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Kacey Harlow, a vibrant young woman with blonde hair that grazed her shoulders, walked into the office with the same enthusiasm she had brought every day for the past year. She greeted her colleagues with a bright smile and a cheerful "Good morning," as she made her way to her desk. Her eyes sparkled with a hint of mischief, a stark contrast to the seriousness of the corporate environment that surrounded her. The office was a muted palette of grays and blues, with the occasional splash of color from someone's personal items. Kacey's desk was a tiny oasis of life in the sea of monotony, adorned with photos of her and her husband, Cody, and a small potted plant that she meticulously cared for.

David Mumphery, the owner of the company, sat in his oversized office, the door open just enough to allow a sliver of light to escape. He was a man who had seen better days, with a balding head and a stomach that had grown more pronounced with each passing year. Despite his age, there was a certain charm to his rough edges that some of the women in the office found endearing. His eyes would often linger on Kacey as she moved about the office, her toned legs and curvy figure drawing his gaze like a magnet.

The morning coffee break was the one time of day when the tension in the office lifted. The employees gathered around the break room, sharing stories of their weekends and complaining about the never-ending pile of work. Kacey listened intently, her laughter lightening the mood, as she balanced a tray of donuts and a steaming mug of coffee. Her infectious energy had earned her the respect and admiration of her colleagues, including Debbie and McKenzie, who were both in their mid-thirties and had seen their fair share of office dynamics.

As the afternoon rolled in, the buzz of conversation grew quieter, and the sound of fingers tapping on keyboards filled the air once again. Kacey felt the weight of her workload on her shoulders, her thoughts drifting to the looming financial crisis at home. It was then that David Mumphery strolled in, his gait casual yet deliberate. He made his way to her desk, his eyes scanning over the numbers and graphs she had been meticulously working on. His hand rested on her shoulder, the heat from his palm seeping through her thin blouse, as he leaned in to scrutinize the details of a client's account.

Her heart raced as his touch lingered longer than necessary, his fingers tracing the curve of her neck before he pulled away. She stiffened, not quite meeting his gaze, and focused on her work. The room felt suffocatingly small as she heard his footsteps fade away, the echo of his office door closing with a decisive click.

McKenzie, noticing the awkward interaction, sauntered over to Kacey's desk with a knowing smirk. "Looks like the boss man can't keep his hands to himself," she whispered, her voice a playful tease. The two women shared a laugh, but it was hollow, filled with the unspoken understanding of the precarious position Kacey now found herself in.

The tension grew palpable as the day dragged on, the clock's hands moving at a glacial pace. When she finally clocked out, Kacey's thoughts were a jumbled mess of David's implications and her family's financial strain. Her and Cody had just bought a house recently and it was stretching them, they could handle it but they really needed to budget well.

Her heels clicked against the linoleum floor as she hurried home, eager to escape the suffocating office air. The drive was a blur, her mind racing with the implications of what David had hinted at. As she pulled into the driveway of their small, but cozy, house, she took a deep breath, trying to shake off the feeling of his hand on her shoulder. She walked through the front door and found Cody pacing in the living room, his face etched with worry. He looked up and his eyes searched hers for some semblance of hope, but she could only offer a sad smile.

"Babe, I got some bad news," he said, his voice cracking slightly. "I got laid off today."

Her stomach dropped, the stress from the office now a mere precursor to the storm that was brewing in her personal life. They had both known it was a possibility, but the reality hit her like a ton of bricks. The house they had so proudly bought together was suddenly a prison of debt, the walls closing in on them with each passing moment.

That evening, as they sat at their kitchen table littered with bills and job listings, the gravity of their situation sank in. Cody's broad shoulders slumped and his calloused hands pecked at the keyboard on their laptop scouring job sites.

