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CHAPTER ONE


"CAN I HELP you?" Chris asked, confused as he looked around at the dozens of other empty booths in the diner.

"I hope so, Mr. Parker," he said, causing Chris's eyes to go wide at the use of his name. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a leather wallet, flipping it open to reveal a badge. "I'm Special Agent Gerard Holbrook. FBI."

Panic shot through Chris like lightning, the hairs on his arms standing up as he blinked at the badge in front of him. He slid his hands from the table, placing them to his side so the agent didn't see how badly he was shaking. He had a feeling Clayton was into some shady stuff. But the FBI?

He tried to play it cool. He'd seen too many TV shows where innocent men acted guilty and became the subject of the investigation. Besides, he hadn't done anything wrong, it was Clayton they were after.

"Have a seat." he tried to keep his voice calm, even, but he couldn't tell if he'd succeeded or not. "Let me guess." Be cool, act normal. "This is about Clayton, right?"

Holbrook tilted his head, like a dog watching a trick. "What makes you say that?"

"I've seen the news. Heard the rumors about Bitguardian. I didn't want to believe it, but... well, here you are." Chris noticed he wasn't wearing a tie. It was a silly thing to notice, really, given the situation, but in every movie he'd ever seen, they always wore a tie.

Instead, Agent Holbrook wore a gray polo with the top button undone, casual, like he was just another face in the crowd hidden behind a pair of aviators.

Holbrook nodded. "Here I am."

"So what, it was you guys following me? In the black cars?" Chris smiled like they were old friends. He was in control. He didn’t have anything to hide.

"It was."

Holbrook flagged down Mabel and ordered a coffee, black. He removed his sunglasses, revealing pale green eyes that looked tired. The heavy bags beneath them made him seem older and more worn than his athletic frame suggested. He had the look of a man who had been doing this job long enough to know most men lied, and exactly when they were hiding something.

The silence between them stretched for what felt like an eternity. Chris's eyes darted from Holbrook to the door, to Mabel behind the counter. His leg shook with nervous energy as he wondered what was going to come next.

"So..." Chris said, unable to stand the silence any longer. "What is it I can help you with?"

A smile, if you could even call it that, formed on the FBI agent's face. "I'm just trying to figure you out."

"I'm not sure I follow."

"Well it's simple, really." He reached into his jacket and pulled out a manila folder, thumbing through a few sheets of paper before landing on the one he wanted. "Are you just as cocky as Clayton… or just stupid? Maybe the fall guy who never saw it coming."

The world seemed to narrow as Chris took in what he was saying. Darkness dotted the sides of his vision, his heart threatened to beat out of his chest.

Everything seemed to be moving in slow motion. Mabel flipping the eggs in the skillet behind the counter, the couple at the other end of the diner enjoying their breakfast, even Agent Holbrook as he slid a piece of paper onto the table.

“Tell me something, Mr. Parker. When Clayton transferred your ownership stake, did you ever question where the money came from?”

The smirk on Chris’s face didn’t drop, not immediately. He laughed. Short, awkward.

"No, I mean why would I?"

Holbrook didn't laugh. He didn't even move his face into that thing he thought passed for a smile. He just shook his head, like a disappointed father.

"Because most people tend to think having enough money to suddenly buy a new car, upgrade their home, buy fancy dresses for their wife all within a year feels odd."

Chris's jaw went slack. This wasn't about Clayton at all. They were looking... at him. "I... I became partner. I just... I thought..."

Holbrook pulled out another file. "This one came from an unregistered entity based in the Caymans. Another came from Luxembourg. And this one—” He tapped another sheet. "This was the one that made the alarms really go off. See, it traces back to some major insider trading right here in the US. Maybe you've heard of the company... Larken Industries."

Larken... Chris’s chest tightened like it was being squeezed from the inside. Of course it was Tom. He was right not to trust him. The pressure in his chest grew. And now Tom knew about Ashley, saw her with Clayton. What the hell did it all mean?

"There has to be some mistake. I... I just became partner and..."

"Yeah, congratulations on that by the way." He took a sip of his coffee, watching as Chris tried to process what was happening. "You seemed to make quite the windfall. I just hope it was all worth it."

"You can't actually think I'm part of all this? You said it yourself, I'm being set up as the fall guy."

Holbrook nodded, sucking his lips so they formed a thin line. "Bitguardian's backdoor access to client systems makes it the perfect tool for extracting financial data before it goes public. Insider trading at its finest." He tapped the files again. "So you're saying Clayton told you nothing about this? Kept you completely in the dark?"

"Yes," Chris said too quickly. "That's exactly what I'm saying. Is that really so hard to believe?"

He studied Chris's face for what felt like an eternity. His expression was blank, giving Chris no indication if he was passing the test.

"I want to believe you." He reached back into the folder. "But you and Clayton seem to share an awful lot with each other."

He pulled out the last piece of paper in the folder. This one was a picture.

Chris saw it and his world tilted sideways. Blood rushed to his ears, drowning out the ambient diner noise.

Ashley. On Clayton's porch. Trench coat open. She was wearing white lingerie he'd never seen before. Lace that left very little to the imagination. He was instantly taken back to that night. Ashley playfully telling him he'd have to wait and see what she was wearing only to come on later to say it was destroyed. He'd imagined what she wore that night. He'd fantasized about it. Now that fantasy felt like a nightmare.

"What the fuck is that?" His voice cracked halfway through the sentence, rage and shame colliding in his chest. His fingers trembled as he fought the urge to snatch the photo, to hide her from Holbrook's clinical gaze.

"That," Holbrook said softly, "is from a surveillance team following Clayton. We weren't even looking at you yet."

Chris's stomach twisted violently. The coffee threatened to come back up as sweat broke out across his forehead. Their secret life was suddenly part of an FBI investigation... a criminal investigation.

The FBI agent set the photo down gently, let it sit beside the bank records, the visual connection between Chris's professional and personal collapse unmistakable.

Holbrook stood.

“Bitguardian is a powerful piece of technology. And in the hands of people like Clayton and his family, it can have serious implications. Unless you're ready to take the fall for him I suggest you start finding a way for us to take him down.”

Then he walked out, calm as Sunday, leaving Chris alone in the booth. The coffee was cold. His hands were shaking.

Chris felt like he couldn't breathe. He looked out the diner window and saw cars passing by, commuters on their way to the office just like every other day. A couple walked by on the sidewalk, holding hands and laughing about something. The outside world continued to spin, like nothing happened, like a nuclear fucking bomb hadn't just exploded and evaporated everything normal in Chris's life.


The drive home was silent for Jen and Dave, both lost in their own thoughts. Jen stared out the window of the large SUV absentmindedly dreaming about a week in Seattle, or Vegas, or anywhere else that wasn't the city she'd grown up in and never left. When they walked in the door of their modest, two-story house Jen slipped out of her heels, heading for the kitchen to pour herself a drink while Dave took up his usual spot in his comfortable gaming chair in front of his computer.

"You offered to help Chris pretty quickly tonight," Jen said, as she emptied the last bit of red wine into her glass.

"You two seemed to get along pretty well."

She watched Dave from the kitchen, his attention fixed on whatever was playing on the screen in front of him. He still had the same boyish good looks he’d had when they first met in high school. His blue eyes sparkled behind his glasses, a familiar glint that surfaced when he was deep in thought. His blond hair was a little longer now, more unkempt, and the beard he’d been trying to grow for the past few months remained stubbornly patchy. He’d put on some weight since he started working from home, but in many ways, he was still the same boy she’d once fallen for, he’d just lost his spark somewhere along the way.

"It was nice of you to invite them over." She took a long drink from her glass, walking into the small home office where he sat. She began taking off her earrings as she moved into the dark room. Dave always preferred to work on his computer in the dark, a habit that drove her crazy.

"What are you doing?" she asked, draping her arms around his neck. On screen, he had a bunch of jewelry pulled up. A variety of different lockets and bracelets, all very expensive looking.

"I knew it," Dave said, with a low laugh as he pushed his keyboard away. "Your friends are into some kinky shit." He spun his chair around so that he was facing Jen causing her to straddle his lap.

"What are you talking about?"

His left hand rested on the back of her knee, while he used his right to take off his glasses and set them on the desk. "Before you got there, I saw them at the bar." His fingertips brushed against her skin lightly causing goosebumps to cover her flesh. "Chris went to the bathroom, and as soon as he was gone another man was taking his place."

"So, she was getting hit on in a bar. That hardly classifies as kinky." She felt his hand slide further up her leg to the back of her thigh. She wasn't sure what was going on, but it had been weeks since he'd touched her so she wasn't about to complain now.

"If that's all it was then you'd be right." His fingers paused at her hip bone, digging into her skin, his thumbs tracing the edges of her panty line. "But I saw it Jen. Saw the way this complete stranger leaned in close to her. The way she parted her legs for him." Whether it was because it felt like a command, or part of the story, she wasn't sure, but Jen parted her legs.

"The way his hand disappeared under her dress. I'm pretty sure he was finger fucking her." His thumbs stretched, pressing on the outline of her lips and drawing a hiss from her mouth. "I bet she was wet like this."

"Ahhh." Jen rolled her hips, her grip on his neck tightening. "Y... you think she's having an affair or something?"

Dave's laugh was louder now, deeper than the one before. "That's the best part," he chuckled, gripping the edge of her panties and sliding them down her toned legs. He loved Jen's legs. Loved that she'd kept her body tight since high school. She was a track star back then and much to his appreciation she still loved logging miles a decade later. He tossed them into the corner of the room, his hands quickly returning to her hips to control her movement.

"Chris never even made it to the bathroom. He stood in the crowd, watching the entire time." His hand shifted, his fingers dipping into her pussy only to find her wet and ready.

"Ohhh fuck, baby. Are... are you sure?" Her eyes fluttered shut, her tongue slipping over her bottom lip as she undulated on his fingers. She whimpered as he moved them from her core, gripping her hips and spinning her around. She felt him stand, his belly pressing against the small of her back as he maneuvered her toward the wall. It wasn't as graceful as it may have been a couple of years ago, but she wasn't about to complain.

"The anklet she was wearing, it has a meaning." He pressed his lips to her neck, his fingers finding the zipper on her dress. "She wore it on her right ankle." His kisses became more urgent, more aggressive as her dress slipped down her body leaving her in nothing but a black, lace bra. "It means she's married but open to... encounters."

"Encounters..." Jen's voice trailed off as his teeth grazed her shoulder. "You're telling me they..."

Dave's hands slid around to cup her breasts, thumbs teasing her hardened nipples through the lace. "Are like us. Or rather, he's like you." He unhooked her bra feeling her start to tremble as the pieces started to fall into place for her.

Jen gasped as Dave pressed her harder against the wall, his clothed erection grinding against her bare ass. "That doesn't sound like Ashley. She's so... normal at work."

"And you don't think she'd say the same thing about you?" Dave's hand traveled down her stomach, fingers finding her slick heat again. "The quiet nurse who likes to watch her husband fuck other women." He slid two fingers inside her.

"Unnngh." Jen's head fell back against his shoulder, his free hand immediately finding her throat. "That's... that's different," she managed between moans. "It's been so long."

"So long that you want to watch again?" Dave whispered, his fingers working faster. "You want to watch me fuck your friend?" The heel of his hand found her clit, swollen and eager.

"Yes... Oh God, right there."

He withdrew his fingers suddenly, leaving Jen whimpering at the loss. She heard his belt buckle, the rustle of clothing, then the blunt press of his cock against her entrance. She braced herself against the wall, his grip on her neck tightening.

"Chris needs my help. As long as I'm helping with his little audit problem he won't risk telling me no." Dave teased her with just the tip of his cock, covering it in her juices. "He'll sit back and watch... just like you."

"Oh God," Jen moaned, her protests dying in her throat as she pushed back against him. "Please, baby."

Dave entered her with one firm thrust, both of them groaning at the sensation of her walls closing around him. He wasn't big, but he was thick and he was always amazed at how easily her pussy could take it. How it would stretch to the point of near pain to accommodate his prick.

"Bitguardian's into some shady shit," he said between thrusts, his tongue sliding along her shoulder making her shudder. "Suspected data harvesting, possible insider trading. I've seen the chatter online and in the forums."

"You're so fucking hard," she gasped, her hand grabbing his on her neck as she felt her orgasm build. "But what if... what if you're wrong and it's just jewelry?"

"I'm not wrong," Dave grunted, loving the way she was gripping him. She may not admit it, but he could tell she loved the thought of this plan. "Trust me, I know what I saw." His breathing quickened matching his pace. "The way she looked out into the bar for Chris when that guy's hand was between her legs... it wasn't guilt, Jen. It was excitement."

"Oh fuck, ohhh shit." Jen's body betrayed her skepticism, pleasure building with each stroke. "But... fuck." Jen struggled to find the words. Her orgasm was so close. "Ashley's my friend. We... we work together. I don't want this to make things awkward."

Dave slowed momentarily, considering. Jen continued to rock her hips, not wanting her orgasm to die. He let her use him like a toy while he considered her protest. The velvet heat from her pussy causing his balls to tighten. He didn't want her to lose her friend over this, but then he knew he was right. All the signs were there.

"You worry too much," he said, resuming his rhythm. "We'll enjoy the hot tub, have a few drinks. If she balks at all we can blame the alcohol and move past it." His hand found her clit again, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips. "But I don't think you'll need to worry about that."

"I don't—"

"Relax, baby." His voice softened, though his movements grew sharper, his orgasm approaching. "I'm telling you, she'd be into it. Plus, after I look at those files for Chris, how could he say no?" His fingers worked faster, matching the pace of his thrusts. "In the meantime, keep an eye out at work if you have another shift with her. I bet you'll notice some signs."

Jen bit her lip, wrapping her arms around his neck and threading her fingers through his hair as fire raced through her body. "Fuck baby, I'm so close. Don't stop, please."

Sweat began to slide down Dave's forehead as he felt his wife's body come alive. She bucked against him, her wall contracting around his shaft. She was so close. She just needed one final push. "For your birthday, I'm going to fuck Ashley and let you lick my cum from her pussy."

The image of her friend, always so put together at work, sprawled out beneath Dave sent Jen over the edge.

"Oh yes, ohhh fuck. Fuck, Dave. Unnngh...."

"Mmm that's my girl," Dave said with a grin before finding his own release. With one final thrust, he pinned Jen against the wall, emptying himself inside her.

"We need to be careful," Jen finally said as Dave withdrew, her practical nature reasserting itself. "If you're wrong about her..."

"I'm not," Dave insisted, turning her to face him. "I'll handle Chris. You just keep your eyes open at work." He kissed her forehead, a tender gesture that still gave her butterflies even after what just transpired. "Now, let's get to bed. I have a lot of homework to do on Bitguardian in the morning."

As Jen followed him to the bedroom, she couldn't shake her conflicting emotions. The fantasy was undeniably exciting. She'd always found Ashley attractive and loved the way Dave was always overly attentive to her after one of his conquests, but beneath her arousal lurked concern. Ashley really was her closest friend in the hospital. She had to be sure whatever happened wasn't going to come between that. Despite her reservations, the thought still sent another jolt of excitement through her. Maybe Dave was right. Maybe they weren't so different after all.


Chris sat in a puddle of sweat, despite the AC from the car blowing directly on his face. He'd been sitting idle in the parking lot for at least ten minutes, phone in hand, just staring. He wanted to call Ashley, but after what he'd just learned he wasn't sure if his phone was safe to use. He wasn't sure how much Clayton knew, or how much Clayton thought he knew, but he didn't want to take the chance. He should go home, just take a sick day. No, that would just set off alarm bells.

The thought of going to the office made his stomach knot. Clayton would see right through him, know something was up. But then, what choice did he have? He had to download the source code to get it to Dave. He wasn't sure what he would find, but that felt like the only way he could get ahead. Maybe if he could find out what was in the code before Clayton got wind that he knew something was up, he could get leverage. He had to do something. The only way out of this for him was to find something the FBI could use. Something to trade. Something that might just buy back his life.

The drive to the office took longer than normal. Every passing car looked like someone who could be watching him. Every alert on his phone caused him to jump like a bomb had just gone off. When he finally got to the office, he wiped his brow with the cuff of his shirt. It looked like he'd just finished running a marathon.

Approaching the building, Chris hesitated. The thought of seeing the smug look on Clayton's face made his throat clench, but what choice did he have really? He wasn't a very religious person, but before turning off the car he closed his eyes and said a silent little prayer. He could use all the help he could get.

The cameras at the entrance of the building gave him pause. They had always been there, but now, with this new information, they suddenly felt menacing. Was Clayton watching him right now? Gauging his reaction as he walked into the office? The white walls inside the building seemed to stretch longer than normal, like he was walking into the belly of the beast.

Once inside, everything seemed so... normal. It was still pretty early so the only people in the office were a couple of the engineers and Katie.

Chris's breath caught. Katie. He was supposed to talk to her today about what happened the last time they were together. After his breakfast this morning that conversation felt significantly less urgent.

Katie looked up from her computer and caught his gaze, a smile forming on her lips as her hand shot up in a friendly hello. Chris chewed on the inside of his cheek as he returned the smile. Could she see the sweat still dripping from his forehead?

"Morning," he muttered, as he stepped closer, his voice cracking slightly.

"Hey boss, late night? You look like shit." Her chuckle was soft, her eyes sparkling like she had no cares in the world.

"Something like that." He plopped down in his chair, turning on his computer in the process. His hand trembled as he typed in his password. Each keystroke echoed unnaturally in his ears. The feeling of being watched was constant.

As he finally logged in, he remembered that she had been followed too. She came to him, terrified that people were following her. Had the FBI approached her too? Could he talk to her about it?

He spun around in his chair, his knee bumping against hers. "Actually, there's something I wanted to talk about."

"Me too," she said, relief flooding her face.

"Go ahead," Chris said with a grin, happy to be able to offload this to someone.

"I just... I know things got... well weird last time we were together."

The wind emptied from Chris's sails. She didn't want to talk about the FBI.

"And I just want you to know," she fidgeted in her chair, unable to find the right words. "I take full responsibility for it. I don't want things to be weird with us, especially with the Seattle trip coming up."

He felt himself nod, too preoccupied with his own thoughts to form words. The truth was, he was glad she wanted to move past it. It had been bothering him all weekend, but now, that seemed to be the least of his problems.

"Are you okay, boss? You look like you might be sick."

"Yeah, I... The car that was following you before, was it..." Katie's phone buzzed on her desk, drawing his attention. Her lock screen lit up, the Bitguardian logo. His pulse started to race. What if Clayton was listening? What if he'd tapped into everyone's phone and recorded conversations? It all sounded like science fiction to him, but the articles he read, what Holbrook had said to him, they made it sound like it was more than possible.

"What about it?" Katie grabbed his arm, her eyes wide.

"I just... I was wondering if you'd seen them around anymore."

Clayton's door swung open, silencing whatever Katie was going to say, but Chris could see in her eyes that just the mention of the vehicle had scared her. There was no way she was a part of it, was there?

"Chris, didn't hear you come in. How was your weekend? You and Ashley do anything... fun?" He had the same cocky grin he wore every day. He studied Chris waiting for his usual flustered reaction, but this time it didn't come.

Clayton lingered in the doorway, eyes narrowing at Chris's muted reaction. The familiar dance of discomfort he expected to see was conspicuously absent.

"What's the matter, Chris? Cat got your tongue?" Clayton stepped closer. "Surely you guys did... something?"

Chris stared back, his expression carefully neutral despite the fire igniting in his chest. "We had dinner with friends. Nothing special."

Nothing special? Is that what he called what Clayton had done to Ashley? He was getting annoyed. Obviously, he knew Chris wouldn't mention anything specific in front of Katie. But he expected some type of reaction. Not... whatever this was.

"The Seattle presentation's looking good. Katie's done excellent work," Chris said, shifting the conversation like it was a normal day at the office.

Katie shifted uncomfortably between them, sensing the strange undercurrent.

Clayton opened his mouth to press further when his phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen, his expression darkening instantly.

"Shit," he muttered, the facade cracking momentarily. "I need to take this." He turned back into his office.

Katie and Chris shared a look of confusion. They couldn't remember the last time they'd seen Clayton look so flustered over a phone call.


The door slammed shut, rattling the walls of the office as Clayton let out a frustrated sigh before answering the call. "What do you need, Dad? I'm busy running a company."

"Watch your tone." His father's voice sliced through the connection like a knife. "Your office isn't as secure as you think it is."

Clayton's eyes darted to the surveillance monitor on his desk. Katie was still talking to Chris about something, but his focus did seem to be more on Clayton's closed door than Katie. "What does that mean?"

"Rumor has it, the feds have been poking around."

Clayton froze. "What?"

"Some hotshot special agent looking to make a name for himself." His father's words were calm, like this was just another normal day. Hell, maybe it was for him. Clayton had been involved in the family business long enough to know things like this happened, but he still wasn't completely sure exactly how deep his father's ties went. "He's been sniffing around our Luxembourg accounts, the same accounts you insisted were untraceable."

Clayton turned his attention to his computer. He pulled up surveillance logs, trying to find anything that looked out of place. "That's impossible. I've been careful."

"Not careful enough it seems." Silence followed for several seconds with Clayton too preoccupied with the logs to care. "Is there anything in those records that can be tied back to us?"

"Of course not," Clayton said, truly offended his dad thought so little of him. "All of the money flows to offshore accounts and then to Chris's account."

He sat up in his chair, the thought nagging at him, but he didn't verbalize his concern. If the feds were smart, and they had to be if they were able to track the payments without him knowing, then they could potentially see where the payments originated. But that wasn't tied to his family either. Not directly anyway.

"And if he talks?"

"He won't. Besides, he doesn't know anything." Clayton hesitated, recalling Chris's odd behavior earlier.

"You don't sound so sure." His dad's voice sounded like he had gravel in his throat. His years of smoking made him sound like some kind of super-villain. "Tom says you're drawing this out longer than necessary. Says you need to change up your... tactics."

Clayton rolled his eyes and pulled up Ashley's number on his phone, typing with his free hand.

Clayton: Send me a picture.

"Tom works for me," Clayton snapped, not missing a beat. "You letting him call you when he doesn't get his way isn't doing me any favors."

"Then perhaps you should do your job and put his mind at ease. He says you're wasting his time with this Seattle trip. He wants to come to you instead."

Clayton's phone vibrated. Ashley's photo filled his screen making him smile. The picture was just her face, smiling coyly over a bare shoulder, clearly topless but pretending otherwise.

Ashley: Like this? You weren't looking for anything specific, were you?

His suspicion was confirmed. If Chris thought the FBI was involved, Ashley wouldn't be playing along this easily. His confidence surged.

"Tom isn't seeing the big picture, not that I'm surprised." Clayton's tone was a little too snarky for his father, but he continued. "The board needs to have some level of confidence in the software if they are going to agree to the expansion. Tom's... persuasion tactics won't be enough by themselves."

"And the wife?" His father's tone remained skeptical. "Tom says you're getting attached."

Clayton: I'm sure you can do better than that.

"She's not as fragile as Tom thinks," Clayton replied. "By the time I'm through with her she'll do anything I say."

Ashley: I'm not sure what you mean. I'm a happily married woman.

His father's laugh was brittle. "It sounds like you're letting personal indulgences interfere with business."

"I know what I'm doing."

"Do you? Because right now, it looks like you're too busy playing with your new toy to notice the feds circling." His father paused, letting the accusation land. "Remember who built this empire. Remember whose reputation is at stake."

Clayton: If I have to ask again, I'm coming over to punish you.

"Mine is too," Clayton snapped.

"The audit is a week away. If I hear of any more setbacks I'm pulling the plug on this whole damn thing."

The line went dead.

Clayton stared at his phone, rage simmering just beneath the surface. His jaw tightened as it vibrated again. Another photo from Ashley. And this one? It was exactly what he’d wanted. Her bare stomach was taut, and her red panties sat low on her hips, a tiny white heart stitched just below the waistband. But it was the dark, wet stain at the center that made his pulse spike. Her two fingers resting around it, glistening, as if she’d frozen mid-stroke just for him.

Ashley: This always seems to happen when I think about you punishing me.

His mood instantly lifted. Chris couldn't possibly know anything. Not with Ashley still playing her part so perfectly. But he needed to be careful. Tom was becoming a liability, pushing too hard, threatening his control.

Clayton turned back to his surveillance monitor, watching Chris through narrowed eyes. He'd need to handle both problems at once, pacify Tom while ensuring Chris remained the perfect fall guy.

Clayton pulled the small external drive from his pocket and plugged it into his computer. On it, every conversation with Tom, every transaction, every line of malicious code. His eyes skimmed the contents, looking for one thing in particular.

If they wanted to play hardball, he'd show them exactly how ruthless he could be.


The office clock ticked by with tormenting slowness as Chris anxiously waited for the end of the day. He'd already had one of the lead engineers give him a copy of the source code, a feat that was much easier than he'd expected. He'd even managed to avoid Clayton for the better part of the day, disappearing into meeting rooms and around corners when he saw him come out of the office.

"Heading out?" Katie asked, making him nearly jump out of his skin as he logged out of his computer. They'd settled back into something resembling normalcy, though the word had lost all meaning for Chris.

"Yeah, Ashley's making dinner. Don't want to keep her waiting." It wasn't a lie, not completely anyway. Chris wondered how many half-truths he'd told since he'd started working here. When did he start becoming such a dishonest person?

Katie nodded, the smile on her face never faltering. "You know, you still haven't even so much as shown me a picture of her." Her laugh was soft. "When do I finally get to meet her?"

"Oh, um... I'm sure we can work something out," Chris said, standing up from his desk and walking toward the door. Why did she all of a sudden want to meet Ashley? What was she planning?

The drive home stretched interminably, every red light an opportunity for his mind to race. How could he tell Ashley? What words could possibly convey the danger they were in? His foot tapped with nervous energy while he waited for the light to change.

When he finally pulled into the driveway, he took inventory of the house in front of him. The new siding they had recently installed. The BMW sitting in the driveway. His stomach heaved. He was going to be sick. He had thought he’d earned it all, thought his luck was finally turning around and his hard work was being recognized. But it was all part of Clayton's scheme. Just blood money to be used in part of a larger game.

Chris tossed his keys onto the table by the door as he made his way inside. The smell of cooking meat and spices filled the air as Ashley danced along to Good as Hell by Lizzo. He couldn't help but smile at the scene in front of him. Ashley, in one of his old t-shirts, her hair pulled into a messy bun, dancing around barefoot in the kitchen. It was one of his favorite things to come home to before... before he turned their life upside down with his stupid fantasy.

He walked into the kitchen, wrapping his arms around her waist and causing her to jump.

"Jesus, you scared me," she laughed, reaching back and wrapping her hands around his neck.

He inhaled her scent, she smelled like herself again and it immediately calmed his racing heart.

"We need to talk," he whispered, kissing her neck. His gaze fell onto her phone. Had her phone been 'infected'? Was anywhere in his house safe? "Let's go up and take a shower. You can finish dinner after."

Ashley giggled, her hand reaching down and cupping his manhood through his pants. "Mmm, someone's anxious." She felt him start to stiffen against her touch. "Is this because of the picture I sent Clayton? Did he show you how bad I was being?"

An audible gasp left Chris's lips that Ashley mistook for excitement. His cock betrayed him, pulsing with excitement.

"God you're so hard," Ashley continued to tease. "Want me to tell you all about it?"

Chris chewed on the inside of his lip, his gaze never leaving Ashley's phone.

"Turn off the stove and meet me upstairs." He pushed away from her hoping to get his emotions in check before she made it up the steps.

They stripped quickly once inside the bathroom. Chris's urgency was less about lust and more about using the sound of the water to ensure their conversation couldn't be heard. As soon as the water was warm Ashley stepped inside, a mischievous smirk on her face as she waited for Chris to join her.

Chris stepped in behind her, the steam already fogging the glass. He closed the door and pulled her into him, his body melting against her back.

"Mmm, are you going to use the sprayer on me, baby? It's been so long." Ashley's hand was already reaching back for Chris's cock.

"We need to talk first," he said, pulling away. "For real."

Ashley turned to face him, smiling until she caught the worried look in his eyes.

"What's wrong?" she asked, the sultriness in her voice disappearing.

"The FBI approached me this morning." Steam continued to fill the room making Chris feel safe. His eyes began to fill with tears as he wrestled to get the words out. "At Mabel's."

Ashley's eyes widened, her body going still under the shower spray. "What? Why would the FBI—"

"They think I'm laundering money for Clayton." His hands clenched into fists as he fought to get the words out. He'd been holding so much in all day long, now it was all coming out in one massive wave of word vomit. He could tell by the look on Ashley's face she wasn't following, not completely. But he needed to get it all out. "They showed me bank records, offshore accounts in Luxembourg, the Caymans. All funneling back to me. The money I thought was just a bonus for my ownership stake."

Ashley shook her head, drops of water flying from her hair. "This doesn't make any sense." Ashley blinked like she was in the middle of a bad dream. "You would never—"

"BitGuardian's software is designed to scan any device that it shares a network with," Chris continued, the words tumbling out now. "My guess is that Clayton has some kind of backdoor installed that allows him access to any device it connects to. He's using it to steal financial information from clients.

Clayton and his family are using it for insider trading, and the money trail leads straight to me. I'm the fall guy, Ashley."

She stared at him, her mouth opening and closing without sound. The color drained from her face as the implications crashed over her. Her legs wobbled, and she lowered herself to sit on the shower floor, water cascading over her hunched shoulders.

"Clayton wouldn't..." she started, then stopped herself. Her eyes darted around the shower stall as if searching for an escape. "How could he... all this time..." Her voice faded as memories rearranged themselves in her mind. Had she really been that blind?

The statement felt like a punch to the gut for Chris. Was she seriously going to defend him? Did she think he was somehow above all of this? "I'm going to figure out a way to get us out of this." His breathing was still ragged, but he was starting to see things clearer. "I got a copy of the source code today. I need you to give it to Jen for Dave."

"The audit..." Ashley was starting to put the pieces together, but her head was still foggy. She didn't want to believe anything she was hearing.

Chris watched her expression change as she lifted herself off the shower floor. The initial shock of the situation seemed to be disappearing. Anger, determination, and something much sexier washed over her face.

"Yeah, I don't know if Clayton has auditors paid off or not, but he seems awful calm about it. If there's something there, then Dave may be our best chance of finding it and exploiting it."

"I can help." Her voice was steadier now, though still quiet. "Clayton trusts me. I could..." She paused, seeming to test the weight of her next words. "I know where he keeps things in his house. I could find something."

"Absolutely not." His tone was too stern, too demanding. "I need you to stay away from him. No more pictures, no texts. Nothing."

Her head snapped up, eyes suddenly clear despite the water streaming down her face. "If I suddenly stop responding, he'll know something's wrong."

"I don't care—"

"Chris, think." Ashley stood straighter, finding her footing. "I'm already involved. If I start acting differently, he'll get suspicious. He'll know you know."

"I won't let you risk yourself for me."

“It’s not just for you,” she said, firmer now. She took his hands in hers, fingers intertwining. “It’s for us. Our life together. Everything we’ve built.”

Chris stared at her, torn between protection and pragmatism. "It's too dangerous."

"More dangerous than you facing federal charges? Than losing everything?" She stepped closer, determination replacing fear. "We're in this together. Maybe I can find out things you can't. I can be... persuasive."

He hated how right she sounded. Hated that he was even listening.

The shower spray filled the silence between them, rivulets tracing paths down their bodies.

"I hate it." Chris pressed his forehead against hers, relenting. "The thought of you with him, texting him, sending those pictures..."

"You don't hate it that much," she giggled, feeling his hardness press against her.

"This is serious," he said, through clenched teeth as he felt her fingers wrapping around his shaft.

"I'll be careful." Her lips found his, her grip tightening. "I'll wear him out. Make sure he passes out then start snooping."

He knew he should tell her it was a bad idea. The words never came. Instead, his cock pulsed in her hand.

The tension, her touch, the image of her straddling Clayton. The image of her on his porch wearing next to nothing burned in his mind. The combination blurred into one dizzying ache.

He wanted to say no. That it was too much, too dangerous. This wasn't just a fantasy anymore. This was their lives. But the truth was, he had already lost control.

He tried to clear his head, to think rationally about all the ways this was a bad idea.

Precum gathered at the tip, allowing Ashley to use it as lube. She knew what she was doing, she would be smart about it, not get caught.

He told himself it was strategy. That letting her do this was the best way to get them the information they needed. But deep down, he knew he was lying to himself. This was just another excuse to throw caution to the wind and continue this fucked up fantasy.

“Do you want to hear how I plan to ride Clayton until he's so spent he won't even notice me going through his files after?”

Her words shattered what was left of his resistance.

His cock grew harder, desperate for release. All Chris could do was nod.

Without any more warning, Ashley slipped to her knees in front of him. She looked up at him through her long lashes, her fist still slowly pumping his shaft. "I never told you about how Clayton fucked me in the shower did I?"

Chris hissed through his teeth, hating the sound of Clayton's name coming from his wife's mouth, but unable to stop his arousal from growing out of control.

She took him in her mouth before he could form words. He had to reach behind and splay a hand along the tiled wall in order to keep his balance. She took him deep in her throat quickly, her tongue pressing against the tip of his cock, lapping up his seed.

"After the second time in his bedroom, I thought we were done," she pulled his dick from her mouth to catch her breath. "He followed me into the shower and forced me onto my knees."

She ran her tongue around the crown of his head like a lollipop making Chris's toes curl. "God he was so rough with me. I loved how rough he was, I couldn't get enough."

Her mouth was back on him now, a velvet grip that threatened to suck his lifeforce out of him.

"Fuck, Ash," he bucked his hips, nearly slipping on the shower floor. "I... fuck. I don't want to hear about him right now."

Ashley either didn't hear him, or didn't care. After a few more skillful bobs, she angled his cock against his abdomen and ran her tongue along his balls. Chris grunted in response as she sucked away at one before switching to the other. The loud pop of his sac leaving her mouth echoing through the shower.

"He tasted a lot different than this when I did it. Probably because he was already covered in my cum. He made me cum so fucking hard, Chris."

He could already feel his balls start to tighten, like all the fluid inside his balls was about to boil over. He tried to focus on his breathing. He didn't want to cum, not like this.

"God Ashley, I can't... oh fuck. I can't take much more of this."

"Not yet, baby. Don't you want to hear how he fucked me." With a wicked grin, she swallowed his entire length back into her mouth before he could answer. Her cheeks were hollowed out, her big doe-like eyes staring up at him.

"Glug glug glug," she took him in her throat, her lips covering the root of his dick. Her free hand gripped his balls, tugging slightly with each downward motion. When she finally relented, tears were streaming down her face, a strand of spit connecting her to his cock.

"Can you believe I got his whole dick in my mouth?" Her hand was back on his shaft, pumping with a fierceness as she tried to catch her breath. "I didn't think I could open my mouth that wide. It felt like he was going to dislocate it. You want to know the hottest part?"

He opened his mouth to say no. To tell her he just wanted to be in this moment with her. But he was already shaking his head. His lust having completely taken over the rational part of his brain.

"He came so hard, and there was so much. I tried to swallow as much as I could, but it spilled out of my mouth. On my face, my tits, my..."

Without warning, Chris grabbed her head, pulling her lips back onto his cock. "Aaargh, fuck," he roared, as he exploded down her throat. She pulled back after two bursts, letting him spray the rest on her chest. With his orgasm came all those dangerous thoughts. Ashley, moaning in pleasure as Clayton fucked her relentlessly. Ashley begging him to cum inside her. Her on his front steps in white lingerie sinking to her knees and blowing him while other men took pictures of her. After the fifth or sixth rope, he staggered backward crouching, guilt and embarrassment joining him.

"That was fun," she teased standing back up and rinsing off her face. "Now it's my turn." She took the shower handle out of the cradle and handed it to Chris with a cocked eyebrow.

Chris tilted his head, confusion written across his face as he took the shower head and slid forward on his knees.

"Did he..." Chris held his breath. He would try to reel in the Clayton talk tomorrow. Right now he had a wife to please. "Did he fuck you after?" he asked, dipping his head between her thighs and letting his tongue slip across her petals.

"Mmm he did," came her muffled response. "I don't know how he does it. But he recovers so fast."

She shifted above him, trying to angle his tongue in the place she wanted it. He ignored her efforts. If she wanted to torment him, then he could return the favor. He tickled his tongue against her clit, just enough to make her put her hand on the glass for support.

Ashley lifted a leg onto his shoulder, opening herself wider for him. Chris flattened his tongue, pressing it harder against her sex. He ran his free hand up her thigh.

"Oh fuck, baby. That feels so good," Ashley purred, and ground her hips against her husband's face. "Almost as good as Clayton's dick when he pinned me against the wall and fucked me for a third time."

Anger swelled in Chris's chest. He knew she was just trying to turn him on. This was all just part of the game, but for Chris, in this moment, it was so much more. He switched the shower head to pulse mode as his tongue dipped inside her. She was soaked, the warmth of her sex inviting Chris's tongue to probe deeper, but he had other plans.

Chris pulled his tongue from her cunt, leaving her gasping. Then, before she had time to fully recover, he ran his thumb over her slit and pointed the pulsing water at her mound.

"What are... ohhhh fuck. Oh God."

Her reaction was immediate. She bucked forward, drawing out a long moan from between her lips. She tried to pull back, to gain her bearing, but Chris held her close. He clutched the round of her ass, pulling her body into him as he pointed the pulsing water away and dove back into bathe his face and tongue in her juices.

"Jesus, fuuuck," Ashley whined, the dual sensation completing overwhelming her. Her fingers threaded through his wet hair, her hips fucking the air in front of her.

"Did Clayton do that? Did he make you feel like this?" Ashley was too consumed by her own lust to hear the bitterness in Chris's question.

"Oh fuck... No... Uggh that feels so good, baby."

The pulse of the water battered her sex, her knuckles turning white as she held Chris's hair like the reins of a horse. Just as she began to get used to the rough sting of the water, he would remove it and replace it with the gentle caresses of his tongue.

"What are you... nnngh fuck!"

The hard pulsing water was back, making Ashley see white spots behind her eyes.

Tossing the shower head aside, Chris stood up on shaking legs and positioned his hard cock at her entrance. His tongue invaded her mouth and he felt her moan into it, pulling her body tighter against his.

"Fuck me, baby. Please. I want to feel you so.... OHHHH Fuck!"

Chris pushed into her with every ounce of strength that he had. Her nails dug into his back, no doubt breaking the skin, her velvet heat wrapping around him with such intensity he had to stop himself from biting her. The shower head lay forgotten and pulsing on the floor, as Chris's pace intensified. Ashley's moans echoed off the walls, growing louder with each thrust. If Clayton was listening in, then there was little doubt he'd hear her.

Chris adjusted his grip on her thigh, lifting her higher and causing Ashley to stand on her toes. "Is this better?" He whispered through gritted teeth. "Is this better than Clayton?"

Her walls clenched around him, responding to Chris's words. She was on fire, her entire body tingled with energy. "Yes... oh fuck, don't stop. So fucking good. So much better."

Her words sent a surge of pride through him. Clayton may be the new shiny toy, but he still knew his wife's body. He slowed his pace, kissing her neck. She turned her head, her lips meeting his as they continued to sway.

"Make me cum, baby. Make me cum harder than Clayton did."

The words were like a drug flooding his system, overwhelming his rationality until nothing remained but raw, primal hunger. He knew this addiction would destroy him, knew he should fight it, but every time she said his name it penetrated his consciousness, resistance became futile. He groaned against her neck, grinding into her with renewed force. Her body welcomed him, greedily. So damn greedy. Her thighs trembled against his hips, her moans sharper now, or maybe they only seemed sharper because she was thinking about him.

His fingers tangled in her hair pulling her down on his cock as he picked back up his pace. Each thrust grew faster, more urgent. He could feel his orgasm building, the tension coiling in his gut as he thought about Clayton taking her in this position. Did the FBI have photos of that too?

"Mmmm fuck, just like that," Ashley cooed. She could feel his cock flexing inside her, and knew he was close. "Yes... don't stop. Yesss fuck, yes I want it."

She was bouncing on her one leg now, determined to find her orgasm and not let Chris withhold it from her anymore. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head, her tongue hanging slightly out of her mouth.

With a guttural shout, he buried himself fully inside her, the hot rush of his release flooding her. The instant she felt the warm spurt of his seed inside her, it ignited her.

"Nnnnggghh fuck!" Her body trembled and tightened around him, each pulse of her orgasm pulling him deeper inside her as she gasped and panted.

Chris kept himself buried inside her, savoring the final throbs of her climax. Once it finally passed, her body began to relax. Her grip around his neck loosened, her foot sat firmly on the shower floor.

"Mmmm fuck," she whispered, and felt Chris's cock slip out of her. "Where did that come from?"

He ignored the question, the strategic side of his brain taking back over, the side that should have been in control the entire time. "If you're going to do this, if we're going to do this, we need a plan," he said, as he turned off the shower head. "You can't just go in blind. We have to know what each other is doing."

Ashley nodded. "Tomorrow," she whispered. "We'll figure it all out tomorrow."

He watched her for a moment, her eyes were still half shut, still trying to catch her breath. He wouldn't let her go down for him. He would reach out to Holbrook, tell him that whatever happens Ashley had nothing to do with it.

They stepped out of the shower, and immediately grabbed towels to warm up. Ashley moved to the mirror, wiping away the condensation to examine her reflection.

"I should check on dinner," she said, but made no move to leave.

Chris watched her through the clearing steam, studying every minute expression that crossed her face. The way her eyes lingered on the marks his fingers had left on her hips. The subtle curl of her lips as she touched them. Was she thinking about him, or Clayton?

"Go ahead," he said. "I'll be down in a minute."

Once alone, Chris leaned heavily against the sink. Their plan made sense rationally. She was already involved, already had Clayton's trust. She could access information he couldn't. But the practical strategy felt suspiciously convenient, too perfectly aligned with their darkest desires.

Was this really about gathering evidence? Or was she as addicted to the thrill as he was, using this new threat as justification to continue? The way she described her encounters with Clayton, the vivid details she chose to share, the unmistakable excitement in her voice, his cock started to stir and he cursed himself under his breath.

Could she actually feel something for Clayton? Was she falling for him? The thought carved a hollow space in his chest. He'd always been certain of her love, even as they ventured into these dangerous waters. But now, with real consequences looming, the foundation felt less stable than he'd believed.

He wrapped the towel tighter around his waist, bracing himself against a sudden chill. No, he didn't think he would lose her, not completely. But something had shifted between them, or was he imagining that too?

One thing he knew for sure, he needed to monitor their interactions more closely now. Not just for evidence against Clayton, but for signs of where Ashley's heart truly lay. "Bayberry," he whispered to himself in the mirror. Would she still respect the word if he said it? Would he ever truly actually use it?

As he dressed, Chris looked through the bathroom door toward their bedroom. The thumb drive sat on his nightstand. Ashley had another night shift with Jen soon, she could give it to her then. He needed Dave to come through now more than ever, his life and everything he'd worked for was dependent on it.


CHAPTER TWO


"I HATE EVERYTHING about this," Chris said, his gaze fixed on Ashley as she put on the last swipe of mascara. He couldn't remember if he'd ever seen the yellow sundress before, but the color seemed to accentuate her complexion perfectly. The thin straps revealed her shoulders, where he could still make out the fading bruises and hickeys from a few nights ago, a visual reminder of how out of control things had gotten. The dress's low cut showcased her decision to go braless, a decision that left him breathless. His body betrayed him instantly, hardening at the thought of what was about to happen. That physical response, the one he desperately wished he could control, only intensified his self-loathing. How had they arrived at this point where his wife was deliberately dressing to entice another man, and worse, a man who seemed to be doing everything he could to land Chris in federal custody.

"I know, baby, but he really wants to see me." She placed her hand on top of his, giving him a reassuring smile before leaning closer to the phone. She didn't miss the way Chris's eyes fell to her chest as she did. "Besides, I have the perfect plan to leave him hot and bothered. Then I'll come home to you and you'll reap the rewards of all his efforts."

Chris nodded, swallowing hard. He tried to get his breathing under control. This was all part of the script, he tried to remind himself.

"What... what's the plan?" He was glad that he was supposed to be acting anxious, because that was exactly how he felt.

Ashley leaned over, kissing her husband gently. She felt his shoulders loosen, heard his deep exhale as she reminded him of her love. She broke the kiss with a smile then leaned further down, her chest resting against the cool surface of the counter. "I'm going to give him three tries to guess what color my panties are." She giggled nervously. "If he guesses right..." she reached for the front of Chris's pants, feeling his steel beneath them. This may have been a setup, but despite everything Chris said, he couldn't get enough of it. "then he can fuck me however he wants." She felt his cock flex. "But if he can't, then he has to bring me back home and let my husband take care of my needs." She stroked Chris through his pants. "And I feel soooo needy right now." She needed to sell the performance, not just because she knew how much Chris got off on it, but because if what Chris had told her was true, then she needed Clayton to trust her even more than before.

A smile tore across her face as she watched his eyes close, and wondered if she was having the same effect on Clayton right now.

"And um... what... what color are they?" He let out a frustrated sigh as her fingers released his shaft and went to the bottom of her knee-high dress.

"That's the best part," she whispered seductively into the phone. "I'm not wearing any."

She lifted the front of her dress, revealing her freshly shaved sex. Her folds were slightly parted, just a teasing hint of pink peeking through, glistening in the light. The hood of her clit was just barely visible, peeking out and begging to be touched. Chris wasn't sure if it was from the moisture of the shower or her own arousal. His eyes widened, pupils dilating with a desire that momentarily eclipsed his fear.

He wanted to push her back against the counter, to take her right here on the spot. He didn't care if Clayton, the FBI, or the whole damn world was listening. Instead, he pulled her into a tight hug, his lips finding her ear. "Just... be careful. Please," he whispered, feeling her pull him closer.

When they finally broke the hug Ashley broke into a smile. All part of the act, Chris told himself.

"I'll call you when all the fun starts," she said looking back down at her phone before picking it up and sliding it into her purse. "He should be here any minute."

Twenty minutes later, Ashley was walking out the door, her head tucked into her shoulder so the wind didn't mess up her hair. Clayton waved from the driver's seat of a black Audi A8. He'd insisted on coming to the door to get her, but Ashley pushed back saying Chris would want them to stay there and let him watch. He wasn't as receptive to her being alone with Clayton again after how things went last time. It wasn't a complete lie.

"Wow, you look great," Clayton said, as she slid into the leather passenger seat. The coolness of the interior of the car was a welcome surprise, and she slumped into the seat a little to let the AC hit her exposed skin.

Her eyes fluttered open when she felt Clayton's hand on her knee, already creeping up the inside of her dress. "Calm down, Casanova," she said with a smile, catching his wrist. "Let's at least get to your place first."

"What can I say, you look too good to wait." He sucked his lips into his mouth, moistening them as he looked over Ashley like she was a piece of meat.

Her body reacted instantly, a traitorous flush of heat that made her angry at herself. She squirmed in her seat, suddenly regretting her decision to go commando, as she felt her slickness slide down her thigh.

"Well the faster you drive the quicker we get what we want," she managed, trying to sound playful while fighting the urge to reach for him.

"Why wait?" He turned in his seat, lifting his body slightly so he was towering over Ashley. She gave a playful squeal, putting her hands on his chest.

The cockiness in his tone sent a jolt straight through her core. Ashley's hands went to his chest, unsure if she was trying to push him away or pull him closer.

"It's the middle of the day," she giggled. "The neighbors are going to see us." Her last bit of resistance fading.

"So what. You love an audience."

