Gonna—I'm gonna—"
Her whole body went rigid. She pressed her lips together, a small sound escaping despite her efforts. Her eyes squeezed shut. For five seconds, maybe ten, she didn't move. Didn't breathe. Just sat there trembling, riding it out.
Then she exhaled. Long and shaky. Her shoulders dropped. The tension drained from her face, replaced by something between relief and mortification.
"Did you just—"
"Yes." Vanessa grabbed her water and drained what remained. "Right here. At the table. While that waiter was standing there talking about bread."
Ryan couldn't speak. His body had responded to watching her, to witnessing what Jasper had done to her remotely. The power of it. The control.
Vanessa opened her eyes and met his gaze across the table. Her expression shifted. Not embarrassed now. Something else.
Pride, maybe. Or defiance.
"Still hungry?" she asked, with a wry smile.
In truth, all he could think about now was her pussy, her pussy dripping her cum into her leotard, which must be soaked. And of Jasper, in his office, smugly thinking about the chaos he'd caused, believing that Vanessa was struggling to hide her orgasm at lunch. That she was thinking only of him…
"And so where did you leave it with him?" Ryan asked.
Vanessa fanned her face. "Where…? What? Oh… you mean…?" Her eyes dropped to her crotch. Then back to Ryan. "That's the fun part. It's the part that… okay, I'm a little embarrassed to repeat what he said, and I don't want to… hurt your… feelings…"
Her face was getting pale. Something was bothering her. She shifted in her seat, and then it became a squirm. Now she was starting to look almost ill.
"Are you… okay?" Ryan ventured.
"It's… oh. He's… diabolical… I can hardly…" Vanessa brought a napkin to her mouth. For several minutes, she just squirmed in her chair.
"He said," she began speaking suddenly. "That he wants to… get it… all ready…" Her eyes shifted to Ryan's. "He wants me to be sore. All wet. Really… ready… to be… fucked…." She lowered her eyes. "I can't believe what he said, I can't -" She inhaled sharply and closed her eyes.
Ryan was disturbed. "Is he hurting you?"
Vanessa shook her head. "I just… whew."
"What did he say?" Ryan pressed.
Vanessa looked up at him, her hand to her chest. Some other diners were looking over from time to time, probably thinking Vanessa was having a cardiac event, based on the way she was acting. She waited.
"So he said… when he fucks me, he wants to feel me squirm. He wants me to be all swollen, and ready for his cum…. he said… while he was putting it in, he whispered against my neck…"
Ryan waited, breathless, sick, his cock throbbing.
Vanessa opened her eyes and breathed out, managing her discomfort and pleasure. Her eyes gleamed. "Against my neck… he said… 'I want you to beg me to fuck you full of cum. And I… I was like… I don't know what I said, like, I was still trying to play him a little, so I said, like… I won't beg, you know? Something like that, but smiling, teasing. And he was like: you will. That's what this is for."
Ryan stared at his wife, his mouth open.
"And Ryan?" she said, leaning forward, her leg jerking with some new stimulation, her toe hitting his shin. She twisted and grimaced, but behind the grimace was intense pleasure, too much of it, just simple pleasured over-intensity. "I think it… might work."
And then she mewled audibly and shifted again.