"What are we going to do?" Kacey whispered, her voice barely audible over the ticking clock on the wall. Cody squeezed her hand, his thumb rubbing circles on her palm in a futile attempt to comfort her. They both knew that desperate times called for desperate measures, "I could try and get a waitress job on the weekends?" she said.  Cody didn't want his wife to work everyday, "Babe, I'll find something, I promise," he assured her, but the doubt was etched into the lines on his forehead.

The following day at work, Kacey felt the weight of their situation with every step she took. She avoided eye contact with David, focusing instead on her work, trying to ignore the way his eyes followed her around the office. It was like a game of cat and mouse she didn't want to play. She had bigger things to deal with than David's little predatory games.

At lunch she confided in Debbie and McKenzie about how Cody lost his job, "We're going to be fine, right?" Kacey said, trying to convince herself more than her colleagues. Debbie nodded sympathetically, while McKenzie's eyes took on a sympathetic look.

David overheard them in the break room and felt bad for her, but didn't want her to know he heard so he kept quiet.  He thought maybe he could use it to his advantage at some point.  The thought of her desperation turned him on, and he was sure she could tell by the way his eyes ogled her every chance he got.

The next few weeks were a blur of job applications and rejection letters for Cody. The stress was visible on Kacey's face, her eyes now carrying dark circles and her smile less frequent. David noticed her waning spirit and decided to call her into his office for a talk.

"Kasey, can you come here please?" David called to her from the doorway of his office.

She got up from her desk and rolled her eyes so that Debbie could see her.  She walked into his office, "Yes Mr. Mumphrey?"

David looked at her, his eyes lingering over her body, taking in the tight dress she wore today.  She looked good, really good.  He knew she had to be feeling the pressure at home.  "Kacey, how have you been holding up?  I noticed you've been looking a bit stressed."  His voice was thick with what she knew was a not-so-innocent concern.

"Uh it's nothing, just some things at home with the house and all." she played it off, not wanting him to know anything about her personal life.

David leaned back in his chair, "Ok, because I don't want anything to impact your work or our clients. You're one of my best employees." His gaze lingered on her cleavage a moment too long before he added, "I'm always here to support you.  I don't want to see you looking stressed or irritated."

Kacey's heart raced as she sat across from David, his lecherous gaze unabashedly roaming over her body. She swallowed hard, her palms slick with sweat, and forced a smile. "Thank you, Mr. Mumphery. I'll try to keep my personal life separate from work."

She got up to walk out of the office, David staring at the perfect ass of hers in her work skirt, she had an ass like a volleyball player or a dancer he thought.

The drive home was a blur of frustration and despair. Kacey's thoughts were a whirlwind of numbers, deadlines, and David's unspoken proposal. She knew that Cody was doing his best to find a new job, but the bills were piling up and their savings were dwindling faster than they had ever imagined. When she arrived home, the tension was thick in the air. Cody was in the living room, surrounded by job listings and resumes, his brow furrowed with determination.

"Hey, how was your day?" he asked, looking up hopefully.

Kacey sighed, dropping her bag by the door, "It was fine," she lied, trying to keep her voice steady. "How's the job hunt going?"

Cody's shoulders slumped, and closed his laptop in frustration, "I'm not qualified for a lot of these jobs and the ones I am, they aren't calling me back." He looked up at her, his eyes pleading for understanding, "What else can I do?"

The argument that ensued was a dance of frustration and fear. Kacey's voice grew louder, her words cutting through the air, "How much longer can we go like this?!  I'm so stressed it's affecting my job and my boss is ugh...I can't stand him."

Cody's jaw clenched, "I'm doing everything I can!  What do you want from me?!" He slammed his hand on the table, the sound reverberating through their small kitchen.

Her eyes flashed with anger and desperation, "What do I want?!  I want us to be stable again! I want to stop worrying about losing our house!"

He looked at her, his eyes filled with a mix of anger and defeat. "You should ask for that raise then," he said through gritted teeth. "You're good at your job. Maybe that'll help."