The comment made her gasp, her resistance vanishing the second Clayton's lips touched hers. She smiled against his mouth, then pressed her head against his, deepening the kiss and pushing her tongue into his mouth.

They stayed like that for several minutes, making out like a couple of horny teenagers. It was only when Clayton's hand started sliding up her leg again that Ashley broke the kiss with a smirk. "Slow down, playboy," she laughed, pushing his hand away despite the warmth she felt spreading through her body. "I thought we could play a little game first."

"And what game is that?" His lips found her neck, causing her to moan her response and thread her fingers through his hair. Each kiss ignited sparks along her skin, leaving her dizzy and breathless.

"You.... oh fuck," her thought was cut short as Clayton's lips traveled down to her chest, his tongue snaking between her cleavage. The shoulder strap of her dress caught on her elbow while Clayton feasted on her chest like a newborn. "You... have to guess what color my panties are in three tries."

His teeth grazed her nipple shooting sparks of electricity through her body. Their well-crafted plan seemed to be falling apart at the seams and she hadn't even made it out of the driveway. "If you win," she said breathless, pulling Clayton's head away by his hair. Her chest glistened with his spit, her taut, pink nipples begging for more attention. "Then you can have me however you want." She tried to make her voice sound seductive, but she just sounded desperate. "But if you can't," still holding him by the hair, she pushed his mouth to hers, slipping her tongue into his mouth with the eagerness of a woman dangerously close to letting go of everything she'd worked so hard for. "Then you have to take me back to my husband."

Clayton cocked his eyebrow, watching the newlywed wife as she struggled to catch her breath. A smirk, that cocky smile she hated so much, appeared on his face. "You don't need to worry about going back to him."

"And why is that?" Ashley's stomach was already flipping, her legs spreading unintentionally.

"Because," his smirk grew toothy. "We've already established what you are. Haven't we?" His hand landed on the inside of her leg. Just his touch made her moan, and fight every instinct in her not to push her hips toward the source of her pleasure.

"Y... yes," she whispered.

"And what are you?" His hand slid up her leg, his fingers dancing across her inner thigh.

"A... a slut." Her nipple ached in agony. Her left hand reached for it, pinching it between her fingers as her eyes snapped shut.

"Mmm, good girl," he whispered. He knew he could bury his fingers inside her dripping pussy right now if he wanted, but she needed to be reminded who was in charge. He was the one who made the rules, not her. "And, whose slut are you?"

"Fuuuck," she cried out, tilting her hips toward his hand, but he denied her. "Yours... I'm... I'm your slut."

His lips found her ear, biting the lobe gently as she continued to squeeze and pinch her own nipple. "Right, again," he laughed. "And my slut doesn't wear any panties."

Her eyes shot open. Was it the sudden realization that Chris had been right? Clayton had been listening to them all along. Or was it Clayton's words striking a deeper truth, that she'd become his slut, both of them knowing on some primal level she wouldn't be wearing panties? Before she could process either thought, Clayton sank two fingers deep inside her core. Ashley's walls pulsed around the intrusion, an orgasm crashing over her without warning, making her toes curl inside her sandals.

"Ohhhh fuck, Oh God," she yelled, the orgasm washing over her like a tsunami. "That feels so good."

"You missed me, didn't you?" Clayton taunted, his fingers staying buried inside her liquid furnace.

"Yes. Yes, oh fuck I missed you. Missed this."

Her hand left her chest, reaching across the center console for the front of Clayton's pants. His fingers felt amazing, but as her orgasm began to subside she needed something even bigger inside her.

"Mmmm fuck," she cooed as Clayton's fingers slipped out of her leaving her feeling empty and needing more.

"Taste yourself," he ordered, putting his digits to her lips just as she managed to get his pants past his hips.

Ashley didn't hesitate. She sucked his fingers into her mouth like it was his cock. God, she wished it was his cock. Her tongue swirled around each digit, delicately swabbing each inch before moving to the next.

When he pulled his fingers from her mouth with a loud pop she was already panting. "You looked like you enjoyed that," he gloated. "Have you ever tasted another woman before? Ever had one taste you?"

The question made Ashley's heart skip a beat and her hand shot down to Clayton's exposed cock.

"Fuck me," she said, already raising out of her seat.

"You didn't answer the question." He held her in place, blocking her leg from coming over his lap.

"That's what you care about right now?" she groaned in protest, her hand pumping his shaft faster.

His fingers were back under her dress and on her clit. His thumb circling the swollen nub in a way that had Ashley rolling her hips with it. "Answer the question, Ashley." He slipped the tip of his finger inside her soaked folds, causing her to gasp. "Have you ever fucked another woman?"

Ashley bit her lip, the question sending an unexpected jolt through her body. She'd never considered it before, at least not seriously. "No," she finally admitted, hoping it would be enough for Clayton to give her what she really wanted. "I haven't."

"Maybe that's what I want my reward to be." He pushed his fingers deeper inside her, feeling her tighten her core in fear of losing them.

Her heart stuttered in her chest. Behind her closed eyes she could see Chris's face. She was letting him down, letting herself down, she needed to get back to the plan. But in that moment she couldn't remember what the plan was.

"Well, unless there's a woman in the backseat or back at your house waiting, I'd say that can't happen." She attempted a playful tone, trying to regain some control of the situation.

Clayton chuckled, the sound causing her to try to drive his fingers deeper. "Not today," he conceded, his free hand sliding up to cup her breast, thumb brushing across her exposed nipple. "But soon. Very soon."

"Clayton—" she started, but her protest died on her lips as he pinched her nipple, hard enough to make her cry out. "Mmmm fuck."

"I actually have someone already in mind," he continued, as if she hadn't spoken.

Ashley's mind raced despite the mounting pleasure. She needed to talk to Chris to let him know what was going on. To... "Ohhhh yes, fuck I need you, baby." His fingers had curled, pressing against her G-spot and making her lose focus.

"Say you'll do it," Clayton demanded, his pace increasing. "Say you'll be a good girl and do exactly what I want."

She was close, she didn't know how, but she was ready to cum again. "I—I need to think—"

His fingers withdrew completely, leaving her empty and aching. "Wrong answer."

Her body was on fire. Each individual follicle of hair all the way down to her freshly painted toenails. Energy and excitement blazed along her spine, nuzzling between her legs, dancing along her clit.

"Please," she whimpered, her hips still grinding against the air.

"Say yes, Ashley." He had her. Clayton knew she was going to submit to his every whim. "Say you'll do whatever I ask. Whoever I ask."

She knew she should at least try to negotiate, but her body was screaming for release. She wasn't getting back to his house, that mission was already a failure. But she at least needed to maintain his trust. She convinced herself she was giving in for the greater good. So he wouldn't suspect that they were on to him.

"Yes." She rolled her hips, desperate to find his fingers again. "I'll do it."

He rewarded her, pushing his fingers into her core, and curling them. "Say it properly."

"I'll do whatever you want. Ohhh fuck," she gasped, her tongue catching between her teeth. "Whoever you want. Please, Clayton. Fuck... Please don't stop."

"Good girl," he purred, his thumb finding her clit. "Now come take what you really want."

Before she could even consider what he'd said, she threw her leg over his lap. His fingers pressed into the soft flesh of her ass, pulling her toward his massive manhood.

"Ohhhh," Ashley moaned, the moment his thick head pressed against her clit. She wrapped her arms around his neck, bringing his face to her chest. His teeth found her nipple, clamping down and making her see stars as her juices coated his shaft. "Yesss, oh fuck. Fuck me, Clayton. Please."

He smiled, all thoughts of his father, of Tom, were long gone. He had Ashley right where he wanted her, begging him to fuck her with Chris blissfully unaware just thirty feet away.

Ashley lifted her hips, angling Clayton's manhood into just the right position. She needed this, her body was on fire. She knew Chris would be upset this hadn't gone completely according to plan. But then, either way, it would have ended with her fucking Clayton, at least she didn't need to feel guilty about that part.

Her hips found the angle they were looking for, the tip of Clayton's shaft separating her walls. "Mmm yes," she moaned, intoxicated with lust. Without any resistance, Clayton slammed his hips forward, inch after inch of his throbbing cock invading her married pussy.

"Uhhhhhh fuuuccckk," Ashley moaned as she gripped Clayton's muscular shoulders, her nails raking down his back. She felt incredibly full. The nerves across every inch of her pussy felt like they were on fire. Clayton sighed in delight as he felt her velvet walls wrap around him.

Her hands tightened on his shoulders, her hips already grinding into his legs as she rocked her body in a way that made his cock hit all the right places.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" Clayton taunted, his greedy mouth alternating between each of her tits, now fully out of the yellow dress. "To ride my cock right here where anyone could see you."

He felt her body respond, the windows of the car now completely fogged over. "To fuck me right here in your driveway while your impotent husband cluelessly sits inside."

The last remnants of rational thought flared in Ashley's mind. She stopped rolling her hips, her mouth hanging open in dread. "Chris," she whispered. "I... we were supposed to call him before... Ooooh God."

Clayton had lifted his hips, taking over the duties of their fucking while Ashley wrestled with her own guilt.

"Mmm you want me to call him. Tell him how good your pussy feels wrapped around my dick?"

"Unnngh. Yes. I mean... no." She pushed her chest into Clayton's mouth. "Fffuck you feel so good. So fucking good."

Shame and arousal washed over Ashley as Clayton's cock pushed deeper inside her. Her hand reached into the passenger seat, blindly looking for her phone as Clayton raced to get her to climax. With shaking hands she felt the cool touch of the case and pulled it out of her bag, her hips never stopping their drive into Clayton's lap.

She barely had enough thought to push dial on Chris's name, the phone slipping from her grip.

"Allow me," Clayton said, with a laugh as he grabbed the phone to keep it from dropping to the floor of the car. "You're too distracted to talk."

"Aaaahhhh," was the only response Ashley could muster, her hips unrelenting even as panic flickered through her consciousness. This wasn't how it was supposed to go.

Clayton pressed the speakerphone button just as Chris's voice filtered through.

"Ashley? Are you okay?"

"Hey, bud," Clayton said in his usual cocky tone. "I'm afraid Ashley is a little busy right now and can't come to the phone." He slapped her ass with his free hand causing her to jolt.

"Mmmm, oh, oh, fuck." Came her response in the background.

A pause, then Chris's voice cracked. "Clayton. Where... Where is she?"

"Oh, she's right here," Clayton replied, his free hand sliding up to pinch her nipple. Her gasp sounded like a shotgun blast through the phone. "Can't you hear her, Chris? She's riding my cock right now. We didn't even make it out of the driveway she wanted it so bad."

"Chris?" Ashley's voice was high-pitched. "I'm sorry, baby. Things got out of hand and... Ohhh fuck. Yes. Just like that."

Inside the house, Chris's knees buckled. He nearly collapsed, his head barely missing the kitchen counter as he staggered backward. His first impulse was to race outside and pull Ashley away from Clayton. Another loud moan erupted from the phone, followed by the wet sound of lips smacking together. Instead of rushing outside, he found himself drawn to the living room window, phone still pressed against his ear. Clayton's car was clearly visible, rocking back and forth like it was on hydraulics. The driver's side window was completely fogged over, but he could still make out Ashley's silhouette, her back facing toward him as she straddled Clayton in the driver's seat.

"A... Ashley, are you ok?"

"Ohhh fuck Clayton. Mmmm God, you're so fucking big."

Chris's gut twisted even harder. He knew what he was seeing, but he still couldn't believe it. Ashley's head fell back, nearly colliding with the steering wheel as she spurred her lover on. It was only there that he realized how painfully hard he was. He reached down, only for a second, and ran his fingers over the front of his pants, a gasp escaping his lips.

Clayton's laughter filled the receiver. "You're playing with yourself aren't you? You're rubbing your dick, watching, listening while I give your wife the fucking she deserves."

"No.. I—"

"Ohhhh yess. Right there. Oh fuck, I'm going to cum again."

Did she say again? How long had they been at it? Did she even try to make it to his house?

All those thoughts seemed to overwhelm Chris, his hand squeezing his jean-covered cock.

"I knew once I fucked her raw she'd never go back. You hated using a condom didn't you, Ashley?"

"Yesss... Fuck you feel so good. Don't stop, baby."

Chris stared at the scene out the window, the sound of Ashley's uninhibited cries echoing in his ears. He felt feverish, and incredibly turned on. As many times as he'd seen this it still wasn't something he could prepare for, like the sudden drop of a roller coaster.

"Tell Chris how good my dick feels. How you can't wait to feel me cum inside you."

"Nnngghh oh fuck, baby. It's so wrong I know. I'm sorry. Ohhhh fuck. I... fuck that feels good."

Chris pressed his forehead against the cool glass of the window, his breathing shallow. Despite the danger they were in, his traitorous body responded to the sounds coming through the phone. His erection strained against his pants, making it harder for him to pull his hand away.

"You like that don't you?" Clayton growled. "The way my bare dick feels inside you."

"Yessss," Ashley hissed, sending Chris's head spinning. He squinted through the window, desperate to see the confirmation, but Ashley's dress hindered his view. He felt lightheaded. His wife wasn't just fucking another man in his driveway, she wasn't making him wear a condom. All of the blood in Chris's body seemed to be in his dick and for a minute he wondered if he was going to pass out.

"You're so fucking wet," Clayton murmured, his voice slightly distant from the phone but still audible. "Is it because he's listening? Does it turn you on knowing your husband can hear how well you're taking my cock?"

Ashley's response was incoherent, a mixture of denial and pleasure that betrayed her internal conflict. Part of her wanted to grab the phone, to assure Chris that she hadn't forgotten about their plan, she just needed to regroup. Another part, growing stronger by the second, simply wanted to surrender to the overwhelming sensations flooding her system.

"Answer me," Clayton demanded, slapping her ass hard enough to make her open her eyes. "Does it turn you on?"

"Yes," she finally admitted. "God, yes."

Chris closed his eyes, his breath fogging the window. The admission should have devastated him. Instead, it sent another pulse of heat straight to his groin. What kind of man was he, to be aroused by his wife's infidelity? By her surrender to the very man threatening to destroy their lives?

A series of slaps echoed through the phone, each one louder than the last. Every moan from Ashley grew louder. "You like it rough, don't you?"

"Uh! Uh! Uh!" Ashley's voice rose, completely out of control as Clayton dominated her, each powerful stroke sending her senses spiraling.

"You know what would make this even hotter?" Clayton's teeth caught her neck making her grunt in response. His hands gripped her hips, stilling her movements momentarily. "Turn around. Face the windshield."

Ashley's mind, foggy with pleasure, struggled to process what he was saying. "What?"

"I want you to face the house," Clayton clarified, "I think your husband would like to see your face while I fuck you."

"No, just...." she tried to drive her hips back down but he was too strong. She growled in frustration.

"Don't you want to see your husband's face while you take another man's cock? You know he's playing with himself right now. Stroking his cock at the way your tight pussy takes my cock so well."

The remark gave her pause. He was probably right. Chris was touching himself. He always did when she was with Clayton, that was part of their game. So shouldn't she at least watch him the way he was watching her?

Now facing the windshield, Ashley found herself looking directly at the living room window where Chris stood, phone still pressed to his ear, his expression frozen in a mask of shock and arousal. Their eyes locked, separated by thirty feet of driveway and panes of glass that did nothing to diminish the intensity of the connection.

"Look at him," Clayton whispered in her ear, one arm wrapped around her waist to hold her against his chest, the other holding the phone where Chris could still hear every word. "He can't look away. He's hard as a rock watching me fuck you." He adjusted Ashley on his lap, sinking effortlessly back into her dripping core.

"Ohhh," Ashley moaned, her gaze still on Chris. His hand was at the front of his pants but it wasn't moving.

"Chris," she whispered, biting her lip to stifle another moan.

"He can see everything now," Clayton continued, his hips beginning to move again, slower this time, more deliberate. "Every expression on your face, every moment of pleasure I give you."

Inside the house, Chris remained frozen at the window, transfixed by the tableau before him. Ashley's face was flushed, her lips parted, her eyes locked with his in a gaze that communicated more than words ever could. The yellow dress was bunched around her waist, her breasts exposed to his view as Clayton's hands explored her body.

"Tell him," Clayton's voice came through the phone.

"Ohhhh..." Ashley's eyes fluttered shut, as Clayton increased the tempo momentarily before slowing back down. "Play... play with yourself for me, baby. Stroke your cock while Clayton... Mmmm fuck. While Clayton fucks me."

Chris couldn't respond, couldn't form words as he watched Ashley's face reflect each sensation. Every thrust, every touch played out in the minute changes of her expression. It was so fucked up on so many levels. But also... he unzipped his pants, freeing his throbbing cock.

"This body was built for fucking," Clayton said, squeezing the flesh of her ass.

"Yes! Yes! Fuck me, baby."

"Tell him how it feels, Ashley," Clayton commanded. "Tell your husband what you're feeling right now."

"Uhhh fuck," Ashley increased her tempo, matching Clayton's thrusts. Another orgasm started to take shape. It felt like she had swan dived off a cliff and her body was racing toward the impact. "God, you feel so good. I feel so fucking full."

"Fuuck, " Chris whispered, wrapping his hand around his cock. He didn't want to start stroking it, not yet. He was afraid he'd cum too fast.

"And who's the only person who can make you feel like this?"

She opened her eyes, a smile forming on her face as she watched her husband's hand move over the length of his cock. "You... Ohhh fuck, Clayton, only you."

"You like being fucked by someone else's cock don't you?" Clayton's taunts were getting darker, his voice low and dripping with authority.

"Yes! Oh Fuck!" Ashley moaned, no longer able to distinguish between truth and fantasy.

"This may have started for Chris, but now it's about you isn't it?" Another hard slap filled the air. "It's about how much you love my cock, isn't it?"

"Unnngh, God." Ashley bit down on her bottom lip not wanting to admit it. This was a line too far.

"Isn't it!" He grabbed her hair, pulling her neck back, his teeth finding her flesh at the same time he impaled her.

"Nnnnggghh Yes! Fuck yes. I love it. I love your cock."

Clayton's triumphant laughter cut through the line. "Did you hear that, Chris? Even with you listening, she can't deny it." The sounds of their movement intensified, the rhythm growing more urgent. "I'm going to make her cum now. I want you to hear exactly what your wife sounds like when I fill her with my cum."

Chris's knees buckled as Clayton's words registered. He gripped the windowsill, trying to steady himself as a wave of emotions crashed into him. He could rush outside, put an end to this. He should put an end to this. The rational part of his brain screamed that this was different, this was dangerous and not part of their game anymore. Clayton was going to cum inside her, right there in his driveway, while he watched impotently from the window. But his body betrayed him, rooting him to the spot as a strange, terrible heat spread through his chest. His mouth opened, but no sound emerged. The word "stop" formed on his tongue, then dissolved into nothing. He watched Ashley's face through the fogged window, saw the look of pure bliss on her face, the way her tongue slipped from her mouth, her eyebrows furrowed in concentration as she reached for her orgasm. He'd seen that look a thousand times, but never like this. Never as the observer as another man spilled his seed inside her.

The worst part wasn't that he knew it was going to happen, that she wanted it to happen. It was that he'd made such a big deal about it before, about how betrayed he felt. But now, he was just letting it happen, he was aching for it to happen. He actually wished he could be closer, to see the exact moment it happened. What the fuck was wrong with him? Was he even a man? The question burned through him even as his hand moved along his shaft.

Ashley's breath came in short gasps, all of her defenses falling even as her eyes remained locked with Chris's. Her orgasm began in her core, exploding out to every inch of her body.

"Chris," she gasped, her toes curling as her eyes fluttered closed. "Chris, I—"

"Don't say his name," Clayton growled, his hand sliding up to grip her throat. "When you cum, you say mine. Understand?"

She nodded, her gaze finding Chris's as he slowed his strokes... Or had he stopped altogether? She couldn't tell.

"Look at him," Clayton whispered in her ear, his voice carrying clearly through the phone still on speaker between them. "Look at how hard he is watching you. He's enjoying this as much as you are."

"I can't... Fuck. I'm going to...OH FUCK" Ashley's words dissolved into incoherence as pleasure built to an unbearable crescendo inside her.

"Say my name," Clayton demanded, his thrusts growing more urgent, more demanding. "Look at your husband and say my name when you cum."

"Clayton!" The name tore from her throat as her orgasm crashed through her, her body convulsing around him. "Oh Fuck, Clayton. Cum for me, baby. Give me your cum."

Ashley was already riding out her orgasm when she felt Clayton's release. The warmth of it consumed her. She felt the muscles of her pussy tighten, milking rope after rope from his throbbing cock.

Through the window, she watched Chris's expression transform, his own release evident in the sudden tensing of his body, the closing of his eyes, the parting of his lips.

Chris gritted his teeth, his orgasm imminent. He couldn't explain it. He'd barely even touched himself, just a few absent strokes while Ashley... Yet the orgasm tore through him. The intensity of the moment both shocking and overwhelming.

With a final grunt, his cum spilled over his fingers in hot pulses, each wave synchronized with Ashley's visible shudders of pleasure across the driveway. The connection between them transcended physical space, as if their bodies were somehow still joined despite the distance, despite the other man buried inside her.

When he could finally draw breath again, Chris became acutely aware of his position, standing at his own living room window, exposed and vulnerable, his spent cock still in his hand, his release sliding down the glass. He should feel shame. Anger. Jealousy. Some appropriate emotional response to watching his wife climax while calling another man's name.

Instead, he felt a strange, floating sense of inevitability. As if they'd been traveling toward this exact moment from the first time he'd watched Ashley with Clayton.

"Come... come back inside," he whispered.

"Now that she's gotten what she needed I'll send her right in," Clayton's voice cut through, smug and satisfied. "Although you may want her to shower first. She's already leaking." He laughed at his own joke. "I guess it was an even bigger load than I expected."

The line went dead. Chris backed away from the window, his legs still shaky after his unexpected orgasm. A million things were running through his head, but he was unable to focus on a single one. Instead, he stuffed himself back into his pants and collapsed onto the sofa. He tried to make sense of what went wrong. This morning they had a plan. Ashley would go to Clayton's they would... things would happen, but then she'd have time to search a little to see if there was anything they could use to get Chris out of this mess.

Outside, he could see Ashley climbing back over to the passenger seat, adjusting her dress so the neighbors didn't see just how much Chris had lost control of the situation. Clayton was saying something to her, she nodded, her head hanging low like she realized just how fucked up the entire situation was.

While he was wallowing in post-nut clarity, Ashley walked through the door. If he hadn't just watched her performance through the window he would have had no idea what just happened. Her dress was put back in place, her makeup still mostly put together, although he could still see some redness on her cheeks and neck. She looked... normal. Maybe this was what their new normal looked like?

"Hey," she said, softly, standing in the doorway looking at her feet.

"Are... are you okay?" Chris asked standing from the sofa and rushing over to her. The second he did, she threw her arms around his neck pulling her body tight against his.

"I'm so sorry," she whispered. It sounded like she was holding back tears. "I really thought it would work. But then the second I got outside everything just... It's like I lose my mind when I'm with him."

Chris ran his fingers up her back and through her hair. "I know," he said, softly. "It's okay. Everything will be okay."

"How can you still think that after... after all of this." Ashley pressed her legs together, Clayton's seed was dripping down her leg reminding her exactly what she'd just done.

Chris pulled back from her, his eyes searching hers. "Because I still have you. And that's all that matters." He pulled her back into his body, her tears soaking through his t-shirt. He brought his lips to her ear so no one could hear. "I'll find a way to get in contact with Holbrook. We'll figure it out."


Yesterday's encounter between Ashley and Clayton played on repeat in Chris's mind as he drove mindlessly through the city streets. He left work just after lunch, telling Katie he had a doctor's appointment. The lies seemed to be stacking up, becoming easier with each passing day. He hadn't even seen Clayton that morning. He was locked behind a closed office door from the minute he got in. Chris would have believed he snuck out the back if it hadn't been for the occasional shout and slamming of the phone coming from behind the door.

Chris pulled into the parking lot of Riverside Medical Plaza, sweat beading on his forehead despite the cool air blasting from the AC vents. He'd chosen this location carefully, wanting his movements to appear believable if Clayton was tracking his phone. The park where Holbrook wanted to meet was less than a five-minute walk from here. He was fairly confident he could slip in and out without being seen.

The walk to the park took longer than it should have. Each step Chris found himself looking over his shoulder to see if he was being followed. More than once he ducked behind a tree or building just to be sure. He chastised himself for acting so dramatic. He felt like he was in a spy movie, a profession he was now confident he'd never be able to pull off. When he finally spotted Holbrook, he was sitting on a bench facing a pond. He wore a light colored t-shirt, jeans and a baseball cap. Just a normal everyday person sitting in the park feeding the ducks.

"Beautiful day," Holbrook commented without looking up as Chris approached. "Have a seat."

Chris lowered himself onto the bench, keeping distance between them. "Thanks for meeting me."

"It sounded important." He continued feeding the ducks, his eyes never once glancing toward Chris. "Where'd you find a payphone anyway? I didn't know there were any still in service."

When Chris decided to call the special agent, he knew he couldn't do it from his phone. He'd remembered seeing one outside the grocery store a few blocks from where they lived. He'd been lucky to find that it still had a dial tone. He wasn't sure he'd trust another smartphone.

"You were right," Chris said, glancing around to ensure no one was listening before leaning forward. "Clayton is using BitGuardian to access information it shouldn't have access to."

Holbrook nodded, just the slightest movement of his head. Chris nearly missed it, as the large man tossed another piece of bread into the water watching the ducks swarm to it. "Go on."

"The software, as you know, is designed to scan any device on the same network. That's its legitimate function, identifying security vulnerabilities." Chris paused waiting for some type of reaction. He never got one. "But Clayton has a backdoor. Once BitGuardian is installed, he can access any connected device."

"And you have proof of that?" The last crumb of bread sank into the water. Holbrook dug his thick hand into his pocket, pulling out another piece.

Chris's jaw tightened. "Not... exactly." He swallowed hard. "Yesterday, my wife and I were... discussing something private. In our bedroom." He saw Holbrook grin and Chris felt his cheeks turn red. He wasn't completely sure exactly how much the FBI knew, but he knew it was more than he cared for. "Anyway, within the next hour Clayton knew exactly what... what we'd discussed. I mean, details that would have been impossible to know unless you were listening."

"Or without someone else telling him. Your wife perhaps?" His tone was neutral, but Chris couldn't help but feel like there was something accusatory there. Like Holbrook knew something he didn't.

"No. Impossible." Chris shook his head emphatically. "And it hasn't only been once. Once I started really thinking about it... He knows things, intimate things, about our conversations, our plans. Things only the two of us should know." He leaned closer. "The software is built to scan other systems on your network for security threats. But he must have altered it. Made it where it self-installs or something without permission."

Two ducks started fighting over a large piece of bread, their wings flapping against the water, causing a spectacle before the smaller one flew away in defeat causing Holbrook to smile. "An interesting theory. One that aligns with our suspicions." He turned to face Chris directly. "But completely inadmissible in court."

"What?" Chris's voice rose slightly before he caught himself. "He's literally spying on us in our own home."

"And without tangible proof, it's nothing but conjecture." Holbrook exhaled and for a second he almost looked sorry for Chris. "Look, in these cases, an accusation like 'he knew what my wife said in the bathroom' doesn't hold up against a team of corporate attorneys. They'll say she texted him, or hold up the picture I showed you in the diner and say she told him in a moment of passion."

Chris's stomach flipped. For a moment, he thought he may vomit. He couldn't let those pictures, those details show up in court. The things people would say about him, about Ashley. He ran his hand through his hair trying to calm himself down.

"So what the hell am I supposed to do?" He tried to keep his voice low, but it was near impossible. "I feel like I'm walking on eggshells in my own home."

"What we need are files. Actual recordings he's made. Financial records linking him directly to the offshore accounts." Holbrook's eyes never left Chris's face. "We need the kind of evidence his daddy's expensive lawyers can't explain away."

"And how exactly am I supposed to get that?" He shook his head like this was all just some sort of bad dream that he would soon wake up from.

Holbrook remained silent for a moment, watching a child throw a ball for a dog across the park. "That's not my problem, Mr. Parker. My job is to follow the evidence, and right now, it points to you."

"You know I'm being set up."

"Knowing and proving are different things in my business." Holbrook stood, pushing his hands into his pockets. "My superiors are pushing for arrests. They want results. I know you're not the guy, but I can't stall forever."

Chris felt like he was drowning, like he couldn't get enough air into his lungs. "So we're on our own."

"Not entirely. But you need to give me something to work with." Holbrook winced then leaned down closer to Chris. "If I were you, I'd lean into the opportunities I've got. The special kind of... friendship the three of you have."

Chris's hand balled into a fist. How much worse would it be for him if he assaulted a federal agent? "You're saying I should let him keep fucking my wife? And what if I can't get on board with that?"

For the first time since Chris arrived Holbrook seemed to care about people hearing their conversation. His eyes darted to the left before coming back to match the fire in Chris's eyes. "Then I suggest you start looking for a good lawyer."

Chris watched the agent walk away, the warning hanging in the air like a guillotine blade. He remained on the bench long after Holbrook had disappeared, trying to process what he'd been told. They needed evidence, hard, undeniable proof that Clayton was the one behind everything.

The trip back to the car was much faster than when he arrived. He was no longer concerned about people seeing him, he was too preoccupied with where he was supposed to go from here. He wasn't sure he could trust Holbrook, the man seemed to be giving him half-truths, but then he didn't have anywhere else to turn. Without concrete evidence, they were treading water in a sea that Clayton controlled.

As he approached his car he again thought about the events yesterday in his front yard. Ashley had certainly enjoyed herself, and didn't seem to be in any real danger, but still... the thought of sending her back into that situation made his stomach churn, but what choice did they have? Time was running out.

Chris retrieved his phone from under the seat and powered it back on. The screen lit up with notifications, but he barely registered them. His mind was already racing ahead, trying to formulate a new plan. Preferably one that wouldn't end with Ashley climbing into bed, or anywhere else for that matter, with the person who brought the FBI into their lives.

The car felt suddenly claustrophobic, as if Clayton might be listening even now. He started the engine, and rolled down the windows, letting the warm air rush in as he pulled out of the parking lot.

They needed a new approach. One that would give Ashley the upper hand this time. One that wouldn't leave them exposed and vulnerable. One that wouldn't end with him watching helplessly through a window as everything spiraled further out of control.

The question was: did such a plan even exist?


Steam rose from the bathroom faucet, fogging up the mirror as Ashley tried to apply her makeup.

"You don't think this is a bit overkill?" Ashley asked a little too loudly for Chris's liking, trying to be heard over the faucet running at full blast. Chris took a step toward her, running his forearm over the mirror as a peace offering.

"We have smart devices all over the house." He looked around the bathroom, confirming there wasn't something he missed. "And after the car... it's obvious he's listening."

"Yeah," she said in almost a whisper. And my slut doesn't wear any panties. The phrase replayed in her head causing her hands to shake as she applied her foundation, the room suddenly much too warm for her liking. Was Clayton really listening in on their conversation, or was he right? Was the fact that she wasn't wearing panties obvious to Clayton because she was a...

Chris shifted uncomfortably. "Holbrook thinks we should lean into our... arrangement with Clayton. He's unwilling to help us... me, unless we are able to get hard evidence." Chris felt the bile rise in his throat, but pushed it down. He wasn't sure what was worse: the fact that the FBI all but said Ashley should keep sleeping with Clayton, or the fact that despite it all, his cock still swelled at the thought of it.

"I know the last time didn't go as planned." Ashley watched Chris's reaction through the mirror as she put on her earrings. "But I think next time will be easier. I'll... I'll do better about controlling myself around him."

Chris shifted uncomfortably. He saw his wife's eyes travel down his body, her gaze stopping on the swell of his pants, a smile forming on her lips.

"Maybe..." Chris adjusted his stance. "Maybe, there won't have to be a next time. We have that dinner with Dave and Jen this weekend." Ashley's expression shifted, just briefly. Was that disappointment, or was he just imagining things? "I've got those files ready that Dave needed." He handed her a small thumb drive. "Make sure Jen gives this to him when you see her tonight."

"And what happens if he can't find anything? Shouldn't we keep appearances up just in case?"

The casual way she said it made Chris's stomach churn. "I... guess, but I have the Seattle trip next week and I really want to talk about..."

Ashley looked at her watch, an old silver Timex, her mother gave her. Chris insisted she wear it instead of carrying around her phone so much. "Oh shit, I'm late." She spun around and kissed Chris on the mouth. "Sorry love, let's talk about it later. Okay?"

She turned off the faucet, the silence a final kill shot to whatever conversation Chris wanted to have. "I'll see you in the morning. I love you." As she brushed past him, her fingers trailed across the front of his pants. "Mmm stay ready for me," she whispered giving it a squeeze as he watched her leave out the bedroom door.


One thing Ashley never got used to when working nights was just how quiet everything was. Her footsteps seemed to echo off the walls as she made her way to the nurses station. The patients' doors were all closed for the night making the only other sound she heard the soft tick of the clock as she rounded the corner.

When she got there, Jen was sitting with her feet kicked up on the desk, nursing a cup of coffee, auburn hair spilling over her shoulder as she scrolled through social media.

"Geez, don't get up or anything," Ashley said with a sarcastic smile.

Jen looked up from her phone, green eyes sparkling as she broke into a grin that made the freckles across her nose crinkle.

"I didn't know you were working tonight! I thought it was tomorrow." She leapt from her chair, pulling Ashley into a hug.

"Amy called out and they needed a replacement. I figured we have a party to plan, so why not." Ashley returned the hug with equal enthusiasm, happy to have a minute where she didn't feel like she had to watch what she was saying.

"Dave is so excited about it. I swear I think he just misses basic human interaction." She released Ashley from her grasp, going back to the desk to sit.

"I don't know how he can do it," Ashley said, reaching over her head to store her purse, with her phone inside, into the overhead cabinet. "I would go nuts not being able to talk to actual people all day."

Jen watched as Ashley put her things into the storage space above. Her scrubs rose as she stood on her toes, causing her anklet to catch the light. "Yeah..." she tore her eyes away as Ashley straightened back up. "He's been a whole new person since our dinner together. I think remembering what it was like to talk to people who aren't just boxes on a screen really helped. Maybe it will help remind him to buy me something nice for my birthday."

Ashley nodded absentmindedly as she scrolled through the list of new admissions. "Like that anklet. It's beautiful. What was the occasion?"

It took Ashley a second to compose herself, thankful she was staring at her computer so Jen couldn't see the blush that colored her face.

"Oh um... nothing special. He just likes to keep me guessing I guess." She bit her lip, running her hands over her thighs.

"Dave never buys me jewelry anymore. He says it's overpriced." Jen looked Ashley over, remembering her conversation with Dave. "What's the key represent?"

"Oh... um. Just that I have the key to his heart, I guess," she said with a nervous laugh. Her eyes stayed glued on the computer screen in front of her, a familiar name appearing.

"Oh, Mrs. Johnson's back?" She hoped she could steer the conversation back to work.

"She was admitted this morning," Jen said, taking the hint. "She's buzzed me at least a dozen times already asking for meds."

Ashley laughed, reaching into her pocket. "The poor thing." She handed the thumb drive to Jen. "Chris wanted to pass this along so you can give it to Dave. Something about the upcoming audit."

"Oh, I'll make sure he gets it," she said, reaching for her purse under the desk. "He's been talking about it since dinner. He's like a kid at Christmas with this stuff."

Ashley laughed, getting to her feet. "I'm going to go check on Mrs. Johnson. You got things here while I'm gone?"

Jen exaggerated looking up and down the empty hallway. "I think I'll manage."

As Ashley walked toward the end of the hall, heat flooded her body. The conversation with Jen had gotten more personal than she'd expected. Why did she suddenly seem so interested in her anklet, and why did talking about it give Ashley such a rush?


Ashley knocked on the door of the room at the end of the hall before pushing it open. The glow of the tv lit up the room, laughter from the Tonight Show filling the air as Mrs. Johnson sat up in her bed giggling. Her eyes lit up when she saw Ashley.

"Hello, dear," she said, her voice more hoarse than normal. "I was just watching a little late-night tv. This Fallon guy sure is a looker." She nodded toward the TV where the host was doing his monologue. "Do you think he has a granny kink he wants to live out?"

Ashley giggled, pulling the covers off her favorite patient slightly to check her vitals. "If he does, I'm sure you'll be the first to know," she said, frowning at the low oxygen reading. "Are you feeling okay?"

"Oh, I'm fine. Just a little under the weather." She waved her hand dismissively.

"Your chart says you took a pretty bad fall while you were home. Bumped your head pretty good." She stood at the foot of the bed reviewing the notes. Mrs. Johnson's condition was deteriorating. The cancer in her liver had spread throughout her body making her significantly weaker.

"Enough about me, dear. What is it you kids say? Spill the tea?" Mrs. Johnson laughed, reaching for Ashley's hand. "How's your situation been?"

Ashley hesitated, glancing toward the door. She had other patients to check on, but Mrs. Johnson was the only person who knew her dark secret, and she had lots to get off her chest.

"It's been... intense," she said, chewing on her lip as she relived the last few weeks. "I recently went to his house, just me."

"Oh?" Mrs. Johnson perked up. "It's always so liberating not worrying about how your husband will react to what you do, isn't it?" She released Ashley's hand, too weak to keep it outstretched. "The first time I went alone without my Robert, the sex was out of this world."

A gentle throb blossomed between Ashley's legs at the thought of that night. "Yeah, it was... good. Really good, actually" She smiled, and sat on the corner of the bed. "In fact, it was so intense, he gave me a present."

"Oh?" Mrs. Johnson's gaze drifted downward, watching Ashley raise the leg of her scrubs.

"Isn't it beautiful?" She asked turning her ankle from side to side to give the older woman a better view.

Mrs. Johnson's expression shifted. Gone was the warmth in her eyes, replaced by something more alarming. "Sweetie, do you know what that anklet means?"

"I don't follow. It's just an anklet," Ashley said, though something in Mrs. Johnson's tone made her defensive.

Mrs. Johnson was quiet for a long moment, trying to figure out exactly how to phrase what she was about to say. "In certain... communities, an anklet like that has a very... specific meaning."

Ashley's stomach dropped, her face going pale. "That's ridiculous. It's just jewelry."

"Sweetie," Mrs. Johnson broke into a coughing fit, reaching for her cup of water on the bedside table. "That anklet lets people know you're... in the lifestyle."

"Lifestyle?" The warmth Ashley felt spreading through her body earlier evaporated, replaced by an anger that made her legs shake.

"A hotwife. It means you're married but... like to play around." She reached for Ashley's hand but she snatched it away. "You're advertising to the world the type of relationship you're in."

The blood drained from Ashley's face as the implications hit her. Every time she'd worn it in public, to the restaurant with Chris, to work, shopping. She'd been sending a signal she didn't even know existed. How many people had seen it and understood what it meant? The room started to spin, she was dizzy.

"He wouldn't do that," Ashley said, but her voice lacked conviction. "Why would he—"

"When you get in relationships like this," Mrs. Johnson's eyes were glossy. "You have to be careful about the partners you select. People like to take advantage."

"Don't do that," Ashley snapped, standing abruptly. "I'm not some naive girl being taken advantage of. I know exactly what type of people are out there. And I know exactly what Clayton is. But he—"

"Is manipulating you. He's making this about his entertainment. You're just a conquest to him. It's not about you." Mrs. Johnson said quietly. "If you were truly partners in this, why keep you in the dark about something so significant?"

Ashley's hands trembled. The memory of the man at the bar, his confidence, the words that had stung more than she'd admitted. Had he seen the anklet? Known what it meant?

"I've seen men like this in my day. It's best to stay away from them." Mrs. Johnson broke into another cough.

"Just because you were taken advantage of doesn't mean that I am." Ashley's voice cracked slightly. She watched Mrs. Johnson's face crumple with hurt and felt a stab of guilt, but pushed it aside. "I know what I'm doing."

"I understand what it's like to get caught up in the excitement and lose sight of who's really in control." She took a sip of water, her hands shaking. "You're being manipulated, dear. You need to be more—"

"I'm in control," Ashley shot back. She started backing toward the door, desperate to escape the conversation.

"Ashley, please. I'm trying to help you before—"

"Before what? Before I end up like you? Alone in a hospital bed with nothing but bitter old memories?" Ashley's hand found the door handle.

"I need to check on my other patients."

Before Mrs. Johnson could get another word in, Ashley slammed the door shut behind her. She stormed down the hallway to the stairwell, pushing the door open and allowing the cool air to slap against her face. She slumped against the cool concrete, bursting into tears. The second the words left her mouth, she immediately regretted it. Mrs. Johnson was just trying to protect her, to make sure Ashley didn't make the same mistakes as her.

She picked herself off the ground, wiping her tears with her scrub top. But she wasn't the same person as Mrs. Johnson. She wasn't making the same mistakes, or being manipulated. She was the one in control. Sure, Clayton may have pushed some boundaries, but she went along with it. She liked it.

But with every step that rattled off the empty stairwell walls, memories pushed their way into the front of her mind. Men checking her out, offering to buy her drinks, that knowing look in their eyes. Shame washed over her, doing little to quench the anger burning inside. She needed to take back control, to prove to herself and everyone else that she made the rules. She wasn't anyone's pawn.


Ashley's tears had dried by the time she reached the third floor, but the shame and anger were still there, fueling her to take back control in her life. She found exactly what she was looking for as soon as she walked out of the stairwell.

You're just a conquest to him.

The words still echoed in her mind. She replayed every encounter with Clayton in her head, each decision that was made. Was it really her making it, or was she being manipulated? This entire thing started because of Chris. She was doing it for him, but along the way she started calling the shots... didn't she?

The uncertainty gnawed at her. Mrs. Johnson's words had stripped away the confidence she'd built, leaving her feeling exposed. She hated the thought that all of this was just a game to Clayton. Like she was just some prize to be won. Her fists clenched and unclenched as fragments of every encounter with Clayton flashed through her mind. Had any of those moments truly been her choice?

The third floor was all but abandoned. They were going through a remodel and all the patients on that floor had been moved to other areas of the hospital. Ashley wandered onto the floor, trying to clear her head after her fight with Mrs. Johnson. A familiar tingle shot through her body as she spotted the mop bucket sitting outside the door of room 312. She knew exactly how she would take back control.

If she had her phone, she would have sent Chris a text and... no, she didn't need his permission. Besides, he would just freak out that Clayton could see those texts. He'd just have to hear about it when she got home. She smiled to herself, stepping past the wet floor sign and casting a casual glance over her shoulder to ensure the hallway was empty before she slipped into the room.

The Janitor was on the other side of the room, back to the door when Ashley entered the room. His dark hair was lighter in the back, specks of gray she'd never noticed before, his large frame moving from side to side, as he coated the floor with water.

"You missed a spot," she said hoping to startle him. Instead, she watched as his movement slowed, and he stood up a little straighter.

"Looks pretty clean to me," he said, his accent more pronounced than before. He set the mop to the side and turned to face her. His eyes were dark, wrinkled around the edges. Had she ever noticed that before? The lines at the corner of his mouth grew into a toothy, yellow smile that must have taken years of smoking to achieve.

Ashley stepped deeper into the room, her stomach knotting with each step as she let her gaze drift toward the front of his overalls. "Trust me, I'm not sure how you missed it." She licked her lips, smiling to herself as she saw the sudden movement in his mid-section. "Right there, in front of you."

"And what, you came all the way up here to help me with it?" He reached up, unsnapping the first few buttons of his uniform. Each snap seemed to send a pulse through her body that made her nipples ache.

"Just making sure everyone gets the... attention they deserve." Her smile grew larger, the tent in the front of his overalls now unavoidable.

"Does your husband know you're here, princess? He hopin' for another game of telephone?"

"I don't need his permission to do anything," Ashley shot back, feeling heat rise in her cheeks.

"That didn't seem to be the case before."

Ashley let out a huff of air. "I can leave if you'd like."

The Janitor chewed on his lip, there was something going on here. This wasn't the same timid nurse he'd spent months breaking down. She seemed more determined this time, like she had her own agenda. "Nah, just don't want to see anyone getting in trouble is all."

"I make my own decisions."

"That so?" He reached out to touch her, but she swatted his hand away. "Y'all sure are somethin." His laugh was low and had a gravel to it that made what she was about to do feel all the more wicked. "And what choice is that exactly, princess?"

She sank to her knees in front of him, her hands reaching into his overalls. Her nails raked through coarse body hair as she worked another button free. "I told you. You missed a spot, I'm just here to make sure it gets properly cleaned."

"It was too bad we were interrupted in the stairwell last time. We didn't get a chance to finish what we started." His breathing was becoming more ragged as Ashley's fingers worked their way further down his gut.

She looked up at him through her lashes, maintaining eye contact as another button gave way. "It did seem awful rude of me not to return the favor. After all you were such a gentleman." She laughed at her own joke, her fingers finding the waistband of his briefs. "Mmm what do we have here?" she asked, his length already poking through the top of the band.

"Why don't you get a closer look and find out?" he growled, running his fingers through her hair.

A shiver ran up her spine, feeling the man's rough hands on her head. His touch was different than both Chris and Clayton. She shrugged his hand away, this wasn't about him. "Good things come to boys who wait," she teased. The fire in her core continued to build as she freed him from the confines of his overalls.

"Ooohhhh." She couldn’t suppress her surprise as she slid his briefs down his legs. He was far more impressive than she'd anticipated. His cock was thick and heavy, the dark, curly hair around it, making it seem slightly smaller than Clayton's, though she couldn’t quite tell. The head was a deep shade of pink, slightly swollen and glistening at the tip with the hint of pre-cum. A faint scar ran just below the head, an unexpected mark that added uniqueness to its otherwise flawless appearance, making Ashley wonder how it had come to be. Her fingers wrapped around it, drawing a soft gasp of approval from him. They didn’t quite touch as she stroked him at a slow pace, watching his large, hairy testicles lift and tighten with each pull.

His head fell back against the wall, his mouth opening into a silent moan.

"You've thought about this for a long time haven't you?" Her grip tightened, her mouth starting to water as she watched another bead of pre-cum leak from his angry looking tip. "Of me on my knees with your hard cock in my hand?" She licked her lips. "You should have told me it was this impressive. Maybe I would have done this sooner."

"I'm not so sure hubby would have liked that," he sighed. "Although, I have to admit, I do like the view."

"I told you," her grip tightened. "I can think for myself." Before he could say something else that would only piss her off, her mouth wrapped around his thick, veiny shaft, silencing him completely. "Mmm," she hummed, her fist still stroking the bottom half of the massive member while her jaw ached at being stretched.

She pulled her lips off it with a loud pop, her hand working the top of his shaft, collecting her spit in her palm to better lubricate the rest of his cock. "Still think I need permission?" she asked, a surge of confidence rushing through her. She sat back on her heels, admiring the girthy appendage in her hand. She scraped her fingers across his sac, allowing her tongue to run along the length of his shaft.

His scent was musky, it should have given her pause. Instead, it seemed to drive her. She took his sac into her mouth sucking gently while she stroked him. "Holy shit," he gasped, reaching behind him to find a ledge or something to hold onto. He wasn't sure what had gotten into this woman, but she was going like someone possessed.

"You know, I really should be thanking you," she said, pulling off his large sac, her free hand coming to rest on her inner thigh. "If it wasn't for you, Chris and I would have never tried anal." She swirled her tongue around his crown, letting it glide over her slit. The taste of his precum made her close her thighs around her hand. "Now, it's probably my new favorite thing."

"Well then maybe I sh..."