  
  Chapter nine

He was so distracted that he almost paid for lunch with his own credit card. Vanessa reached across the table, a wry smile on her lips, and snatched it from his fingers. "Make him pay," she chided, her lips turned up in a sexual coyness that was new to Ryan. An unsettling feeling poured into his chest cavity on all sides: snippets of Vanessa's description of her encounter with Jasper disoriented him. The insights into the way Jasper thought (he might get bored… he wants to work for it) had bothered him almost more than Jasper's fingers in his wife's pussy. 
The credit card slipped from his fingers, and Vanessa's lips formed a sentence that should have disturbed him further:
"After all, I've earned it."
Instead, that made his cock harder than ever. It sent the unsettling feelings scurrying away into dark corners of his mind, while his mind bloomed with thoughts about his wife's soft, casual, prostitution.
In the car. The scent of Vanessa's pussy, tangy and sweet. Every vibration from the road innervating him, making him wonder.
"What are you going to do?" he said, at some point in their journey. Vanessa was applying lipstick, squirming, looking at herself in the mirror. His voice was dry and constricted.
Vanessa seemed not to immediately hear. She fussed with her hair, turned her face slightly to the side, puckered her lips. All the things she normally did to make sure she looked good for her husband. Now she was doing them for Jasper.
"Hmm," she said, and even this murmur was sultry. Flip, she snapped the mirror back up to the roof. Looked over at Ryan. Uncrossed and re-crossed her legs. "I guess I'll just play it by ear." She looked down at her jeans. "I wish I were wearing a skirt."
"Why?"
Ryan's voice was like a rice cracker. Wispy, crunchy. He already knew the answer; he just wanted to hear her say it.
Vanessa, her body rippling sexually, let out a sultry laugh. "You know why," she said. Her lips pressed together for a smile, then puckered. "Because I want to take a picture for him, actually…"
"But what are you going to do?" Ryan repeated. He wanted details. Right now, right when they returned to his work, where Jasper presumably was: what was she going to do now?
"I don't know," she said, innocently. "I guess I was going to follow his lead."
Ryan looked over at her. It was one thing that she was sleeping with his boss - or would be, shortly - he had asked her to, after all. But it was another thing entirely to do it in Jasper's office, this afternoon, right after that display in Jasper's office that morning.
He wanted to be a cuckold, but he didn't want the entire office to witness his fevered and enjoyable humiliation.
"You aren't going to fuck him in the office, are you?" he asked her.
She laughed. Then grew serious. "Why? Do you not want me to?"
She reached over and crawled her fingers up his arm, moving them with each word that she spoke. She was being playful. Ryan felt sick. He shook his head. "I mean, no, Vanessa. Not really."
Another quiver in his stomach. It felt like the whole organ was actually turning over in his abdomen. His cock throbbed with another swell of lust.
Her fingers flitted up next to his ear. "Okay then," she said. Another brush of her fingers. "We'll have to see what happens."
"Vanessa," he began.
She let out a laugh. "Oh, God, Ryan, I was only kidding. Obviously, I don't have any reason to be going back up there."
"He didn't ask you to?"
She shrugged. "I don't know," she said mysteriously. "I can't remember. I was so distracted."
It seemed to Ryan that the man would want her to come back, to tell him all about this adventure with the vibrator. He would have wanted that if he were the kind of man who had just put a vibrator in a married woman's pussy and sent her to lunch with her husband.
"Do you think you maybe… should?" he asked, thinking aloud more than anything.
Vanessa was rotated toward him, her hips somehow moving in the seat, the whole pose looking terrifically sexual even though she was fully clothed and not really striking any kind of deliberate pose.
"Ryan Cole," she said, in a mocking tone. "It almost sounds as though you want me to."
Maybe he did. Maybe. He shrugged. He noticed he was breathing more rapidly than he should be. Panting, like a dog.
"Okay," she said, after observing him for a moment. "I'll go in."
Cheerfully, like she was agreeing to pick up his dry cleaning on her way home from work.
Garage, elevator, tense silence, heat building between them. They didn't say anything, they only brushed the backs of their hands against each other's. He could still smell her pussy, he was sure of it. Sex throbbed in his temples and his cock. His heart was like a wild animal.
The doors opened. Chloe passing by, head swiveling toward them. The inescapable feeling that everyone was watching them, seeing right through them.
"Oh, Ryan, you're back, good." This was Chloe, her eyes severe as they went up and down Vanessa's body, her smile plastered woodenly to her face. "You have to be in this meeting…"
A piece of paper from a stack in her hands. Chloe's eyes back to Vanessa. "And Jasper's stepped out, I'm afraid, so you'll have to lead."
This was for Ryan, but Chloe said it while staring at Vanessa.
"Okay," Ryan said, not sure whether it was relief, irritation, or disappointment that escaped his lips with those words, as a sigh. He turned to Vanessa, to kiss her goodbye. She leaned her cheek toward his lips, smiling, staring Chloe right back down. She had a phone in her hand. When his lips met her soft skin - hot to the touch, her cheek red - his eyes dropped to the phone.
Glimpses of messages. Without seeing, without being able to read them, he knew they were from Jasper.
"I guess I'll get going, then," Vanessa said, smiling at Ryan. She dropped her phone in her purse and smiled at Chloe. "So nice to see you again, Chloe."
"You too," Chloe said, a falsetto of musical cheer on the "too."
A beat, as the two women oozed poison out of their eyes while smiling at each other.
Vanessa facing him.
Their hands clasped together.
Vanessa leaning in. Chloe rolling her eyes. Another kiss on the cheek - Vanessa's lips to his, dragged along his cheekbone, a hand coming up to his neck.
"I'm going to see him now," she murmured against his scalp, sending bolts of electricity zagging all over his head, shoulders, and thighs. "That's why he isn't here."
Vanessa getting in the elevator.
Chloe sliding her eyes from his wife's retreating form toward him. "Well," she said primly, as if she knew everything transpiring here and deigned it beneath her dignity. "I'll be in the meeting room."