She knew she should but she dreaded talking to David, much less basically begging for more money.  Kacey felt a knot in her stomach at the thought of his lecherous eyes and hands on her again.  She took a deep breath, "Okay, I'll talk to him tomorrow."  Cody nodded, his eyes filled with hope and a little bit of anger, "Good, I want us to be okay."

The next day, Kacey walked into the office with a newfound determination. She knew that if she was going to ask for a raise, she had to be prepared and armed with date about her performance. She had been a diligent employee, always going above and beyond, so she hoped that her boss would see her worth.

As the day wore on, the anticipation grew, and she found it increasingly difficult to focus on her work. The clock ticked away, each second feeling like an eternity. Finally, she gathered her papers and took a deep breath before knocking on David Mumphery's office door.

"Mr. Mumphery, do you have a minute?" she asked, trying to keep her voice steady.

"Sure, Kacey," he said, his tone casual, yet it sent a shiver down her spine. "Come on in."

Her heart racing, she stepped into his office and closed the door behind her. The room was dimly lit, and she could smell the faint scent of his cologne mixed with the stale office air. She took a seat in the chair across from his desk and launched into her well-rehearsed speech about her contributions to the company and her need for financial stability.

"Well, Kacey," he began, leaning back in his chair and steepling his fingers. "Your work has indeed been noteworthy. But, you know, times are tough. I can't just give out raises willy-nilly."

Her eyes searched his, trying to gauge his sincerity, but all she found was a glint of something...else. Something that made her skin crawl.

"But," he continued, "if there's something...extra...you could offer, something that would really make me see things from your perspective, I might be able to make some adjustments."

Her stomach lurched as the meaning behind his words became clear. She knew what he was hinting at, and she hated herself for even considering it. But the thought of losing their house, the fear of Cody's disappointment, it all weighed heavily on her shoulders.

"I need a couple of days to think it over," he said, his eyes lingering on her. "If you have anything you'd like to add to your proposal, just let me know."

The way he spoke made it clear what he expected. She felt dirty, but she had to think of Cody and their future. She nodded, trying to keep her face neutral, and got up to leave.

As she stepped out of the office, she felt the eyes of her colleagues on her, but she didn't dare look up. She knew that they had no idea what had just happened, and she wanted to keep it that way.

The rest of the day was a blur, and the drive home was filled with turmoil. She didn't want to tell Cody about David's hints, not yet. She needed time to think, to figure out if she could really go through with it. The house was quiet when she arrived, and she found Cody in the bedroom, his head in his hands.

"How did it go?" he asked, hope in his voice.

"He said he needs a couple of days to think about it," she replied, avoiding his gaze.

He nodded, trying to hide his disappointment. "Well, we'll keep looking for options."

But as they lay in bed that night, the silence between them grew heavier. Kacey could feel Cody's tension, his body stiff with unspoken fear. She knew what was going through his mind, and it was the same thing that kept her up all night: the unbearable weight of their situation and the thought of losing their house if things didn't change soon.  She had no intention of telling Cody what David implied when she asked for a raise.

The next day, she walked into the office with a heavy heart, her mind racing with the implications of the conversation with David. Throughout the day, she threw herself into her work, trying to drown out the thoughts that plagued her. When five o'clock rolled around, she found herself standing outside his office again, her knuckles poised to knock.

"Mr. Mumphery, do you have a minute?" she called out, her voice steady despite the tremble in her hands.

He looked up from his desk, a knowing smile playing on his lips. "Come in, Kacey," he said, gesturing to the chair in front of him. "What's on your mind?"

Her heart hammered in her chest as she took a seat, laying out her case for a raise with the precision of a seasoned attorney. She presented her data, her achievements, and her dedication to the company. But as she spoke, she couldn't shake the feeling that her words were falling on deaf ears. David's gaze remained on her, not on the papers she had brought to support her request.