Half of his cock disappeared into her throat, his eyes rolling into the back of his head. She tried to relax and allow more of it in, her eyes watering at the sensation. "Mmmmm," she hummed, drawing him deeper into her mouth.

The Janitor pushed his hips forward, watching in awe as more and more of his member disappeared past her lips until her nose was pressed into his matted pubes. "You look so fucking perfect like that," he said, pulling his hips back slightly then ramming them forward.

A noise from the hallway broke the spell. It sounded like someone was trying to come into the room. Ashley pulled up from the thick shaft, spinning her body to look at the door, the thrill and embarrassment of getting caught made her core ache.

"Probably just the wind," The Janitor insisted, turning her attention back to his spit covered manhood.

The thought of going to check eased from her mind, she wanted to finish what she started. Her hand replaced her lips at the base of his shaft, pulling her mouth off completely as she gasped for air. "Are you going to cum for me, big boy?" She could feel her makeup running down her face, but she didn't care. She needed this, needed everyone to know she did things as she pleased. She didn't need permission, wasn't being used.

"Jesus Christ," he groaned, trying to catch his breath. "You've turned into quite the cock sucker haven't you?"

Ashley smiled, the hand between her legs applying just enough pressure to her clit to give her some small amount of relief. "Just doing my part to keep things clean," she said before stretching her jaw to accommodate him once again. She felt his knees buckle, before catching himself, his entire shaft engulfed into the wet inferno of her mouth.

His moans fueled her even more, pushing her hips forward for more pressure. Mrs. Johnson had it all wrong. The man moaning and losing balance before her was proof that she was the one in control. Each gasp and jerk of his hips confirmed she was the one with all the power.

"Cum for me, big boy. Let me taste how bad you want it."

His breathing grew ragged, his hands bracing against the wall as Ashley maintained complete control of the encounter. She could feel his body tensing, responding exactly as she intended. This was her choice, her power, her moment of reclaiming what felt stolen. Her hand and mouth worked as a unit. With each pull from her wrist, her cheeks would hollow out, desperate for the proof that she had the power. Her gags were replaced by wet, slurping noises as The Janitor's eyes rolled into the back of his head, his hips tilting forward as he grabbed the back of Ashley's head.

Cum shot like a rocket straight to the back of Ashley's throat. She wrapped her hands around his legs, pulling him closer, his pubes tickling her face as she struggled to swallow it all. She moaned against his throbbing member, desperate not to allow a single drop to exit the vacuum seal of her mouth. Rope after rope hit the back of her throat, she must have swallowed half-a-dozen times before she finally heard him sigh, the grip on the back of her head loosening.

"Mmmm, I'd say now we're even," she laughed, his deflated cock slipping from her mouth. She licked her lips clean, her gaze still pinned on the wet length that flopped against his leg. Even soft it looked impressive, making a thrill shoot through her core.

"I can't wait to see what happens next time," he said, slumping against the wall as Ashley made her way to her feet.

"We'll see if I let there be a next time." She adjusted her scrubs, still acutely aware of the throbbing between her legs. "See ya around..." she glanced at his name tag, then decided against it at the last minute. "Mr. Janitor."

Walking away, Ashley felt electricity in her veins. The encounter had been entirely her doing, her initiation, her rules. She wasn't scared of The Janitor, Clayton, even the FBI.


Jen played another round of Candy Crush, tapping her foot against her leg. It had been nearly an hour since Ashley went to make her rounds, far longer than it should have taken. The last time they'd worked together she'd disappeared too. She tried to dismiss the thought. She was probably just caught up talking to Mrs. Johnson. Those two seemed to have a strong connection.

Dave's words echoed in her memory: "Keep your eyes open at work. I bet you'll notice some signs."

"There's no way," Jen said to herself, attempting to dismiss the thought. But she was acting so odd lately. Even the way she talked about her anklet seemed off. After waiting a few more minutes, she pushed herself away from the desk, she would just take a quick lap and make sure everything was all right.

Mrs. Johnson's room was at the end of the hall, just around the corner. When Jen peeked through the small window in the door, she saw the elderly woman fast asleep, TV still flickering silently in the background. Jen's stomach dropped. If Ashley wasn't here, where could she be?

She remembered finding Ashley in the stairwell last time, flushed and disheveled. What had she been doing there alone? Dave had told her to look for signs, maybe this was one of them.

The elevator ride to the third floor felt endless. Jen wasn't entirely sure why Ashley would be on an abandoned floor under renovation, but something pulled her in that direction. Her palms grew sweaty as she pressed the button, heart racing with anticipation. What exactly was she hoping to find? If Dave was right about Ashley's arrangement with Chris, was there another man involved? It seemed risky to bring someone to the hospital, but then again, an empty floor under construction would provide privacy.

Was it someone they worked with? One of the on-call doctors? Jen couldn't stop her mind from spinning with possibilities as the elevator doors finally opened.

As expected, the floor looked like a ghost town. Jen walked the floor slowly, peeking her head into the window of each room just to make sure there wasn't something she'd missed. She'd almost given up completely and turned around to check the stairwell when she heard the faintest noise at the other end of the hall. Excitement washed over her, along with a sense of angst as she inched closer to the source of the noise.

At the end of the hall she spotted the "Wet Floor" sign sitting just outside one of the rooms. Her body pulsed with nervous energy as she drew nearer.

She wouldn't... there has to be an explanation.

Her hands trembled as she looked through the glass, the voices all but gone. But what she saw made her cover her mouth in shock.

Through the window, Ashley was on her knees, her back to the door as the maintenance man leaned against the wall, his overalls already half open. "What the..." Jen felt heat flood her face, unsure if she should stay or if she should leave.

Jen pressed her back against the hallway wall, heart hammering. She should leave. Mind her own business. Ashley was her friend, her colleague. But Dave's words echoed: "Keep your eyes open... I bet you'll notice some signs." He'd been right. About everything.

Despite every rational thought screaming at her to walk away, Jen found herself drawn back to the window.

"It did seem awful rude of me not to return the favor," she heard Ashley say. "After all, you were such a gentleman."

Return the favor? Had this happened before? Was that why Ashley kept disappearing when they worked together?

Jen's hand drifted to her chest, her heartbeat racing through her scrubs. She left it there, watching the scene before her unfold, her fingers gently squeezing her own chest. When had her nipples become so hard?

"You should have told me it was this impressive," Ashley purred on the other side of the window. "Maybe I would have done this sooner."

Jen found herself imagining what Ashley was seeing. Was he bigger than Dave? Her free hand slipped down to her hip, fingers splaying across the fabric of her scrubs as heat continued to build inside her.

Dave. She was suddenly imagining Ashley with him. Taking his meat into her mouth as Jen watched from the other side of the room. She bit her lip and rocked her hips as her fingers slid just under the waistband of her bottoms.

Maybe she could join Ashley. The two of them, working on her husband, their tongues meeting at the tip and sharing a salty kiss.

"Ahh," she breathed softly, her fingers finding the front of her panties already wet.

"Still think I need permission?" Ashley had sat back on her heels. Jen still couldn't get a good view of the tool in her hands, but given the way she was working it Jen could tell it was impressive.

She pressed her fingers harder into the wet fabric of her panties, her mouth opening in a silent moan as she felt the cloth push inside her. Her mind drifted to the fantasy of her birthday party. How far would things go? Would Dave actually fuck her?

"Oh God," her knees buckled, her fingers slipping inside her wet slit. Images of Dave between Ashley's legs filled her mind. Her free hand reached out, bracing herself on the closed door and causing it to rattle. In the quiet hallway, it sounded like a gunshot and Jen gasped spinning against the wall so she couldn't be seen from inside.

"Jesus Christ", came the sound from beyond the door. "You've turned into quite the cock sucker haven't you?" They hadn't heard her, thank God. Jen caught her breath, turning to look back into the room, her fingers now underneath her panties gently stroking her hard nub.

Dave was right. The thought sent another jolt through her core. She really is...

"Cum for me, big boy. Let me taste how bad you want it."

"Mmmffph," Jen tried to stifle another moan. Her thumb circled her clit faster as she imaged Ashley saying those same words to Dave. In her mind, Dave was fucking her from behind, his balls slapping against her wet lips as she begged Dave to cum.

She felt her walls squeezing her fingers, bringing her closer to the edge. Her eyes fluttered open at the sound of The Janitor's ragged breathing. He was going to cum too, she knew that noise well. Her eyes snapped shut again, visions of Dave fucking Ashley filling her head again. Only this time, Jen was under them, lapping the juices from Ashley's slit as Dave hammered into it.

Her fingers circled faster, her juices dripping onto her palm as she chewed on her lower lip. "Mmm fuck." Her moan wasn't more than a whisper, despite her need to cry out.

Jen pressed herself against the cool wall, her heart hammering as she fought to control her breathing. Through the window, she could see Ashley's head bobbing rhythmically, the janitor's hands gripping the wall behind him.

Through the glass, she watched Ashley's hands grip the janitor's thighs, pulling him deeper. The sight was simultaneously shocking and intoxicating. Sweet, professional Ashley, the friend she thought she knew better than anyone, was on her knees in a hospital room, begging a man far beneath her to cum in her mouth.

Jen's free hand pressed harder against the wall for support as her legs trembled. The fantasy shifted again: Ashley between her own thighs while Dave watched, that same eager tongue giving Jen unbridled pleasure.

The thought was enough to bring Jen to her breaking point. She could see The Janitor's body go stiff, Ashley's muffled moans filling her ears.

She didn't usually participate when she watched Dave with another woman, but right now that was the thought that was sending her crashing over a cliff.

"Ahhh. Oh ffff... Oh God," Jen slumped to the ground, her orgasm sent wave after wave of pleasure through her body. She kept her fingers buried inside her slit, her walls pulsed around her digits as she struggled to catch her breath. The fantasy felt so real, and caused her to completely forget about where she was.

"We'll see if I let there be a next time," she barely heard the words as she brought herself back to her feet. Panic settled in her chest. They must be done, which meant Ashley would be coming back out of the room any minute. She pushed herself off the wall, the elevator door closing just as the door at the end of the hall opened.

As the elevator descended, Jen leaned against the wall, her legs still shaky as she tried to process what she'd just seen. Dave had seen through it all, she couldn't believe it. She thought about texting him right away, but knew he'd just call asking questions she couldn't answer with Ashley nearby.

The elevator descended past the second floor where patients were sleeping, normal people living normal lives. Nothing about tonight felt normal.

When the elevator dinged and the doors opened Jen stepped out looking just as normal as always, but she couldn't shake the image of Ashley on her knees, couldn't forget the hunger in her voice. She hurried back to the nurses station, glad to see Ashley hadn't beaten her back.

By the time Ashley returned fifteen minutes later, looking perfectly professional and composed, Jen had made her decision. The birthday party couldn't come soon enough.


CHAPTER THREE


STEAM FILLED THE air as Ashley stepped into the shower. This had been their routine for nearly two weeks now, ever since the FBI came into their lives and they realized everything they thought they knew was a lie. Chris stepped in behind her, breathing deeply through his nose and allowing the steam to calm him. Ashley hadn't been herself since she came home from the hospital several days ago. He knew something had happened, but whenever he'd broached the question she broke down.

"Ash?" He reached for her, but she flinched away from his touch.

"Wait." Her voice cracked. "Just... I need a second."

The hurt in her tone made his chest tighten. He'd seen her angry before, seen her confused and overwhelmed, but this was different. This was pain.

"The anklet," she whispered, finally turning to face him. Her eyes were red, whether from tears or the steam, he couldn't tell. "Did you know?"

Chris's stomach dropped. "Know what?"

Her eyes searched his, holding his stare. "What it really means."

She saw the confusion in his eyes, the hurt on his face. A small part of her rejoiced at his confusion. She hated that she ever doubted him, but everything had been a lie for so long she didn't know who to believe anymore. She threw her arms around his neck, burying her face in his chest.

"I ran into Mrs. Johnson at work." Ashley's laugh was a half sob. "Apparently, I've been advertising to the entire world that I'm a married woman who... who likes to play around. A hotwife." The word made her feel nauseous. "I've been wearing that thing for weeks. The guy at the bar, all the attention at the restaurant. God, I'm such an idiot."

The color drained from Chris's face. The implication was bigger than just the bar. She'd worn that thing to the store, to work. "Oh my God, Ash."

He wrapped his arms around her body and held her as hot water pelted his arms. He could feel her body jerking, sobbing not just because of the humiliation but the betrayal he was sure she felt. "You didn't know," he whispered, kissing her forehead. "He manipulated both of us."

"I've been so stupid." Her hands balled into fists as she pushed away from Chris's chest. "All this time I thought... I mean..."

Chris felt rage building in his chest, white-hot and protective. "Bay—"

"No." Ashley's head snapped up, she pressed her lips to his to drown out the word.

"We've been through enough. You've been through enough."

"And what about the FBI?" Her voice rose above the water's roar. "What about the federal charges hanging over your head? I won't let you take the fall for this. I can't lose you too."

"I don't care." Tears filled his eyes, or maybe it was from all the steam. "I'd rather go to prison than watch him continue to destroy you."

"He won't. He can't." There was a conviction in her voice that wasn't there before. For the first time in what felt like forever, Chris no longer thought Clayton had the upper hand.

She was quiet for a long moment, thinking about what to say next. "I don't think he knows that I know. But I haven't responded to any of his texts since I found out." She took a step backward, her gaze never leaving Chris's. "I just... I needed time to think. To grieve, I guess."

"Grieve what?"

"I don't know." Her voice was barely audible over the water. "I don't love him," she snapped, a little too defensively. "But there was something. I thought... I don't know. It felt like it was more than just... sex."

"I'm sorry I pulled you into this. That night at the bar I should have-"

Ashley wiped away her tears, a smile forming on her face. "Don't do that. I don't regret it. Any of it."

"You don't?"

The water began to cool. They'd been in there forever. She placed her hands on either side of his face, pulling him into a kiss. "Clayton may have severely fucked us up, but it hasn't all been bad."

That playful look in her eye returned as her hand began to trail down his body.

"I need to tell you something," Chris said, taking her hand into his before this turned into something else entirely.

Ashley cocked her eyebrow, unsure of what to expect.

"Katie." He took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves as Ashley waited for more of an explanation. He'd been dreading this conversation, putting it off for far longer than he should have.

"What about her?"

"At the office. The day I heard you in there with Clayton..." He closed his eyes, praying she would forgive him. "We had gone to lunch together to discuss Seattle. She didn't know it was you in there with him, but when she heard the noises you were making and saw my reaction she..."

"She what, Chris?"

"She came up behind me and stroked me through my pants. I should have stopped her immediately. But I was so caught off guard and hearing you and..."

Laughter bounced off the walls drowning out the sound of the water. Chris opened his eyes confused and saw Ashley shaking her head. "That's what you were so afraid to tell me? That your co-worker gave you a hand job through your pants?"

Heat started to color Chris's face, realizing how it sounded. "Yeah, I guess I just thought..."

Ashley pulled him into a tight hug, nearly choking the life out of him. "You stupid, loyal boy. I love you so much."

"I... love you too," Chris said, still a little confused by the entire exchange. "So, you're not mad?"

"Sweetie," she pressed her lips to his. The kiss was soft, gentle. "I was on my knees in front of your boss nearly choking and begging him to cover me in cum." She felt Chris's cock twitch involuntarily and shook her head. "No, baby. I'm not mad. I trust you."

The water began to turn to ice as they stood there holding each other, neither of them wanting to admit it was time to turn off the water and go back to the outside world.

"Do you think she's in on it?"

Chris chewed the inside of his cheek. It was a question he'd thought a lot about. "I don't think so. She came in one day and said something about someone following her. I think she's just as freaked out as we are."

"I think I might have a plan. A real one this time."

"What kind of plan?" Chris asked, his heart rate suddenly spiking.

"Just... trust me. Okay?"

"Always."


Clayton cursed under his breath as he walked through the automatic doors of the hospital. He'd spent the better part of an hour charming the nurse working the front desk, only to learn that Ashley was off today. The only useful information he gathered was that she was next scheduled to work on Sunday, the same day Chris and Katie were leaving for Seattle.

He pulled his phone from his pocket, his steps echoing through the empty parking garage. He'd sent her four messages over the span of the last two days and all of them had gone unanswered. His hand balled into a fist. He considered calling her again, but last time she sent him straight to voicemail.

In the entire time since he'd started texting Ashley, she had never gone more than a couple of hours without responding, and he never had to send more than one message. What changed? His father's warnings about the FBI ran through his head. But if they knew something, would Ashley really have been so... willing in the car? Had someone gotten to her after the fact?

In the distance, a car's tires squealed as they pulled out of the parking garage. Did Tom do something? He'd been wanting to get his hands on Ashley for months and Clayton kept denying him. Did he finally reach out himself? Say something he shouldn't have? That sounded plausible, Tom was always rash. But Clayton wasn't going to rush into something without knowing all the facts.

"Bitch," he muttered, tossing his phone into the passenger seat harder than intended. Did she have any idea who she was fucking with? Nobody ignored him. He could make her husband's life a living hell if he wanted to. Drive over to their house and fuck her right there in the living room while Chris watched helplessly. She could ignore his texts all she wanted, but he knew once he got close enough to touch her, she wouldn't be able to resist.

The Audi's engine roared to life, but before he could follow through with his plan, his phone rang. A smirk appeared on his face, as he glanced at the screen expecting to see Ashley's name. It quickly turned sour when his father's contact photo filled the screen. That same stern, disappointed face that had haunted Clayton's childhood and apparently his adulthood too.

"Now what?" Clayton answered, not bothering to say hello.

"Please, tell me you're injured."

"I'm... what? Of course not."

"Then why the hell have you spent the last hour at the hospital?"

Clayton's grip tightened on the steering wheel. "You're tracking me? Seriously?"

"I'm tracking my investment," his father corrected. "An investment you seem hellbent on pissing away."

"Last I checked, Ashley was a key piece in all of this."

Tom's distinctive cackle echoed in the background, forcing Clayton to throw his head back against the leather headrest. "The gang is all there, I see."

"The gang," his father's voice cracked, a telltale sign he was getting angry. Clayton's hands began to shake as images of his childhood flooded his system. His father beating him until he was too sore to move because of a disrespectful tone. Choking his mother nearly to death because she dared to disobey him. "Is worried that you're too busy trying to get laid and not spending enough time worrying about the audit."

"The audit is handled. How many times do I have—"

"As many as I say!" A frustrated sigh came from the other end of the phone. "My contact at the bureau called. An arrest is imminent, they are expecting it to happen within the next three or four weeks."

"Weeks?" Clayton's voice dropped. He thought he had more time. At least a few more months.

"That's right. So stop playin grab-ass with the wife and get her to agree to meet the board already," Tom's voice boomed from the background.

"Shut the fuck up, Tom." Clayton barked.

"He's right," his father interjected. "Things are lining up exactly as we planned. It's imperative that you use the wife as leverage with the board before news of the investigation leaks. After the husband takes the fall, we paint him as a rogue agent to the media, and the wife becomes our faithful little whore."

"I already told you, I'm dealing with it. This isn't something that you can just force. It takes time."

"You're running out of time. Make sure the audit comes back clean. Get the wife to agree to meet with the board and close the fucking loop on this."

"Or what? This is my operation, remember? My software, my—"

"Or I'll see to it that you're sharing a cell right along with Chris. Don't think for a second that just because you're family means you're not disposable."

The line went dead. Clayton stared at his phone, his blood boiling with anger. He had been disrespected too much today, and he was tired of it. His father was right. It was time he started living up to the family name.


Chris watched as Ashley bent over, opening the bottom drawer where her swimsuits were kept. The way the sun hit her back made her ass look perfect as she wiggled around in just her panties. He was nervous about the night, not because of Jen and Dave, he was actually looking forward to seeing Ashley let loose a bit. She deserved that after all she'd been through. No, he was nervous because of what he'd hoped Dave would find looking through all the code. This could be the key to unlocking everything. He just needed to make sure nothing jeopardized that.

"I'm excited. I don't know why we haven't hung out with Dave and Jen sooner," Ashley said, standing up straight and holding a blue two-piece against herself in the mirror. "When I woke up, I thought all I'd want to do today was hide under the covers. But our shower this morning helped me realize how bad we need this." She looked over her shoulder at Chris, her smile warm and loving. She meant what she'd said. She really wasn't sure how she would have made it through this week without him.

"You know, it's not too late. We could tell them you're not feeling well. I could swing by tomorrow and..." he looked at the phone on the dresser. "I could take Jen your birthday gift."

"No," Ashley said, following his gaze. She tossed the navy bikini aside and reached for a green one. "This is exactly what I need."

The green bikini consisted of tiny triangles connected by thin strings, designed for impact rather than modesty. Ashley held the top against her chest, studying Chris's reaction in the mirror more than the way the outfit looked against her.

"God, this thing barely covers me at all," she said, watching as Chris adjusted himself on the bed. "I bet that would make Dave happy." She bit her lip seductively as she watched her husband squirm. "I'll probably fall out of it the second I bend forward. How do you think Jen would react if Dave got an eye-full of these?" Ashley threw the bikini aside, letting Chris get the full effect of her nakedness.

It wasn't just the way that she looked that made Chris painfully hard. It wasn't even the words she was saying, although she always knew how to push his buttons. Instead, it was the performance in her voice. She wasn't just putting on a show for Chris. He looked back at the dresser, the phone not even five feet from Ashley. She was performing... for him.

Ashley tossed the top aside, and picked up the white top. The cups held more of her chest in. It was what most would consider a traditional swim top. "This isn't as revealing. But the material is so thin. It's practically transparent when it's wet."

Chris shook his head, laughing silently as Ashley blew him a kiss. She wasn't just playing their usual game, she was going on the offensive. Weaponizing herself against Clayton, hoping to drive him mad with jealousy. "Maybe I just won't wear a top at all. After all, don't most of these parties usually end up with the women topless anyway?"

"The white one. Go with the white one," Chris groaned, worried about his own sanity at that moment.

"If you say so," she giggled. She made her way to the closet next, running her fingers across Chris's chest as she passed the bed. She hadn't meant to turn this into such a sexually charged situation, but once she saw Chris's reaction she couldn't help herself. She was already looking forward to coming home and taking off the clothes she hadn't even put on.

She scanned the dresses in her closet until she found the one she was looking for. It was a black halter-dress that stopped about mid-thigh. The neckline showed a modest amount of cleavage without looking like a sex worker, while the back was completely open.

As she went to grab for it, her phone buzzed on the desk, another text from Clayton. This was getting embarrassing.

Clayton: I'm not the type of person you should ignore.

She let out an unsteady breath as she reread the implied threat. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she tried to consider what Clayton would actually do. She'd told Chris before he wouldn't hurt her. Did she still believe that? "Fuck it," she thought to herself. He'd manipulated her for months. Made her parade around with that thing on her ankle, telling everyone exactly what she was. Well, tonight Clayton would be the one being manipulated, the one wondering what was going to happen next.

She tossed the phone back onto the dresser without responding. "What do you think?" She held the dress up as she stepped out of the closet. "Doesn't this make my legs look good? Who knows what kind of show someone will get if I have to bend over."

Leaping from the bed, Chris pushed her into the wall, his lips finding her neck.

"Easy, big boy, you're going to ruin my makeup," Ashley laughed, but her hands found the back of his head and she ran her fingers through his hair.

"Are you sure you know what you're doing? Pushing his buttons like this?" Chris whispered, nibbling on her ear.

"People get sloppy when they're angry." She ran her hand down the front of his body grasping his manhood. "Or aroused," she giggled, giving him a playful tug. "Imagine what will happen when he's both."

"We could just stay in... order take-out." His breathing was growing heavier as she ran her palm over the front of his pants.

"There will be plenty of time for that tonight after some fun in the hot tub and drinks with friends," she said, pushing away from him with a smile. "Now, wait for me downstairs. I need to get changed and then we can head out. We're already late."

Reluctantly, Chris took a step backward. He glanced at the phone on the table one last time. He wasn't sure if Ashley was a genius, or if she was lighting a fuse without knowing how big the explosion would be. Clayton had shown he was willing to cross every line they'd drawn. What lines would he cross when he realized he was being manipulated? He pushed the fear aside as he made his way down the steps. He just hoped Dave would come through with the proof the FBI needed. Their entire future depended on it.


As Chris and Ashley approached the two-story, red-brick home of Dave and Jen, Chris fidgeted with nervous energy. He wasn't sure if it was the anxiety of not knowing what Dave found on the drive, or the way Ashley would smile every time her phone would buzz with a message from Clayton only to ignore it. He'd considered leaving their phones at home in case Clayton decided to track them, but something in his gut told him Clayton wasn't that reckless.

"Relax, let's just have fun tonight. We deserve it." Ashley's reassuring voice whispered over the commercial playing on the radio. She placed her hand on his leg and gave it a squeeze as he put the car in park.

The front door swung open before they could knock, and Chris had to shield his eyes from the lights spilling through the open door.

"Finally!" Jen's voice carried over the music as she appeared in the doorway, auburn hair loose around her shoulders. She wore a low-cut yellow sundress that showed off her toned legs. Chris found himself noticing details he'd glossed over during their dinner together, comparing her to Ashley. Her athletic figure made her smaller than Ashley, but the way her dress hugged her body made him take notice. Her chest wasn't as full, but the way her outfit pushed them out made it hard not to stare, and her legs... While they weren't as long as Ashley's, they were strong, like once she got ahold of you she'd never let you go.

"I was starting to think you two got lost."

"Sorry," Ashley replied, pulling her into an enthusiastic hug. "Traffic was a nightmare. But we made it. And oh my God, you look amazing. That color is perfect on you."

"Oh, this old thing?" Jen laughed, taking a step back so Ashley could better see her low cut yellow dress. "Seriously, look who's talking. I would kill to have cleavage like that. Chris, how in the world are you okay with her leaving the house without constant supervision?"

Ashley laughed off the comment, but Chris felt heat creep up the back of his neck. He needed a drink.

"Because he's not an insecure caveman," Dave said, appearing at Jen's side and clapping Chris on the shoulder. "Come on in. We're already three drinks in. You two have some catching up to do." He stepped aside, and Chris followed Ashley into the house.

Inside, the house had been transformed. Furniture pushed against walls to create a makeshift dance floor, LED string lights casting colors across the ceiling, speakers hanging on every corner, some upbeat song Chris wasn't familiar with played through them, barely loud enough to be heard. The back doors were thrown wide, revealing the deck where steam rose invitingly from their new hot tub.

"Wow, you guys really went all out," Ashley said, taking in the scene in front of her.

"Jen's been talking about this ever since we had dinner. She's been very specific about how she wants this night to go."

"I was excited," Jen laughed. "And, it was the first time in months Dave had done anything other than sit in front of that computer."

"Someone had to pay for that new hot tub," he fired back, but the venom Chris heard at dinner seemed to be gone, replaced by something more playful.

"Let me get you guys drinks," Jen said, already moving toward the kitchen. "We've got wine, beer, or I made some killer margaritas if you're feeling adventurous."

"Margs sound perfect," Ashley replied, settling onto their sectional sofa that was pushed against the wall. Chris and Dave both noticed the way her dress rode up slightly as she crossed her legs, exposing the smooth skin of her thigh.

"Actually, while Jen grabs those, do you think we can step out back and talk... business?"

"In a little while, man" Dave said, casually. "We've got all night. Right now let's just relax, have a few drinks and see where the night takes us." He settled into the sofa next to Ashley, leaving just enough room for Jen to squeeze in between them.

Before Chris could protest, Jen returned with a tray of salt-rimmed glasses filled with pale green liquid. "Alright, who's ready to party?" She shimmied into the room, handing each of them a glass.

"To new friends, and crazy stories." Dave raised his glass into the air, a smirk playing on his face.

"To the birthday girl, and a kick-ass new hot tub," Ashley laughed, lifting her own drink into the air.

They clinked glasses, and Chris felt the tequila burn down his throat. The alcohol helped ease some of his tension, though he noticed how Dave continued to steal glances of Ashley from the corner of his eye.

"So," Jen said, squeezing in between Ashley and Dave on the couch. "Did you hear about Sara? Apparently, her husband has been deployed for the last six months. Then, last shift, she walks in with a hickey on her neck. I think she got tired of waiting, and found herself a side piece."

Ashley nearly choked on her margarita as Jen casually mentioned their co-worker cheating. "You're kidding? But, she's so... traditional."

"I know. It's always the ones you least expect."

The way she smirked at Ashley caused her to break into another fit of coughs. This time, she set her glass on the arm of the sofa.

"Goodness girl, did you forget how to drink?" Jen patted her friend on the back.

"So, Dave. How's working from home treating you? Must get pretty boring." Chris interjected, hoping to steer the conversation in another direction.

"I love it. Gives me time to... learn about things I wouldn't normally know about."

"Oh yeah, like what?"

"Oh my God, Ashley," Jen suddenly called out, before Dave had time to respond. "Where's your beautiful anklet you were wearing the other night? I was telling Dave all about it."

Ashley's smile faltered for just a moment, her eyes shifting to Chris. "Oh, that. It didn't really go with tonight's outfit. You know how it goes."

"That's such a shame," Jen said, reaching down to run her fingers along Ashley's exposed ankle. "It looked so good against your skin."

Her touch lingered longer than necessary, fingers trailing up Ashley's calf. "God, your skin is so smooth. Dave, feel how soft her legs are."

Without waiting for permission, she guided Dave's hand to Ashley's shin. Chris watched in stunned silence as Dave's palm slid slowly up Ashley's leg.

"Wow," Dave said, noticing the way Ashley's body tensed and then relaxed. "You weren't kidding. That's incredible."

"Thanks, I guess? Just good genetics and expensive razors," Ashley laughed, but Chris noticed she didn't pull away from either of their hands.

"You're a lucky man, Chris." The compliment caused Ashley to blush as she squirmed slightly in her seat. "To getting lucky." He held up his drink again prompting the four friends to clink glasses and finish the rest of their drinks.

"Another round?" Jen asked brightly. "I think we need more fuel for dancing." She turned to look at Chris, her green eyes sparkling. "Chris, would you mind helping me in the kitchen? I spilled some last time."

"Oh... um, yeah. Of course." He gave a cautious look to Ashley, and noticed that Dave's fingers were still barely on her leg.

"We're fine," Ashley said with a grin. "Dave here is going to be my dance partner."

For a second, it looked like Dave might object, but he got to his feet and held out his hand for Ashley to take. Music filled the room, drowning out any prospect of conversation as Dave followed Ashley out to the makeshift dance floor, his eyes never leaving her hips.

Once in the kitchen, the music was a bit softer, allowing for easier conversation.

"You seem stressed," Jen said, as she picked up a knife to cut the limes. "Are you not having a good time?"

Her question seemed genuine, causing a pang of guilt to pass through Chris. "I am, sorry. It's just... work stuff."

"Yeah, Ashley said it was getting pretty intense at the moment. Grab that pitcher for me." She pointed toward the sink. "You know, you should try to relax. Just have a bit of fun tonight. Work will still be there in the morning."

"You sound like her," he said with a laugh. His chest grew tighter as he glanced at the closed kitchen door picturing the two of them dancing together.

Jen took the pitcher from his hands, breaking his concentration. "You're worried about her. It's cute."

"Not worried just..."

"Relax, she's a big girl." Jen put her hand on Chris's chest. "Your heart is racing. Want to tell me what it is you think is happening out there?"

Chris's mouth went dry as he met her gaze. Up close, he could see the freckles splashed around the top of her nose. It gave her a look of innocence, even while her fingers were curling and tickling his chest making it hard to breathe.

"I don't... I mean, um. Just overwhelmed is all. Takes me a minute to relax in new places."

"I get that." Her fingers lingered a moment longer before she pulled away, reaching for the tequila bottle. "Dave's the same way sometimes. Takes him forever to warm up to new people." She glanced toward the closed door where music thumped. "Though he seems pretty comfortable with Ashley already."

"Yeah, she has that effect on people." Chris tried to force a smile, but he was worried about hyperventilating.

"That's why she's such a great nurse," Jen continued, mixing all the ingredients into the pitcher and starting to stir. "Sometimes she spends hours with patients just putting them at ease. Makes me wonder if all she's doing is talking."

Jen giggled, as she refilled the glasses on the tray, but Chris was beginning his usual spiral. He imagined Ashley's late nights. Her stories about the janitor. He conjured up new stories in his head of her with male patients, perfecting her 'bedside manner.'

"Come on. Help me carry these," Jen said, breaking the silence, a knowing smirk on her face as Chris fought the urge to adjust himself.

When they walked back through the kitchen door to the living room, Chris stopped in his tracks. Dave and Ashley were in the middle of the room dancing, a thin layer of sweat had formed on their foreheads. Chris noticed the way Dave's hand rested on Ashley's lower back. His fingers just low enough to touch her ass. They looked good together, like a couple. The erection Chris was fighting all night was instant as Ashley kicked her head back laughing at something Dave had said.

"Great view," Jen said behind Chris, making him jump. He realized what she meant. The way Ashley was laughing, bent backward, gave them a perfect view down her top. "They seem to have forgotten we were even here," she added, making Chris's hard-on even more painful as she squeezed past him to deliver their drinks.

"There you two are," Ashley squealed, as she peeled herself away from Dave and threw her arms around Chris. "I missed you," she whispered pulling him into a deep kiss, her tongue pushing past his lips.

"Are you already drunk?" Chris asked, happy to have his wife back in his arms.

"Don't judge!" She winked, but he wasn't sure what to make of it. "We don't ever get out like we used to. Besides," her fingers drifted down his body stopping at the top of his pants. "Feels to me like you're already looking forward to taking advantage of the situation."

"What situation is that?" Dave appeared behind Ashley, his glass in one hand, the other wrapped around Ashley's waist.

"I was actually thinking now may be a good time for us to chat," Chris said, trying his best to ignore the way Dave's hand slid along Ashley's body.

"Man, you're a workaholic, aren't you?" he said with a laugh, his eyes trailing over Ashley's body. "The girls are just starting to have a good time. Why don't we—"

Ashley reached back, touching Dave's face. The intimate touch made Chris want to puke, while at the same time his cock pulsed against Ashley's leg. She giggled, clearly understanding at least the second part of his reaction. "Why don't you two go chat." She batted her eyes seductively at Dave. "And Jen and I will ensure the hot tub is just the right temperature."

She peeled herself away from both men, and grabbed her glass from Jen, drinking most of its contents in a single gulp. Jen meanwhile, was already reaching for the hem of her sundress, pulling it over her head to reveal a red triangle bikini that left little to the imagination.

Chris found his gaze lingering on Jen as her sundress crumpled to the floor. He told himself fair was fair as his eyes traveled down her toned midsection, the faint outline of a six-pack showing. Her bottoms were tied to her hips by a thin string and for the briefest moment Chris considered what it would be like to untie them. When his eyes made it back to her face, Jen was staring at him with a smile.

He looked to Dave, hopeful that he didn't also catch Chris red-handed checking out his wife, but Dave's attention was elsewhere. Ashley had followed suit and found the ties of her halter dress, pulling them loose. She stepped out of her dress, her white bikini straining against her chest.

"Jesus Christ, you're one lucky bastard," Dave mumbled just loud enough for Chris to hear.

Dave was right, Chris was a lucky bastard and he couldn't help but smile as he took in the sight of the two beautiful women in front of him, heat pooling in his gut at the prospect of what was to come even while the anxiety threatened to eat him alive.

"You boys don't be too long," Jen said, over her shoulder as the two women walked hand in hand out the back patio doors toward the steaming water.


Dave turned away from the sliding door where the women's laughter echoed across the water, his expression shifting from casual host to something more focused. "Alright, man. What can possibly be more important than getting in the hot tub with two beautiful women?"

Chris moved to the glass door, pretending to check on Ashley but really buying himself time to think. Through the steam rising from the hot tub, he saw both women settling into the water, their conversation animated but too distant to make out words. Ashley's white bikini had become nearly transparent as promised, and he watched Jen's hand rest casually on his wife's shoulder as they talked.

He pulled his phone from his pocket, double-checking that airplane mode was still active before setting it behind some books on the desk near the kitchen table. He hoped it would be far enough away that it couldn't pick up any of his conversation.

"The code," Chris said, walking back toward Dave but keeping his voice low. "The files I gave Ashley to pass along. Did you find anything?"

Dave's laugh was genuine, almost relieved. "Relax, man. The code was clean as a whistle. I didn't find anything suspicious at all. You should pass your audit with flying colors." He clapped Chris on the shoulder. "Seriously, whatever you were worried about, you can let it go."

The room started to spin as Chris tried to process what he heard. His chest tightened, panic creeping up his throat. "That doesn't make sense."

"What doesn't make sense? Your software is solid. You should be celebrating, not looking like someone just told you your dog died. Now, can we go back out to the half-naked women?"

Chris's hands began to shake. If the code was clean, then how was Clayton accessing their devices? How was he listening to their conversations? The FBI needed proof, and Chris had nothing. Would Ashley wait for him while he was in prison? Would she blame him?

"Chris?" Dave's voice seemed to come from underwater, his eyes narrowing with renewed interest. "What's going on?"

Chris shook his head, backing toward the door. The sound of Ashley's laughter drifted in from outside, but it felt distant now, like it belonged to someone else's life. "We need to leave. If you didn't find anything, there's no reason for us to stay."

"Hold on." Dave's voice carried authority now, the laid-back party host replaced by someone accustomed to solving complex problems. "There's something there, isn't there? Something you don't want the public to know about?"

"It's not like that." Chris's defensive tone betrayed him immediately.

"Look, I've been doing this for fifteen years. I know when someone's running scared." His voice softened slightly, like he suddenly wanted to be Chris's friend. "Whatever it is, maybe I can help. But I need to know what you're not telling me."

Chris forced himself to breathe, to think. Dave was right, of course. His reaction had given away more than any confession could have. "Is there..." He swallowed hard, choosing his words carefully. "Is there any way someone could access the BitGuardian software remotely? Without leaving traces in the code you examined?"

"Now that's a different question entirely." Dave's interest was clearly piqued. His voice had a playful tone to it, but Chris didn't think anything about this situation was fun. "Remote key injection, maybe. It's a long shot, but theoretically possible. Someone could inject malicious keys into your authentication system, create backdoor access that wouldn't show up in the source code."

"Tell me more about that."

From outside, the women's giggles grew louder, followed by a splash and more laughter. Dave glanced toward the door, his impatience showing. More nervous energy passed over Chris as he tried to imagine what they were laughing about. Was Jen complimenting her legs again? Now that Ashley was drunk was she telling her what the anklet really meant?

"Remote key injection," Dave started, bringing Chris back to reality, "is basically a way to insert monitoring or control software into a system after it's already deployed. Like slipping a skeleton key into someone's house after they've already installed all the locks." Dave moved closer, lowering his voice. "The thing is, there's no real way to know for sure if someone's logging in remotely without access to system logs. And if you want to ensure you're looking at the right logs, you'd need access to the host system."

"How would someone get those logs?" Chris asked, though more muffled whispers and splashing from outside made him glance nervously toward the door.

Dave was quiet for a long moment, seeming to weigh his options. "I have a program that could help if you can get it installed on the system you think is being used for remote access. But that type of work comes with a price."

"What kind of price?"

"It's Jen's birthday, you know?" Dave's tone shifted back toward casual, but his eyes remained sharp. "Everyone's just trying to have fun tonight, but you're putting off all the wrong vibes. Like you're not really here with us."

Chris felt heat creep up his neck. "What are you getting at?"

Dave threw up his hands like he was completely innocent. "I'm just saying. I'd rather be out there with the girls getting more... comfortable. Not in here worried about security breaches."

Jen's words from earlier replayed in Chris's head. "He seems pretty comfortable with Ashley already." Dave was already heading toward the door as Chris tried to bury his angst. "Look, if it means that much to you and it will help you relax, I have a flash drive upstairs labeled logger. Just plug it into the PC you think is being used for remote access. It will do the rest." He opened the back door. The steam from the patio floated into the kitchen, along with the laughter of the girls.

"Finally, the men are back," Jen giggled. "We were just talking about how our tops keep pulling out of place. I say we just take them off."

Chris's mouth went dry, as he took a step toward the door, his arousal near a breaking point.

"Top of the stairs. Second door on your right." Dave took off his shirt and tossed it toward the hot tub, much to the delight of the girls. "Should be in a box under the desk. Take your time. I'll make sure to look after the girls while you're gone."

As Dave stepped outside, Chris was left standing alone in the living room, staring at the stairs that led to what might be his salvation. He knew what going upstairs and looking for the flash drive meant. Ashley was outside, intoxicated, already talking about taking off her top. His cock twitched at the possibility of what was to come.

He could be quick. Get upstairs and grab the flash drive then make it back outside before things escalated too far. Before... a moan floated in from the outside. Or, maybe it was another laugh. Chris wasn't sure what to believe anymore as he took the stairs two at a time.


Chris's legs burned as he climbed the stairs, each step echoing his thundering heartbeat. The laughter from outside seemed to mock him. Ashley's voice mixed with Jen's in ways that made his stomach churn with arousal. He could picture them together, their tops hung over the side of the hot tub, chests dripping with water as they teased Dave. He just needed to find the drive that had that program on it then he could get out there and... he wasn't sure. He told himself he would grab Ashley and leave. That their sexual escapades had already gotten them in enough trouble, but then he would get that same anxious thrill. The one he got when they first started talking about Clayton.

Dave and Jen's bedroom was at the front corner of the house, an expensive-looking gaming setup sat in the corner of the room with multiple monitors and enough hard drives to power a small data center. But it was the window overlooking the back deck that drew Chris's attention first. Through the glass, he could see the hot tub's blue glow. Ashley sat between Jen and Dave, her chest under the water as she laughed at something Jen had said with Dave sitting too close for comfort on the other side of her.

Focus. He forced himself to turn away, scanning the room for what he was looking for. Boxes sat underneath the gaming desk. Some had labels, others just an assortment of cables and hardware. His hands shook as he opened the first container, revealing dozens of unlabeled flash drives scattered like confetti.

"Shit," he whispered, dumping the contents onto Dave's desk. The drives all looked identical, small, black, anonymous. There must have been a hundred of them. He rummaged through them, glancing at each label in hopes of finding what he was looking for.

From outside, Jen's voice drifted up through the partially open window. "Have you ever..." The rest was left to his imagination, which was already in overdrive.

He moved to the second box, his movements becoming more frantic. More drives, more cables, more useless hardware. His chest tightened with each passing second. Every moment he spent up here was another moment Ashley was...

"...with a girl..." Ashley's voice this time, followed by nervous laughter that made Chris forget what he was doing. The conversation was fragmentary, impossible to follow, but more than enough to make his hands tremble as he rifled through a third box.

Chris ripped the box open as he pulled it out, spilling the contents across the keyboard. And there, among a handful of labeled drives, he spotted it: a small white flash drive with "LOGGER" written in permanent marker.

But as he stood up, the drive clutched in his sweaty palm, his gaze inevitably drifted to the window. What he saw below made his breath catch in his throat.

Through the glass, he saw Ashley and Jen were locked in an intense kiss, their bodies pressed close in the blue-lit water. Dave stood to the side of the women, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.

Chris's mind struggled to process the transformation before him. Seconds earlier, they'd been laughing and splashing. Now, Ashley's tongue slid past Jen's glossy lips in a kiss that would make any hot-blooded man take notice. This wasn't a playful kiss between friends. It was full-on, girl-on-girl action. Their naked breasts melded together, water beading where skin met skin, as Ashley's fingers tangled in Jen's auburn hair. When they finally broke apart, Ashley kept her eyes closed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. The kiss had visibly affected her more deeply than Jen, whose gaze remained steady.

Chris was ready to rush downstairs when Jen tenderly stroked Ashley's flushed cheek and whispered something that made her shiver. Jen gently turned Ashley's face toward Dave. The transition happened with dreamlike slowness. Ashley's parted lips finding Dave's, his tongue replacing where Jen's had been moments before.

His fingers dug into the waistband of his pants, palms sweaty as he watched his wife surrender to another man's kiss. He'd witnessed Ashley with other men before, yet this felt different. It seemed more intimate, more consequential. From his vantage point, he observed the visible transformation as Ashley's initial tension melted under Dave's touch. Her resistance dissolved as she threw her arms around Dave's neck.

Jen remained at Ashley's side, lips brushing her ear, whispering words that made Ashley press harder into Dave's embrace. The dark-haired woman was nothing like the innocent nurse Chris had believed her to be. Her hand slipped around Ashley's body, fingers finding and rolling Ashley's nipple between them. Ashley broke the kiss with a gasp, her head falling back as Dave's mouth traced a hungry path down her throat.

The parallel was unmistakable. Just as when Ashley had been with Clayton in their driveway, Chris found himself paralyzed, arousal and anxiety fusing into a singular overwhelming sensation. His erection strained painfully against his zipper as he watched the married couple have their way with Ashley.

Then came the moment that shattered his voyeuristic trance. Jen's head suddenly turned, her eyes lifting to find his through the darkness. Their gazes locked across the distance, and her lips curved into a smile that confirmed what he'd suspected—she'd known he would be watching. She whispered something to Ashley, whose eyes fluttered open just as Dave's mouth closed around her breast. Her eyes locked with Chris's just as she opened her mouth, her soft moan drifting upstairs and making Chris's knees weak. Jen covered Ashley's mouth with her own, silencing her moan, as her husband continued his feast on her chest.

Chris stumbled backward, the flash drive clutched in his sweating palm, his pulse thundering in his ears. If he watched another second, he'd lose all control. With unsteady legs, he forced himself away from the window and out of the room. He needed to get outside.


With the logger safely secured in his pocket, Chris practically fell down the steps with all the agility of a drunk elephant. As he rounded the corner of the stairs, the whispers and giggling seemed to get closer. He made it to the final step, just as the back door burst open with Ashley and Dave pouring through it, locked in a kiss of their own.

Ashley's arms were wrapped around his neck, her feet barely touching the ground. Her kiss with Jen had been hot, but being this close to her and watching her make out with Dave with such passion was nuclear. Chris stood at the base of the steps, his mouth hanging open as he watched them stop just inside the door. The urge to rush over and knock the other man off his wife was overwhelming.

Movement from the other side of Ashley caught Chris's attention. Jen stood next to them, her top just as bare as Ashley's. She was watching Ashley and Dave with the same conflicted face Chris had. Her hands were laced into balls, clutched against her chest. Her nipples were hard, longer than Ashley's, Chris realized, with all the telltale signs of arousal. Lines had formed on her forehead as she bit her lip, riveted by the action in front of her.

That's when it hit Chris with stunning clarity. The revelation he should have seen in the kitchen now made perfect sense. Jen wasn't plotting against him or even competing for Ashley's attention. She was his reflection. Her conflicted expression, her hands clenched into tight fists, the way she watched and whispered instead of jumping in. All of it mirrored his own reactions perfectly. She understood the unique pain and pleasure of watching someone you love with another person. The jealousy that twisted in your gut while simultaneously fueling a hunger you never knew you had. She didn't want to join them; she wanted to witness them, to feel that rush that came from allowing rather than stopping. Like Chris, she craved that mix of emotions that came from watching instead of doing. They were the same in their contradictions, both drawn to the powerful charge of watching their spouse lose all control with another person. In Jen, Chris had found someone who truly understood his deepest, darkest, secret.

Ashley was panting when she broke the kiss. Chris wasn't even sure she realized he was there, or if she even cared. Her gaze was solely on Dave, but the look in her eye was different than the look he'd seen when she was with Clayton. With Clayton, it had always been a look of bewilderment and awe. This look was more like hunger, like she was ready to eat Dave alive.

"I've been wanting to do something since I saw you in that bikini," Dave said, his large hands sliding over the smooth skin of Ashley's back.