  
  Chapter ten

The meeting dragged. PowerPoint slides about Q4 projections, market penetration, brand awareness metrics. Words that should have mattered, that Ryan needed to absorb in his new role, slid off his consciousness like water off glass. 
His phone sat face down on the conference table. Dark. Silent.
Chloe sat across from him, taking notes with aggressive precision, her pen stabbing at the paper. Every few minutes, her gaze flicked up, caught him staring at nothing, and her mouth tightened.
Where was Vanessa? What was happening?
He imagined Jasper's office. The same desk where his wife had perched that morning, legs spread, Jasper's fingers working inside her. Where were they now? What was she doing right now, at this very moment? Sucking his cock, down on her knees? Riding him reverse cowgirl? Something more perverted? How did Jasper Cooper like to fuck women almost twice his age?
Or was Vanessa in charge? Maybe she had her fingers in his hair and was pressing his mouth to her pussy.
His cock strained against his slacks. He shifted, crossed his legs, tried to focus on the spreadsheet someone was presenting.
The meeting ended. He checked his phone in the hallway.
Nothing.
Back at his desk, he opened his laptop. Stared at emails without reading them. His finger hovered over Vanessa's contact. Just a quick text. Just to check in.
No.
She'd said she was going to see Jasper. That was the last he'd heard. Two hours ago.
Had they gone to a hotel? Jasper's condo? Where did Jasper even live? He was rich enough, eccentric enough, to have a whole BDSM dungeon in his house… or any other number of things. Would Vanessa do that kind of thing?
The thought sent heat flooding through his chest, his groin. He wanted to see it. Needed to see it. The way Jasper would touch her, move her, take her. The sounds she'd make. Different sounds than she made for him, probably. Hungrier.
"Ryan?"
Chloe stood in his doorway, tablet clutched to her chest like armor.
"Yeah?"
"You left this in the conference room." She crossed to his desk and set down his notebook. Her fingers lingered on the cover. "You seemed pretty distracted in there."
"Just adjusting to the new position."
"Right." Her smile was sharp. "The new position." A pause, weighted with something Ryan couldn't quite name. "Vanessa get home okay?"
His throat constricted. "She's fine."
Chloe's eyes dropped to his phone, sitting face-up now on his desk. The dark screen.
"Good," she said, drawing the word out. "That's good."
She left.
Ryan grabbed his phone. Still nothing.
Three-thirty. Four. Four-thirty.
His imagination filled the silence with images he both craved and feared. Jasper's hands. Vanessa's body. The two of them together, without him, somewhere he couldn't see.
He cracked. His phone was in his hands, his fingers typing the message, long before he even registered what he was doing on a conscious level.
Where are you? 


It was out there, unread, for what seemed like an eternity.
He finally looked away, wishing he could take it back: take back his desperation, take back his neediness.
The phone buzzed in his palm. Ryan snatched it up, heart hammering.
Cant talk now. Be home this evening


No punctuation. No explanation. Just those six words that told him absolutely nothing and everything at once.
His cock throbbed. She was still with Jasper. Had to be. Five-thirty now, and she couldn't talk. Couldn't or wouldn't? Was Jasper's cock in her mouth right now? Was that why she couldn't form a proper sentence?
Ryan set the phone down. Picked it up again. Stared at the message.
Evening. Not soon. Not in an hour. Evening could mean anything. Six? Seven? Later?
He imagined them in some restaurant, Vanessa's hand on Jasper's thigh under the table. Or worse—better—in a hotel room, Jasper taking his time with her. Exploring every inch of her body, the way Ryan had wanted to watch someone do for years.
His fingers moved without permission.
What are you doing?