When she finished, he leaned back in his chair, stroking his chin as if deep in thought. "Your work is certainly commendable," he said, his voice a purr. "But, as I mentioned before, we're in a tight spot financially. I need to make sure that any raises are truly warranted."

The air grew thick with tension as he let his words hang in the air. Kacey knew what he wanted, and the thought of it made her stomach churn. She took a deep breath, trying to keep her voice steady. "Is there anything else I could do to prove my worth?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

He leaned forward, his elbows resting on his desk. "Well," he began, his tone casual yet loaded with meaning, "if there's something...personal...that you'd like to discuss, I might be able to reconsider."

Her heart sank, but she forced a smile. "I understand," she said, getting to her feet. "Thank you for considering my request."

The following evening, Kacey found herself in David's office again. She had thought long and hard about her decision, weighing the consequences and her own moral compass. As she sat before him, she knew that she was about to cross a line she never thought she would.

"I've been thinking," she said, her voice wavering slightly. "And I want to help the company in any way I can."

David's eyes lit up, and he leaned closer. "That's the spirit, Kacey. What did you have in mind?"

The words tasted bitter in her mouth, but she forced them out. "I know how busy you are, and if there's anything I can do to...ease your workload, I'd be happy to help."

His smile grew wider, and he leaned back in his chair. "Well, are you willing to work late tomorrow night?  I have some files I need help with" He was laying the groundwork for their impending encounter, and Kacey knew it. She nodded, feeling a mix of dread and determination.

Before she walked out of his office he said, "You may want to tell that husband of yours not to wait up, it could be a long night."  Kacey felt nauseated but nodded.

That night at home, Kacey avoided Cody's hopeful gaze as she made dinner. She told him about needing to work late the next night, and he nodded, his eyes filled with a mix of disappointment and understanding. "Okay, if it helps them see that you are needed over there then maybe you'll get that raise." He leaned over and kissed her forehead before returning to his job search.

The next morning Kasey arrived at the office with a heavy heart. She had made her decision the night before, but the gravity of what she was about to do had only just begun to sink in. The office buzzed with the usual chatter, but she felt like she was moving underwater, the voices around her muffled and distant. She tried to focus on her work, but her thoughts kept drifting to the evening ahead.

As the clock ticked closer to five, her palms grew sweaty, and her heart raced. She texted Cody, "See you late tonight, love you!" trying to keep her tone as casual as possible. He responded with a sad face emoji and a "Good luck," completely oblivious to the deal she was about to make.

The office emptied out, and Kacey remained in her chair, pretending to work, her heart hammering against her ribcage like a caged animal desperate for escape. David emerged from his office, his eyes locked onto hers as he sauntered over, his lecherous smile growing wider with each step. "Ready to go the extra mile for that raise, sweetheart?" he said, his voice thick with innuendo.

Her stomach lurched, but she managed to force out a nod, her legs trembling as she followed him back into his office. The lights were dimmer than usual, and the blinds had been drawn, casting shadows across the room. The air was thick with tension, and she could smell the stale cologne that clung to him like a desperate attempt at seduction.

David closed the door behind them, his hand brushing against her waist in a way that was both calculated and repulsive. She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself as he gestured to the couch against the far wall. "Why don't we get comfortable?" he suggested, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine.

Kacey sat down, her legs crossed tightly as if to form a barricade. She clutched her notebook to her chest, the papers she had brought to discuss her work performance now seeming trivial in comparison to what was about to happen.

He settled in next to her, his thigh pressing against hers, and she could feel the heat radiating from his body. She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry but was able to utter the words, "So what files do you need me to start on?"

David chuckled, "Oh, we'll get to those in a moment." His hand found its way to her knee, his thumb tracing lazy circles. "First, we should ease into it, maybe have a drink first." He gestured to the small bar in the corner of his office. "What's your poison, Kacey?"

Her stomach turned, but she forced a smile. "Whatever you're having is fine," she said, her voice sounding unnaturally high. He got up and poured two glasses of scotch, handing her one with a flourish. She took a sip, the liquid burning her throat as she tried to ignore the tremble in her hand.