She bit her lip, her eyes darting away for the briefest second. Chris followed her gaze to the kitchen table where their phones were. It happened so quickly, he almost wasn't sure if he imagined it.

"Oh yeah? And what would that be? Something inappropriate?" Her voice was louder than it needed to be, causing Chris's heart to nearly stop.

"You tell me." His hand slid down her ribs, causing her to gasp. He tugged slowly on the small tie sitting on her hip, then mimicked the same movements on her other side. The thin white fabric covering her most sensitive area went slack, before slithering down her body completely. Ashley didn't even flinch as she felt her last remaining piece of clothing hit the floor. Her smooth slit glistened with water and arousal.

Dave took a step back, looking over her with a satisfied grin. Chris held his breath at the base of the staircase, fighting every instinct to rush over and shut this entire thing down. But unlike every time before, he wasn't paralyzed by his own arousal, although that was certainly there. This time he was frozen by something else entirely: Ashley's behavior. She didn't seem quite as lost in the moment as she was pretending, and he needed to see what she had planned.

"As good as you imagined?" she asked.

Dave didn't answer with words. Instead, he reached out, running his fingers across her pussy. She gasped as he brushed her clit and explored her bare folds. Dave's grin grew wider. "Even better, I keep telling Jen to go completely bald, but she prefers to keep a strip."

The mention of Jen made Chris realize she wasn't standing next to them anymore. He scanned the room, unable to find her. That's when he felt her arms sliding around his waist, her naked chest pressed into his back. "Did you enjoy the show?" Her whisper was like cocaine to Chris's arousal, his cock begging to be freed.

"I have a feeling it's about to get a whole lot better." Her fingers slid under the hem of his shirt, her fingers brushing across her lower abdomen making him sigh. There was so much he wanted to say to her, so much he wanted to ask.

"Ahhh, yes," Ashley's soft gasp caused Chris to look back toward the center of the room. Dave had his fingers buried inside her. Even in the low light, Chris could see just how wet she was.

"You've got to come feel how smooth this is, babe. You really should at least consider going bare." Dave's fingers dug deeper inside of Ashley, the wet sloshing sounds of her sex burning Chris's ears.

"Duty calls," Jen purred, kissing Chris's neck and using just enough teeth to make him gasp.

Before he could blink, Jen was standing beside her husband, her fingers curled with his as they stroked Ashley's slit.

"Ffff oh, God. Oh fuck," Ashley cried out, her hands gripping Dave's forearm burying her nails into it.

"It's hot, maybe I'll consider it the next time I shower," Jen teased kissing her husband's jawline.

Dave pushed his chubby fingers deep inside Ashley making her cry out as his third knuckle pressed against her slit, then pulled it out and brought it to Jen's lips.

"Mmmm." Jen wrapped her lips around her husband's digit, sucking it greedily. "Even sweeter than I imagined." Dave pulled his finger from Jen's lips with a loud pop, then pressed it to Ashley's. She opened her mouth automatically, tasting a mixture of her own juices and Jen's cherry gloss.

"You like sucking things, don't you?" He didn't need to say anything else. She took the hint, sinking to her knees in front of him and untying the string that kept his trunks on. Jen took a step backward, her gaze still on Chris as she summoned him over.

Somehow, Ashley was able to pull it off without looking submissive. She was on her knees, she was staring up at him, she was sliding his shorts over his thighs, but they all knew who was serving who.

"Mmm impressive," she teased, angling her head toward the kitchen as she spoke. "I'm not sure I've ever seen one so thick before." She gave his a few confident strokes, her fingers failing to meet around its girth.

"Need a hand?" Jen asked, kneeling next to Ashley. She licked her lips, as Ashley moved the impressive shaft to Jen's lips. Then watched in awe as Jen sucked the crown of it into her mouth, drawing a gasp from Dave.

Chris had taken a few hesitant steps toward the scene unfolding before him when Jen knelt beside Ashley. He froze in place, watching as his wife guided Dave toward Jen's waiting lips. The sight of Jen accepting Dave while Ashley stroked him sent a confusing mix of emotions through Chris. For a moment, he questioned his insight about Jen. Perhaps she wasn't a voyeur like him after all. But then, after savoring just a taste, Jen pulled back with a soft, encouraging smile. She gently redirected Dave back to Ashley with a subtle nod, her eyes wide with anticipation as she settled into her preferred role. Watching another woman pleasure her husband from the perfect vantage point clearly excited her more than participating. The flush on her cheeks and her quickened breathing revealed just how turned on she was at the prospect of it.

"Like this?" Ashley asked, all sweet and innocent, as she leaned in and ran her tongue up and down the side of his shaft. "Or is this more like what you were thinking?"

She closed her mouth over his member, swallowing him with more aggression than Chris had ever seen when she gave a blowjob. That intensity didn't cease with the initial suck either. She took him hard, filling the room with the slurpy sound of her wet blow.

Slrk... glk... slurp. Her mouth worked him with obscene intensity, spit streaming down her chin, her lips glossy and stretched wide. Chris’s knees gave out, and he sank to the last step, eyes locked on the way she moaned—mmmphn—around Dave’s thickness. It was filthy, it was hot. And she was putting on a show.

The sounds were almost as hot as watching what she was doing, teasing and tormenting Chris with each throaty smack. She used both hands on his base, twisting and jerking what little she couldn't get into her mouth.

Chris stood next to Jen, both of them watching with a lustful eye as Ashley gagged herself on Dave's thick shaft. Chris couldn't resist anymore, he touched himself through his pants, his eyes locked on the visceral show his wife was putting on. He'd received countless blow jobs from Ashley, watched her on more than one occasion with Clayton, but watching her take control like this in such an animalistic way just a few feet in front of him was a whole other level of intense.

"Not yet," Jen whispered, grabbing his wrist. "The fun is only just beginning." She took Chris's hand, running it up her body to the soft flesh of her breast. Placing her hand on top of his, she ran her diamond-hard nipple between her fingers, gasping wide-eyed as they watched the show in front of them.

Dave ran his hands through Ashley's hair, guiding her faster, deeper. If anything, she accepted the challenge with gusto. She took her hands off his cock completely, bracing herself on his butt as he fucked her face. The harder he fucked her, the more enthusiastic she got, until he couldn't seem to take it.

"Jesus Christ. Oh Fuck, I'm going to..."

Like a reflex, Ashley pulled back until she held just the crown between her lips. Dave thrust forward, eyes closed, face twisted in pleasure, and exploded inside her mouth. Her nostrils flared out to breathe as she swallowed his load. Her cheeks hollowed out, until he had nothing left to give.

"Mmm fuck," Jen moaned, as she used Chris's hand to continue to tease her chest. Her left hand disappeared inside her bottoms, her fingers moving just fast enough to get her worked up but not fast enough to push her over the edge.

"I hope you're not the one and done type," Ashley said through her lashes, as she licked her lips. "I'm dying to know how that thing feels inside of me."

She rose to her feet slowly, seductively, giving his cock one final squeeze before turning her focus to Chris for the first time since the entire endeavor started. She cocked her eyebrow, a seductive smile forming on her lips as she watched Chris with Jen before grabbing his free hand.

"Follow me to the sofa, lover. I'm not sure Dave here is going to be able to satisfy me just yet." Pride swelled in his chest, or maybe it was emasculation? After all, was he nothing more than an after thought? A side act while she waited for the main course to recover? Whatever it was, it had complete control over Chris as he took his wife's hand.

As she dragged Chris toward the sofa, they passed by the kitchen table and she casually grabbed her phone from it with her free hand. If there was any doubt in Chris's mind before about what Ashley was doing, it was now crystal clear.

If Jen was the least bit upset that Ashley had stolen her plaything, she didn't show it. Instead, she too marched over to the sofa, sitting on the other side of it to give the couple the space they needed.

Ashley held Chris's hand like it was a lifeline, squeezing his fingers in hopes that he understood what she was trying to do. When they reached the end of the sofa she spun in his arms and kissed his neck. "I love you so much," she whispered, as she sat her phone on the end table and slid down onto the soft cushion and leaned back.

Chris grinned, taking in the sight of her. Her skin was still damp from the hot tub, her nipples hard and tight. Her pussy was soaked. For Dave? For the performance she was clearly putting on? It didn't matter. As Ashley hooked her heel around his neck and pulled him toward her cunt, all that mattered to Chris was making his wife scream.

He knelt in front of the sofa, his fingertips lightly pressed against her thighs as he took in her sweet scent.

"Don't tease me, baby. Your tongue is my favorite." Was that more of the psychological warfare she'd decided to deploy for Clayton, or did she mean it? He kissed the outside of her folds, his tongue barely brushing against her clit.

"Yessss," she hissed, as Chris covered her pussy with his mouth and sucked her lips into his. He knew exactly how to make her scream, how to get her body to respond to his onslaught. He ran his tongue along her entire length, greedily drinking her juices as his tongue circled her swollen clit. He pushed two fingers into her dripping hole, smiling to himself as she thrashed on the sofa, before introducing a third finger.

"Oh fuck, baby. Mmm God, that feels so good." She sounded like she truly meant it. Like she was lost in the moment and all that mattered was her husband. He wanted to stay between her legs forever, soaking in her sounds.

Then, without warning, she pushed his head away. He looked up at her confused, but her focus was no longer on Chris. It was directed behind him.

"Is all that for me?" she asked.

"Do you think you can handle it?"

Ashley patted Chris on the shoulder, asking him to move out of the way. The sting of being dismissed stung more than he thought it would. He looked up at her before scooting away and saw the faintest smile. She wasn't dismissing him. She was using Dave. Chris had hoped that realization would have been enough to push the sting away, but it wasn't.

It may have made it slightly easier for him to slouch away while another man claimed his wife, but the sting was still there, just duller.

Chris's head snapped to the other end of the sofa, where Jen was biting her lip in anticipation. She crawled seductively across the cushions, her bikini bottom hanging loosely on her leg as she maneuvered herself next to Chris for a better view.

"Are you ready?" she purred, her fingers sliding over the front of his pants briefly and giving him a light squeeze. "Do you enjoy this part as much as I do?"

With Chris out of the way, Dave placed a knee on the edge of the sofa, his cock jutting out and away. He kissed her first, being this close Chris could see with perfect vision how easily Ashley accepted his tongue. How she wrapped hers around his and sucked it into her mouth. The jealousy in Chris's chest threatened to explode to new heights, and was only made worse when Ashley reached out grasping his hard-on and pulled it closer.

"Are you sure you're rea—"

She didn't get a chance to finish her question before Dave lunged forward and buried half his length inside her.

"Ohhhh fuck," she moaned, this time not toward the phone.

Jen slipped down next to Chris, her fingers digging into the back of the sofa, but Chris barely noticed. His attention fully on the fucking his wife was receiving just inches in front of him.

From his vantage point Chris could see everything. The way her pussy stretched around him. The way his dick glistened with her juices. He saw the way her tits bounced as Dave thrust harder into her.

"Yes, Oh fuck, Dave. That feels good. So fucking good." She was coming unglued just inches from Chris, but in that instant he could have been miles away. She clawed at his back, causing him to growl and pick up tempo.

"Cum on my cock. Tell me how good my dick feels," Dave was pushing his entire shaft into her now and it was clearly having an effect on Ashley.

"So good. Your cock feels so fucking good." Ashley was thrashing her head back and forth and Chris could tell she was fast approaching her first orgasm.

Reaching up, Ashley pulled Dave into another wet, sloppy kiss. Her nails dug into neck as her orgasm hit, making her pull her mouth away.

"Fuck, oh fuck, fuck me!" She rode out her first orgasm screaming until her voice gave way to a series of moans. Dave, let out another grunt of satisfaction as her walls gripped his shaft. He drove into her relentlessly, working up a film of sweat.

As her orgasm began to subside, Ashley's legs hung limply off the sofa and Dave's fucking became less relentless. Breathing heavily, he pressed into her, his stomach pushing her further into the sofa. If it were uncomfortable at all, she didn't show it. She let out a soft moan as Dave almost tenderly kissed her neck and ear.

"Mmm you're not done yet, are you?" Ashley said, loud enough for everyone in the room to hear. "Should I get my husband back over here to show you how it's done?"

Chris's ego swelled, as Ashley shot him a wink. "I thought you could use a break," Dave grumbled, not allowing her to bait him. "But, if a real fucking is what you're looking for..."

He pulled free of her, and flipped her over, yanking her hips off the sofa edge. "Let's see if your husband can do this."

With that, he rammed into her from behind.

"Ohhhh fuck," Ashley whined, her neck craned in such a way that her mouth was right next to the phone.

"Is that better? Is that how you like it?" Spit flew from Dave's face as he fucked her for all he was worth, his hand landing on the swell of her ass.

"Ohhh fuck, yes. Yes, just like that. God, you're so fucking thick." Ashley reached between her legs, but not to rub her clit like Chris had expected. Instead, she reached further back, fondling his balls, stroking their combined fluids over the swinging sac as it slapped against her flesh.

"Mmm yes, play with my nuts. Squeeze them like the good little slut you are." Dave threw his head back, squeezing and slapping Ashley's ass much to her delight.

Without realizing it, Chris had once again started stroking himself over his pants. His fingers lightly brushing over his hard length as he fought the urge to lean closer for a better look.

Buzz. The sound broke Chris's concentration and he looked beside him at Jen. She had taken off her bottoms and now sat completely naked and spread eagle. Her bright pink nipples stood at attention as she ran a silver vibrator across her clit.

All modesty was lost at that point, as Chris watched the petite woman bite her lip, slipping the vibrating cylinder past her lips and emitting the sexiest sigh. He quickly slid his pants down his legs, his hand grasping his throbbing cock as he watched Jen tease her clit with her toy.

"Mmm nice," Jen whispered, her gaze fixed on Chris's manhood. "Ashley must be very... fuuuck... happy at home." She increased the speed on the toy, her eyes fluttering shut for a second as she dipped it between her folds. "I just can't help myself once I see him. He's just so... mmm God, so hard on them. I wish someone would fuck me like that." Her words dripped with invitation as her eyes slammed shut again, her hips bucking toward the sky as an orgasm neared.

He considered reaching out to her, replacing the toy with his hand, or better yet his dick. But he had a front row seat to Ashley's best performance of her life and he didn't want to miss a single second of it.

"Nngh fuck," Jen continued to writhe next to Chris, her free hand stroking her clit as she buried the vibrator deep inside her cunt. "She loves it. Mmm, look at her face. She can't get enough."

She wasn't wrong. Ashley's face was warped in a sort of half smile, her forehead crinkled, her tongue sliding back and forth over her bottom lip as she chased her orgasm.

"Yes. Ohhh God. Harder, fuck me harder. Your cock feels so good. So, fucking good."

Chris looked back over at his wife and her lover, squeezing his cock tighter, his pace matching the relentless rhythm Dave had set as he clutched Ashley’s reddened ass cheeks and fucked her with brutal force.

"You like it rough don't you?" He spread her ass, and for a second, Chris thought he was going to push a finger into her tight hole. He almost told him to do it, knowing it would have set Ashley off, but, as dumb as it sounded, he didn't want to interrupt.

"Yes, Oh fuck, just like that. Make me cum again with your thick fucking cock. Unngh fuck, I love it." Ashley was covered in sweat now, her face so close to her phone she was nearly biting it.

Jen reached out, clutching Chris's arm, her own orgasm washing over her. "Ohhh fuck, do it, baby. Fuck, oh God. Cum inside her. Nnngh fuck, breed her."

Chris's cock pulsed in his hand, as he realized Dave had never put on a condom. He was fucking her raw, and he was close to filling her unprotected pussy with his seed. Chris's stomach clenched, his own orgasm suddenly seconds away.

Dave didn't need any more encouragement. He placed his large hand on the base of her neck, pushing her deeper into the sofa. Chris watched her face as he fucked her. Her eyes were closed tight, her face a mixture of pain and intense pleasure. She may have been putting on a show, but more than a small part of her was clearly enjoying it.

Dave's grunts filled the room, drowning out the gentle buzz of Jen's vibrator as her orgasm began to subside. His entire face was red, he was close. Close to cumming inside of Ashley.

"Yesssss do it. Cum for me, baby. Let me feel you cum. Oh fuuuuck."

Dave bellowed something unintelligible as he crashed into Ashley one final time, teeth grinding as he unloaded inside of Chris's wife.

Chris's eyes went wide. It was like being struck by lightning. From this distance he could see every detail. The way Dave's cock expanded, the way Ashley's walls clamped around it. It was like he was having an out of body experience, and Chris couldn't help but explode all over his hand. Ashley was right there with him, writhing and bucking as Dave's seed spilled from around the air-tight grip her cunt had on his cock.

"Ohhh fuck, ohhh yes. So good, so fucking good," Ashley whined, as Dave fucked the last of his seed into her sloppy hole.

After what felt like an eternity, Dave withdrew from her, his dick still semi-engorged and swinging wetly. Ashley slumped onto the throw pillow, completely spent with a satisfied smile on her face.

Dave looked off at Chris acknowledging him for the first time. "Are you one of those guys who enjoy a cream pie?" he asked, with a smirk.

Chris blinked, unable to process what Dave was saying. Before he could form words he caught movement from the corner of his eye. Jen was moving from beside him, the dark curls above her slit glistening with her arousal.

"I hope you don't mind, but I'd love to do the honors," she said softly, her green eyes sparkling.

Ashley's eyes went wide, this was clearly not part of whatever plan she'd thought up. She looked at Chris with an anxiety he hadn't seen since they first started this adventure nearly a year ago. She had never been with another woman. She had never even kissed another woman until early that night. Now, she watched in stunned silence as Jen crawled between her legs and kissed her smooth mound.

"Oh my God!" Ashley's cries split the air. She rocked back and forth as Jen demonstrated that she'd clearly done this before.

"Happy birthday, baby," Dave said, in a weird loving way.

Chris's mouth was still open, his hand still holding his softening cock, too stunned to form words. He was being treated to an unrestricted view of Ashley's first girl-on-girl experience. Any hesitation Ashley had about the moment was now completely gone. She ran her fingers through Jen's dark hair, as her friend licked and sucked Dave's cum from her used pussy.

"Ohhh, oh my God. Please..." Ashley's fingers curled into fists, her hips lifting from the sofa as Jen expertly licked around her clit. Her legs kicked into the air, her toes pointed straight as Chris watched Jen's tongue push into Ashley's leaking hole.

Ashley's eyes fluttered open, another silent scream leaving her lips. She looked at Chris, his cock now hard again, and smiled crooking her finger in his direction. He crawled over to her, brushing her sweat soaked hair from her face and kissing her lips between gasps.

"I want to suck you," she said, her hand still on Jen's head who had added her fingers to the mix. "I want you to...OHHHH FUCK. I want you to cum in my mouth as she... UNNGH FUCK. While she eats me."

Chris barely let her get the words out before he was half standing on the sofa feeding his cock to his wife's waiting mouth. She circled her fingers around his girth and swallowed the tip, teasing him with her tongue. Her moans hummed around his length, making every sensation Ashley felt transfer to him.

"Mmmmmm fuck," Jen's cries cut through the moment and Chris turned to look at the dark haired beauty who was eating his wife. Dave had apparently recovered, and didn't like to be left out. He was standing between Jen's legs, his cock buried to the hilt as she continued to slide her tongue over Ashley's clit.

"Mmmmm Mmmffffph." Ashley's muffled moans grew, her third orgasm of the day coming faster than the other two. She pulled her lips from Chris's cock with a loud pop, the intensity of the orgasm ripping her free.

It was the sight of Jen looking up at Ashley, her chin glistening, that did Chris in. He exploded before he could stop himself, spraying a string across Ashley's cheek before she collected him back into her mouth. After the third rope hit the back of Ashley's throat, Chris slid down next to his wife trying to catch his breath.

Jen kissed up Ashley's stomach, her gaze turning to Chris. "Did you enjoy the show as much as I did?" she asked with a smile, before taking Ashley's nipple into her mouth.

Dave continued his assault on Jen from behind, her moans drowned out by Ashley's nipple. Ashley's breath caught, her throat too dry to cry out, as the other woman swirled her tongue around her swollen bud.

Chris groaned watching the action, Jen's panting filling his ears as she kissed her way back up to Ashley's mouth. He watched in a bit of a daze as they kissed again. This time starting sweet and loving and turning passionate as Dave continued to drill into his wife from behind. With another animalistic growl, Dave tensed up spilling his seed into his wife. Chris saw his seed leak out of Jen onto Ashley's outstretched legs, but she didn't seem to notice, her lips still locked with Jen.

"Mmm that was fun," Jen said breathlessly, ending the kiss as Dave stumbled backward. She studied Ashley's face, smiling as she realized her friend wasn't freaked out and never going to speak to her again. She got to her feet, stumbling slightly and causing Dave to catch her. "Why don't you help me to the shower," she said to her husband. She looked at Chris, understanding passing between the two of them. She was giving him a chance to reconnect with Ashley, to discuss what just happened.

As they neared the top of the staircase, Dave stopped and turned around looking at Chris. "Oh hey, did you find what you were looking for?"

Chris nodded, too stunned to form words. Dave gave a warm smile, like they were the closest of friends. "That's great, man. If you need any help just give me a call. We'd love to have you over again."

"Th... thanks."

The sound of Jen and Dave's footsteps disappearing upstairs seemed to stir Ashley. She grabbed a blanket that had fallen on the floor and pulled it close, her hair still damp against her shoulders. At first, Chris thought she was suddenly feeling shy about her nakedness, but as she reached for her phone and wrapped it in the thick blanket, it all made sense.

"That was..." Chris struggled to find the words, as Ashley pulled him into a tight hug. Her breathing was still uneven, matching his own.

"I love you so much," she whispered, fighting back tears. "I hope you understand all of that was..."

"I know," Chris said, silencing her with a kiss. "I know."

They held each other for several minutes, their breathing syncing with one another.

"What now?" Chris asked, breaking the silence. He studied her face, searching for signs of regret or uncertainty, but found only exhaustion.

"Now, we hope Clayton is the jealous type," she said, with a tired giggle.

"I'm still not sure I understand what you're hoping to accomplish," Chris said, breathing in her scent.

"Honestly? I'm not completely sure either." She paused, her fingers sliding against his chest. "But I'm hoping he gets reckless when he's angry. I was so tired of doing nothing, of feeling helpless... used. Maybe if I can make him lose control, he'll slip up somehow."

Chris felt something tight in his chest finally loosen. "I love you, Ash. No matter what happens next, that never changes."

"I love you too," she whispered, sealing the promise with a gentle kiss.


CHAPTER FOUR


ASHLEY GROANED INTO her coffee mug, her eyes bloodshot as she listened to the birds chirping. Chris sat next to her, his hangover less severe. They'd left their phones inside, away from invisible ears. The back patio wasn't as fun as their time in the shower together, but after last night at Jen's they needed a little bit of calm before Chris left for the airport.

The silence that filled the void was thick with unanswered questions. Ashley's mind kept drifting back to the taste of Jen's lips, the way another woman's hands had felt against her skin. She'd never really had an interest in women before, but she knew how much Clayton wanted her first experience to be with him. Would last night still have happened if she wasn't so angry with him? The memory made her stomach flutter. Excitement? Shame? A confusing blend of both?

Chris watched her over his coffee cup, noting the way she kept touching her lips absently, as if still feeling that first kiss with Jen. He wanted to ask her about it, needed to understand what was happening behind those distant eyes. He knew last night was a performance. For him, for Clayton. He wanted to make sure she was okay, but he wasn't sure she was ready to talk about it.

"You put on quite the performance last night," he said, slurping his coffee to break the silence.

Ashley's laugh was quiet. The word performance was more spot-on than she cared to admit. She tucked one leg beneath her, studying Chris's face. "My performance for you or the performance for our uninvited friend?"

Chris's cock stirred. Of course it did. He had just witnessed Ashley with another woman. That was going to replay in his mind for the rest of the year. But it was more than that. The way Ashley taunted Clayton. He knew it was stupid, dangerous even. But seeing her take charge like that, to throw her sexuality back in his face. God, it was sexy.

"So part of that was for him? I had a feeling, but I wasn't sure."

Ashley's cheeks flushed. He wasn't wrong. The kiss with Jen just sort of happened. She didn't even know Jen saw her like that. But what happened after, once they all got back inside, that was pure theater. She wanted it to drive Clayton insane with jealousy, but of course it wasn't that easy. Every time she tried to get lost in the moment, she thought of him. The softness, the gentleness of her kiss with Jen was so different from the demanding intensity she'd grown accustomed to with men. Even with Dave, she'd found herself closing her eyes and imagining he was Clayton, only to be jarred back to reality by his particular rhythm, his gentler touch. The shame of that realization made her shudder. She didn't want to examine why her mind had replaced Dave with Clayton, didn't want Chris to see that flicker of guilt in her expression.

"I haven't heard from him since we went to Jen's. Maybe he wasn't even listening."

"You don't believe that," Chris said, noticing the way Ashley's shoulders slumped when she said it. He could see the disappointment she was trying to hide. Not disappointment that Clayton might have heard, but disappointment that he hadn't responded. Some part of her had wanted Clayton to react, to be jealous, to fight for her attention. The thought should have made him furious, but instead it filled him with a hollow ache.

"So Jen," he said switching the subject. The pivot felt clumsy, but neither of them seemed ready to dig deeper into the Clayton revelation. He didn't have a lot of time before he had to leave for the airport, and they didn't get a chance to talk last night when they got home. "That was..."

"Hot?" Ashley giggled. "Geez, why are all guys obsessed with girl on girl action?" Chris adjusted himself in his seat, causing her foot to fall and her to roll her eyes.

"I don't know, I just..." He ran his fingers through his hair. "I never thought about you with another woman before."

Her teeth caught her bottom lip as she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her head. The truth was, she hadn't thought about it before either. Not until Clayton put the idea in her head. She fidgeted in her seat as she recalled the promise she made him, wondering how much of last night was really for him.

"Have you ever... I mean, was last night the first time?"

"Are you asking if I had some wild college phase you don't know about?"

Chris felt heat creep up his neck. "Maybe?"

She considered teasing him, to make up some wild fantasy about a drunken night in nursing school. This felt like old times, like it did when they first started this adventure together. Before the FBI, and spy games.

"Sorry to disappoint," she said teasingly. "But no drunken college stories here." She paused for dramatic effect. "Not unless you count that time Emma threw up all over my exam our final year."

They laughed together in a way that felt cathartic for them both, with Chris reaching across the small table and taking her hand.

"So how was it?" he asked, squeezing her hand. "Last night I mean. Would you... would you ever do it again?"

Despite herself, she was still thinking about Clayton, about the request he'd made in the car. Her nipples hardened, despite the warm gust of air that swept over the porch. "Maybe if you weren't flying off with your office wife, you'd get to find out," she said, with a smirk.

Even though he knew she was teasing him, it still felt like a punch to the gut and his face turned red. "She's not my... I mean I'm not." She laughed, slapping his arm playfully as he regained his composure. "You know you don't have anything to worry about, right?"

"I know," she said, bouncing up and sitting in his lap, throwing her arms around his neck. "I just like to watch you squirm."

Her lips brushed against his and for a moment all of their fears and anxiety melted away. Her grip around his neck tightened, his hands disappearing underneath the thin fabric of her shirt.

"You work with Jen tonight?" Chris asked, as they came up for air.

"I do."

"Are you nervous it's going to be weird?"

"A little," she admitted, then grinned. "Or maybe we will sneak away and lez out." She felt Chris's reaction press into her backside. "You're too easy," she laughed.

"Dave didn't find anything in the code," Chris said, after another stretch of silence. He felt Ashley tense in his lap. "But he did mention the possibility of remote access. Some type of key injection that could happen after the code is compiled."

"What does that mean?"

"It means..." he stopped, not wanting to say the next part out loud. "It means, Clayton could still get access to systems, remotely. If that's the case we'd need to log files from the system he's using to connect. Dave gave me a program, it's on a thumb drive in the car."

"And I'm the best shot at getting access to those files."

"That's not what I said. We don't even know for sure if he's doing it, or where he's accessing them from."

Just like that, Ashley was taken back to Clayton's house. She was bent over his desk, Tom watching her from the monitor in front of her. She'd never seen so many screens before, so much high-end equipment. "I know where," she whispered, breaking herself from the scene before her body could have more of a reaction.

"You do?"

She nodded, turning her body to look at him. "His office in his house. It's got to be. When I was..." She ran her fingers across his jaw. "That's it, I know it."

"It doesn't matter," he said, his face hardening. "You don't need to go back there. We can find another way."

"No we can't." She ran her fingers down his chest.

"We can talk about it when I get back from Seattle. I'll think of something."

Ashley's fingers continued down his chest, and into his lap. "Maybe I want to go back. Maybe I miss his big..."

Chris pressed his lips to hers, forcing his tongue into her mouth before she could finish her sentence. He knew she was just playing the game, and trying to get a reaction out of him. It worked.

Before Chris could untangle his own conflicted emotions, Ashley's wrist caught the morning light. The silver face reflected the sun as she glanced at it, her expression shifting to alarm.

"Shit. Chris, what time is your flight?"

He followed her gaze to the watch, his stomach dropping. "I'm going to miss my flight."

The conversation died abruptly as they both stood, the weight of everything unsaid pressing down on them. There would be no resolution this morning, no clear plan, just the terrible uncertainty of Ashley being here alone to deal with everything herself.

"We need to go," she said, already moving toward the door.


Talk radio filled the silence in the BMW as Chris drove himself to the airport with Ashley in the passenger seat. Their phones sat in the middle console, a constant reminder that their conversations could be monitored.

"Traffic's not too bad," Chris said, hating that he'd been reduced to talking about traffic with his own wife. "Should get there with a little bit of time to spare."

"Good." Ashley's response was automatic, her mind elsewhere. She pulled out the flash drive Dave had given them as soon as they got into the car and spun it in her fingers as she considered how to plant it. It would mean going back to Clayton's house, playing nice with him to gain access. Could she really forgive him after everything?

"You going to be okay while I'm gone?" Chris asked, noticing the way her hands were balled into fists.

"I'll be fine." She forced a smile, knowing what he was trying to ask her while trying to keep things normal for any listening ears. "You'll text me when you land?"

"Of course."

Ashley closed her eyes, picturing Clayton's home office again. That was the place she was sure of it. She tried to visualize the room, where the drive would go, but the truth was she didn't get a real good look at her surroundings before. She had been too focused on Tom. On how Clayton...

Her eyes snapped open. She needed to get back in there. The tricky part would be getting Clayton distracted enough. But she had ideas about that too. Ideas that made her stomach twist with anticipation and dread.

They pulled into the hourly parking garage, the concrete structure echoing with the sounds of slamming doors and rolling luggage. Chris found a spot on the third level, close enough to the elevator that they didn't have to walk a mile.

"You don't have to walk me in," Chris said, but Ashley was already getting out of the car.

"I want to." She needed these extra minutes with him, needed to anchor herself to what was real before diving back into Clayton's twisted reality. They hadn't really had a chance to talk about whether she was going to see him while Chris was gone. She knew it would make him anxious, although she wasn't sure if it was the good kind or the bad. But, she didn't have the strength to argue about it with him. She was only just starting to form a plan, and she knew he wouldn't like it.

They walked through the parking garage in companionable silence, Chris pulling his wheeled suitcase behind him while Ashley's heels clicked against the concrete. Each step carried them deeper into their own private anxieties. Chris's mind was already racing ahead to Seattle, to navigating Tom's expectations and comments. Not to mention all of the awkwardness with Katie lately. Ashley had said she wasn't worried, that Chris was being silly. Maybe she was right, but still the thought of spending a couple of nights with Katie away from Ashley made his head spin with possibilities.

Meanwhile, Ashley wrestled with the weight of what she had to do, the careful balance of manipulation and survival she'd need to maintain with Clayton. She knew that despite her best planning Clayton would try to manipulate her, to seduce her. Hell, if she was being honest with herself she knew he would succeed. After all, she needed him to trust her, right? Her body certainly thought so. It hummed with excitement from just the possibility of another encounter.

Inside the terminal, the familiar chaos of travelers surrounded them. Families saying goodbye, business travelers checking phones, the constant announcements echoing overhead. Ashley watched it all with a strange detachment, as if she were already somewhere else entirely.

They joined the security line, moving slowly forward while maintaining the surface conversation that had carried them through the drive.

"You okay?" Chris's hand found hers, squeezing gently. "You seem tense."

"Just tired." She squeezed back, wishing she could tell him everything she was thinking. "Last night was... a lot."

As they approached the security checkpoint, Ashley felt the weight of what lay ahead settling on her shoulders. She pulled Chris to the side, wrapping her arms around his shoulders.

"Whatever happens while you're gone..." she began, then stopped, choosing her words carefully. The security line moved around them, but she felt suspended in this moment with Chris. "Just remember I will always love you, no matter what. I love you."

Chris's expression shifted, confusion flickering across his features. "Ash, it's just a couple days. You don't have to worry about Katie or—"

"I know." She leaned up and kissed him, pouring everything she couldn't say into the contact. When they broke apart, her eyes were bright with unshed tears. "I just... I'm going to miss you like crazy."

"I'm going to miss you too," he said, pressing his forehead to hers. When he looked up he saw Katie making her way from the security line and heading toward the gate.

"There's Katie," he said, nodding toward the security area. "I should catch up."

"Go," she said, with a playful grin. "Who knows maybe by the time you land I'll already be in a broom closet somewhere with Jen."

"You're evil," he said, before stopping and turning back for one final kiss.

"I love you so much."

"I love you too," he whispered against her lips. "It's only a day or two."

Ashley watched him disappear through security, her heart hammering against her ribs. She was on her own now, and although she couldn't place why, she couldn't help but think it was better this way.


The walk back to the car was slow. Ashley's mind was still on her goodbye with Chris, the challenges she was going to face without him. She'd made up her mind, even if Chris hadn't made up his. She was going to make up with Clayton. It was the only way to get the logger in place.

The elevator doors stood open at the end of the row, and that's when she saw him.

Clayton leaned against the metal frame, arms across his chest, like he'd been waiting for her for hours. This wasn't how she'd expected it to go at all. She wanted to go home, finish her shift at the hospital, come up with a real plan. But, she should have known it was a possibility he'd show up here. After all, he was the one who arranged the travel plans for both Chris and Katie. Still, seeing him there, in his dark jeans and fitted black t-shirt that seemed to emphasize how broad his shoulders were, caused Ashley to nearly stumble out of the elevator.

She caught herself quickly, rage quickly pushing any other feelings aside as she thought about all the unwanted attention she'd gotten because of him. She pulled out her phone immediately, pretending to check messages to give him the cold shoulder while she scrolled to find the voice recording app. The red dot appeared just as Clayton pushed off from the wall.

"You've been avoiding me," he said, falling into step beside her as she walked toward her car.

Ashley kept her eyes on her phone screen, thumb moving like she was typing a response. "I've been busy," she said without looking up, continuing her determined march toward the BMW, dropping her phone back into her bag.

"Busy? I'm not the type of person you can just ignore." His voice got deeper, more aggressive, more... desperate.

"You sure about that? Seems to be working out just fine for me." She was almost to her car now, safety just a few more steps away. But Clayton's hand suddenly appeared on her arm, stopping her progress.

"We need to talk," he said, his grip firm but not painful.

Ashley finally looked up, meeting his eyes for the first time. The familiar pull was there. That magnetic draw that had gotten her into this mess in the first place, but this time it was mixed with red hot rage. Adrenaline flooded her system, her hand trembling, even as it made contact with his cheek. The slap echoing through the garage.

For a stunned second, no one spoke. Clayton's cheek burned red, but he made no effort to touch it, to do anything other than glare at Ashley.

"You feel better?" he asked, more annoyed than hurt.

"No. Now get the hell away from me before I scream."

He stood up straight, but made no effort to give her space. "I told you. We need to talk."

"About what exactly?" She turned her entire body to face him fully now. Ensuring he got the full effect of her rage. "About how you had me parading around town wearing that stupid fucking jewelry? About how you made me make a fool of myself?"

For a moment, Clayton's cocky swagger disappeared. Genuine confusion creeping onto his face. "That anklet? That's what this is about?"

"Go to hell," she said, with all the venom of a viper ready to strike. "You think embarrassing me is going to make me want to jump into bed with you? Like you have some claim over my body?"

That smug look was back on his face and he took a step closer, crowding Ashley's space, but she didn't dare back away. This was the best case scenario in his eyes. He was worried she and Chris had been in contact with the FBI, had figured out more than he was ready to explain. If it was just about the anklet, about her embarrassment, he could handle that.

He stepped closer, his gaze darting to her hand to ensure she wasn't going to slap him again. Then, before she could react, his hand was on her hip, pulling her against him. Her body responded instantly, a traitorous flutter of heat despite her rage.

"You're overreacting," he said with a shrug. "I just wanted the world to know what we already know..."

Ashley pushed against his chest, but he didn't budge. "Don't touch me."

"What Chris already knows," he continued, his grip tightening.

"You don't know a fucking thing about me."

His fingers slid across her hip, brushing the swell of her ass.

Her throat constricted, every nerve ending suddenly hypersensitive to his proximity as he continued to push just the right buttons. She willed it away, focusing on her anger. "And what exactly do you think you know?"

"That you're mine, and no one," he pressed his body into hers. His manhood pressing against her thigh making her quiver. "can make you feel the way I make you feel."

"I'm not—" Her breath hitched as he pressed closer, his body heat making her skin tingle despite her fury. She shoved harder. "I'm not yours, or anyone else's." Her hands pushed against his chest.

"My slut. That's what you called yourself, isn't it?" His gaze went to her lips. "Every time you finally stopped worrying. When you could no longer stand the amount of pleasure I was giving you. That's what you would scream. Your..." He pressed into her harder, her back aching against the hood of the car. "My..." He bent down, his teeth, grazing her neck. "slut."

Heat flooded Ashley's cheeks, part shame, mostly unwanted arousal. "That was different. That was in the moment, it was—"

"It was the truth." He kissed her neck, his teeth sinking into her soft flesh causing her to whimper. "And everyone who saw the anklet knew you belong to me."

"The world knows I'm married," she said, her voice shakier than she wanted. She needed to regain control. "They don't need to know about whatever... this is." She reached between them, grasping his manhood with a vice-like grip. "Besides, you think you're the only guy on Earth with a decent dick? I don't need you."

Clayton stepped back wincing. She could see the hurt in his eyes even if he was laughing. "Please, you think that little performance last night proved anything?"

Ashley's ears perked up. Had he just admitted to spying on her? "And what performance is that?"

She saw his jaw clench, a moment of panic wash over his face. "That's not important right now, is it? He grabbed her wrists, pinning them against the cool metal of the hood as he pressed his body into hers. The angle forced her back to arch, and when she tried to regain her balance, her leg inadvertently lifted, giving him the opening to step between her thighs. "What's important is that you're right back where you're supposed to be."

"You're wrong," she said, her words breathier than she'd have liked. "You blew it by turning me into a walking billboard." The heat of his breath felt like fire on her cheek. He was getting angry, good, she could use that.

"No, I just made you admit to yourself that this isn't about Chris anymore." He pushed his hips forward, making a moan slip from her lips before she could catch it.

"I'm still mad at you," Ashley said, though her voice lacked conviction as his hands found her waist. The warmth of his palms burned through the thin fabric of her shirt, sending unwanted shivers down her spine.

"For what? For telling the world that you're mine? That this is all you need?" Clayton's fingers traced along her ribs, and she felt her resolve wavering despite herself. His touch awakened muscle memory she thought she'd forgotten. Her skin came alive under his touch after just a few simple strokes. Maybe he was right, maybe this was exactly what she needed.

Ashley's thoughts scattered like startled birds, her skin flushing with unwanted warmth that made her furious with herself. A thousand sin filled memories filled her head, rendering her speechless.

She needed to stay focused. She needed him to say more, to give her something concrete for the recording still running in her purse. Another soft sound escaped her lips before she could stop it, betraying the war between her mind and body.

"Mmmm..." The moan slipped out before she could catch it. "You're such an asshole."

"Guilty as charged." He thrust into her again, making her bite her lip. Maybe this was a good thing, maybe she didn't have to be angry with him anymore to get what she needed.

"I... I missed this more than I should have," she finally admitted, hating how true the words felt even as she spoke them strategically. His hands were on her bare skin now, burning her with the force of a thousand suns as she tried to convince herself she didn't want them to slide further up her body. Tires squealed in the distance and she was briefly reminded where she was. Her body molded into his, seeking contact while her mind screamed in protest.

Suddenly, Clayton's manhood was pulsing against her sex, filling her with memories of past encounters. This was exactly what he wanted, to prove that she couldn't resist him. Maybe he was right, but that didn't mean she couldn't use it to her advantage, to find a way to use that arrogance against him. She hooked her legs around his, drawing him closer. Luckily, she was wearing jeans and they added just enough barrier to stop her from giving in completely.

Clayton's confidence surged at her confession. His touch became more possessive, more demanding. His lips found her neck, and she was hopeless to not push into it. "I knew you couldn't stay away. You need this as much as I do."

"I... Fuck, Clayton, I wish you were there last night," Ashley breathed, her internal struggle intensifying. She leaned into his touch, despite her better judgement. "To hear the things I was saying... The things I was doing. I wanted it to be you." She reached between them without thinking, her mind on autopilot, grasping his manhood. He was hard, ready. It felt giant against her hand, and she ran her tongue across her teeth as she stroked him through his pants.

Clayton's eyes darkened with victory. He knew this was all that she needed, to be reminded about how good they felt together. "Like when you told him you'd never seen one so thick before? That was a lie, wasn't it?"

The words slipped out before he could stop them, his hands already pulling down the cup of her bra. She felt him pause the moment he said it, concrete proof that he'd been listening in all captured in her voice recorder.

Got you, she thought with a surge of triumph that mixed dangerously with the heat coursing through her veins. She turned her head, capturing his lips with hers, pushing her tongue into his mouth with a hunger that couldn't be faked. She told herself it was so he didn't have time to process the mistake he made.

"Ahh," she moaned. She ran her hands through the back of his hair as Clayton bit down on her neck, his fingers circling her fully erect nipples. Clayton ground against her, and despite every instinct screaming at her to push him away, she melted into his touch. Each movement he made seemed designed to remind her muscle memory of what they'd shared. She could feel the slick growing between her legs as her hips sought contact even as her mind recoiled at his confession. All of it working against her sending her body into overdrive.

The headlights of a passing car whipped Ashley out of her trance, and before she could get completely lost in Clayton's masterful manipulation, she unhooked her legs and pushed up slightly on his chest. "We... we can't." She struggled to catch her breath. "Not here."

Clayton looked down at her, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "Fine, my car is right around the corner. I'll—"

"No," Ashley said quickly, her pulse spiking. Getting him to admit he'd been listening was only the beginning. She still needed access to his computer. "I'll follow you back to your place." She gave a teasing smirk before he could object. "I don't trust myself to be able to wait if I don't drive separate and I don't want to get arrested for public indecency."

She turned and walked to the door of her car before he even answered. She knew his ego would be too inflated to say no. He may have been right about her being his slut. She'd come to terms with that, accepted it in a way that maybe she shouldn't have. Chris had always been drawn to that part of their dynamic, always seemed to be most turned on when she completely surrendered.

But, one thing Clayton didn't seem to consider was that he was a whore too. A whore for his own ego and she'd figured out how to use it against him. For the first time since she'd given into Clayton she finally felt like she had the upper hand. He may be the one leading her back to his bed, but she was the one who knew how the game was going to end.

She pulled her phone out of her purse as soon as she shut the door of the BMW, turning off the recording app. She had a missed call from Chris, followed by a text. About to board. Just wanted to hear your voice one more time before we took off.

She went to call him back and then paused. He would try to talk her out of what she was about to do. She didn't want the distraction. She needed to stay focused. He'd be hurt, but in the end she knew he would understand. The game had changed, and this time, she intended to win.


Chris fumbled with his boarding pass as they approached the gate, his phone pressed to his ear. After several rings he was sent to voicemail. Ashley never ignored his calls. Especially not when he was about to board a flight. The hairs on the back of his neck stood up, but he did his best to try to ignore the anxiety building in his chest.

"Still no answer?" Katie appeared beside him, the top two buttons of her blouse undone. Chris couldn't help but notice the way men stared at her as her heels clicked across the tile floor. The same look Ashley got whenever they went out. Was that why she wasn't answering? Did someone see her leaving the airport alone, and offer to buy her a drink? Maybe one drink led to three and now she was...

"She's probably just busy," Chris said, shoving his phone into his pocket and the ridiculous thought out of his head. They had enough to worry about with the trip and the FBI. There was no reason to send himself spiraling down another dark corner of his mind, even if it did send blood pumping to his mid-section.

"First class, huh?" Katie grinned as they handed over their boarding passes. "I could get used to this. Remind me to thank Clayton for the upgrade." The way she winked when she said it made Chris lose his breath. He could picture exactly how she would be thanking him, and as much as he tried he couldn't help but picture Katie's long legs wrapped around his powerful frame.

"Everything alright there, boss?" Katie smirked, her gaze on the growing bulge in the front of his slacks.

Chris turned ten different shades of red, causing Katie to bark out a laugh. "Relax, she was hot," Katie said, looking over her shoulder at the attendant who scanned their boarding pass. "Nothing wrong with looking. It will be our secret."

Chris managed a weak smile, thankful that she didn't know the real reason for his arousal. It was going to be a long couple of days.

"God, these seats are huge," Katie said, settling into the one next to the window as Chris helped her put her bag in the overhead bin. "A girl could get used to this."

"You think that's impressive, wait until you see the drinks they serve." Chris checked his phone again. Still nothing from Ashley.

Katie noticed his distraction, a pang of sadness overtaking her. "You already trying to get me drunk?" She nudged him playfully with her elbow, hoping to lighten the mood.

"What? No. I... Sorry, I didn't..."

"Hey relax. I was just kidding." She touched his arm, giving it a reassuring squeeze. "What has you so stressed out anyway?"

"Just..." He let out a breath, checking his phone again. "Sorry, just the audit and... home stuff."

His phone buzzed and he practically lunged for it, hoping to see Ashley's name. Instead, Clayton's contact filled the screen.

Audit team arrived this morning. Process should conclude by 5 PM tomorrow. Make sure things go well in Seattle. I'll take care of things here.

Chris stared at the message, wondering what exactly he planned on taking care of. He shook his head. He knew now with absolute certainty the audit was all for show. They wouldn't find anything.

"Trouble in paradise?" Katie asked, trying to keep her tone light. "That must have been the tenth time I've seen you check your phone since we got on the plane. Anything you want to talk about?"

Chris felt heat creep up his neck. How could he explain the knot of anxiety in his gut, the feeling that something was about to go very wrong? "Not at all," he said, before quickly adding. "Just got an update that the audit's wrapping up tomorrow. So we should have data to go along with our talking points."

Katie nodded knowingly. "Thank God. I can't wait until that thing is behind us." She leaned back in her seat, studying him. "You know, if you're that nervous about the audit, you can hang back. I can handle Seattle solo. I've got the presentation memorized, and honestly?" She lowered her voice and leaned in. "Something tells me Tom will like me a little better than you anyway."

Chris's gaze went to her exposed chest, just for a second. He was so caught up in his own stuff he hadn't even considered that Katie had never met Tom before, she had no idea the type of man he was. Given how much she liked to flirt, that had all the ingredients to put her in a very bad position she wasn't ready for.

"I appreciate that, but I can't bail on you. Besides, I've got to evaluate you, right? Make sure you're ready for that promotion we discussed."