The message sat there, delivered, read receipt on. She'd seen it. No response came.
Fuck.
He deleted it. As if that would help. As if she hadn't already read it, hadn't already registered his desperation.
Six o'clock crept closer. The office emptied around him. Chloe appeared in his doorway one last time, coat on, bag over her shoulder.
"Heading out?"
"Yeah." Ryan's voice came out rougher than he intended.
"Long day." She studied him. "You look exhausted."
"New job."
"Right." That knowing smile again. "Well, don't work too late. I'm sure Vanessa's waiting for you."
She left before he could respond.
Ryan sat in the gathering darkness of his office. His phone screen glowed in his hand. Still nothing beyond that single text.
He imagined Vanessa pinned beneath Jasper's body, her legs wrapped around his back. Gasping his name. Or maybe she was on top, riding him, her hands splayed across Jasper's chest while he gripped her hips and thrust up into her.
Ryan's hand moved to his crotch, pressing against the ache there through his slacks.
Not here. Not in the office.
But the images wouldn't stop. Vanessa's mouth. Jasper's cock. The two of them together, somewhere Ryan couldn't see, doing things she'd only tell him about later.
If she told him everything, like she'd promised.
The stark reality of all of it loomed over him. This was real, now. Everything before had been a long, slow tease - but a man didn't send a woman to lunch with a vibrator in her cunt and then have a nice coffee with her afterward. No, wherever they were, they were doing something that couldn't be taken back.
What are you doing? Hung out there, unanswered, unread, until he packed it in and went home to his empty house, trying not to drive the car off the road.
When he got home, the message had been read, but was adrift on the internet without response, just there. Somewhere. Like his wife.
Ryan paced the living room, phone in hand. The apartment felt hollow without Vanessa. He checked the time again—nearly eight. She'd texted an hour ago saying she was grabbing drinks with a friend from the gallery, but hadn't said who.
His phone buzzed.
Chloe.
Hey stranger, survived your first week as marketing overlord?


He smiled despite himself. Chloe's texts always came with an energy that made him feel younger than he was.
Barely. Drowning in budget proposals.


bet Vanessa's proud of her big important husband


speaking of... she looked REALLY good today


Ryan's thumb hovered over the keyboard.
She always does.


truuue but like... extra good

that glow yk?


What glow?


idk she just seemed super happy when you guys came back from lunch


where'd you go btw? somewhere nice?


Ryan's pulse quickened. He thought of Vanessa across from him at The Terrace, flushed and breathless, the vibrator still inside her as she sipped her wine.
Just a place downtown.


mmm must've been REALLY good


is she doing some deal with Jasper?


yeah I think so 


just because they were in there for a looooooong time


Ryan stared at the message. His throat went dry. This was not what he needed, not right now. Not on top of everything else.
Well, she's a big talker


Hmmm

He's usually not so tolerant of big talkers…


Chloe was obviously implying something here. There was no way Ryan could really ignore that. This was a complication he really didn't need. Or want.
Well, he typed slowly. My wife is nice to look at, so maybe that helped.
Ryan… can I tell you something in confidence?

I'm not trying to start any shit here. I don't want drama.


Chloe's messages began to appear, one at a time, almost a minute between each one. Ryan had insufficient time to react or process each new thought before she sent off another one. He could only watch the disaster slowly unfold in fragmented text messages, as Chloe's consciousness unfurled.
So please don't take this the wrong way, okay? 

But I'm not the only one, either… who thought it was pretty unusual, if you know what I mean, that Jasper was in there with the blinds closed. 

And then he kind of gave a sudden reason for leaving

It didn't make much sense

And Jasper never leaves work in the middle of the day like that 


There was a long pause here.
Look, I don't even know what I'm saying, just that… you know. People are talking.

I feel silly saying all this

Like maybe you know already

But if you don't, if I didn't for example, I'd want someone to tell me 

And anyway, just so you know… you deserve better than that

Ryan helllooooo

Are you there?