They talked for several minutes and she asked again, "Those files, where should I start?"  He leaned back in his chair, "Kacey, you're a smart girl.  I can give you that raise and maybe even a little bonus too, however, you're going to have to do something for me." His hand slid up her thigh, and she knew what he was referring to.  She took a deep breath and set the glass down, "Okay, I'll do what you want."

"That a girl," David said, his hand sliding further up her thigh, his fingers inching closer to her panties. She felt his hot breath on her neck as he leaned in, his whiskey breath mixing with her own scent. Her body recoiled, but she remained still, her mind racing with thoughts of their mortgage and Cody's pride.

He stood up, held out his hand for her to grab it, and she reluctantly followed him over to the couch. He sat down first and patted the cushion next to him. Kacey took a deep breath, her heart racing as she sat down, her body feeling like it was moving on autopilot.

He leaned over to kiss her, and she turned her head, her eyes squeezed shut, trying to keep her breathing even as she felt his hot mouth on her lips. She could feel the wetness of his tongue as it traced the line of her mouth, pushing against her teeth. She didn't dare to open her eyes, fearing what she would see in his.

His hand moved to the back of her neck, and he pulled her closer, forcing her to face him. She opened her mouth slightly, and he took it as an invitation, pushing his tongue inside. The taste of scotch mingled with the bitter taste of betrayal that coated her mouth. She felt his other hand move to her chest, cupping her breast through her shirt. Kacey's mind was screaming for her to stop this, but the fear of losing everything kept her in check.

He started to unbutton her blouse, and she felt the cool air of his office hit her skin as he exposed her lacy bra. Kacey's mind was racing, trying to find a way out of this situation without losing her job or the potential raise. She knew Cody would never understand, but she also knew that their future was on the line.

Her heart was racing as his hands found their way under her skirt, his thick fingers brushing against her thighs. She couldn't help but flinch at his touch, but she forced herself to remain still, not wanting to anger him or make him think she didn't want it. David's breathing grew heavier, his eyes glazed over with desire as he pulled her closer.

He pulled her blouse off and pulled down the cups of her bra, his eyes feasting on her perky breasts. Kacey felt a mix of fear and disgust as his gaze lingered on her, but she knew she had to go through with this if she wanted to save their home. She took a deep breath and leaned back into the couch cushions, trying to relax her body despite her racing thoughts.

David's mouth found her neck, kissing and nibbling the sensitive skin there. His hands moved from her breasts to her stomach, then up to her neck, his thumbs tracing the line of her collarbone. Kacey's skin crawled, but she remained still, focusing on the sound of her own breathing to keep from pushing him away.

Next, his mouth engulfed her breasts, his teeth grazing her erect nipples. She couldn't help but let out a soft moan, a sound that seemed to encourage him. His hands grew more insistent, and she could feel the pressure building within her, a mix of arousal and revulsion. Kacey's eyes remained closed, her mind racing with thoughts of the future and the price she was willing to pay for it.

He reached behind her to unzip her skirt, pulling it down towards her ankles and tossing it onto the ground.  His hands then began unzipping his pants, his eyes staring at her tight youthful body. She felt a shiver of revulsion but told herself this was for Cody, for their future.  The office felt cold and oppressive, the weight of her decision pressing down on her like a heavy blanket.

David stood up taking his shirt off, and pulling his pants down to his ankles, his belly hanging over his boxers. He was older, with graying hair and a paunch, but there was a hunger in his eyes that was anything but fatherly. Kacey's eyes were still closed as she felt his weight shift on the couch.

She felt his fingers at the waistband of her thong panties, tugging them down with surprising force. Kacey's body tensed, but she bit her lip to hold back a protest. This was the deal she had made, the price for their stability. He leaned down to suck her nipples again, parting her legs with his knee.