Katie's eyes went wide. "Right," she said relieved. "I wasn't sure that was still on the table. After... well, you know. I thought maybe I blew it."

"We're good, Katie. Really."

"Thank God," she said, relief flooding her face. "Because Ashley sounds incredible, and honestly? I'm dying to meet her when we get back. You talk about her so much, I feel like I know her already, but I'd love to finally put a face to the name."

"That's a great idea. You two would really like each other," Chris said, finally feeling like the whole awkward mess was truly put to bed. Before the conversation could continue, his phone buzzed again, and hope flared in his chest. Ashley's name lit up the screen, and relief flooded his system.

Sorry I missed your call, I was walking to the car and didn't hear it ring. Don't worry about me. Remember what I told you, no matter what happens I will always love you.

The message should have been reassuring. Instead, it filled him with a deeper sense of dread. No matter what happens? What did that mean?

"Good news?" Katie asked, but her teasing tone faltered when she saw his expression.

"Yeah, just... Ashley texting me back." He forced the phone back into his pocket. "Now, let's get those drinks."

For a moment, the knot in Chris's chest loosened. Maybe he was overthinking everything. Ashley was fine, Katie was being supportive without overstepping, and he needed to focus on getting through the next couple of days.

The flight attendants continued to usher passengers to their seats. It looked like it was going to be a full flight. Chris was just starting to relax when a familiar figure walked down the aisle, scanning seat numbers.

Agent Holbrook paused at row six, directly across the aisle. Their eyes met for a brief moment, Holbrook's expression hidden behind a pair of Ray-Bans. He settled into his seat, his gaze petrified Chris.

Chris's blood turned to ice. The FBI was following him to Seattle. Which meant they either didn't trust him, or something was about to go very, very wrong.


Ashley's leg shook with nervous energy as Clayton's neighborhood came into view. She'd taken the flash drive from her purse on the ride over, twirling it in her hand so that it was a constant reminder of what she was doing. It was the only thing that mattered when she got there. It was her ace in the hole. Their freedom depended on it. Everything else that happened today would just be a means to an end.

So, why did her pulse quicken at the thought of seeing him? She hated that her body had already started responding, warmth pooling low in her belly despite everything he'd put her through. The airport had proven what she'd been trying to deny, her physical reaction to Clayton was beyond her control now. Some Pavlovian response he'd conditioned into her over months of manipulation.

So why fight it?

Her phone buzzed with his text: I'm getting impatient.

Ashley stared at the message, jaw clenched. He was so certain of his power over her, so smug in his assumption that she'd come crawling back. Well, let him think that. Let him believe his own mythology while she got what she actually needed.

The truth was uglier than she wanted to admit: this could work for both of them. He'd get his ego... and other things, stroked. She'd get the evidence that could save Chris from federal prison. A transaction, nothing more.

Her skin still burned from where he touched it just minutes earlier, an anticipation building that made her curse under her breath. Why couldn't she just feel nothing? Why did her traitorous body have to complicate everything?

She blamed herself. She had gotten too close, too comfortable with him. But she blamed Chris too. He was the one that kept pushing, kept telling her to let herself go and stop overthinking things. She could still feel the weight of that moment before it all changed. She was wrapped in nothing but her coat, giving Chris one final chance to stop everything. "Or we can call the whole thing off and you can untie my coat right now." Instead of reaching for those ties, instead of choosing her over his fantasy and saving them both, he'd looked her in the eyes and sent her out the door to another man.

Once she did, it was only a matter of time before her body became addicted. Not to the physical, although there was certainly something there worthy of addiction, but to the feeling. To the simplicity of not worrying about anything other than great sex. To allowing herself to be debased in ways that would destroy a marriage if spoken between spouses. The words Clayton could growl in her ear would poison their marriage coming from Chris's lips, no matter how much they both might crave hearing them. A loving husband couldn't call his wife those things without losing pieces of her respect, without chipping away at the foundation they'd built together. But with Clayton, those same words became everything. Slut... Whore... Mine. Those words hit her system like a drug, each one intensifying a craving she didn't know existed. The rough treatment, the verbal degradation, the complete surrender carried none of the weight of forever. She was like one of Pavlov's dogs, salivating at the sound of the bell.

But dogs could still bite.

Clayton thought he'd broken her down, molded her into his perfect plaything. He had no idea she was about to turn his own methods against him. Let him think she was weak, desperate for something only he had.

Meanwhile, she'd take what she really came for. She could do this. She could give him what he expected while taking what she needed.

Even if part of her hated how much she was going to enjoy it.


Ashley sat in her car outside Clayton's house, engine ticking as it cooled in the evening air. One hand gripped the steering wheel, knuckles white with tension as she stared at the familiar front door. The other hand held the flash drive. The logger that would hopefully get them out of this mess, and the rationalization she used to convince herself it was okay to be back here.

This will work, she told herself, the same mantra she'd been repeating since the parking garage. This has to work.

But even as the rational thoughts cycled through her mind, she couldn't ignore the way her pulse had quickened the moment she'd pulled into the driveway. The way her body hummed with anticipation that had nothing to do with espionage and everything to do with what had almost happened at the airport.

Ashley grabbed her purse, tucking the drive into it, then stepped out of the BMW, knowing exactly what was going to happen next. The only question that remained was if her marriage could survive it.

The front door opened before she could knock.

"I thought maybe you got lost," Clayton said, leaning against the doorframe with the smugness of a king. Ashley ignored her quickening pulse despite his infuriating confidence.

"Nope, just making sure I thought you still deserved a visit," she said, walking past him hoping he didn't see the way her body shook.

"Don't act like you can stay away," Clayton said, grabbing her as she walked by and pulled her perfect ass against his hip. "I bet you're already fucking soaked." His hand snaked around her waist, popping the button of her jeans.

A gasp left Ashley's throat, an unwanted shiver running down her spine.

"How about you offer a lady a drink first." She pried herself away from him determined to stay the course for as long as possible. She was glad she'd opted to go to the airport in flats today, having to balance her escape while wearing heels would have been too much. She could feel Clayton's eyes on her as she quickly made her way to the kitchen, wanting to keep as much distance between them as possible.

Ashley stayed on the far side of the island as Clayton grabbed two wine glasses, pouring what looked like the most expensive bottle of wine she'd ever seen. When he handed it to her, their fingers brushed, and Ashley hated how that simple contact sent electricity shooting up her arm.

"To memorable homecomings," Clayton said, raising his glass.

"Is that what you think this is?" she asked, coldly.

She hated the way he smirked, the way she noticed how his body shifted giving her the perfect angle at his growing arousal.

"I think," he started. "That you're not actually mad. I think you're maybe a little embarrassed, and unsure how to act."

She took a sip of the wine. It was good, delicious really. But, she couldn't focus on that right now. Clayton was closing the distance between them and she knew what he expected. What her body expected.

"I'd say more than a little. Do you have any idea the type of shit I had to deal with?"

He studied her, sipping his drink slowly. "You're not the type of person who cares about appearances."

"That isn't the point."

He set his glass down on the island, moving slowly across the tile floor to where Ashley was standing. "Do you remember what happened the last time you were here? How... liberated you felt?"

Her mouth parted slightly. How could she forget? It was the night she'd completely submitted. Broke every rule her and Chris ever made. She could feel the heat building between her legs, trying desperately to think of anything other than the rough, primal way Clayton took her.

"I..." He was close enough now she could smell him. His stupid cologne only heightening her arousal and making it harder to think straight.

"It was the first time you admitted to yourself what you were." His hands found her arms, his touch suddenly tender in a way she didn't expect.

Goosebumps exploded across her skin, more memories of that night flooding her mind. The line between what was real and what was fantasy was too blurry for her to grasp. The tenderness in his touch was almost worse than his normal aggression. It was like he knew her better than she knew herself.

"Are you implying I'm not that girl anymore?" She did her best to make it sound like a playful challenge, but inside her mind was spinning out of control. The office. She needed to get him into the office.

He grabbed her chin between his thumb and pointer, making her look into his dark, beautiful, eyes. "I'm not implying anything. I think you just needed to be reminded."

Suddenly his lips were on hers, or maybe her lips found his? It happened so fast she couldn't be sure. But one thing was certain, it was her strangled moan filling the air as her tongue danced against his. Her free hand fisted in the fabric of his shirt as days of suppressed desire crashed over her like a wave.

She broke the kiss, before she lost herself in it completely, a strand of spit still connecting them. "That night..." she began, letting her voice trail off as if lost in the memory. "In your office. When Tom was watching." She looked up at him through her lashes, affecting the same vulnerability she'd felt then. "I've never felt anything like that before."

Clayton's grip on her arms tightened, his pupils dilating. "I knew you liked an audience."

"I liked..." Ashley paused, genuine confusion coloring her voice because it wasn't entirely an act. She had liked it, in ways that still confused and frightened her. "I liked feeling like I had that kind of power. Having two men look at me like that. Lose themselves over me... it was..."

"That was only the beginning," He kissed along her jawline, each one hungrier than the last. "You just need to learn to embrace it."

Ashley let herself lean into his kisses slightly, his words breaking down her resistance. "Could we... could we do it again?" She felt his fingertips pressing into the small of her back. "I can't stop thinking about that night. How it felt with you... with Tom watching."

Clayton stepped back, examining Ashley. He didn't want to get Tom involved, he didn't deserve to be treated to another show, not after the disrespect he'd shown. But, maybe a repeat performance would prove to him once and for all Clayton had things well in hand.

"My office it is," he murmured, his hand sliding higher onto her back. "Let's... make up properly."

As he guided her toward the hallway, Ashley's fingers found the flash drive in her purse, and she clutched it like it was a lifeline. This day hadn't gone the way she'd planned at all, but maybe, just maybe, if she could hold on to enough of herself to do what she set out for, then the line she was about to cross could be forgiven.


The second Ashley stepped into Clayton's home office, she knew she was in the right place. A wave of familiarity crashed over her as she saw the monitors on the wall, the same monitors where she watched Tom stroke himself to her. Her eyes darted around the room trying to take in every inch of it, to determine exactly where she needed to position herself. She spotted Clayton's desk in the far corner. Her body warming up as she replayed herself being bent over that desk, sucking Clayton's fingers as he took her from behind.

Focus, she commanded herself, as she moved slowly in the direction of the desk. The bag on her shoulder felt like it was weighed down with bricks. She hoped Chris would understand. This was their best chance of getting out of the mess they were in.

"You look lost in thought," Clayton said, his voice closer than she'd expected. "Remembering all the fun we had in here last time?" His chest pressed against her back before she could turn around. His lips found her collarbone immediately, and before she realized it, Ashley was leaning into it as his hands slid around her waist.

"Clayton, wait—" Her protest died as his fingers slipped beneath her shirt, burning her flesh as they slipped over her ribs. She could feel the warmth intensifying between her legs, her body overly eager to get started.

"Wait for what?" His breath was hot against her ear as his hand traveled higher, thumb brushing the underside of her breast through her bra. "This is what you wanted, wasn't it? To be back here. For me to fuck you in front of Tom."

"Ahhh," Ashley's knees buckled, her bag nearly falling from her arm and blowing everything. "I... I just... Your desk. That's where we were last time." It was a last ditch effort, but she wasn't sure what else to do. She didn't see a computer anywhere. It had to be there. She had to be right about this.

"You really did get off on that, didn't you?" His other hand was already inside her jeans, her heat radiating. "Who knew you were such the exhibitionist?"

Ashley's cheeks burned because he wasn't wrong. Her body was already on fire, her nipples hardening as his fingers teased along the lace edge of her bra.

"Maybe it's not just the being watched," she whispered, her voice laced with desire as she inched toward the desk. "Maybe it's about who I'm with when I'm being watched."

Clayton's laugh was dark, possessive. "Finally admitting Chris can't give you what I can? I want you exactly like you were last time."

Before she could defend her husband, he was bending her forward over the smooth surface, her palms pressed flat against the cool wood. The position sent memories flooding back, the humiliation, the pleasure, the way Tom's eyes had consumed her through the screen. The way she loved every second of it

"You were exactly like this," Clayton murmured, his hand sliding up her spine and unhooking her bra as he reached for his phone with the other. "I'm sure Tom will appreciate that."

Panic flared in Ashley's chest. Too fast. This was happening too fast, and she hadn't even located the computer yet. She spun in his arms before he could make the call, pressing her palms against his chest.

"Wait," she said breathlessly. "Maybe we don't need to immediately involve Tom." She lifted her shirt over her head, tossing it to the side. "If I remember correctly, we were in the middle of something before he called last time." She gave him a seductive look, and caught the way his breathing picked up, the way his tongue dampened his lips as she slid her bra off her shoulders and let it fall. "Besides, I haven't shown you how much I've missed you."

"What did you have in mind?" He asked, his cockiness written all over his face, as he sat his phone onto the desk.

"You set up the call," she continued, sinking gracefully to her knees between his legs and the desk. "I'll just..." Her fingers found his belt, while her other hand discreetly reached into her purse.

Relief flooded her system as she felt the heat of the computer tucked into the back corner under the desk. From this angle, kneeling between Clayton's legs, she had an awkward view of the tower's back panel. Her purse hit the ground as she fished out the thumb drive, the small device burning against her palm.

Ashley's fingers worked slowly at Clayton's belt, deliberately fumbling with the leather while her free hand reached behind the computer tower. She could barely make out two USB ports in the shadows. Reaching them would require stretching further back without Clayton noticing. She needed him completely distracted.

"You're taking forever," Clayton growled, his hand tangling in her hair with increasing impatience. "Did you forget what to do?"

"Maybe I felt like making you beg for once," she murmured with a teasing smile, finally freeing his belt and moving to the button of his pants. She inched her body further away, her hand sweating from gripping the drive so tight. "Building anticipation."

"We both know you're the only one who begs." He was right, and soon she planned to do plenty of begging.

Ashley freed him from his boxers, wrapping her fingers around his length. "Mmm is this what you wanted, big boy?". She unconsciously licked her lips, her fingers unable to completely close around the monster in front of her. He was harder than she remembered, she could feel the blood pulsing to it, the hunger it carried. For a second she almost forgot all about his computer, and got lost in the sensation of the huge piece of meat in her hand.

"Actually, I had something else in mind." He reached down, both hands suddenly fisting in her hair with bruising force. He pulled her forward, forcing her mouth around his shaft.

A strangled moan left her lips, choking as he filled her throat without warning. Her eyes watered, tears spilling down her cheeks as she struggled for air around his thickness. Her free hand pressed against his thigh, seeking leverage, while her body trembled from the sudden shift from playful to brutal. Electricity shot through her core, despite the harshness, or perhaps because of it.

The drive, she reminded herself desperately, her left hand stretching behind her as Clayton held her in place. Her fingertips brushed the edge of the tower, the USB port just out of reach.

"That's better," he panted, loosening his grip slightly to let her breathe. "Now stop teasing and show me what you really came here for."

"Mmm yes, sir," she purred, using the moment of reprieve to shift her position while stroking him. Her hand twisted and pulled at his shaft, her nails tickling his sac. "God, I can't get over how fucking big you are."

She heard him sigh, his hands gripping the edge of the desk while her tongue circled his head. "I think I know exactly how to make you happy." She leaned back, the thumb drive pressing into her skin, she gripped it so tight.

"What's that?"

She tightened her hand on his shaft, causing him to sigh. Then, stretching herself just a little further she was able to reach the port and...

Fuck, it was upside down.

"Well?" Clayton asked, impatiently, as her hand shook and the drive fell to the floor.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

Panicked, Ashley raced through her options. Trying to retrieve it would take too much time, she needed to distract him. Perhaps too quickly, she leaned forward, wrapping the soft flesh of her chest around his cock.

"This always seemed to make you happy," she whispered, her heart threatening to beat out of her chest.

She heard him moan, a sense of pride coursing through her, as she felt herself relax. She pressed her chest tighter around him, allowing spit and precum to coat her chest, once again taking him into her mouth.

"Jesus," Clayton groaned, his grip tightening on the desk edge. "You're good at that."

Ashley released his cock from her lips with a 'pop', her voice teasing as her hand released her chest, reaching behind her on the floor once more. "What can I say. I've had a great teacher." Her right hand stroked him, faster this time as he pumped his hips into her fist. With him mostly distracted she leaned further back, grabbing the fallen drive and flipping it in her hand. Holding her breath, she slipped it into the port, relief flooding her system.

"Now, isn't it time you fucked me?" Her voice was dripping with seduction as she crawled out from under the table, her words just loud enough to distract from the chime of the computer alerting them that a new device had been discovered.

"Now you're asking the right questions," Clayton sneered, pulling Ashley into a passionate kiss as she climbed up. "But first, a quick phone call." He spun her around, her gaze trained to the monitor in front of her as Clayton dialed Tom's number.

"What now?" Tom's angry voice filled the air, before his picture appeared. Clayton considered hanging up on him, that prick didn't deserve to get to see Ashley like this. But, his pride won out. He wanted to prove to Tom, to his father, that he had things completely under control.

"I thought you might be interested in who came to visit today," Clayton said, tapping a few buttons on his phone before Tom's face appeared on the screen.

"Well well, I see you couldn't stay away." Ashley watched Tom as a smile grew on his face. His look was different than Clayton's. It had the same hunger, but there was something cold about it. She felt Clayton press into her from behind, pulling on her jeans as he kissed her back.

"She couldn't resist," he said admiring the way her hips shimmied as he lowered her pants. "Said she's been thinking about that night ever since."

Her pants fell to the floor and she stepped out of them. She was completely naked now, except for the tiny pair of light pink panties she wore. Had she realized this was going to be where she ended up, she would have picked something sexier.

"Is that true?" Tom asked, as he walked into what Ashley assumed was a bedroom. She heard the soft creak of a door, followed by the jarring movement of the phone. "And what exactly have you been thinking about?"

Clayton took a step backward, giving Ashley the sense that she was alone in this. She closed her eyes, trying to calm her nerves, praying that the logger was doing whatever it was supposed to do.

"I..." She looked down, blushing. "I want both of you again."

"Look at me when you speak to me," Tom demanded, causing Ashley's head to snap forward. At the same time Clayton's fingers circled her clit making it impossible for her to focus.

“I want you both,” she whispered, her words tumbling out of her. “I want you to watch... to play with yourself while Clayton—”

His fingers slipped from her clit and plunged inside her, making her cry out. It was happening too fast. Too intense. She’d meant to sound seductive, to play the part Tom wanted. Feed him the fantasy. But the words came out strangled, her body aching with need.

Maybe it wasn’t Tom she was lying to.

She swallowed hard, her nipples aching, drawn so tight they throbbed. Her head telling her not to deliver the next line even as she opened her mouth.

“—while Clayton fucks me,” she whispered, and her body pulsed with excitement.

Tom's smile grew, but his eyes stayed dark, calculated. "I don't play with anything." He moved the camera away from his face. His cock coming into the picture. The slight curve to it once again making butterflies flutter in her stomach. "I think what you meant to say is you want to watch me stroke my dick, while Clayton fucks you. Isn't that right?"

Ashley bit her lip. It almost felt like she was drooling. "Yes."

"Yes what?" Tom demanded, his large hand wrapping around the base of his shaft. There must have been at least another 4 inches sticking out past his hand. "Yes, sir. I... I want to watch you stroke your dick while Clayton fucks me."

"Good girl," Tom said, almost sweetly. "I think that's a reasonable request. Don't you Clayton?"

"I do," he whispered. He was suddenly right behind her again, his hand on her throat as he pulled her to his frame. "But before I start, let's make sure Tom gets a proper look at you. After all, you love to show off, don't you?"

Ashley felt herself being dragged backward, the pressure on her neck not enough to choke her but just enough to make her want to follow his lead. Her pulse raced, as she was put on display for Tom.

"Are those tits as great as they look?" Tom had repositioned himself on the monitor, his hand wrapping around his girth and stroking himself slowly.

"Even better," Clayton answered, bringing his hand up Ashley's body and pulling on her nipple.

"Ooohhh," Ashley cried out, her knees nearly gave out at Tom’s groan of approval. The way his cock throbbed at Clayton’s words only made her hotter, more desperate.

"You weren’t kidding about her being eager," Tom laughed. "Her panties look like she just hiked through a damn rainforest."

Heat flared in Ashley’s cheeks as she looked down. Her underwear was nearly see-through now, the soaked fabric clinging to her waist like a second skin. Every inch of her sex was exposed, parted, aching.

Clayton slid his hand down her stomach, fingers dragging slowly over the soaked fabric. “She gets like this when she knows someone’s watching,” he said, his voice low, teasing. "She loves an audience"

"Is that so?" Tom's hand stopped on screen, and Ashley had to stop herself from asking why, from begging him to keep going.

"Does that mean she's ready to meet some of our... friends?"

"Wha... what do you mean?" Ashley's body tensed, as she tried to piece together what Tom had said. She tried to think of Chris, of how he would react. But that wasn't a scenario where she could picture him being okay with that. He wasn't even going to be okay with this, but she at least thought she could get him to understand.

"In time," Clayton said, feeling the way her body stiffened. He shot Tom a stern look, he was ruining this, like he always did. "Right now, just focus on this." His fingers pressed hard against the soaked outline of her folds. Tom's eyes went wide as he watched the fabric push past her walls making Ashley bite her lip.

On screen, the stroking resumed. “Goddamn,” he muttered. “She’s fucking dripping. Pull those panties aside. Let me see what kind of mess she’s making.”

The words sent another jolt of forbidden heat to her core. Ashley could feel her wetness sliding down her leg. Could they see it too? Could they see exactly how big of a slut she was? She didn’t deserve to pretend anymore. Clayton had been right all along. She was his slut. She could have left the second the drive was installed. Said she wasn’t feeling well. Blamed work. But she didn’t. She stayed. And worse... she wanted this. She wanted more.

Clayton's fingers found the edge of her panties, and she didn't stop him. Didn't even give it any real consideration. Her hips shifted, granting him better access.

Clayton hated taking orders, especially from Tom. But he didn't mind humoring the man when their interests aligned, and right now they certainly did. He curled two fingers into Ashley's waistband and dragged the soaked fabric down her leg. Ashley inhaled sharply, her breath catching in her throat as the cool air hit her exposed sex. It was even worse than she thought. Her arousal stretched in glistening strands between her thighs, glossy and obscene. She was raw. Needy. Fully on display.

Tom groaned again, louder this time, and Ashley’s stomach flipped. Shame washed over her in a wave. She knew exactly what he was seeing. Her bare slit, glistening and twitching. The way she squirmed, the flush across her chest. But even as she burned with embarrassment, her hips rocked backward on instinct in search of Clayton's touch.

Clayton ran two fingers between her folds, slow and deliberate, letting Tom see everything. Ashley whimpered, her knees buckling again as her slickness coated his hand. “Let's show Tom exactly how excited you are.”

Air rushed from her lungs as Clayton spread her lips, letting Tom see not only how wet she was, but how her clit pulsed with excitement. Her face grew a deeper shade of red, equal parts embarrassment and arousal. Why did this turn her on so much? Why didn't she stop him? Why couldn't she think of anything except how badly she wanted Clayton to fill her right now.

Tom leaned forward on the monitor, his breathing audible now. “Jesus Christ. Look at that little cunt glisten. It’s like she’s begging to be fucked.” He let out a grunt and started stroking faster. “Bet she’d cream the second a cock touched her clit.”

"Oh fuck," Ashley whispered, the thought sending an electric current through her body.

"You want this don't you?" Tom asked, his hand moving faster on the screen. Ashley licked her lips, as a bead of precum slipped out of the tip and Tom circled it around the angry purple head. "You want this in your mouth, in your pussy."

"Yes," Ashley's words were almost silent. Her body rocking back and forth wanting desperately for Clayton to take her. For the shame to wash away completely, replaced by an unbridled lust. She couldn’t look away from the screen. Couldn’t stop imagining what it would feel like to be fucked in front of them. To be shared. Used.

"Yes what?" Tom demanded.

"Yes, sir." Her words were automatic. Her pussy quivering as she spoke the words.

Tom laughed, loud and mean. “I knew she'd be perfect, the second I saw the picture on Chris's phone. Even then she looked like a dirty little housewife, dying to be bred like a bitch in heat."

"Ahhh," Ashley fell forward, grabbing the desk for support. She was trying to make sense of what Tom was saying. What picture did Chris show him, and why? But she couldn't think straight. Her body was on fire, the shame like a drug magnifying her arousal ten-fold.

"You keep teasing her like that and she’s gonna soak the fucking floor.” Tom leaned back again, hand pumping with rough strokes now. “You want to be fucked, right? Let's hear you beg for it first."

Ashley tried to speak, but her throat felt too tight. Her lips parted, breath catching as Clayton’s fingers circled her clit again. Tom was right, and she hated herself for it. She was making a mess. She couldn't remember the last time she was so turned on.

Clayton continued to torment her, his touch light and maddening. She whimpered, giving into Tom's demands. "Please, baby. Please fuck me. I've missed it so much."

Clayton grinned, one hand gripping her waist as he guided his cock between her slick folds, sliding slowly against her entrance.

"Ooohhh," she cried, trying to push her hips back and impale herself on his cock, but Clayton held her at bay. The heat of him against her entrance made her buck desperately, her gasps getting louder. Every time his tip grazed her opening, her body tensed, only for him to pull back again.

“Please,” Ashley moaned, reaching back and grabbing his hip, trying to pull him closer. “I need it. I need you inside me.”

Clayton leaned forward, he didn't care about hearing her beg. Right now, he just wanted to be inside her, to feel her body mold to him. He kissed her neck, covering her back with his chest as he slowly pushed forward, filling her with his thickness.

"Ahhhh," she moaned, a blissful smile forming on her lips, her nails dragging lightly across his strong thighs. When she felt him bottom out inside her, she turned her head, her mouth seeking his as he pulled him into a deep, sloppy kiss.

"You missed this didn't you? Missed the way I feel inside you?"

"Yesss. Oh, I missed it so much." Their lips hung on one another, their breathing shallow as Clayton stayed buried inside her.

“No one else can make you feel this way,” he said. He pulled back slowly, letting her feel every inch slide from her body.

Ashley rolled her hips to follow him, unwilling to let go. “No one,” she whispered. “That feels so good, baby.”

Tom cleared his throat, breaking the moment between Clayton and Ashley. Her eyes fluttered open, remembering Tom on screen. "Don't forget about me, sweetheart."

Ashley's mouth fell open, her gaze on the angry cock on screen. "Fuuuck."

Clayton grabbed her chin, turning her face back to him before crushing his mouth to hers. He drove into her again, his rhythm faster now, short, hungry thrusts shaking the desk beneath them.

“Ohhh fuck,” she moaned. “You feel so good. So fucking good.”

Tom’s hand paused mid-stroke, frustration creeping into his voice. “Maybe you need a bigger audience. Would that get you off even more?”

Clayton’s jaw tightened. Sweat dripped from his brow onto Ashley’s back, but he didn’t stop. “Don’t listen to him,” he growled. “I can feel how much you missed this. How much your body missed me.”

Ashley nodded helplessly, fingers curling into fists. “Ahhh… don’t stop. I’m so close.”

He had no plan to stop. His pounding came harder, deeper. Each tilt of his hips to remind her who she belonged to. Molten pressure began to build inside her and her world seemed to narrow to the perfect motion of his hips.

"I missed this pussy," he grunted, feeling it coil tighter around him. "It was made for me."

Ashley could only moan and nod, arching her body back into him. "God, Clayton. I'm gonna cum."

"Do it. Cum for me. Let me feel how much you missed me." Clayton gritted his teeth, loving every minute of Ashley's pussy tightening around his cock. He pushed himself hard into her, trying to stroke her orgasm and keep it going. He felt her entire body begin to quake and held himself inside her, pushing forward with all his weight. He felt the blood gather in his cock and flexed it, enjoying the power of his own cock.

"Fuck, you really are something when you cum." Tom's voice cut through the intimate moment, drawing Ashley's eyes open.

For a second she had forgotten Tom was even there. Her head was still spinning, her skin damp with sweat, her body still hyper aware of the way Clayton was stretching her.

“God, you feel so good,” she murmured, not even sure if she was speaking aloud. “So fucking good…”

Tom leaned closer, trying to catch her attention through the screen. “He’s not the only one watching, you know. You like that, don’t you?”

"Relax Tom, we hear you," Clayton said, annoyed. "Just enjoy the show."

"Oh I don't think I'm the only one who should be enjoying such a great performance."

"Ffffuck," Ashley whined, as Clayton pushed back into her after her orgasm subsided.

"In fact while the two of you were so lost in each other I took the liberty to make another quick call."

"Who owns this pussy, baby?" Clayton asked, swatting her ass and making her yelp. He'd decided the best course of action was just to ignore Tom.

"Ohhhh shit. Oh baby, you..."

"Yeah, tell Chris who owns that pussy," Tom chuckled, holding his phone up to the screen to reveal that he had called Chris at some point.

"Oh, God," Ashley screamed, not in pleasure, but panic, as she saw Chris's number appear on screen. She reached back putting a hand on Clayton's chest to stop him.

Clayton didn’t move. He stared at the screen, his jaw twitching. He would have killed Tom if they were in the same room together. The man had no tact, he didn't understand limits at all. He had to think fast, he felt Ashley squirm, trying to free herself from his grasp. "Relax," he whispered leaning down and kissing her ear. "Let him hear how good this feels."

He reached between her legs, finding her clit. "Let him hear what his wife sounds like when she's being properly fucked."

"Ahhh," Something loud clattered to the floor, but she was too lost to look. “Clayton—”

She knew this was different than the car, but she allowed her body to relax as Clayton continued to fuck her. She didn't want this feeling to end. His thrusts were getting more erratic as he pummeled into her. His cock rubbed against her G-spot and was stimulating other nerves that she'd never felt. She knew her next orgasm would be even bigger than the last.

He caught her wrist and pinned it to the desk. “You think he’ll be mad? I think he’ll fucking love it. You think this is the first time he’s listened to you moan for me?” His hips flexed, driving back inside her inch by inch. “I bet he’ll instantly be hard.”

“But...” Ashley whimpered, shaking her head, but she didn't want to to stop him. Her walls clamped down around him, greedy despite her shame.

"Let him hear you. Let him hear how much you love my cock." Clayton's pace was brutal. Each thrust shook the desk threatening to bring the entire thing crashing down.

"Mhmmmm. Fuck. Right there. Fuck Clayton, please. Please, don't stop. Fuck me. UUUGNNH FUCK," Her ass slammed back meeting his thrusts. She was being too loud. Way too loud. Way too enthusiastic. Chris would be hurt. He wouldn't understand. She needed to stay quiet, but she could feel another orgasm set beneath the surface, ready to breach and set her body on fire.

Tom’s laughter crackled through the speakers. “That’s right, sweetheart. Let me see what a slut you are. Tell him how much you love watching my cock. Tell him how wet it makes you.”

"Ahhh," She took her lip between her teeth but it did nothing to calm her body. "I'm sorry, baby. I... His cock..."

"Fucking tell him!" Tom demanded, his cock twitching in front of the camera.

Clayton’s teeth clenched. “Shut the fuck up, Tom.” But he didn’t stop. He never stopped. He drove harder now, pounding her against the desk like he wanted to fuck the voice out of her throat.

He growled into her ear, loud enough for Tom and Chris to hear. “I’m close. You want it, don’t you? You want me to cum deep inside you while your husband listens.”

"Yesss. Ohhh fuck. I want it."

Tom grunted, still not satisfied with the amount of attention he was getting. "Go ahead and tell your husband what you told me." His voice was labored, the precum coating his hand and shaft making lewd slurping noises as he pumped his cock. "Tell him how you said you want my dick inside you."

Ashley’s nails scraped across the wood. Her thighs trembled violently as Clayton pulled almost all the way out, teasing her with the empty ache, then slid forward again, just enough to make her cry out. Her eyes fluttered shut, her cheek falling back onto the cool wood of the desk.

“Tell him,” Tom panted. “Tell your husband you want my cock too.”

Ashley shook her head slowly, lips parted. “I... I oohh fuck…”

But Clayton didn’t let up. His rhythm was relentless now, his own orgasm fast approaching. “You can’t help it, can you?” he whispered, tongue flicking along the curve of her ear. “You want us both watching you. Filling you.”

Ashley choked on a sob, her voice breaking into something guttural and primal. “Nnnnnghh, yes, fuck, yes!” she cried, her voice shivering on the edge of delirium. Her body moved on instinct, grinding back against him like she needed to fuse them together.

Sex had never been this way with Chris. So primal. Uncaring. Even with Dave last night… there’d been some level of holding back. Clayton wasn’t going soft on her. He was owning her. And… Ashley couldn’t deny it. She was loving it.

Clayton felt it rising like fire in his core, his cock pulsing with every thrust, growing impossibly harder as her walls gripped him tighter, like her body didn’t want to let him go. He swelled inside her, the base of his shaft dragging against her soaked folds as he drove deep, desperate now. His jaw clenched, he was going to explode. Any second now.

He gripped her hair, yanking her head up so she couldn’t hide, so everyone could hear what was said next.

“Whose pussy is this?” he snarled, panting into her ear. “Tell them! Who fucking owns this pussy?”

Ashley’s hands fisted the desk. Her mouth opened in a soundless moan. She tried to hold back. Everything inside her didn’t want to say it. It was wrong in so many ways. But the pressure was too intense. Every nerve ending buzzing, before the dam finally burst, spilling everything she was trying to hold back.

“C-Clayton—”

“Say it. Tell him!”

His thrusts were frantic and deep and so hard. So. Fucking. Hard.

She shattered.

“AHHH—FUCK! OHHH—OHHHH GOD!” The words ripped from her throat as her orgasm slammed into her, violent and unstoppable. Her back arched. Her thighs shook. Her body went rigid, then spasmed wildly beneath him, every muscle betraying her need.

“It’s yours!” she sobbed. Her pussy spasmed violently around his cock, as if it were crying along with her. “It’s yours, Clayton! This pussy is yours!”

That was all it took. Clayton let go, roaring against her skin as he drove in one last time, buried deep, and erupted. Heat flooded her, endless and thick, like he was emptying every ounce of himself into her trembling body. "OHHH FUCK," Clayton roared, slapping her ass. "Tell him what I'm doing."

"He's... Ohhh. Ohhh fuck. He's cumming inside me, Chris. Oh God, there's so much cum."

Everything went white next. Her entire being now just one big nerve ending. She couldn’t think, couldn't breathe. Her walls clamped down hard, milking him, keeping him locked inside as wave after wave pulsed through her. Her cries dissolved into raw, broken sounds she couldn’t even recognize. Her nails scraped the wood. Her mind blanked. Her body hummed, like she'd touched the edge of nirvana.

They both stilled, breath heaving. Ashley closed her eyes, pushing her body back into Clayton, still feeling the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of her life. She smiled as he nuzzled into her neck kissing her with a satisfied tenderness. Then, Tom's smug voice shattered the moment.
“Fuck, that was hot. I can't wait until I get to experience it firsthand." On screen, his flaccid cock slapped wetly against his thigh as he grinned. "I’ll be in town next week, by the way. We can pick up where we left off... in person.”

Ashley’s eyes snapped open.

“No,” she whispered, reality returning like a bucket of cold water. “Oh God. I—”

Clayton didn’t wait. He reached forward and ended the call with the push of a button, silencing Tom for good.

“Fucking asshole,” he muttered, pulling out of her and stepping back.

Ashley lay on the desk, the cool wood soothing her burning skin, thankful she didn't need to listen to Tom's taunts anymore. She knew she’d end up fucking Clayton when she came. She even expected Tom to be in on it. Afterall, that’s how she’d gained access to the office. But the phone call to Chris was unexpected. Of course she was going to tell him that she went to see Clayton, but it would have at least been on her terms.

Clayton scooped her into his arms, her hands instinctively wrapping around his neck. For a fleeting moment, it felt like being carried across a threshold, like a husband lifting his bride. The thought made her core twitched, still sore and wet from his cum. Or maybe it wasn’t like that at all. Maybe it was more like a fireman rescuing a body from the flames. But Ashley wasn’t being saved. She’d already been consumed. Every bridge burned. Every boundary reduced to ash.

As he carried her from the room, she cast one final glance at the computer hidden beneath the desk, praying her efforts hadn’t been in vain.


CHAPTER FIVE


THE WHEELS TOUCHED down on the tarmac in Seattle, just as Chris was powering on his phone. As the plane taxied to the gate, his phone buzzed with new notifications.

"God, I hate flying," she said as the seat belt sign disappeared. She unbuckled, standing to stretch and grab her bag from the overhead. "My ears are still popping."

Chris glanced at his phone. He had a missed call from Tom. That seemed weird since Tom knew they would be in the air. Tom was supposed to pick them up from the airport and head back to the office to go over tomorrow's presentation. Maybe he was calling to cancel; that would be a welcome surprise.

"Everything okay?" Katie asked, noticing the confused look on his face.

"Yeah, just..." Chris held up his phone. "Tom called while we were flying. Probably wondering where we are or something."

He pressed play on the voicemail, holding the phone to his ear as passengers began to shuffle toward the exit.

What he heard took his breath away.

"Who owns this pussy, baby?" Clayton's voice was immediately recognizable, even above Tom's labored breathing. It was like his breath sat right on the mic. Regardless, the grunts and moans in the background were also unmistakable... Clayton was fucking Ashley.

"Ohhhh shit. Oh baby, you..."

Chris shuffled in his chair, frantically looking around to ensure no one else could hear the message. He chewed on the corner of his lip, his cock already beginning to thicken.

"Yeah, tell Chris who owns that pussy," Tom chuckled. Chris closed his eyes, trying to keep his emotions in check.

Chris ended the call, throwing his phone into the back of the seat in front of him. Despite his obvious arousal, his vision was blurred as he fought back tears of anger. He hadn't even made it halfway through the voicemail.

"Is... everything alright?"

This was deliberate. Tom knew he would get it the second his plane landed, and he would be angry, but why?

"Fine," he said curtly. "Everything's fine. Let's just get off the plane." He jerked his seat belt off and got to his feet. His legs felt like lead. He didn't understand why Ashley would go to see him without talking to Chris first. She knew it would upset him. Did she even care about his feelings anymore?

Chris shouldered into the aisle with everyone else, eyes pinned to the EXIT sign as if it could drain the heat from his chest. At the jet bridge he checked his phone again, hoping the voicemail had changed in the last thirty seconds. It hadn’t. It kept looping as he and Katie moved toward baggage claim, Ashley’s face writhing behind his eyes.

When they emerged at baggage claim, the rage inside Chris had only grown. Tom was leaning on a pillar near the entrance, his smile widening as Chris approached, fists balled.

He wondered what kind of trouble he'd be in if he walked over and punched Tom square in the jaw. Fired, sure. Airport security would have tackled him before his fist connected. He pictured grabbing Tom by the back of the neck, bouncing his skull off the steel column until that smug smile slid off his face forever. He'd be arrested for assault, maybe worse, because it was federal property. Locked up while the FBI's case became a slam-dunk. Ashley would find solace in Clayton's arms... would she even visit him in jail?

Was that his game? Did Tom send him that voicemail specifically so Chris would lose control and get himself arrested? Remove himself from the equation so they could...

The thought gutted him. His hands trembled as he forced them steady, crushed the violent fantasy, and kept walking. When he reached Tom, he extended his hand and manufactured a smile. He wouldn't give the bastard the satisfaction of seeing him break.

"Tom," Chris managed, holding his gaze. "Hope we didn't keep you waiting."

"Not at all," Tom said, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "I found ways to keep myself occupied."

Chris's jaw clenched as he released Tom's hand. The bastard was taunting him openly, daring him to react.

"Mr. Ashford?" Katie stepped forward, extending her hand while tucking her hair behind her ear. "Katie Morrison. It's a pleasure to meet you."

Tom's attention shifted, his demeanor transforming as he took the beautiful woman's hand in his. "Please, call me Tom. The pleasure is entirely mine." His gaze swept over her. "Chris has been hiding you from us. Though I suppose I understand the impulse to keep beautiful things close."

Katie gave a playful giggle. She was used to this song and dance. Ever since her training with Clayton she'd learned how to handle men like Tom Ashford. She'd show a little leg, laugh at his jokes, and make him feel like the only man in the world. All while ensuring his company continued to buy their product, spend more money. Men were such suckers for a pretty woman with nice legs.

"We should grab our bags," Chris interjected, suddenly feeling overly protective of Katie. What if Tom's plan wasn't to get rid of Chris so he could get to Ashley? What if it was so he could have Katie all to himself? He couldn't let that happen.

"Of course." Tom's hand ghosted across Katie's back as he guided them toward baggage claim. "I spoke to Clayton just before your arrival." Heat filled Chris's neck as he thought about what that meant. Was Ashley still there? Was she... "He said the audit is already underway and has assured me there's nothing to worry about." He looked back at Chris, giving him a wink. "I thought maybe we could head back to my office for a few hours to prepare for the board meeting tomorrow. If it would be helpful, I can set up a video call with Clayton. See what type of demands he wants to make."

"No," Chris said, a little too loudly, causing several people in the area to look his way. "No, we don't need to bother Clayton. I'm sure the three of us can manage."

Katie glanced between the two of them, picking up on the undercurrent of tension. It was no wonder they were talking about moving the client over to her. The two of them didn't seem to get along at all.

Chris's breathing grew shallow as they approached the carousel, his fists opening and closing at his sides. Tom was baiting him, he had to be. The bastard wouldn't actually video call Clayton with Ashley there. Would he? Katie would lose her mind if she saw... but then again, maybe she wouldn't be surprised at all. She'd been with Clayton too.

"Got them," Katie said, standing in front of Chris with both of their bags.

"Not much of a gentleman, Chris," Tom chastised as he took the bags from Katie. "The car is this way."

Chris exhaled slowly, forcing his shoulders to relax. He was losing control, and Tom was feeding off it like a parasite. He needed to get it together.


The black SUV they piled into felt smaller than Chris remembered. When Tom had picked him up all those months ago, the vehicle had seemed spacious, luxurious. Now, sliding into the back seat beside Katie while Tom settled in on her other side, the interior felt cramped, suffocating. Maybe it was the way Tom positioned himself, closer to Katie than necessary, his arm casually draped along the seat behind her shoulders.

"So," Chris began, twisting in his seat to face them, desperate to maintain some semblance of control. "We should probably go over the key points for tomorrow's presentation. We expect the audit to be completed by then, although we won't have the official write-up. But we should be able to share concrete metrics, code snippets, and—"

"Absolutely," Tom agreed, before turning his attention to Katie. "Though I find the most successful presentations come from understanding the audience first. It's all about reading the room, knowing what people really want."

Katie nodded, letting her gaze linger on Tom. "Definitely. You have to adapt to what motivates each individual."

Chris watched their easy rapport develop, but his phone felt like a burning coal in his palm. The voicemail. There was more to it, he'd barely made it halfway through before his control had snapped. What else had happened? What other humiliations were waiting for him in those remaining seconds of audio? And why did the thought of hearing the rest make his cock stir, even as he imagined shoving Tom out the door?

Ashley's muffled cries echoed in his memory, fragmentary and tormenting. Tom's laughter. Clayton's voice. The wet sounds of—

"Isn't that right, Chris?"

Tom's voice cut through his spiral like a blade. Chris blinked, realizing he'd been staring at his phone for God knew how long. Both Tom and Katie were looking at him expectantly, waiting for a response to a question he hadn't heard.

"I'm sorry, what?" Heat crept up his neck as embarrassment flooded through him.

Tom's smile was indulgent, patient in the way adults were with distracted children. "We were discussing the importance of being present in the moment. I was just telling Katie how vital it is to stay focused on what's happening right in front of you." His fingers brushed Katie's arm as he spoke, and Chris gritted his teeth. "Rather than getting lost in... other concerns."

Katie laughed softly. Chris knew her well enough to know it was fake, but it still made his blood boil. "Tom was saying how some people get so caught up in their phones, in their personal dramas, that they miss what's actually important."

The jab landed perfectly, wrapped in shared amusement that excluded Chris entirely. He was the distracted husband, the unreliable partner, the man who couldn't focus on what mattered. Tom and Katie exchanged a look, a private joke that didn't go unnoticed.

Chris opened his mouth to respond, to defend himself or redirect the conversation, but then Larken Industries loomed into view through the windshield. The building rose twenty-three stories. It wasn't the tallest in Seattle's skyline, but undeniably impressive.

"There she is," Tom announced with pride. "Impressive, isn't it?"

Katie pressed closer to the window, leaning across Tom as she craned her neck to take in the full scope of the structure. "Oh my God, it's incredible! I had no idea it was so massive. How many floors do you occupy?"

Chris's breath caught. Ashley's voice was suddenly overlaying Katie's. "Oh God, Clayton, it's so massive." The memory of her submission, the awe in her voice as she'd discovered what Clayton had to offer, crashed over him in a wave of arousal. He shifted away from the other two, hoping they wouldn't see the strain in his pants. His hands clenched in his lap as the parallel burned through his consciousness.

"The top five," Tom said, his smile growing. "But if things go... as planned. Then we will expand into Europe and easily occupy another three." He leaned into her, brushing her hair away from her ear. "And I'll have the privilege of overseeing the entire operation. Building something that spans continents... it requires vision."

"That must be an amazing feeling," Katie said. "You must have so much power."

Chris watched the exchange, trying to decide whether Katie's awe was genuine or an act. She was good at this. He'd never really seen her in action, but he knew enough about her tactics to know she could make clients feel like the most important people in the world.

The SUV pulled up to the front entrance of Larken Industries, and Tom was out of his seat immediately. He extended his hand to help Katie down from the high vehicle, his grip lingering as she found her footing on the sidewalk.

"What a gentleman," Katie said with a warm smile, smoothing down her skirt. "Thanks, Tom."

"My pleasure entirely," Tom replied, scanning her body one final time. "I believe in treating exceptional people exceptionally well."

Chris climbed out on his own, watching the exchange with growing unease. Tom's hand remained on Katie's elbow as he guided her toward the entrance, leaving Chris to trail behind like an afterthought.


Chris stood in the back of the elevator as it ascended, watching Tom inch closer to Katie, the way he'd whisper something in her ear and she'd giggle. He reminded himself that she was smart, she could handle guys like Tom. But just in case, he needed to get out of his own head. He needed to protect her.

"Here we are," Tom announced as the doors opened and they were looking across a sea of open offices and expensive looking furniture. "I figured we could use the executive conference room. Give you the full experience."

Chris rolled his eyes, but it was hard not to be impressed with the view that every office seemed to have. Just stepping off the elevator he could see Elliot Bay and the Olympic Mountains. When Chris had come in the past, they stayed on the lower floors; he hadn't seen any of this.

"Have a seat wherever you're comfortable," Tom said, like he was the world's greatest host as they entered the conference room. "Can I get either of you coffee? Something stronger?"

"Water's fine," Katie said, settling into a chair that overlooked the panoramic view outside. She caught the way Tom eyed her and made a bit of a show about crossing her legs.

"Coffee. Black," Chris replied in an attempt to break whatever was happening between the two. When Tom turned toward the coffee maker, Chris glanced at his phone. Still nothing from Ashley. The unfinished voicemail sat on his screen, taunting him. He stuffed the phone into his pants pocket.

Tom turned on one of the wall monitors while pouring a fresh cup of coffee. "So, let's talk about tomorrow's presentation." He walked back toward the table. "The board will want to hear about the audit results, obviously, even if they are just preliminary. But they are going to want a refresher on the tech side of it too. I assume you're as thorough as you are…" He let his eyes roam over Katie's body. "Charming."

Katie straightened, a flush of embarrassment coloring her cheeks. "I like to think I'm as thorough as needed for whatever the occasion."