Just then, the door clicked open, and Vanessa walked in.
Vanessa stood in the doorway, and Ryan's phone nearly slipped from his hand.
Her jeans hung low on her hips—the same ones she'd worn that morning—but everything else had changed. The white shirt she wore was far too large, the collar stretched and wrinkled, sleeves rolled up her forearms. It swallowed her frame. A man's shirt. Not hers.
Ryan stood, Chloe's messages forgotten.
"Did you do it?"
Vanessa smiled. Slow. Satisfied. She said nothing, just kicked the door shut behind her with her heel.
She moved like she'd been thoroughly used. Each step deliberate, careful, as though her body needed time to adjust to the simple act of walking. Her makeup had vanished—smudged away completely—leaving her face bare, lips swollen and pink.
She reached for the bottom of the oversized shirt and pulled it over her head in one fluid motion.
Bare breasts emerged, nipples dark and tight. Her skin glistened with a faint sheen of dried sweat. Red marks bloomed across her collarbone—teeth marks, Ryan realized—trailing down to the curve of her breast where a deeper purple bruise had begun to form.
She dropped the shirt.
The scent hit him then. Musk and salt and something sharper—masculine cologne mixed with her own familiar perfume, all of it layered with the unmistakable smell of sex. It clung to her skin, her hair.
She leaned over, tits dangling, a grin on her face, to unzip her boots, one at a time, and step out of them.
She unbuttoned her jeans next, peeling them down her thighs with slow, exaggerated movements. No panties underneath. The denim scraped against her legs as she pushed them past her knees, past her calves, past the knee-high leather boots she still wore.
Her inner thighs were red, raw-looking. A faint white streak ran down one leg—dried semen, unmistakable. More of it smeared across her lower belly, almost artistic in the way it had dried against her skin.
She bent forward, unzipping the first boot. Her breasts swayed as she worked the zipper down, pulling the leather off her foot. Then the second boot. Slower this time, wincing slightly as she shifted her weight.
When she straightened, completely bare, she met his eyes.
Her hair was wild, tangled, the ordinarily perfect blowout and loose waves mussed beyond repair or any explanation other than sex. Her neck bore another mark—a love bite just below her ear. Her lips parted, and he could see the slight irritation around her mouth where stubble had chafed her skin raw.
She smelled like him. Like Jasper. Like hours of fucking.
Ryan's cock strained against his pants, painfully hard.
She took a step toward him, then another, her gait unsteady. The way she moved—tender, sore—told him everything. She'd been taken hard. Repeatedly. Her body still carried the evidence of it in every careful movement, every wince, every flush of heat across her chest.
She stopped just in front of him, close enough that he could smell the sex radiating from her skin, could see the way her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths.
Still, she said nothing.
Just watched him watching her, that same slow smile curling at the corners of her mouth.
His eyes wandered over her body, absorbing the physical proof of the crime he'd condoned: the pillaging of her body by his boss. It was satisfying, yes: the evidence was titillating, blood flowed to his cock, his vision swam in the redness and swelling, the glistening cleft of her pussy, rubbed raw red by her activities. There was no doubt that she had fucked Jasper.
But this was not what he wanted: he wanted the details of it. He wanted to feel the other man's seed in her pussy while she told him what Jasper had done to her. He could see the whole thing, like the bloom of a flower, in his mind's eye: she would lie down on the bed with her legs open, and he would feel her interior and all of its naughty secrets, while she reclined to tell him what she'd done.
But whether he would attain that specific pleasure or not, one thing was certain: everything had changed.
His mouth was dry again. He struggled to open it, his mind raced to think of words to fill it once it was.
Vanessa was looking at him. It was difficult to put a finger on the expression: did he see regret? Lust? And which man was it for?
"Do you want to hear about it?" she asked him, her fingers exploring her body, ending up at her pussy, playing with the wet lips. Her left hand, her ring finger - chosen deliberately, because why else would she use it like this? - slipped into her folds. Ryan heard a sticky sound. "What I did? What he wants me to do?"
She took a step forward. "Should I tell you about it?"
Her hand moved out, toward his lips. He was frozen, staring at her, his blood draining from his head into his cock. His stomach felt like a hard, cold rock.
Her fingertip on his lower lip. The scent of her pussy - but a dirty, cum-filled pussy, a pussy that had been used and filled, over and over again, the stench of male seed burning amid the tangy fruit of her feminine secretions. The cool moisture on his lip. She smeared it across, smiling down at him.
"Or do you just want me to show you?"