"You're so damn sexy!" David groaned against her skin, his hand cupping her bare ass, his thumb tracing the crevice between her cheeks.

Kacey's eyes remained tightly shut as he kissed his way down her body, his tongue flicking against her stomach and inner thighs. She could feel the wetness between her legs, a traitorous response to his touch. Her mind was a whirlwind of emotions: anger, disgust, fear, and a desperate need to please him for Cody's sake.

When his mouth reached her core, she couldn't help but tense up, but his hands held her firmly in place, his tongue probing and licking, seeking out her most sensitive spots. Despite her revulsion, she felt a spark of arousal, a betrayal that made her hate herself even more. She tried to keep her breathing steady, to not give away the truth of how much she didn't want this, how much she was just going through the motions for the sake of their future.

It was a reaction to the sensation rather than any genuine desire, but Kacey's body responded nonetheless, her breaths becoming shallower as he worked his mouth over her. She tried to think of anything else, but the reality of the situation was undeniable. His hands gripped her thighs, pushing them further apart as his tongue circled her clit. She felt the pressure building, a sickening cocktail of disgust and arousal that she couldn't escape.

Finally, David pulled away, panting heavily, his erection obvious through his boxers. He slid her closer to him, her legs spread high in the air.  He had one knee on the couch and one leg propped on the floor.  He grabbed his cock to put it right up to her pussy, and she felt the tip brush her lips.  She knew what was next, and she braced herself, her eyes still squeezed shut.

"Look at me, Kacey," he grunted. She hesitantly opened her eyes, his lust-filled gaze boring into hers. He thrust into her with a groan, and she bit back a cry of protest. The sensation was foreign and unwelcome, her body tense around his intrusion. She focused on the painting on the wall, trying to find solace in the serene landscape as he began to move inside her.

His thrusts were steady and deep, her mouth opened up in a silent gasp as she felt her body being used for his pleasure. Kacey's mind was racing, trying to find a way to disconnect herself from the reality of what was happening. She thought of the numbers on her pay stub, the bills they needed to pay, the look of relief that would come over Cody's face when she told him about the raise. It was a battle to keep her emotions in check, but she knew that if she showed any sign of distress, it could all fall apart.

He was moving in and out of her, his breath hot on her face as he whispered crude words of praise. Kacey focused on the painting, the colors swirling together in a chaotic mess that mirrored her thoughts. She could feel the tears threatening to fall but she willed them back, knowing that showing weakness would only make it worse.

His hands slid under her ass squeezing and lifting her slightly to gain a different angle.  She felt him push deeper, and she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. The thrusts becoming more powerful, his grunts filling the room.  Kacey's mind was a blur, but she felt the need to keep up the charade, so she moaned softly, hoping it sounded convincing.

He pulled out, and lifted her up off her back.  He walked her over to the edge of the couch, bending her over it.  He got behind her and rammed his dick back inside of her.  She gasped, "Oh fuck" and reached for the armrest to hold onto as he began to pump into her from behind.

"Uh..uh...uh..." she groaned with each thrust, the new position sending waves of pleasure and pain through her body. She could feel his hands gripping her hips tightly, his nails digging into her flesh as he pounded into her. The sound of skin slapping filled the room, a rhythmic echo of her own despair.

The force of his movements made her body shake, her head fell down towards the cushion seat, "mmmm...oh no...shit..." she whispered. It was all she could do to stay upright as he fucked her from behind. She felt the leather couch sticking to her skin as her body began to sweat from the exertion. He was pounding into her, she started to feel herself getting wetter and wetter, which just seemed to make him go harder.

David grunted, "God that ass of yours" and he smacked it twice with his open hand. The sound reverberated in the room, making her jump and yelp. She felt a mix of pain and arousal, and she hated herself for it.