"I like you," Tom said with a laugh that sounded like nails on a chalkboard to Chris. He was in his own personal hell.

"We expect the preliminary audit by nine a.m. Of course, we don't expect anything to be found in the report, so—"

"I think you mean there's nothing that could be discovered, right?" Tom held his gaze. The two men daring the other to say the silent part out loud.

Chris wasn't going to be baited, though. Whether Tom was just trying to get his kicks or walk him into a trap, he refused to fall for it. "Of course."

"Excellent. The board will want specifics. Things like code coverage percentages, penetration testing results." Tom pulled up a document on the screen. "I've outlined the key questions they're likely to ask. Katie, would you mind reviewing the technical specifications section?"

As Katie leaned forward to read, Tom positioned himself behind her chair, his eyes dripping down to her unbuttoned blouse.

"This section here," Tom murmured, leaning down so his voice was near her ear, "they'll want to understand the encryption protocols in detail."

"Not a problem," Katie assured, doing little to keep Tom from staring.

Chris cleared his throat. "I'm going to step outside for a second. Make a phone call."

The hallway stretched in both directions, empty except for the low hum of air conditioning and distant office sounds. Chris walked until he found an alcove near the elevators, far enough from the conference room that his voice wouldn't carry.

He pulled up Ashley's name, about to press call, but paused. He wasn't sure if he was ready to have that conversation yet, not with the way Tom was already acting. His heart raced as he clicked over to his voicemail screen. The unfinished message stared back at him. He already felt the blood rushing to his groin as he pressed play and held the phone to his ear.

Wet slapping noises filled the air along with Ashley's moans. She was mumbling something, but Chris couldn't make it out, the sound of Tom's labored breathing in the speaker drowning out what was being said.

"Yesss. Ohhh fuck. I want it." Ashley's cries seemed to come from nowhere, and Chris groaned in anticipation, reaching down and adjusting himself.

"Go ahead, tell your husband what you told me," Tom hissed into the speaker. "Tell him how you want my dick inside you."

A flash of light filled Chris's vision, his anger and arousal clashing and dulling his other senses. Ashley would never say that, would she?

"I... I... ohhhh fuck," she moaned, as Chris closed his eyes and pictured Clayton laying into her. His body pressed tight against hers, her legs on his shoulders, nearly folding herself in half. There were more whispers, Tom's incessant breathing growing louder. The man sounded like he was running a marathon. "Nnnnnghh, yes, fuck, yes!"

Ashley's voice made his knees buckle. Did she just agree to fucking Tom? His cock pulsed, needing release. He looked down the hallway, searching for a bathroom. To cum, to vomit, he wasn't sure.

"Whose pussy is this?" Clayton roared, as the voicemail continued. "Tell them! Who fucking owns this pussy!"

Chris pressed pause, afraid of what Ashley's answer would be, even though he could guess exactly what it was. He couldn't listen to the rest of it. Not here. He was already on the verge, and he needed to get back inside and keep an eye on Tom.

He took a deep breath, trying to push the anger, the hurt, the arousal aside so he could focus. A few steps toward the conference room, he stopped, catching his reflection in the glossy reception desk. He looked broken, defeated. Which made sense, given everything he had been carrying.

But Tom expected him to come back shattered. He knew exactly what Chris would do in the hallway. He had planned for it, wanted him off balance. Chris pressed his palms against the cool wall, forcing his breathing to slow. The bastard was playing chess while Chris stumbled, barely playing checkers.

Ashley had gone to see Clayton without telling him. That stung, but it wasn't the betrayal that made his hands shake. Clayton fucking his wife wasn't the problem. It was the arrangement they'd built together, as messed up as it was.

No, what gutted him was Tom's involvement. The voicemail wasn't so Chris would feel included, or even to show Clayton's dominance. It was about humiliation, about reminding Chris that he didn't have any control. Tom had twisted the most intimate thing they'd ever shared against Chris, and worse, Ashley had let him.

He couldn't walk back in there looking like a broken husband. Katie was already looking at Tom like he was some kind of superhuman, while Chris chased his own tail. He straightened his tie, tried to smooth the worst of the wrinkles from his shirt. He just needed to keep it together long enough to get back to the hotel and talk to Ashley.

If Tom wanted to play games, Chris had learned a few of his own in the last few months.

When Chris reentered the conference room, he still had the look of someone who was on the verge of a meltdown. Tom was huddled close to Katie, whispering something to her when he saw Chris enter. A smile appeared on his face before he masked it with false concern. "Are you okay? If you need to take the rest of the day, I'm sure Katie and I can handle things from here."

Of course Tom wanted him gone. Leave Katie alone with the bastard while Chris nursed his wounds somewhere safe. The thought made him see things a little clearer, gave his anger a target.

"Actually, I was thinking..." Tom turned to look at Chris and grinned. The look caused Chris's voice to crack. Suddenly, all he could see was Ashley twisting in pleasure as Tom watched on. His hands began to fidget.

"About?"

"It's just... I mean. The um... board."

"Chris, if you have some personal matters to attend to I'm sure Katie and I can—"

"No, I'm... I'm fine." He took a deep breath. The condescension in Tom's voice was like a knife, cutting into Chris's psyche, trying to sideline him. He couldn't let that happen. "I was just thinking about the board."

"Oh? What about them?"

"It just seems odd that you're jumping through all these hoops for tomorrow when tomorrow should be a formality." He leaned back casually, starting to find his footing. "If you have such a strong rapport with them, why does this feel so... tense?"

Katie leaned away from Tom, raising an eyebrow at Chris as if to ask what he was doing.

"No one is jumping through hoops," Tom snapped, his smile faltering. "I just like to be prepared."

"This is more than prepared, Tom. You're going over every little detail. Grilling poor Katie here about the intricacies of computer networking." His hands had stopped shaking. He could do this. He could outwit Tom.

"No one is grilling—"

"Hey, I'm just trying to figure out what we are walking into tomorrow," Chris said, throwing up his hands in mock surrender. "Are we being thrown to the wolves, or have you actually done your job and laid the groundwork for a successful meeting?"

Katie's eyes lit up with excitement. She had never seen Chris be this direct before, this forward. She watched Tom from the corner of her eye as he took a few steps backward, clearly staggered.

"Of course they do," Chris agreed easily. "But thoroughness and desperation are different things. Katie deserves to know what kind of room she's presenting to tomorrow. Don't you think?"

Tom was giving Chris a look of pure death. He wasn't used to being embarrassed, especially not in front of a beautiful woman. But he'd been around the block a few times; he wasn't going to lay down without a fight. "There are no... unusual circumstances."

"Good to know." Chris stood with a satisfied smile, gathering his materials. "Then tomorrow should go exactly as planned. Simple, straightforward, professional." He met Tom's eyes directly. "No surprises." He stood up, motioning for Katie to do the same. "Which means we can call it an early day and prepare in our rooms."

Katie looked back to Tom, unsure of what she was supposed to do. When Chris made his way toward the door and Tom said nothing to stop him, she quickly followed suit.

"What the hell was that?" she asked before the elevator doors closed.

"I think the professional term for this is growing some balls," he said, feeling like a weight had been lifted off his chest as Katie giggled.


"Whose pussy is this?" Clayton's taunts filled the hotel room as Chris pressed play, already kicking off his pants.

The minor victory against Tom only fueling his need to finish the voicemail. He'd been rock-hard the entire drive over, adjusting and readjusting so that Katie didn't notice.

"Tell them! Who owns this fucking pussy?" Chris rushed into the bathroom, grabbing a hand towel before making his way to the bed. Ashley's moans were turning into full blown screams of pleasure. Each one making Chris's cock pulse with need. His hand wrapped around it, pre-cum already oozing from the tip.

“C-Clayton—” Chris closed his eyes, his hand moving on its own, as the wet sounds of their skin slapping together consumed him.

“Say it. Tell him!” Chris held his breath, there was no doubt she was going to say it. And yet, Chris held his breath, caught between wanting to hear her surrender and desperately hoping—God, please—that she'd call his name instead. The rational part of his mind knew what was coming, but some primal piece of him still believed she might choose him in that crucial second.

“AHHH—FUCK! OHHH—OHHHH GOD!” Chris chewed on his lip, his hand working frantically. He could see her, her hips lifting off the bed, her tongue gliding over her teeth as she hooked her heels around his ass pulling him deeper. Chris's breath grew short, behind his closed lids he saw the way Ashley's pussy quivered as it stretched around Clayton's impressive girth.

“It’s yours!” Her voice grew higher, needier. “It’s yours, Clayton! This pussy is yours!”

BOOM that was all it took. Chris came with a violent shudder, his seed coating his hand as his wife's betrayal echoed in his ears. But Clayton wasn't done, he had to make sure he twisted the knife. "Tell him what I'm doing," he taunted, and Chris could picture the sinister look in his eyes.

"He's... Ohhh. Ohhh fuck. He's cumming inside me, Chris. Oh God, there's so much cum."

He gasped, his cock continuing to twitch long after he was done as Ashley painted the image perfectly in his mind. For thirty seconds, endorphins flooded his system, and he was there with them. His wife, holding his gaze as she melted under another man's touch, keeping the moment about them and no one else. Giving him exactly what he needed ever since—

Then Tom's smug voice brought him crashing back to reality. "Fuck, that was hot."

He stared at his cum-slicked fingers, disgust rising in his throat like bile. What the fuck was wrong with him? He'd just masturbated to his wife agreeing to fuck saying another man owned her pussy.

He collapsed onto the bed, letting the fatigue wash over his body and quickly fell asleep.

When he awoke sometime later, he didn't feel any better about his actions. He rolled over, staring at the clock on the nightstand. 6:30pm, he'd been asleep for over an hour. He picked up his phone, holding his breath. Ashley should be on the way to work now. He needed to talk to her, to hear her say this was all part of the plan and they were okay.

The phone rang once, twice. Chris's palms grew sweaty as he waited. What if she didn't answer? He needed to hear Ashley's voice, needed the reassurance that they were still okay despite everything that had happened today.

"H... Hey baby," Ashley's voice came through, breathless. Relief flooded through him instantly.

"Thank God you answered. I was starting to worry—"

"Ohhh, mmm w... wait just a... ffffuck."

Chris's stomach dropped, images of what was happening already appearing behind his eyes. "Ashley? Where are you?"

"I'm... Oh God. Fuck not so hard. I'm gonna.... NNNGGGH."

Chris shot up in his bed, his erection already forming, despite having just cum an hour ago. "You... you need to leave, Ash. You need to get to work."

"I'm... uh. I'm so close. So fucking close. Don't stop, Clayton. Don't you dare fucking stop."

"Ashley! God damnit. Stop! I need you to—"

The line went dead.

Chris stared at the phone, blinking back tears. The walls seemed to close in around him. Everything seemed to be going wrong. The FBI had followed him to Seattle. Tom was doing his best to try to undermine him, and now Ashley... He buried his face in his hands.

His marriage was falling apart. His wife was with another man, had probably been fucking him all day while Chris tried to play some corporate game with Tom. He'd pushed Ashley too hard. He knew that there was something there with Clayton, but every time she tried to slow things down he just pushed harder. He'd done this to himself. Did she love Clayton? Did she want to be with him instead of Chris?

A sharp knock at the door interrupted his spiral, making him jump.

Chris scrambled to clean himself, shoving the phone into his pocket and wiping his eyes. He caught a glimpse of himself in the hotel mirror, his face flushed, his eyes desperate. The hum of the AC seemed to get louder, and he could swear it sounded like Ashley's cries of passion.

"Chris? It's Katie."

He took a deep breath, trying to control his breathing. He smoothed out the sheets, still warm to the touch from where he slept. Then, grabbed his pants, frantically pulling them over his hips.

Before she had time to knock again, he glanced over his shoulder one last time to ensure nothing was out of place, before opening the door to see Katie standing there holding a bottle of Patron.

"Thought maybe you could use this," she said with a grin. She had changed since the meeting with Tom. Now she was in a pair of loose-fitting shorts and a sweater that hung off one shoulder. "And you could tell me what really happened back there."

Panic clawed up Chris's throat. Had she heard something? The walls were thin, did she hear Ashley's moans? Hear the way he pleaded for her to stop? He forced his features into what he hoped passed for normalcy while his mind scrambled for explanations he prayed he wouldn't need. While he was trying to process all of this, his gaze was fixed on Katie's exposed shoulder, but by the time he'd realized he was staring, she was already smirking.

"I, um... of course. Come on in." He stepped aside, allowing the scent of her perfume to wash over him as she sat with her back against the foot of his bed.

"I gotta say, boss. I've never seen that side of you before." She pulled the top from the tequila then pressed it to her lips. "Ugh, that's strong," she laughed, passing the bottle to Chris who was seated next to her. "It was kinda hot to see though." She gave him a playful nudge.

Chris accepted the bottle. Was she flirting with him? He tried to shake off the thought, allowing the liquor to burn away his guilt. "Just hit a breaking point I guess. It probably wasn't the most professional thing to do though."

"Well, it was impressive. Very alpha male." She grinned, taking a sip. "Though I guess I can see why you're looking to move the account over to me."

"Well, gotta keep the client happy, right?" The next drink was longer, the warmth now familiar and welcome. "I'll smooth things over with him tomorrow. Sometimes we have to do whatever they want, even if we hate it."

"What does that mean?"

Chris thought about giving her the entire story. He trusted her, but he was afraid the more she knew the more danger she would be in. The tequila was already starting to make his head swim, and he worried if he opened up now he wouldn't be able to stop.

"Nothing. Just that I'll do a little groveling tomorrow and then let him know that going forward you'll be the point person for this account."

Katie leaned forward, her eyes brightening with interest. "Does that mean I'm getting that promotion we talked about?"

Chris met her gaze, noting how the evening light caught the green flecks in her eyes. "Depends on how tomorrow goes. But yeah, probably."

A shriek of glee left Katie's lips, and she practically threw herself in Chris's lap she was so overcome with happiness. She hugged his neck, her chest pressed against his arm causing him to spill some of the liquor.

"Oh shit," she laughed, pulling back slightly, one hand on his chest the other grabbing the bottle off the carpet.

Chris felt heat spread through him like wildfire. Katie was still giggling, her green eyes sparkling with playfulness. He smiled as he got lost in those eyes. Why couldn't Ashley give him that kind of attention? Why wasn't he good enough for his own wife anymore?

The sound of Ashley's orgasm still rang through his ears, her screams for Clayton, admitting that he owned her pussy. The way she continued to fuck even after Chris called, after he begged her to stop. Before he could second guess himself, he was leaning forward, brushing the hair from her cheek.

"Chris we..." His lips grazed hers, her breath burning his skin. He pulled her closer, his eyes drifting closed.

"We can't," she said, pressing firmly against his chest. "Not after what happened in the office. I just got over that embarrassment."

"I..." The sting of rejection made his eyes burn. Shame flooding his system, cutting through the alcohol-hazed thoughts. What the hell was he doing? He was so desperate for someone to choose him that he'd just tried to use Katie to fill the void Ashley was carving in his chest. He was better than that.

"Shit," he muttered, running his hands through his hair. "I'm... I'm sorry. I don't know what I was thinking."

Katie's expression softened with understanding. "You're dealing with a lot right now. But this isn't the answer, and you know it."

"No it's fine. It's my fault, really." She stood, creating distance between the two of them.

"Katie, wait. You don't have to—"

"It's fine. Really." She gave a forced smile. "Goodnight, boss."

As the door closed behind her, Chris was left alone with the weight of his failures, the taste of tequila, and the echo of Ashley's voice still ringing in his ears.

His head fell back against the foot of the bed. He was unraveling. Ashley didn't even bother to stop fucking her lover to talk to him, Katie had rejected his pathetic advance, and tomorrow he'd have to face Tom knowing the bastard had orchestrated all of it.

He stared at the lock screen on his phone. A picture of Ashley, smiling her arms wrapped around his neck as she laughed at one of his stupid dad jokes. When did everything go so off the rails? And how could he ever expect to get back to anything that resembled normal?

He closed his eyes, willing sleep to overtake him again. At least then he wouldn't have to think about what a giant failure he was.


When Chris woke up the next morning, his head was pounding. He wasn't used to drinking tequila, and combined with everything that had happened, it had made for a restless night. Sharp rays of sunlight stabbed through the parted hotel curtains, temporarily blinding him as he searched the nightstand for his phone.

A voicemail notification stared back at him—Ashley, 10:13 PM, almost an hour after he'd fallen asleep. He sat up in bed, wiping the sleep from his eyes. Part of him didn't want to play the message, terrified it would be another gut punch like the day before.

After several long seconds, he couldn't fight it any longer. He pressed play.

"Chris?" Ashley's voice was soft, normal. No background noise this time, no heavy breathing or sounds of sex. Just his wife, alone. "I'm walking into work now. I'm... I'm so sorry about earlier, baby. I know that was awful for you. I didn't mean for all of this..." She sniffled. Was she crying? "I miss you. And we really need to talk about everything that's happening."

Her voice cracked. "When you get back tomorrow. It's... it's too much to do over the phone."

A pause. Chris held his breath.

"Remember what I told you before you left. I love you, Chris. That hasn't changed, no matter how complicated everything else has gotten. I love you."

The message ended. Chris stared at the phone. She was on her way to work. That was good. At least she wasn't still with Clayton, even if she was hours late. She'd ended by saying she loved him. The coil in his chest loosened slightly. He wasn't sure what would happen when he got home, was still angry with her, still didn't know what he'd be walking into. But at least she still loved him. There was that.


The ride to Larken was mostly silent as Chris and Katie climbed into the back of their Uber. For a long minute, Chris was worried things were going to be awkward between them. He still didn't understand why he had tried to kiss her. He told himself it was the alcohol and all the stress from the events leading up to it. He just wanted to move on, to forget the whole stupid thing had ever happened.

"I went over the technical deep dive last night when I got back to my room," Katie said. Her hair was up in a high bun, the dress more professional than what he'd typically seen her in. She was smiling, prepared, willing to put the entire stupid thing behind her. "Do you think they will want specifics about the audit? The report just came in, but I can try to skim it if I need to and—"

"You'll be fine," Chris said with a reassuring smile. "Don't overthink it. They're going to be impressed."

"Thanks, Chris. For... everything."

He looked out the window, watching the rows of buildings pass by until Larken came into view. "Don't thank me yet. Let's just get through today, make sure the client is satisfied, and then catch our flight back in the morning."

Tom was waiting for them just outside the conference room when they walked up. His gaze lingered on Katie before darting his eyes to Chris and giving him a wry smile. "I've already prepped the board members. They expect to hear that BitGuardian is secure and ready to be rolled out worldwide."

"We'll be fine," Chris said, with a little too much bass in his voice.

He'd barely slept last night, and Tom was a contributing factor in that. Every time he'd closed his eyes, Ashley's voice pierced through the darkness, so much of it orchestrated by Tom. After Katie left last night, he'd listened to the entire voicemail again. The thing that haunted him the most was Tom's final taunt. She wanted him to fuck her too.

Now, as Tom led Katie toward the conference room, his hand resting on her lower back, Chris couldn't help but picture him doing something similar with Ashley. The thought made his stomach clench with rage.

As they were ushered into the large conference room, Tom stood in front of the large projector screen with Chris and Katie flanked to either side. The five members of the board sat in a semi-circle around the large oak table, their faces neutral as the presentation got underway.

"Good morning, everyone," Tom began, just as confident as ever. "I think we're all eager to hear about BitGuardian's audit results and discuss our expansion opportunities."

Chris caught the subtle shift in Katie's posture from his peripheral vision. Her shoulders drew back, spine straightening with the particular tension he recognized as performance anxiety. A half-smile pulled at his mouth. There had been a time when boardroom presentations represented the apex of his fears, when corporate approval felt like life or death, when his pulse would spike at the thought of disappointing executives in expensive suits.

That version of himself felt like a stranger now. So beautifully uncomplicated.

The gravity of everything else happening in his life recently had recalibrated his understanding of what truly constituted stakes worth losing sleep over. Boardroom politics suddenly felt like elaborate theater, where the worst possible outcome was professional embarrassment. Not the same type of fear as listening to your wife with another man and wondering if she's falling in love. Or, worrying that today may be your last day as a free man before the FBI pulled you in for crimes you didn't commit.

A hush had fallen over the room, and Chris realized everyone was looking at him to kick things off.

"The preliminary audit results came in this morning." He pulled up an email from the auditors. All saying the code looked clean and there were no threat vectors. "As you can see here, there is nothing to be alarmed about and all of the media attention from a few months ago was completely unwarranted." He bit the inside of his cheek to keep his actual feelings at bay.

He watched the board members nod and whisper to one another. None of their expressions ever wavered. It was as if he were talking to robots.

"Excellent," responded Mark Richardson, the CEO. "The comprehensive analysis will follow within the week, I assume?"

"Absolutely," Tom interjected. "We expect the full report by the end of the week. I think we can proceed with confidence. BitGuardian has consistently exceeded our security expectations."

Katie launched into her technical presentation next, fielding questions about encryption standards and data sovereignty requirements. Chris watched as she delivered her prepared explanation, her confidence growing. She would make a good VP. She was everything a client wanted—knowledgeable, diplomatic, able to explain complex concepts without condescension.

"On the topic of expansion," Tom said as Katie concluded her presentation, "I understand the board will be making decisions next week about the European initiative leadership structure. I'd like to formally express my interest in heading that expansion."

The subtle shift in the room's atmosphere was almost imperceptible, but Chris caught the way Richardson's pen paused on his notepad, the glance exchanged between Morrison and another board member.

"Of course, Tom," Richardson said diplomatically. "We'll certainly consider all qualified candidates." A pause. Chris couldn't help but smile. He knew exactly what that pause meant. And judging by the scowl on Tom's face, he did too. "Though international markets do present unique challenges. Cultural sensitivity becomes paramount when building relationships across different business environments."

"I believe my track record demonstrates exactly that kind of adaptability."

"Certainly," Morrison agreed carefully. "We will consider your nomination in private."

The board wasn't directly challenging Tom, but their diplomatic language carried pointed implications about his methods, his style, his suitability for expanded responsibilities. Chris found himself watching Tom with growing interest. It was almost as if he'd expected the rejection, but he couldn't understand why.

Tom's hands pressed flat against the table, his knuckles whitening slightly. "I appreciate the board's thorough consideration. I believe my relationships with our key partners speak to my ability to navigate complex dynamics."

The room settled into polite nods and murmurs, but Chris could sense the undercurrent of skepticism. This was corporate politics at its most refined, where concerns were expressed through careful word choice and meaningful pauses.

"We'll certainly give all factors proper consideration," Richardson concluded, effectively closing the topic. "The board will convene next Tuesday for final decisions on the expansion leadership structure."

The meeting transitioned into routine discussions about implementation timelines and quarterly projections, but Chris found himself studying Tom with new understanding. The man's posture remained confident.

As the session concluded with handshakes and promises to reconvene, Tom clapped his hands together. "Well, that went exceptionally well. I think this calls for a celebration. What do you say we grab drinks? Your flight isn't until the morning, correct?"

Chris almost declined the invite, he didn't want to spend another minute with the man. But there was something about his confidence. The way he took the rejection in stride, he was hoping maybe after a few drinks Tom would show his hand a little more.

"Actually, that sounds perfect," Chris said. "After a meeting like that, I imagine we could all use a chance to decompress."

Tom's eyes narrowed slightly, searching Chris's expression for the subtext he suspected was there. "Exactly. Nothing like good company to process a productive discussion."

The two men stared at each other, both weighing what the other knew. Katie glanced between them, clearly sensing the undercurrent but uncertain of its meaning.

As they waited for the elevator, Chris found himself studying Tom's reflection in the polished steel doors. The man's confidence felt more calculated than yesterday. The board's subtle rejection should have rattled him, yet here he was diving head first into what he called a celebration.

Chris knew Tom well enough by now that he could sense something was up. As they stepped into the elevator and Tom continued to try to charm Katie, he made a silent promise to himself not to leave the two of them alone.


The restaurant Tom brought them to was the type that must have had a waiting list for weeks. It was tucked in between two larger buildings, giving it an almost secret entrance. The interior was covered in exposed brick, and Edison bulbs making the room feel even smaller and more intimate. Katie took in the room with an excited energy as Tom whispered something to the host before the three of them were whisked away to a booth in the back.

"Champagne to start?" Tom signaled the server. "After today's success, we should celebrate properly."

"I'd love some," Katie said, sliding into the booth next to Tom.

Chris saw the move for it was. Tom would shower her with compliments, lower her inhibitions with alcohol, and then try to seduce her. Chris wouldn't let that last part happen, but if he wanted to loosen tongues, Chris wasn't going to stop him.

A server emerged from the back room, carrying a tray of bread baskets to nearby tables. Chris's breath caught. Agent Holbrook, but why was he dressed like restaurant staff? Their eyes met for a fraction of a second before Holbrook disappeared behind a pillar.

"A toast," Tom started holding up his glass, as the champagne arrived.

"To the board finding the right..." Chris wanted to steal the toast from Tom, set the tone for the dinner. But his voice faltered as he scanned the room, searching for another glimpse of the agent. "The right man to lead the expansion," he finished weakly.

Tom's eyebrows rose slightly at Chris's hesitation, but he pressed on. "Speaking of the right person for the job, when are you finally going to let your greatest asset take over this account fully?" His gaze turned to Katie, who couldn't help but blush at the compliment.

"I think Katie's proven just how valuable she is. I plan on getting the paperwork in order as soon as we get back."

The waiter arrived with a shot of something clear and Tom thanked him before engaging Katie with questions about her background and life back home. Chris used the downtime to try to think of a plan. He needed Tom to open up a little, explain why he seemed so confident even after the board seemingly rejected him.

"You know," Tom said, finally peeling his eyes away from Katie. "Clayton holds my opinion pretty high. I could give him a quick call, tell him how wonderful of a job Katie did today."

He was holding Chris's stare, a smirk holding on his lips. For a second, Chris felt his pulse spike, he understood the implication completely. But, what Tom didn't know, was that he'd already talked to Ashley. He knew she wasn't with Clayton, that there was no chance Katie would see the fucked up situation he'd gotten himself into.

"I'm sure your vote of confidence would go a long way."

Tom flinched, his hand cupping the empty shot glass a little tighter. "Perhaps another round first. Gotta make sure Katie here excels at the schmoozing part of the job."

Katie's eyes sparkled with mischief as she caught the undertone. "Well, I do pride myself on being... thorough in my client relationships." Her tone carried just enough suggestion to acknowledge the game.

Another round arrived, and Chris's stomach groaned in protest. They hadn't ordered food yet, and he was already starting to feel a little lightheaded.

"Speaking of people who value your opinion," He put on his best fake smile. "I have to say, Tom. You don't seem too worried about who the board is going to put in charge of the expansion. You must have a pretty good relationship with them as well."

Tom laughed like it was the most rudimentary question ever. "Relationships are all about push and pull, Chris. Give and take. One minute someone thinks you're not ready, and the next you give them compelling reasons to reconsider."

Chris saw Katie nodding in agreement, her eyes darting back and forth as she tried to focus on what Tom was saying. "I'm not sure I agree. Relationships aren't so black and white. People have a tendency to remember past experiences."

"Exactly!" Tom seized the words enthusiastically. "Shifting expectations is crucial." He turned his entire body toward Katie. "The best professionals understand that success sometimes means being flexible about traditional boundaries. Adapting to what the... situation truly requires."

"I've always believed in going above and beyond client expectations," Katie said enthusiastically, with just a hint of seduction in her voice.

Chris opened his mouth to redirect the conversation, but movement caught his peripheral vision. Holbrook again, this time refilling water glasses two tables away. Chris scanned the rest of the restaurant, no one seemed to have any idea there was an FBI agent just feet from them. Holbrook's eyes found Chris's and held them for a beat, his face expressionless before disappearing again.

By the time the group had finished their third round, Chris's attention was split between Tom's increasingly bold advances and tracking Holbrook's movements through the restaurant. Chris was growing frustrated, but at least he had been mostly successful in starving off Tom's advances.

"You know," Tom said, his words slurring together as he stroked Katie's arm. "Mr. Richardson really seemed to take a liking to you during the presentation." Katie turned a deep shade of red and Chris was unsure if it was from embarrassment or the alcohol.

"I was thinking, maybe I could arrange..."

His voice dropped lower, as he leaned toward Katie and Chris struggled to focus on the words he was saying.

Just as he was about to call Tom out, Holbrook emerged again. This time it looked like he was talking into a speaker in his jacket. Was he calling in backup? Was Chris about to be arrested on the spot? The walls felt like they were closing in all around him. He glanced to Katie, hoping he could signal to her that they needed to get out of there. But her attention was fully on Tom. Her hand on his wrist, as it inched up her thigh. Every instinct screamed at him to stay and protect her, but the situation with the FBI felt like it couldn't wait.

"Sorry, I um... I need to use the restroom," Chris said, his voice tight with barely contained panic as he pushed back from the table.

Tom’s smile spread before Chris had even turned away. He knew exactly what this meant for him.

Chris’s gut twisted as he walked, every step pulling him further from Katie and deeper into Holbrook’s orbit. He told himself he had no choice, that one wrong move with the Bureau could end with prison bars. Still, the truth clawed at him: he was leaving her alone with a man who had already spelled out his philosophy of breaking all of the rules. It was just a matter of which disaster to face first.


Chris pushed through the restaurant's service corridor, his heart hammering in his chest. Gone was the smell of freshly grilled steak, and vegetables, replaced by industrial cleaner and grease. He found Holbrook at the far end of the hallway, methodically folding napkins as if he'd been doing it his entire life.

"What the hell are you doing here?" Chris's words were slightly slurred, but his buzz was quickly wearing off. "Following me to Seattle, playing dress-up. Either arrest me or leave me alone."

Holbrook said nothing at first, he finished folding the napkin in his hand, laying it in the pile beside him. When he finally looked up at Chris his expression was just as cold as always. "You keep interesting company, Mr. Parker. Besides, who says we're here for you?"

Chris stared at him, confusion written all over his face. "Tom?"

"It's like I said before. We saw some... inconsistencies in their accounting, and he seems very close with your pal Clayton. So what's the play—trading company secrets for kickbacks?"

"I don't... what are you talking about?" Chris's mind raced, trying to piece together what Holbrook thought he knew. "Tom's just trying to get promoted. The board is voting on European expansion leadership next week and—"

Chris saw Holbrook's eyes sharpen, grow wider by a fraction of an inch.

"European expansion?"

"Yeah, they wanted proof that BitGuardian could pass an audit and now they are considering expanding its access into Europe."

Holbrook was quiet for a long moment, processing. "That makes sense. International banking systems, money laundering opportunities worth millions. Tom could stand to make millions if he had access to all of that data."

"The board doesn't seem to think he's a good fit for the job. That's actually why I'm here. Tom didn't seem too worried about—"

"Men like Tom get creative when they're looking for leverage. When backed into a corner, there's no telling who or what they'll use to get what they want."

Who? The pieces crashed together in Chris's mind with sickening clarity. Tom saying something about Richardson liking Katie, about arranging something. Tom had been trying to get close to Ashley for months. Was Clayton grooming her? He fought the urge to vomit, his face going pale. "I...That doesn't."

"Look, I don't know what all you've gotten yourself into, but we are running out of time." Holbrook grabbed his shoulder, steadying Chris before he fell forward. "If you can help me prove conspiracy to commit blackmail and wire fraud, the FBI will drop everything we have against you. Let you go back to living a normal life."

Chris pulled out his phone instinctively, Ashley's contact already pulled up. Then he stopped. He couldn't have that conversation over the phone where it could be monitored and recorded. He still had the upper hand when it came to how much Clayton and Tom thought he knew. Ashley was safe. As long as he kept her away from Tom there was no real damage.

"Oh God, Katie!"

His stomach dropped as the full weight of his miscalculation hit him. He'd left her alone with Tom while he came out to confront Holbrook. He wasn't sure how long he'd been back there, but he had to get back to the table. To make sure she was safe.

"I have to go," Chris muttered, shoving past Holbrook toward the dining room.

The restaurant felt different when he returned. Everyone seemed to be staring at him, like they knew how bad he had just messed up. A waiter brushed past him carrying a tray of desserts, the sweet smell of chocolate turning his stomach. The ambient noise of silverware against plates and muted conversations felt amplified, like someone had turned up the volume on everything except his own ability to think clearly. He looked over the top of people's heads, desperate to find his table. This time, he did throw up.

Empty glasses sat abandoned on white tablecloth, Katie's purse gone. Tom had taken her. A server rushed over with napkins and concerned murmurs, but Chris barely registered the commotion. He was too focused on his failure. Chris had no idea where they went, or how long ago.

He wiped his mouth with a trembling hand. All he knew for sure was that Katie was gone.


Katie glanced at her phone again. Twenty-three minutes since Chris had excused himself, leaving her alone with Tom and a steady stream of wine that had created a pleasant haze behind her eyes. The alcohol warmed her chest as she traced the rim of her glass, hyperaware of Tom's hand resting on her knee.

She'd handled flirtatious clients before, knew how to navigate the balance between professional charm and personal boundaries. But Tom was different. His presence filled the space around them with an intensity that made her pulse quicken, made her second-guess responses that usually came naturally.

Chris's words echoed in her memory: expectations, closing deals, going above and beyond for client satisfaction. Then his abrupt departure the moment Tom mentioned boundaries and flexibility. The timing felt almost deliberate. Katie's stomach tightened as she thought about the possibilities. Was Chris really the man she thought he was? Was last night's near kiss a glimpse of what was expected of her?

"You know," Tom said, bringing her back to the present, "there's a wine bar near my place that has an incredible selection. I'd love to show it to you while we discuss future possibilities."

Katie's pulse quickened as his hand slid a fraction of an inch up her leg. Where the hell was Chris?

"That sounds tempting," she replied, letting her fingers brush his arm before pulling back, "but shouldn't we wait for Chris? He is my boss, after all."

Tom's gaze seemed to darken, his smile growing wider. "I think we both know he's not coming back."

Her eyes went wide. She couldn't believe how forward he was being. Was this all a setup? She could feel the anger welling in her chest, but Tom gave her leg an assuring squeeze.

"Look, I've worked with him long enough to know his... management style. He wants to see the type of initiative you take with... client relations."

The words created an uncomfortable knot in Katie's stomach. That didn't sound like the Chris she knew. He was considerate, protective even. That was more Clayton's approach, pushing boundaries and expecting others to figure out the unspoken rules. But what if she'd misread Chris entirely? What if his recent behavior, the promotion discussions, the way he'd seemed to encourage her independence—what if it was all leading to this moment?

"Chris doesn't seem the type to..." she trailed off, uncertainty creeping into her voice.

"I know. But as a leader myself, it's important that he give you space." Tom signaled for the check. "It's completely up to you, of course. I just know how much this promotion means to you."

The phrasing should have been a red flag, but the alcohol made her head foggy. Maybe Chris was more like Clayton than she realized. Before she could fully process what was going on, Tom was helping her with her coat and they were on the way out the door.

The Seattle skyline seemed to blur around her as she settled into the leather seat of the car, with Tom crowding in next to her. She tried to overlook the weird situation that got her here. At the end of the day, Tom was an attractive, charming man. She'd done a lot worse with less. Still, the underhanded tactics of Chris didn't sit well with her.

The soft buzz of her phone caught her attention, Chris's name appearing on the screen. Before she could reach for it, Tom's lips found the side of her of her neck, the warmth of his lips brushing against her throat sent shivers through her entire body. She melted into the sensation, her eyes fluttering closed as warmth spread from where his mouth touched her skin.

"Do you kiss all your vendors' necks like that, Tom?" she asked, pulling away slightly with a laugh, despite her racing pulse.

"None of them are as gorgeous as you." His eyes found hers in the dim light of the car. "And sir or Mr. Ashford."

Katie caught her bottom lip in her teeth. The correction, while playful, stirred something dark inside her, a subtle shift in dynamic that she felt in her bones.

"Whatever you say, sir." Her voice was teasing, but Tom never smiled, just gave an approving nod.

The car pulled into a quiet suburban neighborhood, lined with street lights and perfectly cut lawns. When it pulled into the drive of a small two-story home, Katie lifted an eyebrow.

"I thought we were going to a wine bar."

Tom's laugh was warm, gentle. "We are... it just happens to be in my basement."

"You, sir," she said the last part with emphasis, "are a sneaky one. I'm going to need to watch you."

"Guilty as charged." He reached out, gently cupping her fingers and guiding her from the car. Katie took in her surroundings, each step echoing down the empty street. Bright flower boxes sat in the window, a tire swing hung off an old oak tree in the front yard. "Home sweet home," Tom said, stopping in front of a bright yellow door.

The interior of Tom's house was just as plain as the outside. Hardwood floors covered the house, a wall of photos by the window. Katie found herself gravitating toward that wall, a smile forming on her lips as she looked at various pictures of Tom not in a business setting. He had a warm, bright smile, his arms more toned than she'd realized under his business attire. One picture in particular caught her attention: Tom with his arm around a boy who looked maybe nine years old, both of them smiling at a baseball game.

"Is that your son?" She picked up the picture, taking a closer look at him.

Tom appeared beside her with a glass of wine already in hand. "Yeah, that's Alex. He's twelve now."

Katie accepted the drink, taking a small sip. "He's adorable. Where is he tonight?"

"At a friend's..."

The buzz of Katie's phone interrupted them. She sat the picture down, and opened her bag. Chris's name once again appeared on the screen. "I should get this. That's the second time—"

"His mother..." Tom continued, sucking Katie back into his story, "she had... problems. Drinking, mostly. I tried to help her, tried to make it work for Alex's sake." He turned away, wiping away a false tear. "But eventually I had to choose between enabling her addiction and protecting my son."

Katie's heart clenched with sympathy. The successful, confident executive she'd been sparring with all evening suddenly seemed more human, more complicated. "That must have been incredibly difficult."

"Custody battles are hell," Tom continued, moving closer as he spoke. "Especially when you're fighting against someone who's supposed to love the child as much as you do. I have full custody now, but it took years of legal battles and documented incidents before the courts finally saw what was happening."

The vulnerability in his voice was compelling, creating an intimacy that felt deeper than their earlier flirtation. Katie found herself stepping closer, her free hand touching his arm in comfort. "You're obviously a devoted father. That picture shows how happy he is with you."

Tom turned to face her, setting down his glass and moving behind her to rest his hands on her shoulders. "I appreciate that," he murmured, his lips finding the spot where her neck met her shoulder. "I don't normally open up to people like that."

Katie felt the warmth of his breath against her skin, the weight of his hands anchoring her in place. The wine and his story had created an emotional connection that made his touch feel natural, inevitable. "I guess I have a way of getting people to open up," she whispered, pushing into his lips.

"So do I." The whisper was so low Katie didn't even hear him.

She reached back, threading her fingers through his hair. His mouth felt dangerously good against her skin, drowning out the small, rational voice warning her she was crossing a line. This was Chris’s doing, she reminded herself. He’d set this whole thing up. Her body betrayed her before her mind caught up, spinning in Tom’s arms until she faced him fully. She brushed her fingertips along his cheek, stifling a gasp as his hand claimed her ass. When Tom’s mouth covered hers, she didn’t resist. She let the kiss swallow every thought of Chris.

Tom's tongue pushed past Katie's lips, causing her to melt into him. Her hands rested on his chest, fingers curling around his shirt. The wine, coupled with the events of the last two days lowered her inhibitions enough where a soft moan escaped her throat as her tongue found his.

When they finally broke the kiss, Katie's chest was rising and falling at a rapid rate. The intensity in Tom's eyes were like nothing she'd ever seen before.

"Tom." She pressed on his chest, trying to catch her breath. "Maybe we should slow down a little. I mean, we are going to be working together, and—"

"I thought we already established the proper way to address me?" His hand was on her jawline, his thumb applying steady pressure to her chin. "Do I need to tell Chris and Clayton that you can't follow basic instructions?"

Katie felt heat creep up her neck, caught between embarrassment and arousal. "Mr. Ashford," she corrected softly. "I just think—"

“You’re overcomplicating things.” His fingers moved to his shirt, tugging at the first button as Katie watched his toned chest come into view. “Eyes on me.”

Her eyes snapped up, from watching his hands, her gaze locked with his. "Good girl." His approval sent an unexpected thrill through her.

"I'm going to help make this easy for you." His shirt continued to open, just outside of her peripheral vision. "I'm going to make all the decisions tonight, and you're going to do exactly what you're told. You don't need to think, or make things complicated. You just need to do as you're told."

His stare petrified her. Not frightening, but arresting, as if he’d taken command of her body with his gaze alone. The shirt slid open, and it took everything in her not to drop her eyes to his chest. “You can manage that, can’t you, Katie?”

“I… yes. Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.” His mouth crashed against hers, harder this time, insistent. Each thrust of his tongue stole her breath as he pressed her back against the wall, taking more of her with every kiss.

“But what if Chris—” she began, only to feel Tom’s fingers working at the buttons of her blouse.

“Chris brought you here,” Tom cut in, irritation sharpening his tone as her shirt parted. “He knows exactly what kind of man I am, exactly what I expect from the people who work with me.”

Katie’s hands flew to his forearms, but his steady, expectant look made her falter. Her arms dropped to her sides, breath catching as cool air grazed her exposed skin.

“This isn’t about Chris anymore. He’s already delivered for me.” The words stole her breath as surely as his fingers tracing the edge of her bra. “The question is whether you’re ready to show me the same level of dedication you’ve been hinting at all evening.”

Her thoughts spun wildly. Was this whole trip nothing more than a setup to get her into his bed? Was the promise of a promotion ever real? Part of her wanted to retreat, to put space between them, but Tom’s presence was suffocating, magnetic in a way that left her dizzy.

“I don’t know what you mean, sir,” she said, clinging to the flirty facade she’d worn all night.

“I think you do.” His hands slid to her shoulders, applying steady pressure. “I think it’s time to stop pretending. Don’t you?”

The pressure increased, and to her own shock she yielded, knees bending until she sank to the floor in front of him. Heat flooded her veins, a visceral reaction to his control that both thrilled and terrified her.

“That’s better,” Tom murmured, his hand threading into her hair. “Much better.”

Katie’s knees pressed into the hardwood floor, the position awkward and humiliating. She reached for his belt, fingers fumbling with the buckle.

"Not until you're told," Tom said, grabbing her wrists and pushing them away. "I told you already. You just follow instructions. Don't move unless I tell you to."

Katie's cheeks turned pink. She couldn't believe this asshole was talking to her that way. She bit the inside of her cheek, unable to deny the heat pooling in her core.

"You're awful bossy," she said refusing to be tamed without putting up a fight. "It's kinda hot though."

“Bossy? No. This is discipline. And if you’re going to last with me, you’ll learn to appreciate it.”

Her stomach flipped, and she rubbed her thighs together. "Whatever you say, Mr. Ashford." She hoped the snark would hide the shiver crawling over her skin.

“That’s better.” He released her wrists, letting them fall uselessly into her lap again. “Now wait.”

Seconds dragged like minutes. His shirt hung open, his chest broad and deliberate in her line of sight, but she kept her eyes on him, determined not to lose whatever this game was. The anticipation wound her tighter with every breath.

At last, his hand tilted her chin. “You may undo my belt.”

She thought about asking him what would happen if she didn't feel like doing it, but her fingers were already tugging at the leather strap. She couldn't believe how turned on she was right now. Her pulse raced as she slid the buckle free and reached for the button of his slacks.

“Wait.”

Her nails pressed into her palm as she nodded, fighting the urge to argue. The fire in her core continued to grow, threatening to consume her.

“Good girl.” He stroked her cheek. “Now. Undo the button.”

This time she waited, watching his eyes for confirmation before moving. Her fingers slipped under the waistband, popping the button open. Again his hand stopped her, holding her sweaty hands in his before she could continue.

“Patience,” Tom said, savoring the tension etched across her face. “It’s not about rushing. It’s about waiting until I decide.”

Her throat went dry. She wanted to reach between her legs and touch herself, but she knew he would stop her. And somehow that only made the need grow stronger.

“Now, unzip me.”

Her fingers trembled as they found the zipper. Each inch of progress sent her pulse racing louder in her ears. When she stopped to glance up, his approving look anchored her in place, anticipation burning hotter than the act itself.

Tom’s eyes stayed locked on hers. “Go on. Take it out.”

Her breath hitched as she slipped her fingers inside his open pants, brushing the fabric of his boxers and the unmistakable hardness beneath. She moaned in anticipation, the weight of him pressed against her palm.

She held her breath as she freed him, sliding his pants and boxers past his ankles, allowing him to step out of them. Heat rose in her cheeks as she licked her lips staring at his smooth, and slightly curved cock. “You have a nice… thick cock.”

Katie leaned forward, then paused, looking up at Tom through her lashes until he gave her a slight nod. When it came, she lowered her mouth, pressing a kiss to his tip. His fingers slid into her hair, controlling her rhythm.

“Mmm such a fast learner," he praised, closing his eyes and savoring the wet feeling of her lips on his shaft. "Just like that. Worship it.”

She obeyed, lips sliding lower, tongue tracing the ridge, before she swallowed more of him. One hand worked the base where her mouth couldn’t reach. He wasn’t as long as Clayton, but the girth stretched her jaw until it ached, her eyes drawn to the thick veins bulging along his shaft.

“Move your hand,” Tom ordered. “I want to see how much you can take.”

Her chest tightened as she obeyed, sliding her lips farther down his length until she gagged softly. Saliva spilled across her chin, her throat stretching around him. Pride flared through her body as she took him to the root. He held her there just long enough to make her eyes water before guiding her back.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now again.”

Katie moaned around him, the vibration dragging a guttural grunt from his chest. The sound spurred her on, lips stretching wider as she forced him deeper, her throat straining around his girth. Her fingers cradled the weight of his sack, squeezing lightly as his entire length disappeared between her lips. The room filled with the wet, choking rhythm of her throat working him—glug, glug, glug—each swallow making her eyes water as spit streamed down her chin.

The obscene sounds echoed in her ears, each wet gulp sending a new wave of shame over her, but what rattled her more was the electric pulse building between her legs. The closest she’d ever come to this was with Clayton. He had been rough, demanding, but never like this. He didn’t make her wait, didn’t force her to beg with her eyes. As degrading as it felt, Tom’s control filled her with a need she’d never experienced, a craving that left her trembling for more.

“You like this, don’t you? Being told how to use that pretty mouth.”

It was like he could read her mind. Her nails dug into her thighs, shame and arousal building all around her. Before she realized it, her fingers began to drift lower, searching between her legs for the release she craved.

Tom’s grip in her hair tightened instantly. “No. You didn’t get permission to touch yourself.”

Katie froze, breath ragged, her cheeks blazing with humiliation. She pulled off his shaft with a loud pop, spit sailing through the air.

"Please, sir. I need it so bad." She watched him through her lashes, her tongue dragging slowly across the underside of his shaft.

“Better,” Tom said, with a smirk. "But not yet. Put my dick back in your mouth."

Fury burned in Katie's eyes, a look of defiance growing, but before it could materialize she stretched her lips back around his cock. She worked him harder now, anxious to prove she could be obedient, desperate for permission to touch herself.

Tom’s breathing grew heavier, his hips shifting with urgency. Each thrust hit the back of her throat, and she waited for the moment he would grab her hair and cry out burying his cock there. The pulse of his cock against her tongue told her it was going to happen. But just as she adjusted to take more, his hand pulled her back sharply, his cock slipping free with another wet pop.

“Stand up.”

Katie gasped for breath, spit glistening on her chin. “What? I thought—”

"Now," he said, pulling on her arm.

Her legs trembled as she rose, knees sore, body buzzing with frustrated need. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, still catching her breath.