  
  Chapter eleven

They almost did it on the couch, but at the last minute, they remembered that their kids lived in the house, too. They could come home any moment, even though they probably wouldn't. 
They went to the bedroom without discussing this: they just understood.
Ryan's heart hammered against his ribs. The taste of her—of them—lingered on his lip, salt and musk and something degradingly intimate. His cock throbbed, trapped against his zipper.
Vanessa pushed him onto the bed. She started to take her clothes off, slowly, teasing him with her glacial pace. 
"Tell me," he managed, voice rough. "Start from the beginning."
Vanessa's smile widened. She was peeling her sodden panties away now. She withdrew her hand, brought her finger to her own mouth, and sucked it clean while holding his gaze. The deliberate obscenity of it made his knees weak.
"From when I left the office?" She moved past him toward the bed, each step measured and careful. When she lowered herself onto the mattress, she winced, spreading her legs wide without shame. The overhead light caught the mess between her thighs—everything glistening, swollen, used. "Or from when I got in the car?"
"The car."
She leaned back, one hand sliding up her belly to cup her breast. "I walked out of the building, and there was a black Mercedes waiting. Tinted windows. I knew it was from him before I even checked my phone."
Her other hand drifted down, fingers tracing lazy circles on her inner thigh. She was spread out now like she had been in the hotel - only this time, she had definitely been used. A lot. And the evidence was everywhere.
"The text said: Get in. Nothing else. So I did."
Ryan swallowed hard. His mouth had gone completely dry.
"The driver didn't say a word. Just pulled into traffic. Then my phone buzzed again." Her fingers moved closer to her center, not quite touching. Teasing. "Jasper wanted a photo."
"What kind of photo?"
"He told me to take off my clothes." She paused, watching his reaction. "And then show him the vibrator was still inside me."
The vibrator Jasper had put in her before sending them out together. Ryan's cock pulsed at the memory of Vanessa squirming across from him at the restaurant.
"Did you?"
"What do you think?" Her finger finally slipped between her folds, and she gasped softly. "I don't give him everything he wants… right away."
This disturbing material landed in Ryan's mind to be carefully nurtured some other time. He knew it would grow into a thicket of dark, sensual, disturbing thoughts, but he didn't have time for that now. For why or how his wife had such mastery of Jasper's temperament. To how much fun she seemed to be having manipulating Jasper, a master manipulator. To all the doubts he had that such a thing was even possible - and all the terror it would bring if his wife was, in fact, out-manipulating Jasper.
Vanessa was waiting for his reaction. Her chin was tilted upward, her eyes on him like she was enjoying the withholding of the next turn in the story. His stomach again turned and wriggled, and his chest grew tight. "What next?" he croaked, his throat dry.
Vanessa's finger continued its slow exploration, spreading the evidence of whatever had happened. "I only squeezed out of my jeans. Unbuttoned the leotard just enough." Her voice dropped lower, almost mocking. "Took the picture like that. Legs spread, vibrator visible. But still mostly dressed."
Ryan's pulse thundered in his ears. "What did he say?"
She reached for her phone on the side table, unlocked it with practiced ease. "Here. Read it yourself."
Ryan took the device with trembling hands. The screen glowed bright in the dimming room.
The photo appeared first—Vanessa's pale thighs framed by bunched denim, the black leotard peeled open to reveal pink flesh, and the base of the vibrator nestled inside her.
Clinical yet obscene.
Below it, the exchange:
Disappointed.


I'm not getting naked in a limo

You owe me.

This is what you get for now

We discussed terms. You agreed.

I agreed to meet you. I'm meeting you. 

Remove everything. Now.