Her body was his playground, his cock plunging into her over and over again from behind.  Her head was on the couch cushion, her ass up while her torso lay folded over the arm rest "No...fuck..." she felt the beginnings of an unwanted orgasm building, a traitorous response to the violation she was enduring. She gritted her teeth, willing herself not to let go, not to give him the satisfaction of knowing he had broken her completely.

He smacked her ass again and she moaned "mmmm" the feeling if his cock plunging into her and her ass being smacked hard was too much, and she couldn't hold back her orgasm. She felt her pussy clench around his thick shaft as waves of pleasure rippled through her body "Oh god, yes," she gasped, hating herself for the way she was responding to his touch.

He pulled out to see his dick covered in her cum, "Jesus, Kacey, you came so much." and then shoved his dick back into her "Fuck...oh shit..." she moaned, her body shuddering with the aftershocks of her climax.  She felt like a rag doll in his hands, a mere object to be used for his pleasure.

As he continued to fuck her, she could feel his grip tighten, his breath becoming more ragged.  The smell of sweat and sex filled the room, and she knew he was close.  She hoped it would end soon, so she could get dressed, leave the office, and go home to shower away the stench of his lust.

With one final grunt, David pulled out and came all over her back. He collapsed onto the couch next to her, his chest heaving with exertion. For a moment, she remained bent over, her body trembling, before pushing herself upright and looking at him leaning back on the couch. His eyes were closed, a smug smile playing on his lips, as he basked in the aftermath of his conquest.

Kacey felt the sticky warmth of his semen on her skin, a stark reminder of the deal she had made. She took a deep breath and forced a smile, "Did you enjoy it?" she asked, her voice a strange blend of resentment and submission.

"Fuck yes, you're incredible," David replied, his eyes still closed. "And that's just a taste of what you can expect from now on." He opened his eyes and winked at her, his satisfaction palpable.

Her stomach churned, but she managed to keep the bile down. "Will the raise be on the next check?"

"You can count on it, and I expect you to be working late every Wednesday for the next three months." He said, his tone no longer playful but demanding. "Consider it a... condition of your employment." He smirked, his eyes gleaming with the power he held over her.

Her heart sank, but she nodded, "Okay." It was a small price to pay, she told herself, for the security they needed. "I'll make sure to keep my evenings free," she said, trying to keep the despair out of her voice.

They both got dressed, and David walked her to the door, his hand lingering on the small of her back as he whispered, "See you tomorrow, sweetheart." Kacey forced a smile, her mind already racing with the implications of her new "schedule."

Once home, she snuck in quietly heading straight for the bathroom to take a shower, the hot water scalding her skin as if it could wash away the taint of what had just occurred. When she finished showering she crawled into bed, Cody who was in the living room came walking into the bedroom and asked "How was work?  Any news about the raise?"

Kacey's heart felt like it was going to jump out of her chest, she took a deep breath and said "Yes, I got the raise." She didn't dare tell him the full truth.

Cody's face lit up, "That's fantastic, babe! What did you do to convince him?" He sat down on the bed and leaned over to kiss her. She flinched, the taste of David's kiss still lingering on her lips, and she quickly turned her head, feigned a yawn. "Just presented my case well," she murmured, trying to keep her voice steady.

"I knew you could do it," he said, pride in his voice. She felt a pang of guilt so sharp it was almost physical. "Thanks for the support," she mumbled, her eyes avoiding his.

Cody leaned back against the headboard, his arms around her. "Everything's going to be okay now," he said, his voice filled with relief. "We can get back on track."

Kacey nodded, her eyes filling with tears she quickly blinked away. She didn't deserve his comfort, not after what she had done. She didn't know how she would face him every day, knowing that their financial salvation came at the cost of her dignity.

She added before turning over to fall asleep, "I have to work late on Wednesday for the next three months, it's part of the agreement for my raise."  Cody patted her on the back, "It's only three months, that's a small price to pay for the raise.  Goodnight babe, love you." and walked out of the bedroom unaware of the actual price she paid to get that raise.
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