Tom closed the distance between them in a flash, his body crowding hers until her back pressed against the wall. His fingers traced along her cheek, before his thumb pressed against her lower lip, parting her mouth.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?” He wore the smile of a man who already knew the answer.

“Yes.” There was no sense in denying it.

His brow arched. “Yes what?”

Her lips closed around his thumb, sucking it into her mouth, her tongue circling it like his cock just minutes ago. Her eyes never left his, the intimacy of the moment only serving to fuel her desire. When he slid his thumb free, slick with her saliva, she whispered, “Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. The bedroom is down the hall. Second door on the right.” His mouth curved into a smile. “Hurry before I change my mind.”

She couldn't help but roll her eyes as she moved past him. Even though her body tingled with nerves she couldn't process. She didn't know if it was the delayed gratification or the command in Tom's voice, but she was on the verge or orgasm and she hadn't even been touched yet.

"Stand there." he said pointing to a spot next to the bed as they entered the bedroom. The light was set to dim, and other than the queen sized bed and dresser the room looked relatively bare. She wasn't sure what she was expecting, maybe some sort of red room situation. Whatever it was, this wasn't it. Still, she did as she was instructed and took her place by the bed.

“Take off your shirt,” he said, standing in the doorway, his nakedness on full display. “Slowly. And look at me while you do it.”

She couldn't help but smile as she tugged at the hem of her shirt. Heat flushed her skin as she pulled it over her head, but she didn't dare look away. By the time the shirt fell to the floor, her chest heaved with anticipation.

“Tonight I own your body,” Tom said, his gaze raking over her. “You’ll do exactly as I say.”

“Yes, sir.”

She expected him to step forward, to touch her, to claim what he’d just declared. Instead his eyes flicked to the shirt at her feet. “Pick it up. Fold it neatly. Place it on the dresser.”

Katie blinked. The command seemed absurd, but she obeyed, folding the fabric without breaking eye contact. As she set it down, she felt the oddest rush, her nipples taut with renewed anticipation.

“Now your pants,” Tom said.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and began to shimmy them down, When the denim hit the floor, she bent to gather them, folding carefully as she had with the shirt.

“You’re soaked." He took a step forward into the room but didn't bother to close the door. "I can see it from here.”

Katie’s cheeks flamed. “You sure you're not imagining it? Maybe you should come take a closer look,” she teased, though her thighs pressed together instinctively.

He smirked. “Patience. Bra next.”

She gritted her teeth as her fingers found the clasp. This was maddening. She slid the straps from her shoulders one at a time, letting the fabric drift down her arms before she caught it. She held the cups on her chest, trying her best to put on a tease, but Tom looked almost uninterested. She rolled her eyes and let the bra drop, before folding it and placing it on the dresser.

“Panties.”

She cocked an eyebrow, she wanted to be pissed to pull them off and be as dry as a desert. Then she could tell him how stupid all of this was. How it took something sexy and made it into something robotic. Instead, the lace clung to her damp skin as she pulled them down. A small string of juice stretching from her glistening lips, to the fabric. She hurriedly placed them atop the neat stack of clothes, her body thrumming with tension.

“You want to touch yourself, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir.” Her voice cracked with need.

For a long moment, Tom only studied her, his face unreadable, his silence twisting the tension until Katie thought she might scream. Then, in a blur, the restraint vanished.

His hand shot to her throat as he drove her backward. Her bare back hit the mattress, the illusion of control shattered.

“I’m going to fuck you,” he growled, climbing over her before she could catch her breath. The cool calm from moments ago had evaporated, replaced by a hunger that made her pulse hammer in her ears.

Katie’s legs parted instinctively as he pressed his body into hers, the weight of him pinning her down. The suddenness of it stole her protest, left her trembling beneath him. She felt his cock on her wet folds. The heat of it welcoming as she moaned with desire.

Her fingers curled into the sheets, his hips sliding forward and parting her slick folds.

Tom pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, his grip still heavy on her throat. “You’ve been waiting for this, Katie. You've been such a good girl. Are you ready to cum for me?”

Her lips parted, words spilling out in a frantic rush. “Yes, sir.”

His smirk was dark, triumphant, as he reached for the nightstand. The rip of foil filled the room, as he rolled it onto his thick member. "Do not cum without permission, or there will be punishments."

Katie didn't have time to ask what he meant by that before his body pressed forward, making her toes curl as the latex slid across her swollen clit.

"Guide it in," he commanded, staring down at her, knowing he'd won.

Her breathing was shallow as she eagerly reached for his throbbing erection. She bit her lip, squeezing his cock in her palm and pulling it forward, splitting her own labia and drawing him into her body.

"Ohhhh fuck," Katie whispered, letting go of his rod and allowing the heat of her body to welcome the intrusion. Her tunnel was soaked and clung to him like a thousand-degree vise.

Tom grunted, the noise sending a jolt of satisfaction through Katie as she curled her legs around him. He pushed his weight into her tug, and sank deeper.

"Mmmm, God. You feel so fucking good." Katie leaned up, kissing his neck, wanting to get lost in him completely as she felt the brush of his sack against her.

"You're so fucking tight," he hissed, sitting back on her knees, unwrapping her legs from around his body, and pulling her hips into him.

"Unnngh yesss." The effect was immediate, as Katie felt him slip deeper inside her. Her panting began to grow, her vision blurring. Then all at once, he stilled. She writhed beneath him, every halted thrust lighting her nerves on fire.

She let out a frustrated groan opening her eyes. "Why'd you stop?"

"I told you. You don't cum until I give you permission. I won't tell you again."

Her nails clawed at the sheets, her body clenching helplessly around him, but she nodded.

"Good girl," he said, slamming back into her with his full length, making her hips rise off the bed.

"Your pussy looks so good like that. Stretched around my cock. You love it don't you?"

“It feels so good. Fuck, Tom, let me cum. Please.” Her whole body ached, every muscle tight with need. They hadn’t even been at it that long, but already she felt her orgasm clawing at the edges, threatening to rip free without his permission.

Tom’s eyes narrowed at the sound of his name. It seemed that she wasn't as obedient as he thought. He was tired of taking it easy on her. It was time to see exactly how much she could take.

Without a word, he gripped her waist and rolled her, pressing her forward until she was on her hands and knees, hair matted against her damp skin.

His palm cracked against her ass, the sting sharp and immediate. At the same time, he drove his cock deep into her soaked heat.

"Ahhhh, fuck!" Her cries bounced off the walls, disappearing out the open door.

The second slap landed on her other cheek, leaving his handprint glowing angry red across her skin.

"Nnnngh!" Her scream was primal, unlike anything she had ever heard from herself. Tears stung her eyes, yet her hips slammed back on their own, desperate to take him deeper.

Katie’s ass shook under the blow, flesh rippling as red prints bloomed across her skin. The rush of pain and heat crashing so close to pleasure almost made her cum on the spot. She had no words for it, only the urgent sound tearing from her throat.

“What did you just call me?” he asked, his words punctuated by another thrust.

Her head shook, her eyes squeezed shut. “I… oh fuck. I’m sorry, sir!”

“That’s better.” His hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back as he pounded into her again.

Katie’s body clenched around him, the squelch of her juices leaking out around him making it harder for her to breathe.

"That's it," Tom taunted, his orgasm growing near. "You're taking my cock so well now. Like you were fucking made for it."

All Katie could do was moan, her body trembling, as she teetered on the edge. Tom’s pace grew harder, his grunts letting her know he was getting closer.

“Please… ohh, God. Please, sir. Can I... I need to cum?”

Tom thought about pulling out. About telling her she couldn't cum until she agreed to fuck Mark, but he didn't want to push too hard, not yet. He had all night.

"You can't help it can you. You can't get enough of my cock."

Katie’s nails tore at the sheets, her voice breaking into frantic sobs of pleasure. “Uhh, uhh. Fuck sir, I can’t hold it…”

Her walls fluttered around him, spasms running through her core. She was losing control, trembling so violently she wasn’t sure she’d be able to hold out if he told her no. Yet, the fear of punishment only made her want it more. She'd never felt so alive.

“You know what this means,” he growled, leaning in to nip at her ear, his sweat dripping onto her face. “Every time you’re in town, you’ll be right back here. Begging for my cock." His breath was coming in short bursts as he tried to hold out. "My own... personal... fuck toy.”

"Ugggnnnhh," Her eyes shot open as another jolt of electricity went straight to her clit. “Yesss,” she moaned, the sound torn between surrender and ecstasy.

Her body clamped around him, the fire she was putting out too hot for him to control any longer. He could feel his own orgasm clawing at him, threatening to rip the control from his hands.

“Cum for me, Katie,” he snarled. “Now.”

The command detonated inside her like a bomb. Her body arched, a violent quake ripping through her as her orgasm hit hard.

“Oh... God. Oh, fuck. Oh... oh, OH… mmmmmm—”

Her thighs trembled, nails digging furrows into the sheets, her cries high and ragged as her pussy convulsed around his cock.

Tom slammed forward, burying himself deep as his release surged. He groaned through gritted teeth, his cock throbbing as he filled the condom with his warm seed. The force of it seemed to feed her, driving her climax higher until she collapsed forward, shaking, her body still milking him for every drop.


Chris got to the airport early, trying Katie's phone again and only getting a voicemail. He was starting to panic, he'd called Clayton last night to let him know, but he assured Chris Katie was a big girl and not to worry. It didn't help.

As he made his way to the gate, he spotted her, walking out of the Starbucks line. His heart nearly leapt from his chest as he rushed over to her.

"Katie! Thank God, I've been calling you."

She turned as he approached, her smile just as natural as always. "Morning, boss."

He waited for her to explain what happened, but when she didn't volunteer the information he plowed ahead. "I tried calling you last night. Several times after you—"

"Yeah, sorry," she said, walking toward the gate. "After dinner I went back to my room and crashed. Too much wine." She stared out the airport window, unwilling to look Chris in the eye.

"But I came to your room. I knocked. Katie, where—"

"It's fine," she snapped, before catching herself and taking a deep breath. "It's fine, Chris, really. It was just a long night. I'm tired."

He chewed on his lip, trying to understand why she was being so distant. She was lying, he knew that, but he didn't understand why. Why did she leave with Tom? Did she stay at his place? He was pretty sure no one was in her room last night.

The boarding announcement echoed through the terminal, and before he could ask any questions, Katie stood and got into line.

"When I couldn't get a hold of you last night, I called Clayton," Chris said suddenly. "We talked about the VP position. It's yours... if you still want it."

She looked at him and smiled, although he could see the tears welling in her eyes.

"Thanks, boss. I'm glad to see my... services met expectations."

Chris felt the blood drain from his face as understanding crashed over him. She thought he'd set her up. Thought he'd deliberately left her alone with Tom, knowing what would happen.

"Katie, that's not what—"

The boarding announcement crackled overhead again, passengers shuffling forward with their carry-ons. Katie picked up her bag, slinging it over her shoulder with practiced efficiency.

"You know," she said, wiping away a tear, "I used to think you were different than Clayton. I actually let my guard down with you." She stepped into the boarding line, not looking back. "Turns out you're exactly the same. You just hide it better."

She handed her boarding pass to the flight attendant and disappeared down the jet bridge, leaving Chris standing frozen at the gate, her words nearly destroying him.


CHAPTER SIX


CHRIS SAT IN the back of the Uber in silence as the car pulled into his neighborhood. The entire flight home had been nearly completely silent, Katie wouldn't even look at him regardless of how much he tried to plead his case. He didn't blame her, after all, even if Chris didn't explicitly make her leave with Tom, he was complicit in not stopping her. He knew the type of person Tom was and he didn't even so much as give Katie a warning.

He stared at the front of the house as the car pulled up. All of the lights were off. Ashley's car was sitting in the drive. He was supposed to call her when he landed so she could pick him up from the airport. But after everything that happened, he wasn't sure she'd actually be home. Or maybe he thought she would be home, but wouldn't be alone. Either way, he opted for a rideshare instead.

His hand shook fishing for the key. He dropped his bag inside the door, the slam echoing too loud in the stillness. Afternoon light filtered through the curtains, catching on the wedding photo in the hallway. Ashley’s smile lit the frame, her arms looped around his neck. Back then they’d had nothing but a hand-me-down mattress and each other, and it had been enough. His throat tightened. When did it all get so complicated?

Movement at the top of the stairs caught his attention.

“You’re home.” His voice cracked, not quite sure if it was a question or a statement, but Ashley smiled down at him, a look of relief covering her face. He gasped, taking in the rest of her. With the exception of a pair of heels and white stockings Ashley was completely naked. Her hair was still wet, probably freshly showered. The thought made Chris's cock twitch and he glanced at her slit.

"You were supposed to call when you landed," Ashley said, as she reached the bottom of the stairs. "I was going to pick you up from the airport. I have a trench coat." Her tone was light and playful, but Chris could see the red around her eyes, puffy as if she'd been crying.

"I wasn't sure if you'd..."

She cut him off with a searing kiss, tongue forcing past his lips, pinning him back against the wall. His body betrayed him, cock stiffening, but his mind reeled. They’d done this before, after Clayton. She’d come home and he'd be desperate to reclaim her.

But this time, something shifted. The hunger poured off her, but instead of anxiety or rage, he felt numb. He pressed his palms to her shoulders, breaking the kiss.

"The voicemail... was it true? Did you mean the things you said?"

Tears welled in Ashley's eyes as she thought about how to respond. He was hurt, she knew he would be, but she had hoped he'd understood why she did what she did. His eyes held judgment, and it made her stomach twist in knots. After all they'd been through together. Despite all she'd done, she didn't expect to see that look. With a shaky breath, she ran her hand across the front of his pants. He was hard, that was a good start.

"Take me to bed, Chris," she said, firmly, pulling his phone from his pocket and tossing it onto the desk next to the door.

"You didn't answer me."

She grabbed his arm, teeth catching her bottom lip as she pulled him toward the stairs. Her fingers slid between his, a small, desperate tether. A thousand words clawed at his throat, but none of them escaped. He followed anyway, a kite on a string.

His legs felt heavy as he climbed, chest aching with everything unsaid. He wanted to scream, to beg her to stop, to tell her it was all too much, but when she kissed him again at the edge of the bed, all that came out was a shudder. Her hands moved quickly, tugging at his shirt buttons, pulling him against her skin. His mind lagged behind his body, everything happening too fast for him to catch up.

He groaned as she wrapped her hand around his shaft, instinctively reaching to turn her, but she placed her hand on his chest. "No," she said, gently. "Not like that."

She looped her arms around his neck and guided him down onto the bed with her, her mouth finding his neck. "I need you to make love to me, Chris."

For a second he almost laughed at the absurdity of it, almost snapped that she couldn’t be serious after everything she’d done. Then he felt her shoulders tremble, heard the soft sniffle against his ear, the wet warmth of tears dripping onto his skin.

Chris froze, her words finally sinking in. He wasn't the only one being hurt anymore. This was no longer about lover's angst or playfully teasing. He cupped her chin, his eyes remaining open as he pressed his lips to hers. Salt clung to her lips as the kiss deepened, neither of them willing to look away, both afraid of what they might miss.

The scent of her body washed over him as he ran his fingers through her damp hair. Ashley smiled at him. It was a look of pure happiness. A look he hadn't seen in a long time.

"I love you," she whispered, letting her left hand slide across his cheek as her right reached between them encircling his manhood.

Chris released a strangled gasp, his lips brushing against hers in a near kiss, but neither of them closed their mouths. He could feel her breath on his face, the warmth of it washing over him as she squeezed his cock again, this time pulling it to her. Her eyes softened as it slid across her smooth mound, the heat from her even smoother slit nearly causing Chris to push his hips forward and ruin the moment.

"Ohhhh—" Chris's eyes fluttered closed as Ashley pulled him into her. His body sank deeper into hers, and in an instant he was drowning in pleasure. Ashley's lips closed around his, their kiss languid as all of his worries washed away.

"I missed you, Chris," she sighed, lacing her fingers into his. "I missed you so much."

"I missed you too, Ashley." He ran his fingers over her ribs, before bringing them to her chest, palming it tenderly. He knew it sounded insane. It had only been two days, barely enough time to miss someone. But, so much had happened in those two days, more than he could properly put into words. "But everything that happened. The voicemails, and..."

Ashley’s nails raked across his back breaking his rant. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer and driving him deeper into her until all he could do was grunt.

“Ugggh,” she yelped, thighs falling open wider as she undulated beneath him, welcoming every thrust of his hips.

Their kiss broke from their renewed urgency, Ashley's grunts growing louder in Chris's ear as he drove into her, their faces inches apart as they shared the same heated breath.

"Don't stop, Chris. Please, don't... ever... stop." Her breathing became ragged, her heat wrapping around him as his arms trembled from the effort of holding himself above her.

Was this just dirty talk? A plea to keep loving her? He wasn't sure what she meant. He drove harder into her. Was she begging him not to make her end it with Clayton?

He bit the inside of his cheek, forcing control back into his hips and slowing his pace. He let his lips travel across her jaw, tasting the salt of her tears. Then across to her ear, whispering her name. Her hands clutched at him, her legs wrapping around his frame, making it harder for him to move.

"Oh God, Chris. Ohhh fuck." Her breath hitched, her thighs trembled around him as she tried to draw him deeper. "I want to feel you, baby. I want you to cum."

He tried to hold back, to keep from losing the moment too quickly. He wanted to focus on the way she still responded to his touch despite everything: the voicemail, the taunts, the nights haunted by her moans. In this moment she was his, her body clinging to him as if it had been their wedding night all over again. He kissed her, swallowing her gasp as she tightened around him, pulling him further in.

"Are you close?" He asked, breathless, unsure how much longer he could hold out.

Instead of answering her hand slipped between their bodies, fingers finding the swollen bundle of nerves between her thighs. Chris felt her knuckles brush against his length with every circle she drew over herself, the sensation making him groan into her mouth.

“Ohhh—God, yes—” Ashley's hips lifted off the bed, chasing each thrust with one of her own. "Cum, Chris. I want to feel you." Her eyes remained open, wide and desperate for him.

The sight alone was enough to make him lose it. He could feel the heat race across his body, the ache in his balls that always came seconds before losing control. "I love you, Ashley. I love you sooo—”

"Ohhhh fuck, Ohhhgod, yessss."

One last downward thrust, and he felt Ashley come unglued. Her walls spasmed around him and just like that, he was right there with her. He throbbed into her, not daring to close his eyes as each explosion seemed to drag out the next.

He folded into her, unable to hold himself up any longer, but not wanting to create any distance between her. When he finally softened and slipped free they both groaned at the loss, their hearts still hammering in their chests.

Chris rolled onto his back, and Ashley followed, laying her head on his chest while he stroked her hair. He kissed her forehead, pulling her body tighter against his. They both knew they had a world of things to talk about, but none of it felt more important than this moment. Then, before either of them realized it, they were asleep.


Ashley woke several hours later to Chris's soft snores. The afternoon sun had faded, painting the sky outside their window a cotton-candy pink and blue. She watched him sleep for several minutes. She'd forgotten how peaceful he looked when he slept, before all the worries of the last several months beating down on him.

She kissed his temple gently, running her fingers through his hair the way she knew he liked. He stirred, and she kissed him again, this time on the corner of his lips and his eyes fluttered open.

"Hey," he whispered, a smile forming on his lips. "How long were we out?"

"A couple of hours." She laid her head back down on his chest, her breast pressing against his bare skin. "I know you said we need to talk, but... it's over, baby. All of it."

He whipped his head around the room as if everything was suddenly confusing, then sat up on the bed. "What do you mean, it's over?"

He studied her face. She had tears forming in her eyes again, her smile bright and welcoming.

"The logger. I got it on his computer. The one in his home office." She wrapped her arms around his neck. "I know the voicemail was unfair, and when you called and I was..." she sighed, wiping away a tear. "I just... It's over now. We can get the data, give it to the FBI and forget any of it ever happened."

"Forget it ever happened?" He rubbed his temples, he could feel a headache coming on. "The things you said to Clayton... to Tom. Were they true?"

Ashley's face went red, and she pulled the sheet up over her chest. "I... yes... no... I don't know, Chris."

"You don't know? What does that even mean?" His hands started to shake.

"I don't know what you want me to say." She chewed on her lip, fighting back tears. "When I went there—”

"And that's another thing," he was raising his voice now. He didn't mean to, and he could see the hurt in Ashley's eyes. "When did you go? Why did you go? I thought we said we were going to wait until I got back."

"We didn't agree to anything, and Clayton cornered me in the parking garage the second you were gone. What was I supposed to do?"

He opened his mouth to respond, but he wasn't sure what he was going to say. It was his fault. He'd put her in this situation. Told her Clayton could be trusted, that they should explore his fantasy.

Ashley let out a frustrated sigh. "I got him to admit to spying on us when we were at Jen's. I thought if I could get to his house I could plant the device and leave."

"And somewhere along the way you decided that he owned your pussy?" It was a cheap shot, but the voicemail had stung more than he cared to admit. It wasn't so much the words it was that she sounded like she meant them.

"Things got carried away. I didn't expect..." She got out of bed, and put on one of Chris's old t-shirts. "When I'm with him. When things start to... escalate I... get lost in it."

She wanted to run away, to do anything but have this conversation. But she could see the hurt in Chris's eyes. She knew it'd gone too far, but what choice did she have? She couldn't let him go to jail. She would have done a thousand times worse if it meant she didn't lose him. "I... I didn't know Tom was going to call. I would have never... I'm sorry."

Chris stood and took her in his arms. "I'm sorry, too. I know you were just doing what was best in an impossible situation."

She melted into his embrace, thankful he understood.

"Just, give me the logger and I'll get it to Agent Holbrook. Then we can figure out how to move on from this."

The color drained from Ashley's face. She placed her palms on his chest, pulling back to look into his eyes. "Wha... what do you mean give you the logger."

The smile on Chris's face disappeared, followed quickly by a look of despair. "I mean we need to give the logger to the FBI. Why, where is it?"

"I... I don't have it." Her body began to shake. "I thought I just needed to connect it. That... that someone could connect wirelessly and..." She buried her face in Chris's chest, desperate not to cry.

"It's okay. I'll figure something out," Chris said, but they both knew it was a lie.

"I can go back. I can call him and..."

"No." He tried to sound tender, concerned, but it came out sharp. "You've been through enough. It needs to be me." He walked over to the dresser, grabbing the first pair of boxers he could find and put them on. "I need to brief him about Seattle anyway. I can use that as an excuse. Figure out a reason for him to let me in."

He walked into the bathroom, giving Ashley a moment to breathe. She couldn't believe she was so stupid. She was right there. She'd practically spent the night at his house. It would have been easy for her to sneak out after one of their countless sessions to go back and grab it. Why did she think it could be done remotely?

She walked downstairs, hoping the short walk would clear her head. She left her phone down there, knowing that Chris would come home wanting to talk and terrified Clayton would be listening in.

When she picked it up and unlocked it, her breath caught. Two messages from Clayton, sent back to back less than an hour ago.

He misses you. It's time to collect on the promise you made in your driveway.

Below it, a photo. Ashley's stomach fluttered, her body heating up as she stared at Clayton's naked body. His cock was hard, it always seemed to be like that regardless of how many times she... She dismissed the thought, her nipples tight against the fabric of her shirt.

She thought about deleting the image. About responding to his message and saying he missed his chance. But instead she just stared at the picture, heat pooling in her core with each passing second.

The sound of the toilet flushing snapped her back to reality. She quickly scanned the notifications ensuring she hadn't missed anything else important then tossed it back on the desk and hurried back up to the bedroom.

When she returned, Chris was already out of the bathroom, tugging a shirt over his head.

"I'm going to have him admit it to me."

"What?" Ashley asked, confused as she hoped he didn't question why she looked so flushed.

"I'm still working out the details, but," he hopped around on one foot as he slid on a pair of jeans. "Holbrook was right. I own a third of the company, I should know about everything that's happening."

"So, the plan is what exactly? Tell Clayton you know he's using BitGuardian to spy and tell him you want in on it?"

"Kinda?" He realized how dumb he sounded. "I don't have it all fleshed out yet, but I'm going to tell him that Tom let a lot of stuff slip in Seattle and I'm not here to judge, but I want in."

"And you expect him to just confess everything to you while you record? Chris, he isn't some kind of Bond super-villain."

"Not confess. But maybe trust me enough that I can get into his office and recover the logger."

Ashley's face softened. "Chris, it will never work and you know it. He's going to see right through you. Just... let me go back I can—”

"No! I'm not going to let you ever go over there again."

Ashley's eyes went dark. "Let me?"

"That's not what I meant, Ash. I just... I need to do this."

"Chris, he trusts me. If you show up you're just going to ruin—”

"Ruin what, Ashley? My career? My life?" He zipped his pants up. "Do you actually believe this won't work? Or are you just trying to find another way to go yourself?"

Ashley recoiled at the accusation, her sadness replaced by anger. "What does that mean?"

"This was supposed to be just sex. But it doesn't feel like that anymore." The words were coming faster than his brain could process them now. Months of angst and worry bubbling over to this moment. "Do you love him? Is that what this is?"

Ashley's mouth hung open in disbelief, tears she hadn't even realized she'd spilled, streaking her face. "How dare you. After everything you've asked me to do, after everything I've sacrificed for this marriage, for us, how dare you question my motives."

"You didn't deny it," Chris said, in a whisper.

Ashley opened her mouth to respond, then stopped. How dare he walk around like he's some type of virtuous-being in all of this. What right did he have to slut shame her, to question her loyalty. The silence stretched between them, growing heavier with each passing second. Ashley watched as the anger in Chris's eyes changed, realizing the line he'd crossed.

"Ashley..." he started, but she was already moving toward the door.

"I can't do this right now. I can't stand here and let you make me the villain when all I've done is try to protect us."

"Where are you going?"

Ashley paused at the bedroom door, not turning around. "I don't know. But, I can't be around you right now."

"Wait. I didn't..."

But she was already running down the stairs. Chris fell back onto the bed. She wasn't wrong. He needed a plan for Clayton. Something that would give Clayton a reason to trust him. Something that didn't involve Ashley.


The engine ticked like a bomb as Chris sat in front of Clayton's house. He didn't even remember driving there. He barely even remembered seeing Ashley lying on the couch when he came downstairs. She didn't even bother to tell him goodbye, or be careful. She just sat on the sofa with disbelief in her eyes. Maybe she was right, his plan was anything but solid.

He thought about all of his other run-ins with Clayton. The only time he'd felt like he'd outmaneuvered Clayton was when he'd asked for more ownership in the company, and he'd done it by playing into his ego. That was what he was going to do tonight. The plan was as stupid as it was brilliant.

He glanced over at the box of cigars in the passenger seat. The cedar box's polished surface reflected in the streetlights. He'd bought them on their honeymoon. A two hundred dollar box of Cuban Cohibas. He was planning to save them for his and Ashley's tenth wedding anniversary. He laughed into the calmness of the night, more out of fear and irony than actual humor. Instead of lighting them to celebrate a decade of love and commitment, he was going to offer them up to his wife's lover of almost a year.

He picked up the box, and forced himself out of the car, certain that if he sat there much longer he'd change his mind and go back home. The walk to Clayton's front door felt like a death march. Each step echoed his doubts. What if Ashley was right? What if this doesn't work? But he pushed the thoughts away. He had to fix this himself. If he allowed Ashley to come back here then he wasn't sure she'd ever leave. He felt his legs tremble as he climbed the first step. He paused, forcing himself to take deep breaths. He couldn't afford to let his emotions get the best of him.

As soon as he got to the front door, it swung open. Chris let out a startled gasp as Clayton appeared with a plain white t-shirt and a pair of jeans. His signature smirk was on his face, like he'd been expecting Chris the entire time.

"Chris, this is a surprise. I didn't expect to see you until tomorrow." His eyes dropped to the cigar box. "Come in, please."

He stepped aside and Chris felt a sudden urge to throw the box at Clayton's face and take off sprinting. But, he let it pass, forcing his legs to move forward, back to the place that started it all.

As he walked into the house, he glanced toward the living room, his mind instantly taking him back to his night there with Ashley. He could almost see her there on the sofa, her front teeth biting her bottom lip softly as Clayton stood just inches in front of her ready to explode. Even now, after everything, he felt his cock start to stir as images of Ashley's chest covered in Clayton's release came into his mind.

"Drink?" Clayton asked, breaking Chris from his torturous daydream.

"Um... sure." He walked into the kitchen behind Clayton, hoping he couldn't hear the way Chris's heart was threatening to beat out of his chest.

"So, what are we celebrating?" Clayton asked, handing him a glass of expensive-looking whiskey as he gestured toward the cigar box.

Chris's mouth went dry and he sipped the whiskey in hopes it would buy him a few seconds to gather his nerve. He closed his eyes, savoring the sweet burn of this liquor as it made its way down his throat. "I was saving these for our tenth anniversary," he said, offering a cigar to Clayton. "But with all we've been through together, I thought this seemed more appropriate."

Clayton smiled, taking one from the box. "And what's that, exactly?"

"Being in Seattle. Talking to Tom, seeing the way he... interacted with Katie. Things started to click for me."

"Things?"

Chris smiled, he hoped it looked more natural than it felt. "BitGuardian. The thing we are actually doing here."

Now it was Clayton's turn to smile. His gaze swept over Chris, sizing him up. "And what is it that we are doing here?"

"Look," he took a breath. "I know BitGuardian has a backdoor that can be used to access systems. Tom gets very chatty when he's had a bit to drink."

He watched Clayton's face, saw the way he grimaced slightly before recovering. He'd been in sales long enough to know he was on the right path. "Tom wants to head up the expansion into Europe. At first, I didn't think much of it, then it clicked. Security restrictions over there aren't as strict. If you can get BitGuardian installed on a few systems, grease a few hands, then suddenly you're sitting on a goldmine of data. I mean, it's brilliant really."

"And Tom told you all this?" Clayton was still trying to hold his cards close to the vest, but Chris could see he was rattled. He watched the amber liquor slush around in the glass as Clayton brought it to his lips.

"Not in so many words. But Tom is a real hothead, doesn't take kindly to being told no or not getting what he wants."

This time Clayton laughed. "No arguments there. Tom has been a pain in my ass since day one."

Chris nodded, his nerves beginning to settle as Clayton opened up a little. "That's where Katie came in, right? Genius move, by the way."

Clayton's phone buzzed on the island, but he ignored it, engrossed in what Chris was saying. "How so?"

"I mean, we all know Katie has a certain... charm about her. Tom seemed very keen to impress her." Chris's stomach dropped, now came the difficult part. "During the meeting with the board, the members didn't seem very keen to let Tom lead the expansion, but he didn't seem worried. Like, at all." Chris finished his whiskey, setting the glass noisily on the table. "It was almost like he knew they would see the light. That's when it hit me."

Clayton's eyes darkened. "What's that?"

"Tom has wanted Ashley since the first time he saw her. And he knew every single member of the board would want her too." He reached out helping himself to another round of whiskey. "But..." He manufactured a laugh. "You're not the type of person who likes to share. Especially with guys like Tom."

The veins in Clayton's neck bulged.

"So after dangling her in front of Tom, you sent Katie. Hoping Tom would see the value in her and want to use her to get what he needed from the board."

"You have a helluva imagination I'll give you that." Clayton's phone buzzed again on the counter. He glanced at the screen, a text from Katie. "Let's say what you're saying is true." Chris's stomach fluttered, this was going even better than expected. "How would Ashley, or Katie for that matter help with the board?"

"That was tripping me up as well, but then Tom all but spelled it out. Katie sleeps with a board member, she has BitGuardian installed on her phone, because she's an employee. And because of that, Katie and the board member have suddenly made a sex tape that you and Tom have access to. I'd say that would create quite the scandal if it got leaked. But, with a certain vote, silence can be bought." He watched as Clayton's tongue slid across his lips. "How am I doing so far?"

"Fucking, Tom," Clayton mumbled under his breath. He had always been a liability, but this was a new low even for him. If Chris was able to put all of these pieces together in just a couple of days then maybe his father's warning about the FBI was warranted. He needed an exit strategy.

"The man thinks he's some sort of mastermind. He's got an ego the size of a small country." Clayton shook his head, pulling out a lighter to light the cigar. "He's got the finesse of a goddamn elephant." He paused, puffing on the tobacco until the end turned a deep red. "But you... I keep underestimating you Chris."

"Like it or not, I own a third of the company now. My neck is on the line too. I can't help you if you keep me in the dark."

"And how is it you can help me?"

"Well Katie, for starters." He placed his hands in his lap, the anxiety from earlier returning at the worst possible time. "Let's just say she didn't seem too keen to show Tom a good time. I had a chat with her. Made her understand the expectations."

A puff of smoke traveled across the kitchen as Clayton tipped his head back. He seemed relaxed, collected. His phone buzzed again, and this time he picked it up from the table his eyes scanning the screen before turning his attention back to Chris.

"I can't imagine she reacted very well when you told her what you wanted her to do," Clayton said, taking another drag of his cigar.

"No, but she came around pretty quickly. After all, Katie has always had a way with the clients."

For a second Clayton didn't react, he just stared at Chris with cold eyes. Then, all at once, a smile formed on his lips. "Well hell, I can't believe I ever doubted you, Chris. I'm sorry to have kept you in the dark for so long."

"I um..." Chris's heart felt like it was going to beat out of his chest. He couldn't believe this had worked. Clayton was going to let him into his inner circle. Once there, he wouldn't need to sneak around trying to gather intel. Clayton would openly give it to him and he could turn right around and share it with the FBI. "I'm just glad we are on the same page now."

"Oh absolutely," Clayton said, putting his phone into his pocket. "In fact, I think this calls for a real celebration. Don't you?"

He poured another splash of whiskey holding up his glass. "To partnership," Clayton said, and they clinked glasses. "And to understanding what we're really building here."

Chris took a long sip from his glass, unable to hold in the smile that had been building. But as he lowered his glass, he noticed Clayton studying him with an intensity that made something cold crawl up his spine.

"You know," Clayton said, his tone shifting almost imperceptibly, "there is one small thing I'm curious about."

Chris's stomach fluttered, but he forced himself to maintain his confident posture. "What's that?"

Clayton pulled out his phone, glancing at the screen with what looked like mild interest. When he looked back up, his smile had shifted into something slightly darker.

"I'm just wondering," Clayton said, keeping his tone casual, "how exactly you managed to convince Katie to be so... cooperative about Tom."

"Like I said, I had a conversation with her. Explained the situation, the expectations—"

"Right, right," Clayton interrupted. "You know what your greatest weakness is, Chris?" The smirk on Clayton's face suggested his question was rhetorical. Still, Chris raised his eyebrow inquisitively. "You're too big of a fucking boy scout for your own good." He slid his phone across the table to Chris.

Chris's eyes went to the open screen.

Katie: I met your buddy, Tom. He's a real piece of work.

Clayton: Chris told me what happened. I didn't expect him to pressure you to go.

Katie: Nobody pressured me. In fact, Chris seemed mortified I went. I may have thought it was what he wanted at first, but after the plane ride home it became pretty obvious to me that he was trying to stop it. I owe him an apology.

When Chris looked back at Clayton, his gaze was dripping with disdain. "So... partner."
The word dripped with false sincerity. "Want to tell me the real reason you're here?"

Chris's mind raced, desperate to think of a way to turn this around.

"See, I think you're here because you're starting to realize Ashley has stopped including you." He walked closer to Chris, setting his glass on the marble countertop. "You think she's slipping away. And you know what?" He was close enough now Chris could smell the alcohol on his breath. "You're right."

Chris's breath hitched, but he otherwise remained silent.

"So what is it, Chris? Were you hoping to come over and butter me up with a fancy cigar? All so you could feel included again? So you could have a front row seat to watch how a real man fucks your wife."

"What? No, I..."

"She didn't tell you, did she?"

"Tell me what?" Chris whispered, almost too afraid to ask.

"That she told me that she loved me the other night?"

Tears stung the back of his eyes. "She wouldn't..."

Clayton laughed. "Oh but she did. Right before you called. You know, when she answered screaming my name."

"Go to hell," Chris spat, shoving past him and racing for the door. The world felt like it had tilted on its axis. There was no way it was true... was there?

"Don't worry, buddy," Clayton called after him. "I'll call her for you. She owes me a favor."

Chris's hand was on the door handle when Clayton delivered the final blow.

"I'll send you another video!"

The door slammed shut behind Chris with a sound like thunder, but it couldn't drown out the echo of Clayton's promise. As Chris stumbled toward his car, his hands shaking so badly he could barely get the keys in the ignition, he knew with absolute certainty that Clayton meant every word.


CHAPTER SEVEN


"THIS ENTIRE THING is a shitshow," Clayton's dad raged from the other end of the line.

After Chris's visit earlier in the week, Clayton had no choice but to tell his father. They'd talked nearly every day since, always the same argument. Clayton would accuse Tom of being a neanderthal who was risking the operation, while his dad said it was Clayton that was the problem.

Clayton swept the living room for what felt like the tenth time with an RF detector, barely listening as his father listed why he was a failure.

"If you paid half as much attention to the job instead of chasing that whore around."

Clayton's jaw clenched as he blocked out his dad's veiled threats. The call should have happened in the office where he could record it. Instead, he flipped the cushion on his leather sofa and scanned for bugs. Clean, just like every other time he'd checked.

"Tom's a liability," Clayton said once his father took a breath from cursing at him. "He's the one who got shitfaced in Seattle and basically laid the entire plan out to Chris. If he'd—"

"You should have been there! But instead you were here playing house with another man's wife. I swear this woman is more expensive than the whore I bought to take your virginity and that was..."

Clayton stopped listening again, moving into the kitchen to do another scan. If Chris wasn't there to plant a bug, then why did he show up? There was no way he actually wanted to be a part of this, which meant he needed access to something. But he hadn't been anywhere else in the house.

Pain spiked behind Clayton's eyes. He poured himself a shot, knocked it back. Poured another. His father's voice continued to boom through the speaker, something about being a disappointment. The same speech he'd heard since he was twelve.

If Chris had been wearing a wire, the feds would have moved already. Clayton had been careful that night. He didn't remember saying anything incriminating. So why the visit? What was Chris actually after?

The question gnawed at him, unanswered.

"And that's why we've accelerated the timeline. Your feelings for her have complicated everything."

Clayton froze mid-sweep, the RF detector humming uselessly in his hand. "Wait, what?"

He grabbed the phone off the counter. The whiskey burned in his chest, heat spreading through him.

"You heard me," his father said, more condescending than ever. "This little game of house you're playing ends. Tom will be there tomorrow. See to it that you and your little whore are on a plane back to Seattle with him when he leaves."

The walls of his kitchen pressed closer. That wasn't enough time. He still had so much he wanted to do. He closed his eyes, remembering the last time Ashley was there. He'd nearly convinced her to stay the night.

"But the board vote isn't for another—"

"Jesus Christ, son. Have you been listening to anything I've said?" His father's voice cracked with frustration. "The FBI is planning arrests. You need to see to it that it's not you."

The line went dead before Clayton could respond.

He stood in his kitchen, RF detector still in hand, staring at the phone. The silence his father left behind felt heavier than the shouting.

Tomorrow.

The detector's hum filled the kitchen. His breath came faster, his grip on the device tight enough the plastic creaked. When had he lost control? After all he'd done, why didn't his own father trust him to make the call on when this should happen? Instead he sided with Tom, always. Tom had grown from being a thorn in his side to an outright liability, and still his father took the man's side.

Fine. They wanted to accelerate the timeline? He'd accelerate.

He scrolled through his contacts, looking for Ashley's name. His thumb pausing on her name, before scrolling past to Katie's, a plan starting to develop.

The last time they'd spoken Katie had said she knew Chris hadn't actually set her up. Yet, he watched their interactions in the office, she was still icing him out. He could use that. He and Katie had always had an... understanding when it came to one another. He'd made her the successful saleswoman she was. Trained her to be just as ruthless as he was, and the sex... Other than Ashley, Katie was in a class all her own.

He stared at the screen, the blinking cursor taunting him. If he reached out, she'd know it was just a booty-call. Maybe that was okay, after all she never seemed to mind before. But after what happened in Seattle he needed to be a little less obvious about his intentions.

He'd just promoted her to VP. Technically it was Chris who pushed for it, but she didn't need to know the details. Maybe he'd have her come over for dinner to celebrate? No, that was too obvious.

Katie was smart enough to read between the lines. Maybe he'd be direct. She knew what this relationship was, there was no reason for him to beat around the bush. As he pondered his options, he moved back into the living room. What if he was right, and Chris was anxious because he knew he was losing Ashley. A smile formed on his lips as he typed out his message to Katie and pressed send.


The bath water had gone from scalding to tepid in the hour Katie had been lying there. She topped off her wine glass without sitting up, red liquid sloshing dangerously close to the rim as she settled back against the porcelain. Her third glass. Or fourth. She'd stopped counting around the same time she'd stopped pretending the heat in her chest was just from the alcohol.

Her phone sat on the folded towel beside the tub, screen facing up. Taunting her.

Since returning from Seattle a few days ago, Tom had made it a habit of texting her throughout the day. She tried to blow it off at first, he was just a needy client who wanted to know every detail of every decision being made. But the professional nature of his messages would go out the window the later the day got, and it wasn't long before she had gotten her first unsolicited dick pic.

The first time it happened, she was still sitting in the office, Chris just a few feet from her. She audibly gasped when the picture came in, her cheeks must have turned ten different shades of red. Chris had asked her if she was alright, but they still weren't on speaking terms, not really. So she'd just stuffed her phone into her bag and rushed out the door.

The next day, Tom had acted like it never happened, but the messages continued. Then, on her drive home, she'd gotten another pic. That time, she'd typed out an angry message telling him how inappropriate it was and that he needed to stop. But by the time she'd gotten home and read it again, she'd deleted the message. Not wanting to cause a stir with such an influential client so quickly.

Her phone chimed on the folded towel. She didn't need to look at the screen to know it was from Tom. His pattern had become predictable. Her fingers tightened around the stem of the wine glass as her phone chimed again. For a second, she let herself wonder what would happen if she brought the complaint to Chris or Clayton. Would they even care? Clayton certainly wouldn't. He would tell her to play the game. Lean into it and find a way to turn it into a bigger sell.

She reached for the phone with her free hand, dripping water onto the screen from her wrist. As expected, there was a picture message waiting for her. Her pulse quickened as she stared at the preview on her screen, her fingers shaking as she contemplated opening the message.

Images from her night with Tom flooded her mind, a warm tingle settling between her thighs. She blamed the wine. It was easier than admitting to herself that she didn't completely hate her time with Tom.

She chewed on her bottom lip as she enlarged the picture. Tom's hand was wrapped around the base of his shaft. It was thick, menacing in a way that made her mouth water.

Heat crawled up her neck as she remembered what it felt like the first time it was inside her. The way Tom had made her guide it in herself. She set the wine glass on the tub's edge before she could drop it, and moved that hand into the warm water, her fingertips brushing her inner thigh.

This was a bad idea, she knew that. Not only was Tom a client, he was a predator who wouldn't take no for an answer once she let this game begin. But that didn't matter to her right now. Her stomach coiled in anticipation as her fingers drifted closer to her lips, her eyes began to flutter closed when her phone dinged again in her hand.

Tom: You can't tell me you haven't thought about it. I certainly have. Once you finally learned to address me properly your body came alive. You were soaked and I hadn't even touched you yet.

Her thighs clenched, the water was suddenly scalding again. She hated how right he was. She couldn't remember a time she was so turned on without any type of foreplay.

Before she could talk herself out of it, she started to thumb out a reply. Her free hand digging into her upper thigh, denying herself the pleasure of sliding it over her clit, just like Tom had done that night.

Katie: This is a very inappropriate thing to be texting someone who works on your account... sir.

The moment she sent it, she wished she didn't. She held her breath waiting for his reply. Her nails threatening to break the skin on her thigh as she desperately tried to maintain the self-control to not touch herself. She didn't have to wait long.

Tom: Such a good girl remembering how to properly address me. I think you deserve a reward. Don't you?

The phrase sent electricity through her. Her face flushed hot. Her nipples taut diamonds peaking out of the surface of the water. Her hips jerked up in the water, desperately seeking contact with her fingers.

Katie: And what do I get for being...

A new message appeared while she was typing. This one from Clayton. Her brow furrowed. He never messaged her this late, unless...

A new wave of endorphins rushed through her. Clayton was the safer option... the better option. She swallowed the lump in her throat, and swiped away from Tom's message, pulling up Clayton's instead.

Clayton: I never got a chance to formally congratulate you on the promotion.

The fingers digging into her thigh loosened, briefly. Her mind was still on sex, and it was easy to read more into this message than intended. She took a deep breath, grounding herself before responding.

Katie: Thanks. Still processing it all.

Clayton: I'd say you more than earned it. Let's do dinner at my house tomorrow. I have something special planned.

Katie chewed on her bottom lip, trying to interpret the meaning of his words. Her fingers ran in a circular pattern along her thigh, not allowing her arousal to die down completely.

Katie: Special?

Clayton: Let's just say I want to see first hand exactly how you graduated with honors.

Her eyes went wide as she read the message twice. Her finger drifted to her already swollen clit, applying just enough pressure to take the edge off as she let out a soft moan.

Katie: Clayton...

Clayton: Tomorrow, 8pm. Bring your appetite.

A second finger joined the first, circling her clit with greater speed. He couldn't be serious. She needed to ask more questions, to tell him this was crazy. But her body was in control now. She'd denied her release for too long.

A moan escaped her lips as her finger parted her lips. Her hand trembled as she typed out her next message.

Katie: What should I wear?

Her hips jerked in time with her hand, a second finger joining the first inside her fiery depths.

_Clayton: Something that's easy to take off.

Katie rolled her eyes even as heat spread through her chest. She tossed the phone back onto the towel, her hand going to her chest and pinching her nipple as her eyes closed envisioning the scene tomorrow night. Her moans echoed off the tiled walls as she brought herself to the climax she'd been denying.

As her breathing returned to normal, a smile formed on her lips, her body still buzzing from the aftershocks of her orgasm. She knew going to see Clayton tomorrow was stupid, but not as stupid as whatever she was about to initiate with Tom. She picked her phone back up, pulling up his thread to see that he had texted another 4 times.

Katie: I think we should keep our communication focused on the Larken account. Let me know if you need anything work-related.

She hit send before she could second-guess it and sank back into the cooling water.


Ashley sat in the parking lot of the hospital as the sun began to set, her eyes red and puffy.

"There's nothing else we can do." Chris's voice filled the car through the speaker. He sounded tired, and slightly drunk.

It had been this way since he got back from Seattle, the last night they made love.

"But there is. Let me go over there I can talk him and—"

"You mean fuck him."

The accusation tore a hole through her chest, and she sniffled into the phone. Suddenly, she couldn't breathe, couldn't get air past the constriction in her throat.

"I told you already. This is my cross to bear, not yours. I don't want you getting any more involved."

"I'm already involved, Chris. Why can't you accept that?"

Her jaw clenched. They'd had this same argument three times already. Every night since he'd been back. He was pulling away. Not just from the reality of the situation, but from Ashley. Her hands shook as they gripped the steering wheel. Her ring catching the reflection of the fading sun and sparkling with faded dreams.

"I think I've accepted a whole hell of a lot, Ashley. But when you go behind my back while I'm out of town to fuck my boss it becomes a whole lot harder to accept."

"It's not that simple." She kept her voice level, she didn't want him to know she was crying. "I didn't do anything we hadn't already done."

Chris laughed on the other end of the phone. It was a bitter laugh, one she'd never heard before and it made her stomach knot.