I don't think I will 


Ryan's throat constricted. The simple defiance sent contradictory sensations through him. Pride twisted with anxiety. Arousal warred with dread.
"You told him no?"
"I did." Vanessa shifted on the couch, spreading wider. Her fingers moved with more purpose now, circling her clit. "And you know what he did?"
Ryan couldn't speak. He shook his head.
"Nothing." She laughed, breathy and low. "For almost ten minutes, nothing. The car kept driving. I sat there, jeans around my knees, wondering if I'd pushed too far."
"Then?"
"Then my phone buzzed." She gestured toward the device still in his hands. "Keep reading."
Ryan scrolled down.
When I tell you to do something, Mrs. Cole, I expect compliance.

We'll discuss consequences when you arrive.


"Consequences," Ryan repeated, the word ash on his tongue.
"Mmm." Vanessa's hips lifted slightly, grinding against her own touch. "That's when I got nervous. Really nervous. But, um... it was kind of hot."
"Kind of?"
"Okay," Vanessa said softly. "Really hot."
A shudder. A torturous pause.
"So what happened? Where did you go?"
"The driver turned onto this private road—trees everywhere, no other houses. Big iron gates that opened automatically."
Her breath hitched. Whatever she was remembering, whatever she was feeling now, it consumed her attention for several seconds.
"The house was massive. Modern. All glass and steel. The car stopped at the entrance, and the door opened before I could even fix my clothes."
"Who opened it?"
"Jasper." Her eyes found his, pupils blown wide. "Standing there in his shirtsleeves, looking at me like I was something he'd ordered and just received."
Ryan's hand moved unconsciously to his crotch, pressing against the painful swell there.
"He didn't say anything. Just held out his hand. What could I do? I took it, and he pulled me out—jeans still around my knees, leotard hanging open. Right there in the driveway, he pushed two fingers inside me, right next to the vibrator."
A moan escaped her throat. Her fingers worked faster.
"He whispered in my ear: Good girls who obey get rewarded. Bad girls who don't..." She paused, shuddering. "...still get what they need."
Ryan shuddered inwardly. His wife was now turned inward, into her own thoughts. Her hands stroked him lazily, but he could tell by the way she touched him and the glassiness of her eyes that she was more deeply connected to her time with Jasper than to the moment before her, now.
He slipped his fingers into her pussy and felt for himself what he already knew was true: smoldering, thick juices welled up from a stimulation deep in Vanessa's brain. Pulses of her muscles corresponded not to his touch, but to her story. He felt inside her loose pussy, overflowing with foreign cum and her new excitement, and he felt like he had the physical embodiment of his cuckolding in his hands: the humiliation, the theft, the disappointment, the pleasure.
"I'm so sore," Vanessa breathed, rolling her hips slightly on him, squirming. She mewled and twisted in his hands. Her mouth fell open, and a single, tiny drop of spit rolled from her lips without her noticing. She closed her mouth, then panted with it open again.
"Tell me the rest," he said, even if "the rest" was obvious, the filthy evidence of it in his hands at that moment. He still wanted to hear it.
Vanessa's eyes refocused on him, glassy and distant. Her hand found his wrist, pressing his fingers deeper inside her—into the slick, loose heat that told him everything he needed to know.
"He picked me up and took me inside. It was crazy - I didn't have time to even get embarrassed, my ass was kind of out, on his shoulder. He walked me inside like that and set me down. I had my jeans around my ankles, leotard open. I had to shuffle." She bit her lip, hips rolling against Ryan's hand. "Through this massive entryway, marble everywhere. I could see my reflection in the floor—saw how wrecked I already looked."
Ryan's fingers explored the evidence. So much wetness. Too much to be just hers.
"There was a staircase. Wide, modern. He didn't take me upstairs, though." Her breathing quickened. "There was this room off to the side. Floor-to-ceiling windows looking out at the valley. A couch—white leather, probably cost more than our car."
"He sat down and looked at me. Just looked. Then he said: Strip. Properly this time."
Ryan's cock throbbed painfully. "Did you?"
"I kicked off my jeans. Peeled the leotard down." She paused, fingers joining his inside herself. "The vibrator fell out when I bent over." She let out a nervous-sounding laugh. "I was so wet it just... slipped out."
The image seared itself into Ryan's brain.
"He told me to pick it up. Bring it to him." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "When I handed it to him, he put it in his mouth and sucked it clean while staring at me."
Ryan's stomach lurched. The casual obscenity of it—
"Then he told me to kneel between his legs." She shuddered, her inner muscles clenching around their combined fingers. "He was already hard. I could see it straining against his pants. He undid his belt so slowly, Ryan. Like he had all the time in the world."
"When he pulled it out..." She moaned softly. "God, it was thick. Thicker than I remembered from the car. And the smell—cologne and musk and him."
Ryan's free hand pressed harder against his own erection.
"He didn't ask. Just grabbed my hair and guided me down." Her eyes closed. "I opened my mouth, and he filled it. Hit the back of my throat immediately. I gagged and he just... held me there."
Her fingers worked frantically now, both of them feeling the aftermath.
"I sucked him for so long. My jaw ached. Spit everywhere, running down my chin, dripping on my breasts." She gasped. "He kept saying things. Good girl. Show your husband's boss how grateful you are. Think about Ryan at his desk while you choke on my cock."
The words hit Ryan like physical blows.
"Then he pulled me off. Bent me over the arm of the couch." Her voice cracked. "No warning. Just... like, I was over the arm of it, he moved behind me, and then he pushed inside. One stroke and he was all the way in."
Ryan felt it now—the looseness, the excess fluid leaking around his fingers.
"He fucked me so hard the couch moved across the floor." She was panting. "He kept asking if I liked it better than you. If I thought about you while another man stretched me open."
"What did you say?"
"I said yes." Her eyes opened, locking onto his. "I said yes to everything he asked. And when he came..." She reached down, guided his fingers to feel the thick warmth coating her walls. "He filled me. Kept going even after. Made sure every drop stayed inside."
Ryan's world tilted. His wife's pussy pulsed around his fingers, full of another man's seed.
He looked at his wife. "And then what?"
Vanessa grinned. The composition of her smile was different than any he had ever seen on her before. Wry, sensual, mischievous. A tone to it that was unfamiliar. It could have been sadism, or pleasure, or some sentiment he would never unearth.
"Then... I was hanging there, my hips starting to hurt a little. I was so messed up. Panting. You know how it is, after you come, after a guy comes... There was this dirty awkwardness for a minute. And all this marble everywhere... it was so white in there." Vanessa laughed, covering her mouth. "I started worrying about the couch. Right?"
Ryan felt sick. This wasn't anything he cared about; he wanted to scream at Vanessa. What happened then? What fluids spilled where, what orifices combined, and why was she gone for so long?
Vanessa was smiling, reclining. Inviting Ryan to see her fingers playing with her used body. He obliged, watching them. She peeled the lips of her pussy apart and let him gaze at the creamy juices as they oozed from her reddened pussy lips.
"I turned around," she said. "Thinking, well, that was pretty hot. Expecting to go home, not really sure, like, what would happen then."
She smiled, almost apologetically. "I was kind of like, expecting him to be like you. You know. Done." She seemed even more apologetic when she smiled.
"But he's twenty-four," Ryan said, already knowing what was coming.
Vanessa's eyes lit up and she tilted her chin with what Ryan could not help thinking looked like a teacher proud of her star pupil. Her fingers plunged into the sticky wetness, the swollen mess of her pussy. Crackling, sticky sounds filled the air. The scent of it became stronger, the portion of it that was filthy and foreign - Jasper's cum - was a pungent stab nestled in the familiar sweetness of her cunt smells.
Her lips curled. Her mouth opened. Her fingers swam in the glue-colored mess between her legs, which opened wider, inviting him to feel for himself the sinful taint of her interior.
"That's right," Vanessa said - though Ryan would not be sure, only half an hour later, if she said this as he sank into her used pussy or before. "He's twenty-four. So his cock was still hard. And he fucked me again. And again."
How much time passed between when Vanessa said that and when Ryan came? It was hard to know. The only thing that he could be certain of was that Vanessa's pussy was loose and so wet that he lasted much longer than he would have, and that when he came, it felt like a horse kicked him in the chest and balls, and he briefly saw stars and worried about his cardiac health.
All of which happened before Vanessa's fingers raked through his hair and sent a shiver down his spine, and before she said - her breath skittering over his skin, his cheek on her chest.
"...And then I came home."
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