"The voicemail that plays on an endless loop in my head suggest otherwise."

"I told you, I didn't know he was going to send that."

"Yet, you said it anyway." There was a pause. "You told another man he owned your pussy."

Heat flooded Ashley's face, resting her forehead on the wheel to hide her embarrassment. "It was just sex talk. I didn't mean it." She took a breath, she hadn't expected this conversation to be so difficult. Her shift started in 10 minutes, she needed to wrap it up so she'd have time to look presentable before going in.

"None of that matters right now," she said, determined. "What matters is that I go back there and—"

"It always comes back to that, doesn't it? You finding an excuse to go back and see him."

Her stomach twisted. "That's not fair."

"On that we agree."

"Chris, I just want—"

"Why are we even talking about this? You made it pretty clear when I was in Seattle my opinion on this didn't really matter."

"It's not like that and you know it." She was screaming now, tears streaking down her face as she fought to contain her emotions. "It's just... complicated."

Another pause. Longer this time. When he spoke again, his voice had gone cold.

"Because you told him you loved him."

The color in Ashley's face drained and the world stopped. A bomb detonated in her chest as she closed her eyes and replayed the night at Clayton's. Everything had happened so fast. One minute she was in his office, performing for Tom. The next, she was in his bedroom, her nails digging into his chest, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust up into her. The feeling of him stretching her, filling her, hitting places that made her vision white out. He'd said so many things to her in that moment. Asked her how his cock felt buried inside her, if she loved the way he was able to hit places Chris couldn't. Telling her to say it, to admit it, to worship him with her words the way her body already did.

"Chris, I didn't—" she started, but Chris cut her off.

"Don't, Ash. Just... save it." The fire in his voice had gone. Replaced with an emptiness that made Ashley want to race home and hold him in her arms. "I'm going to get a hotel and crash there tonight. I can't be alone in the house right now."

Her throat closed up. She wanted to scream that he had it all wrong, that they were stronger than this and they could still fix it. But the words wouldn't come. Chris was giving up, and no matter what she said to him, it wouldn't be enough. She needed to find another way.

"Chris, please. Let's just—"

"I have to," he said, adding a quick "I love you," and ending the call before she could say it back.

"I—" but the line was already dead.

Ashley slammed her hands into the dash, letting out a strangling cry. She pulled down the visor mirror and stared at her reflection. Red-rimmed eyes. Mascara streaked down both cheeks. Her face blotchy and swollen. Her shift started in three minutes, and she had no idea where to start.


The elevator doors parted with a gentle ding, and Ashley stepped into the familiar chaos of the evening shift change on her floor. She scanned the faces of the nurses sitting around the station hoping that she could get through shift change without anyone she was too familiar with seeing her. Monitors beeped from somewhere down the hall, as each step drew her closer to the circle of women already whispering amongst themselves.

She'd managed to fix her makeup in the car. It was far from perfect, but she looked presentable. Foundation covered the worst of the blotchiness, fresh mascara hid the evidence of tears. From a distance, she doubted anyone would notice. Up close, anyone paying attention would be able to see her failed attempt.

"Jesus, Ash." Jen had spotted her before she'd made it ten feet inside the door. Ashley's stomach dropped, not prepared to have this conversation. They hadn't even had time to talk about what transpired with Ashley and Dave. This was only going to make things more awkward.

"Hey." Ashley's voice came out rough. She cleared her throat. "Didn't know you were working tonight."

"Picked up an extra shift." Jen closed the distance between them, locking their arms together. "You look like hell."

"Thanks." Ashley tried for a smile that probably looked as fake as it felt. "Rough day."

"That may be the understatement of the century. Do you want to talk about it?"

"I..." tears welled in her eyes. "Let's make it through shift change. I'm barely holding it together."

Jen nodded, running her fingers through her friend's hair as they stopped in front of the nurse's station together.

Shift change dragged on forever. The only silver lining to any of it was that Mrs. Johnson was here. She hadn't spoken to the old lady since they had their fallout several weeks ago about the path Ashley was going down. She hated how she left things with her. She couldn't see her favorite patient like this though. First, she had to talk to Jen, get her emotions in check and then she'd go up.

As the circle of nurses broke apart, Jen grabbed Ashley's arm, pulling her toward the empty stairwell.

"Spill it," Jen said as the heavy door thudded shut and a cool breeze whipped over them.

Ashley forced a smile, she was glad she had a friend like Jen. Someone who she could talk to no matter what. She was mad at herself for not reaching out sooner, for thinking that their night together would have affected their friendship. Of course it wouldn't. It was stronger than that. Just like her marriage was... Ashley's composure shattered, she threw herself at Jen and smothering herself in the scent of her perfume and detergent that clung to her scrub top.

"Hey, I got you," Jen whispered as she caught her in her arms. Her hands clutched around Ashley's shoulder blades, stroking her hair softly. She didn't say anything, just continued to comfort her friend until her sobs disappeared into soft whimpers.

After what felt like hours, but was probably no more than five minutes, Jen pulled back to look her friend in the eye. "What's going on?"

"Chris and I had a fight this morning." Ashley's voice came out raw. "He's staying at a hotel tonight."

"Oh, Ash, I'm so sorry." She dropped her hands to Ashley's squeezing them. "It... it wasn't about what happened with me and Dave, was it?"

"No... no, of course not." Ashley wiped the remaining tears from her eyes. "He enjoyed that night." She tried her best to smile. "We both did."

A look of relief washed over Jen's face. "Does it have something to do with the thumb drive Chris borrowed from Dave?"

On instinct, Ashley's eyes snapped to the front pockets of Jen's scrubs. She let out a breath when she didn't see the outline of a phone. "Kinda..." She wasn't sure how much she could tell Jen. She didn't want to implicate her in anything. "There's this guy I've been seeing. Chris's boss."

Heat crept up her neck as she saw the smirk Jen was giving her, but she powered through it. "It started out fun, casual. But now..." Ashley closed her eyes trying to fight back the tears from starting again. "Chris thinks I'm in love with him."

"Are you?"

Ashley took a step back. "Why would you ask me that?"

Jen sighed, running her fingers through her hair. "A couple years ago, when Dave and I just started opening our marriage, I hooked up with Dr. Franklin. You remember him? He transferred about a year ago, used to work in radiology. Had this tribal looking tattoo on his arm."

Ashley nodded. He was easy on the eyes and knew it. Every interaction she had with him felt flirty.

"Anyway, the sex was out of this world. I mean the things that man could do with his tongue." Jen realized the way Ashley was looking at her and laughed embarrassedly. "Anyway, I convinced myself I was in love with him. That Dave and I would never have chemistry like that and I had been missing out my entire life."

Ashley's eyes went wide. "Oh my God. I had no idea."

"Nobody did, except Dave. You know what he said when I told him."

"What?"

Jen laughed, and shook her head. "He said, it's just sex, Jen. You're putting too much stock into it." She smiled. "And he was right. I was. But that's when I realized just how simple of creatures men are."

Ashley raised her eyebrow, confused.

"Men compartmentalize. When Dave sleeps with another woman, it literally means nothing more to him than jerking off in the shower." She saw a look of shock on Ashley's face. "No offense," she quickly added. "His heart just never gets involved unless he lets it."

"But us? We can't separate it that cleanly. The same hormones that make sex feel good also make us bond. Make us attach. Make us confuse physical pleasure with emotional connection." She gripped Ashley's shoulders. "After I broke things off with Dr. Franklin I was devastated for weeks. I blamed Dave, I blamed my parents for insisting I marry so young. But then, I got over it and I realized Dave was right. I didn't love Benji. Hell, I didn't know anything about him other than he'd given me the best orgasms of my life, but I couldn't separate the two. We never had to do the hard stuff together. Would he comfort me if I was sad, or sick? The only time we'd spent together neither of us had clothes on."

There was a long pause in the conversation where neither woman spoke, they just looked at each other with quiet understanding.

"So what happened? You and Dave obviously still..."

Jen laughed. "Dave still has his fun from time to time. I just... watch. It's less complicated that way."

"I don't know what to do, Jen."

"You need to figure out what you want, and then fight for it."

Ashley opened her mouth to respond, but stopped. She needed time to process what Jen had said, what she was feeling.

"Do you need a place to stay? I'm sure Dave would love having you over again." A playful smile tugged on Jen's lips.

"You're such a perv," Ashley responded with the smallest hint of a smile. "I appreciate the gesture. Really I do, but that would probably only make things worse."

"I understand," Jen said, touching her arm. "But if you change your mind I can make him sleep on the sofa and we can have a girls night."

"Thanks," Ashley said, letting her fingers slide across Jen's arms as her colleague made her way to the door. "I'm going to stay here a minute then start to make my rounds."

"Take all the time you need."


The next few hours passed on autopilot as Ashley made her rounds. She sent another text to Chris making sure he'd gotten to the hotel alright, but all she got back was a thumbs up emoji. She thought about Jen’s words, how so much of it mirrored Mrs. Johnson’s own advice. Her stomach knotted. She'd been avoiding Mrs. Johnson, too ashamed to face her again. But she was out of excuses. She needed to see her.

As she made her way to the end of the hall where Mrs. Johnson's room was, the supply closet door opened, a hand darted out, pulling her in and making her gasp.

The door clicked shut as Ashley's back slammed against it, and The Janitor pressed into her, his yellow teeth shining in the dim light.

"Hey there, princess." His gravelly voice filled the small space. "Been a while."

Heat crawled up Ashley's neck as a familiar tingle spread between her legs. Memories of their last encounter flooding her mind, the way she'd used him to prove to herself she was in control.

"It has." She kept her voice steady, even as her body betrayed her with flushed cheeks.

He pressed into her, the rigid shape of his cock resting on her thigh. She could smell the cigarette smoke on his coveralls. "I believe you and me have some... unfinished business together." His eyes traveled her body, his thumb sliding under her scrub top and touching her bare skin.

"Not tonight, cowboy." She tried to keep her voice playful.

"Still doing this little song and dance?" His hand crept higher up her torso brushing the underside of her breast and causing her breath to catch.

"I'm serious," she said, more sternly, as she pushed his hand away. "My life's a mess right now. I need to figure some shit out."

"How bout you let Ol' Charles here, help you with that." He reached up, unfastening the buckle over his coveralls.

Ashley couldn't help but laugh, she'd finally learned his name.

"Sorry to disappoint, big boy. But you're gonna have to fly solo tonight." She stood up straight, and fixed her scrub top.

He took a step back, studying her face, as if he was trying to gauge how serious she was.

"So what, your husband got in your head?" He cocked his head. "Told you to stop having fun?"

"I think I made it pretty clear last time we met, I make my own rules." She stepped toward him now, making him crowd the back wall. "We had a lot of fun... Charles." She placed her hand on his thigh and felt his cock twitch. "That's a real nice toy you got there, but I won't be needing your... services anymore."

He studied her, jaw tight. "So that's it? You're done?"

"I am," she said with a smile, and turning to face the door.

"Have it your way then," he said. She could hear the irritation in his voice. "But if you change your mind—"

"I won't."

Ashley stepped into the hallway, leaving him in the dim supply room. As she closed the door, she let out a long breath, her heart racing.

She'd done it. She'd ended it. On her terms. It wasn't much, but it was a small victory. She hurried down the hall, excited to tell Mrs. Johnson all about it.

The first sign something was wrong came from the cluster of people outside room 408. Then she heard it—the shrill alarm, rapid footsteps, Dr. Patel's voice cutting through the chaos: "Starting compressions!"

Ashley's excitement evaporated. Her legs carried her forward, faster, but everything felt like it was moving in slow motion.

She reached the doorway as the crash cart slammed against the wall. Dr. Patel's hands pressed rhythmically into Mrs. Johnson's chest. The old woman's body jerked with each compression, her head lolling to the side, eyes closed.

"Come on," Dr. Patel muttered. "Come on."

Ashley's hand found the doorframe, barely able to keep her legs from giving way. This couldn't be happening. Not now. Not when she'd finally—

"Charge to 200," Dr. Patel ordered.

The paddles pressed against Mrs. Johnson's chest. Her frail body arched off the bed, then fell back. The monitor showed the same flat line.

"300. Clear!" Another jolt. Another flat line.

Ashley's throat constricted. She'd wasted so much time. Days avoiding this room, too proud to face the woman who'd told her the truth she needed to hear. And now—

"Time of death, 12:17 AM."

Her knees buckled, and she slid down the frame of the door. The noise of the hospital faded away as Ashley watched the doctor cover Mrs. Johnson's face with the sheet. Tears streaked her face before she even realized she'd been crying. This couldn't be happening. It couldn't be real.

She brought her knees to her chest, wrapping herself in a tight hug. She'd just been laughing, flirting, wasting time in the supply closet with a man whose name she hadn't even known, while Mrs. Johnson—

I was going to tell her. The thought screamed through Ashley's mind. I was going to tell her she was right. That I should have listened.

But Mrs. Johnson would never know. The last thing Mrs. Johnson had seen was Ashley storming out, defensive and angry, choosing to run rather than face the truth.

Arms wrapped around her, pulling her head to Jen's familiar scent.

"Oh, Ash. I'm so sorry." Jen whispered, pulling her close. "I know how much she meant to you."

Ashley buried her face in Jen's shoulder, her body shaking. "I didn't—I never got to—"

"I know. I know."

They sat in the doorway, nurses and doctors moving hurriedly around them. They unhooked machines, whispered their condolences. All moving about their night like it was any other. Ashley couldn't stop seeing Mrs. Johnson's face during their last conversation. The disappointment. The concern.

"Go home," Jen said softly, stroking Ashley's hair. "I'll cover your patients. Take the rest of the night."

"I can't just—"

"Yes, you can." Jen pulled back, looking her in the eyes. "You need to go home, Ash. Process this. I'll cover your other patients."

Ashley nodded numbly, walking back to retrieve her belongings in a haze. She grabbed her phone, pulling up her messages with glassy eyes and shaky hands.

I need you


The streetlight above cast everything in sickly yellow. A spotlight illuminating her mistake. A message from above telling her to turn the car around and go home.

She didn't care.

Her hands shook as she gripped the steering wheel, knuckles white against the leather. She welcomed that harsh light. Let it expose her for what she was. She didn't want to think about consequences anymore. Didn't want to explain why she'd left the hospital early or where she'd been for the last hour driving aimlessly through dark streets. Didn't want Chris to lie and say everything was going to be okay, that she'd done all she could, that Mrs. Johnson knew how Ashley felt about her when they both knew better.

No. She pressed her palms harder into the wheel until the pressure burned. She didn't need comfort. Didn't need someone to hold her while she cried and processed her feelings. She needed her mind to shut off. Needed what Jen had described earlier: sex that nothing more than jerking off in the shower. Mechanical. Thoughtless. A release valve for pressure with nowhere else to go.

That's why she sat outside Clayton's house instead of the hotel where Chris was probably still nursing his anger. Because Clayton wouldn't ask questions. Wouldn't want her to explain or heal or talk through what she was feeling. He'd rip her scrubs off, slide that magnificent cock inside her with the single-minded intensity he always had, and make her forget. At least for a few hours. Every fucked up decision that had led her to this moment could disappear into pure sensation.

Mrs. Johnson's face flickered behind her eyelids. The sheet being pulled up. Time of death, 12:17 AM.

Ashley opened the car door before she could change her mind.

The walk to his door happened in fragments. The slam of the car door. The hoot of an owl watching her make the ill-fated mistake. The way the porch light came on as she neared, and caused her to shield her eyes. The way Clayton's eyes traveled over her body before his gaze locked with her. Not one of pity, but of hunger. A hunger that Ashley craved right now, more than ever.

"You took your time getting here," he said, just as callous as always, although she could sense a hint of tenderness in his voice.

"I wasn't sure I was coming," she said, her throat constricting as she tried to push past him.

He pressed her against the frame of the door, his hard body tight against hers. "You're lying and we both know it." His gaze bore a hole in her chest and in that moment she would have done anything he said. She half hoped he'd tell her to drop to her knees before she entered.

Instead, he took a step back, letting her pass through the door. She walked toward the kitchen as the finality of the door closing behind her rang in her ears.

"Does Chris know you're here?"

She shook her head.

"Why not?" He was right behind her now. She could almost feel the heat of his body against her.

"I... he thinks I'm still at work."

"Because I have something he can't give you," Clayton corrected, wrapping his arm around her waist and kissing her neck. Which begs the question... What is it you need, Ashley?"

She spun in his arms, hooking her arms around his neck. Tears pricked the back of her eyes, as anger swelled in her chest. She needed to shut him up. She didn't want his questions, or his tenderness. Not tonight. "Are you going to spend all night asking me questions, or are you going to fuck me?"

A calculated smile spread across his face, his pupils growing wider and darker. "You've come so far since the first time you were here."

Before she could respond he pressed against her, pinning her against the island. He fisted her hair and yanked her head back, exposing her throat. His teeth scraped against the sensitive skin and she hissed in response before he bit down harder on her soft flesh.

"You're mine, Ashley. Every inch of you belong to me. Every strand of hair." He pulled harder, making her neck bend awkwardly. "Every freckle." His fingers slipped under her scrub top, and pressed hard on the birthmark on her right hip. "Every breath."

He crashed his mouth to hers, stealing the air in her lungs as his tongue invaded her mouth. Ashley melted into the kiss, silent tears streaking her cheeks as her tongue wrestled with his. This was what she needed. This would turn her mind off and allow her the quiet she was hoping for.

The kiss ended just as abruptly as it started and left her gasping against the island.

"What else is mine?"

Her cheeks burned with shame. For a heartbeat she thought about Chris. About the fight they had, and how the words seemed to hurt him more than the act itself. "My... my pussy." Heat flooded her core even as she hung her head. Mrs. Johnson was right about her.

"Fucking right. Now, strip." The tone in his voice left no room for questions. Her hands trembled as they moved to the hem of her scrub top. Clayton's smirk widened, as he untucked his shirt, never allowing his gaze to leave her body.

He leaned back against the counter opposite her, tossing her shirt to the floor. He licked his lips in anticipation when her scrub top joined his, her fingers already reaching back to unclasp her bra. "You're eager tonight. That's good. I have big plans for you."

Her pulse raced. Despite the cool air blowing from the vent above, Ashley's body was on fire. Clayton's taunts ringing in her ear. "Wh... what kind of plans?" She wanted to match his taunts with something clever, wanted to maintain some semblance of control through their usual verbal sparring. But her head wasn't in it. The words wouldn't come. Instead, she slid the bra from her arms and dropped in on the floor in front of her.

"The kind where you do everything I say without question. Now, look at me."

She forced her eyes up to meet his. The intensity there made her stomach clench. Cool air hit her nipples, making them tighten, but she barely felt it under the heat of his stare.

"Keep going," he said, reaching for the button of his pants.

Her breath hitched as she pushed the scrub bottoms down, taking her underwear with them. Normally, she would make a show of it. Spin around with her thumbs hooked in the waistband of some skimpy thong. Today, she wore beige granny panties, and she felt anything but playful.

When she stood, she was completely naked. Exposed in his kitchen. She expected to see his eyes grow dark with desire. For him to pounce on her without giving her a second to collect herself. That was what she needed.

Instead, his hand stilled on his zipper. His nose crinkling, and his eyes pinching together as if he saw through the charade she was putting on.

"Ashley." His voice came out softer than before and her chest ached.

Something was different. The way he said her name, the tension in his shoulders, the almost imperceptible hesitation before his fingers moved again on his zipper. This wasn't the same controlled, calculating Clayton from every other encounter.

She avoided eye contact, focused on his cock as it sprung free, as thick and hard as ever. When she looked back into his eyes, the gentleness she thought she saw before had dissolved. "Turn around, and bend over the counter," he ordered.

Ashley's body obeyed before her mind could catch up. The cold marble pressed against her overheated skin, shocking and grounding at once. She braced her palms flat against the surface, her heart hammering so hard she could hear it in her ears.

Behind her, she heard the rustle of fabric, the soft thud of his jeans hitting the floor. She couldn't see him anymore, couldn't read his expression or anticipate his next move. The vulnerability of the position made her thighs tremble.

This was what she needed. What she'd driven here for. He was going to take her, use her, make everything else disappear.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" His hand pressed against the small of her back, his cock positioned right at her entrance. Her body came alive with anticipation, her juices covering his manhood with need.

"You chose me over your husband." His teeth brushed against her ear, his cock still poised against her lips. "You chose me, because you lo—"

"Ooooh fuck, yesssss." Ashley drove her hips back, savoring the way Clayton stretched her, the fullness of him. Her fingers splayed against the marble. She was setting the pace not him, and she barely gave her body a second to adjust before she slammed back against his rock-hard body.

Clayton gritted his teeth. Her sudden outburst may have caught him by surprise, but his fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass and he quickly gained his bearings. "Look at you," he taunted. "So desperate for it you couldn't even wait. You must have wanted it bad." He drew his hand back, slamming it down on her ass.

"Uhhhh, harder, baby." The pain shot through her, adding to the overwhelming sensation building in her core. Her body was pulling Clayton deeper, hugging him tighter than she could remember. Her palms pressed against the cool marble, lurching her body backward, craving more.

"Jesus, you're soaked." He swatted her ass again, the print of his hand visible on her tan skin as he drove into her. If she wanted it hard, that was certainly something he could accommodate.

His hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back until she was forced to look up at him. "You're going to do everything you're told tonight, aren't you?"

"Yes," she gasped.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I'd—" She choked on the words. "I'd do anything."

"Good girl." The praise sent heat flooding through her despite herself. He released her hair and drove back into her, hard and deep, and her entire body lit up with sensation.

"Fuck, yes. Just like that, baby. Make me cum." Ashley closed her eyes, trying to focus on the feeling building low in her stomach.

"Chris can't make you feel like this, can he? He can't touch the spots I touch. No one can." Without waiting for her response, he thrust harder into her, perfectly angled, making stars burst behind her eyes.

"Yes. Oh, God. Yes. Just like that." She whimpered against the counter, her left hand sliding between her legs and finding her clit. "Mmm fuck. Don't stop."

Seeing Ashley play with herself while he fucked her sent Clayton into overdrive. He used her hair to pull her upper body up from the counter, then with his free hand cupped her breast. He could feel her pussy pulsing against his shaft, her release nearing. He rolled her sensitive nipple between his thumb and forefinger, smirking as her hips continued their urgent rhythm into him.

"I'm going to fuck you all night, Ashley. You're going to do everything I say. Experience pleasure you've never experienced."

"NNnnghh." Words were too hard to form. Her fingers worked her swollen nub faster, fireworks exploding behind her eyes. She didn't care. Clayton could say anything right now and she would agree to it. A night of nothing but this was exactly what she needed.

A needy whine escaped her lips as Clayton pulled her nipple so hard it hurt. His cock seemed to grow inside her, knowing exactly what her body craved. His powerful, jackhammering strokes set every nerve ending in her body on fire. Her hand grew damp with sweat and slipped from the island, her body being held up entirely now by the hand in her hair and the cock inside her.

"Oh God, Clayton. I'm gonna cum, baby. Ohhhh fuck."

He pulled her upright, her back against his chest, one hand around her throat and the other squeezing her tit. "Do it. Cum for me, Ashley. Cum all over my cock."

His movements intensified, pushing them both closer to the edge. "I'm going to cum inside you. Because you're mine. Your pussy is mine."

"YES... oh fuck, baby. It's yours. It's all fucking yours. Mmmm Nggghgh" Her body lit up like a fuse. Her words devolving into animalistic grunts as the orgasm ripped through her. Her whole body went rigid, her head falling back onto Clayton's shoulder.

Just as the massive orgasm began to subside, Clayton swelled inside her, triggering a second, smaller climax as he unloaded. Each rope was like a burst of energy pulsing through her overstimulated body and all she could do was moan as each one ripped through her.

When he finally slipped out of her, Ashley gave a satisfied groan, and felt his seed immediately begin to slide down her leg.

"Upstairs in the bedroom you'll find a blindfold on the bed," Clayton said from behind her as she slumped exhausted on the cool counter. "Put it on and wait for me."

Her mind reeled. Why did she need a blindfold? She'd never used one before, but she'd always heard it helped heighten the pleasure. She wasn't sure how it could possibly be heightened but being able to hide behind a mask right now felt like the perfect solution, and she nodded in agreement but didn't move.

"Now." He slapped her ass again, causing her to yelp as a fresh glob of cum slid down her thighs and she scurried out of the kitchen on shaky legs.


Clayton watched her bounce up the stairs, the angry red handprints on her ass acting like a beacon in the dimly lit house. He stood in the silence of the kitchen, his fingers tapping the cool marble slab under his hand.

Why did she text him? He wanted to believe it was because she finally realized he could give her things Chris couldn't. That submitting to him was her ultimate desire. But he'd seen something in her eyes when she'd stripped. The pain behind her eyes.

He walked over to the faucet, his flaccid cock swinging freely between his legs. He could still feel her pulsing around it. The way her pussy gripped him as she came. He took a sip of water, trying to connect the dots.

The normal banter they shared was gone. Was it because she was finally submitting to him fully, or something else? He poured another glass of water as he considered what his father had told him. The FBI was closing in, ready to make an arrest. His jaw clenched. Chris had been there earlier in the week trying to gather information. Was she playing him? Was she working with Chris?

He knew it wasn't improbable that she was here for the same reason as her husband, but he couldn't understand what that reason was. Chris had very obviously tried to get Clayton to admit to something. But Ashley barely spoke even when Clayton tried to get her to.

The air conditioner kicked on, blowing cool air across his naked torso. He took a step toward the stairs and paused. Was she up there right now planting a listening device? He made a mental note to sweep the bedroom after she'd left then laughed inwardly as he saw his phone laying on the sofa. In the off chance that Ashley was planting a listening device in his room, someone was about to get one hell of a show.

The phone unlocked with a soft click the second he lifted it to his face. He quickly went to messages and pulled up his conversation with Katie.

Clayton: Change of plans. Are you free tonight? Now, actually.

He watched the screen. It was after midnight. There was a decent chance she was already in bed, but then he saw three dots appear and his cock stirred.

Katie: Now? You have to give a girl some warning. I'm not dressed.

Clayton: You're saying that like it's a negative.

He glanced up at the ceiling where his bedroom was. Did she already have the blindfold on? Was she lying on the bed naked and waiting for him. His phone buzzed in his hand bringing him back to the present.

Katie: You're impossible. Give me 15 minutes.

A satisfied smile lit up his face.

Clayton: Just let yourself in when you get here and head to the bedroom. Quietly.

He set the phone down, his gaze drifting back up the steps. It was time to ensure Ashley was ready for him.


The drive to Clayton's house took less than fifteen minutes. More than once Katie picked up her phone to tell him she had changed her mind, and each time she set it back down without texting. It wasn't unusual for him to call her late for a booty call, but this was different. He'd changed plans at the last minute, made it sound urgent. And then there was the cryptic talk about another woman.

She felt herself dampen under the red dress she'd slipped on. She hadn't been with a woman in years, yet one call from Clayton and she was willing to revisit that part of her life? She blamed Tom, and his persistence. She blamed Chris for the way he served her up to Tom, unknowingly or not. She blamed Clayton for bringing out this side of her almost a year ago.

The house came into view and a flutter of butterflies erupted in her stomach. She wasn't sure what she was walking into. She was pretty sure she wasn't misinterpreting the situation, but she had no idea who this other person was, or why that thought made her rub her thighs together.

She slipped out of the car, opting to wear flats instead of heels. Her pulse raced as she reached the door, her hand shaking when she found it unlocked and pushed it open. This was insane. She should just call out to him and make her presence known. Instead, she found herself creeping up the stairs listening for anything that may resemble someone being in the quiet space.

As she reached the top step, she saw Clayton's bedroom door at the end of the hall. It was partially open, a soft glow of light spilling out from behind it. She could hear her heartbeat faster as she neared, the sound magnifying with each step. As she pushed the door open, she froze, her eyes growing wide.

A woman was laying on Clayton's bed. Naked with nothing but a blindfold on. Her body was flawless. Her hair was fanned out across the pillow, her chest rising and falling in short breaths, her nipples like little pink erasers on her chest. Katie's eyes continued to travel over the woman's body, her own arousal growing by the second. The woman was shaved bare. Her lips were red and puffy, white liquid dripping from between them.

Katie's breath caught. Clayton had already fucked her. Then left her there naked on the bed waiting for Katie, but why?

Movement from the other side of the room caught her attention as Clayton stepped out of the bathroom, naked as the day he was born. He had that usual cocky smile on his face as he watched Katie take in the scene in front of her.

He brought one finger to his lips. Shhh.

Katie's legs trembled. She should leave. Should turn around and walk out and pretend this never happened. But Clayton was already moving toward her, his hand finding the small of her back. She stood there frozen, just watching the woman on the bed, even as Clayton began to lower the straps of Katie's dress.

Katie's dress slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. She was naked underneath, and she watched as Clayton's eyes went wide with approval. The cool air raised goosebumps across her skin, but heat radiated from her core. She stood frozen in the doorway, her eyes locked on the blindfolded woman sprawled across Clayton's bed.

Clayton pulled her closer, his cock pressed against her stomach, wet with the arousal of another woman. Katie's face burned with jealousy. She bit her lip, looking at the woman on the bed, wondering what sounds she made as Clayton drove into her. The jealousy only fueled her arousal and when she felt Clayton's grip slide to her shoulders, she wasted no time going to her knees.

Up close, she could see the salty cum oozing from the tip. She licked her lips, her hand stretching around the base of his shaft. It wasn't ideal, but it was exactly what she needed to keep herself from falling into another one of Tom's traps. She knew he was manipulating the situation, her, the woman on the bed. They were just play things right now, pawns in whatever fucked up game Clayton was playing, but right now, she didn't care.

Clayton had started without her, he had made Katie feel like the runner up. Well, she was about to show him exactly why she should have been the first person he called. Without hesitation she hungrily swallowed his cock, her tongue coating every inch of his thick shaft. Her gaze locked with his, and she smiled as she saw his eye roll to the back of his head. The heat building inside her burned brighter, and she extended her tongue teasing his sack as she took him deeper.

"Play with yourself," Clayton commanded.

Katie's breath caught. Her mouth stopping as she looked at his face. Was he talking to her or—?

On the bed, the woman's hand drifted between her legs without hesitation. A soft moan escaped her lips as her finger slowly circled the bundle of nerves between her legs.

Katie watched, transfixed, as the blindfolded woman's fingers parted her glistening folds and found her center. The soft, breathy moan that escaped those lips sent electricity through Katie's body.

When her eyes went back to Clayton, she realized he was watching her. His eyes were dark with lust as he waited for Katie to obey.

Heat flooded Katie's face as her own hand slipped to her wet core. Her wetness had been growing since she'd read his text. Since she'd changed into this dress. Since she'd walked through his door knowing another woman would be here.

"Good," Clayton murmured, his hand wrapping in her hair. "You look so fucking sexy right now."

On the bed, the woman's breath quickened, her hips rolling in small circles against her hand. Katie's fingers matched the rhythm unconsciously, her eyes glued to the stranger's movements as her tongue danced around the crown of Clayton's shaft.

Katie put everything she had into that blowjob. Her free hand massaged his balls as she took him deeper in her mouth. She panted and practically begged for his cum, her whimpers drowned out by the woman on the bed. She expected to feel Clayton's cock pulse any minute now, his heavy balls drawing tight against his shaft as she nearly gagged herself on it. Instead, she felt his hands in her hair, pulling her to her feet.

When he took a step back and turned her to face the bed fully, Katie knew exactly what he wanted. Her legs trembled as she approached the bed, her own desire now leaking down her leg. She could smell the woman's arousal as her knees touched the bed, could hear the soft whimpers of her voice as she drew herself closer to orgasm. Her skin was flush, and a light sweat had formed on the woman's skin. She licked her lips and looked back at Clayton one last time. He gave an approving nod.

She lowered her mouth.


"Ohhhh fuck." Ashley gripped the sheet, lifting her hips off the bed as Clayton's tongue found her clit. What she'd heard had been true, it really was a completely different experience when you're blindfolded. Clayton's tongue felt lighter, gentler. It was like he was lighting up every nerve in her body. Instead of the usual rough treatment, he took his time, he teased her clit, hitting it with warm air before dipping his tongue between her folds.

"Mmmm, yes like that, baby. God that feels amazing." The feather touch of his tongue was sending goosebumps over Ashley's entire body. It wasn't until his tongue dipped fully into her folds that she realized something was off.

She could still feel his cum dripping down her ass. Yet his tongue swabbed at it, causing her body to shake with need. But Clayton would never do that. He was too proud to... something wasn't right.

"Ahhh. Wa... wait." The tongue inside her redoubled its efforts, sucking lightly on her clit and making her objections turn into cries of passion.

"You said you'd do anything I asked tonight, remember?" she heard Clayton say. But his voice was coming from the head of the bed. His hand tangled in her hair, making her gasp and left her hips, welcoming the mystery mouth.

"Now prove to me you meant it." She felt his cock brush against her cheek. Another strangled moan left her lips before she took his shaft into her mouth.

He was right. She'd told him in the kitchen she would do anything. All she cared about in that moment was shutting up the voices in her head, and right now they were blissfully silent. The tongue lapped at her juices with a softness she'd only ever experienced once... with Jen.

She moaned around Clayton's shaft, taking him deeper in her mouth as the realization hit her. Whoever was between her legs wasn't Tom, it was a woman. The thought was oddly comforting to her and she spread her legs wider, welcoming the gentle caress.

Her free hand found Clayton's, and she intertwined her fingers with his. The woman between her legs seemed to sense the shift in the air and Ashley's growing consent. Her fingers danced across Ashley's clit as slurping noises filled the air.

"Fuck, she's wet." Ashley heard the woman say, making her cheeks tint pink.

"Why don't you let me show her how it's done." The woman taunted, pushing two fingers inside Ashley's trembling sex and making her cry out around the cock in her mouth.

"A wonderful idea," Clayton said, she could hear the smugness in his voice.

The weight on the bed shifted, and Ashley sighed in frustration as the tongue and fingers on her vanished. Clayton slid his hands from her hair and removed the blindfold slowly.

Ashley blinked several times, the dim light in the room too harsh for her eyes. When her vision came into focus she saw the other woman lying next to her on the bed, her long nails tickling Clayton's thigh as he moved his cock from Ashley's mouth.

Ashley's eyes went wide, she knew this woman. She'd seen her and Clayton together in his office all those months ago. It was Katie.

For the first time since arriving at Clayton's house Ashley felt guilt wash over her. She watched Katie, holding her breath and praying the other woman didn't recognize her. If she did, she didn't show it. She gave Ashley a lazy smile and then reached out, taking Clayton into her mouth.

For several seconds Ashley just watched, too dazed and confused to do anything else. The guilt she'd expected never fully materialized. Katie didn't know who she was. Everything was fine. Or nothing was fine. Ashley couldn't tell anymore.

She bit her lip as Katie's mouth worked Clayton's shaft, but the arousal felt distant, muted. Like watching through frosted glass. Mrs. Johnson's face kept flickering behind her eyes, calling time of death on her marriage.


"Switch," Clayton commanded, his breathing growing shallower.

Reluctantly, Katie pulled off with a soft pop, spit still glistening on his shaft. Ashley stared at it for a moment, her mind blank. Do something. She needed to do something. Anything to stop thinking.

Clayton's hand pressed against the back of her head. No pressure, just there. Waiting. Ashley leaned forward and took him in her mouth, the familiar weight on her tongue grounding her. She focused on the stretch of her jaw, the salt-musk taste, the rhythm.

"Ohhh fuck," Clayton moaned above her.

The familiar sound sparked something low in her belly, and the only thing she cared about in that moment was hearing it again. She felt Katie's mouth on his balls, heard Clayton's groan vibrate through his shaft, and that warmth spread. Her body knew what to do. Her tongue lapped at his cock, taking it deeper into her throat and making her gag. This seemed to drive Katie mad with jealousy and she sucked and nibbled on her large balls making him groan in pleasure.

They switched again, and Katie took over before Ashley's tongue was even off his shaft. Her lips felt swollen, sensitized. Her nipples had gone hard without her noticing. Between her legs, heat pooled and spread. She watched Katie perform, try to take Clayton as deep as Ashley had, but she choked half way down and came up gasping for air. Ashley took back over taking Clayton to the root, feeling the other woman's eyes on her.

"Fuck, you two are incredible," he moaned, as Katie pushed her tongue into his mouth.

"You've been having all the fun lover," Katie whined, as she gave his nipple a teasing lick as she sat up straight on the bed pulling him into another kiss. "Everyone else has gotten a turn but me."

Ashley barely registered that the two had stopped kissing and Katie had pulled away. She felt Clayton pull away and she gave a whimper of disappointment, her eyes closing as she tried to savor the sensation. When hands touched her chest she leaned into them, happy to have the stimulation. When lips grazed hers, she opened her mouth welcoming, not thinking about who or why, just the softness, the different taste, the gentle pressure.

Katie's fingers traced down her arms and Ashley shivered, every nerve ending alive and electric. She was vaguely aware she was being positioned, guided, and a small part of her knew exactly why, but she went willingly all the same. Here was the quiet she'd been desperate for. Here was the escape.

Her lips found the soft skin of Katie's thigh, her hip. Katie tried to shift her body, to get Ashley to taste her, but Ashley wasn't ready. She focused on the salty tang of sweat on her leg. The smoothness of her skin unlike any man she'd ever been with. Katie's fingers threaded through her hair and Ashley's core clenched with need. Then, Clayton gripped her hips and she let out a needy sigh.

His cock pressed against her, he was still slick from earlier and so hard. Her body responded with a deep, visceral hunger. She found herself not breathing waiting for what she knew only he could give her.

"You want it, don't you?" His voice was rough, teasing.

"Yes.... please," Ashley whimpered, reaching between her legs in search of Clayton's shaft.

"First you have to do something for me. Katie was so nice to you when she got here." He continued to rock against her, watching as Ashley desperately tried to find the right angle to take him. "It only seems right that you return the favor."

Ashley's breath stuttered. Her hips rolled back, seeking him, but he held just out of reach. Her clit throbbed. Her pussy ached. She was so close to the oblivion she needed, so close to the silence, and he was making her wait. Making her earn it.

Katie's fingers tightened in her hair, gently pulling her down toward her wet tunnel.

"Fuck me, baby, please," Ashley moaned, kissing across Katie's thigh. She could feel the slick of her juices as she got to her inner thigh. Her mind screaming that this was too far. She'd never tasted another woman. It would be a first she would experience without Chris.

The thought of him alone in his hotel room raced to the front of her mind and Ashley blinked it away desperately wanting to block out the noise. Her body was screaming for release, she didn't want to think.

Instead, she stuck out her tongue. Her senses were immediately assaulted with the sweet, tangy taste of Katie.

"Ohhh, yes. Just like that," Katie encouraged, grabbing a handful of Ashley's hair and lifting her hips to meet the timid tongue.

As promised, Clayton drove his hips forward, the slap of his hips meeting Ashley's ample ass echoed through the room causing her to moan into the sweet heat of Katie's pussy. It enveloped him with little resistance, her warmth welcoming the hard rod that had given it countless orgasms.

"Yesss, oh, Mmmph," Ashley moaned, as Katie's juices smeared across her face. Ashley rocked her hips back meeting Clayton's thrusts with vigor. Her reservations about Katie seemed to melt away with each hard thrust from Clayton and soon she drilled two fingers into the other woman's pussy, switching her lips and tongue back to Katie's swollen clit.

"Mmmm yes. Fuck, just like that," Katie encouraged, her hips rising and following to the same rhythm as Clayton's pace. Ashley could feel how close she was. Perhaps it was female intuition or simply the way Katie’s body clenched around her fingers, drawing her in with greedy, wet pulses that made Ashley feel as though she might drown in her.

Ashley bent lower, following the tremor in Katie’s breath, tasting the heat that rose off her skin. Every sigh, every tightening of muscle seemed to echo inside Ashley, feeding a need she couldn’t name. Katie's whimpers grew to a crescendo that seemed to heighten Ashley's experience.

"Make her cum," Clayton encouraged, propping his leg onto the bed for leverage and pushing harder into Ashley.

"Mmmmppphhh." Ashley's jaw ached as the other woman ground her hips into her, using Ashley's entire face to apply constant pressure to her clit.

Clayton and Ashley synched-up, matching stroke for stroke. He'd push deep inside her, and Ashley would run her tongue across Katie's clit until all that was coming from Katie were animalistic grunts. She was a bomb without a fuse about to explode. Just when it looked like everyone's pleasure was at its peak, Clayton pressed his thumb to Ashley's asshole on the final shove. Ashley closed her mouth around her clit, sucking down and moaning incoherently.

Katie exploded, screaming until she lost her voice. Her pussy rippled and pulsed around Ashley's invading fingers. The new sensation was unlike anything Ashley had ever experienced. A smaller orgasm tore through her, flooding her body with endorphins and making her see nothing but white.

Katie crawled out from under Ashley, her face red. "Holy shit," she said with a grin. "You're a natural." Without missing a beat she pulled Ashley into a deep kiss.

Clayton smiled, taking a step back, his cock slipping from Ashley as he watched the two women make out like they were the closest of lovers. He reached out, running his fingers across the soft curves of each woman making them break their kiss.

Katie gave him an excited grin, and lowered Ashley onto the back. "I can see in your eyes exactly what you want," she giggled as Clayton stepped back toward the bed. "Geez, you boys are all the same." She straddled Ashley, rotating around until they formed a girl-on-girl sixty-nine. She reached out stroking Clayton's still hard cock and lathering it with her tongue before dipping her head to Ashley's waiting snatch and making the beauty cry out in ecstasy.

Clayton didn't need any further encouragement. He watched a second longer as Katie's tongue danced over Ashley's clit then pushed forward driving back into her with a single thrust.

"Ohhhhh. Oh Fffff. Nnnnggghh," Ashley roared as Katie lowered her hips, muffling her cries. The sensation was unlike anything she'd ever experienced. Katie's skillful tongue licked at her throbbing clit as Clayton's bare cock split her in two. Every inch of her body felt like it was being consumed in a fire. The orgasm building inside her threatening to consume her.

After several thrusts, Clayton pulled his hips back, unsheathing himself from Ashley's tight grasp and Katie greedily sucked him into her mouth. Ashley could hear the other woman choking, could visualize the hard throat fucking Clayton was giving her, and it made her whine in jealousy, desperate for another release.

"Fffffuuuuck. Oh, oh my fffuuucking..." Clayton slammed back into her, Katie's lips gently sucking on her clit. Ashley lifted her hips, desperate for more contact, deeper penetration. She turned her head to the side, unable to get enough oxygen as Katie's hips slammed down into her.

"I'm gonna. Ohhh fuck, don't stop, baby."

Clayton grunted, not wanting this wild night to end, knowing that tomorrow would be one of the worst days of his life. But his orgasm was inevitable. Katie reached down, gripping and pulling at his balls as he fucked Ashley, a white milky foam beginning to build around his pistoning shaft that Katie was more than happy to lap up.

"Fffffuuuuck. Oh, oh my fffuuucking..."

Clayton watched enthralled as her body quivered on his cock. Katie's lips locked around her clit as he thrust one final time. Her pussy held his cock clamped in a death grip, compressing it into immobility. Katie moaned in delight as she watched his cock swell and the first pulse push deep into Ashley. The quaking wife screamed as the contracting walls of her sex were pierced by Clayton's huge cock.

After the third rope, Clayton was able to dislodge himself from Ashley's grip. The next blast hit Katie's cheek causing her to giggle in surprise and take him in her mouth.

"Mmmm fuck," Clayton said, through gritted teeth as he pumped the rest of his seed into Katie's mouth, ensuring she swallowed every last drop. When he was sure she'd swallowed the last drop, he staggered backward on shaky legs.

"Holy shit," he laughed looking at the two women exhausted on his bed. His cum was leaking from Ashley's swollen pussy, Katie's face also dripping as she lay completely spent between her lover's legs.

He reached for his phone, snapping several pictures of the scene before him. "How do you think Chris will react when he sees these?" He taunted. Ashley stiffened, but otherwise didn't make a sound, too lost in oblivion to comprehend what Clayton had said.

"Chris?" Katie said, confused. "Oh shit!" Her eyes grew wide and she leapt from the bed nearly falling over. "You're... you're Ashley, aren't you?"

Ashley sucked in air, her body starting to stir as the implications of what Katie was saying started to clear through the fog.

"Calm down," Clayton started, but Katie pushed past him reaching for her dress.

"Calm down? Are you fucking kidding me? Jesus, Clayton I don't know what kind of fucked up harem situation you think you're running, but I don't want any part of it." She yanked the dress down her body, tears welling in her eyes.

"It's not like that. Katie, will you just—"

"Not like that? What's it like then, Clayton? You, Chris, Tom—you all just pass women around like fucking party favors, don't you? Doesn't matter if we work for you. Doesn't matter if we're married to you." Her eyes found Ashley's, and Ashley flinched from the contempt there. "We're all just interchangeable."

"That's not—" Clayton started.

"Save it." Katie grabbed her shoes from the floor. At the doorway, she stopped, her back rigid. "I knew when you called it would be a mistake. But I never thought you'd stoop this low." She looked back once more, her gaze moving between them. "His fucking wife, Clayton. You made me..."

She didn't finish. The door slammed hard enough to rattle the frame.

After Katie stormed out, Clayton turned back to Ashley who was sitting up on the bed.

"I... I should go too," she said quietly, with little emotion.

He tilted his head, walking toward her and wrapping her into a hug. The second her head touched the coolness of his skin she burst into tears. Loud sobs that caught Clayton off guard.

“Shhh,” he murmured, his fingers combing gently through her damp, tangled hair. “Please… don’t go. Not like this.”

She wanted to argue, to pull away, to reclaim some piece of herself. Instead, she let exhaustion drag her down into darkness, Clayton's heartbeat steady beneath her ear. Tomorrow she'd face the consequences. Tomorrow she'd figure out how to tell Chris. Tomorrow she'd mourn Mrs. Johnson properly.

But tonight, just for tonight, she turned off her brain.

Eventually, he guided her down onto her back and lay beside her, his hand ghosting through her hair. Little by little, the sharp edges of her crying dulled. The silence between them grew heavier, her breathing slowed, and after a long while, the sound of soft, even breaths told him she had finally drifted to sleep.


CHAPTER EIGHT


ASHLEY WAS RUNNING through the hospital halls, the sound of her scrubs rubbing together the only thing she could hear as she raced toward the end of the hall. She spun into the room and came to a stop, Mrs. Johnson's soft blue eyes staring up at her.

"Hello, dear."

"I... I thought I was too late," Ashley said, trying to catch her breath as she walked closer to her favorite patient.

"I wasn't worried. I knew you'd find your way back." Mrs. Johnson sat up in the bed, placing the book she was reading on the nightstand. "It can be hard to find our way sometimes. Besides," she gave the same sly grin she always did before saying something she shouldn't. "Some of the best stories of my life happened when I lost my way."

Ashley sat on the corner of the bed, clutching the old woman's hand. It felt cooler than normal, but she didn't seem to mind.

"I hear you had quite the experience last night. Your first time with another woman?"

Ashley's face turned crimson. "Not my first time. I mean... Well, it was the first time I..." She giggled nervously. "I didn't expect her to taste so... sweet."

The laughter that came from Mrs. Johnson filled Ashley's heart with joy. Before she realized it, she threw her arms around the old woman's neck, her tears staining the thin hospital gown.

"I thought I'd lost you," Ashley whispered, trying to hold back tears. "I thought I'd lost you and I never got a chance to tell you how much you meant to me."

"I know, dear." Mrs. Johnson's frail hands clasped Ashley's back. "But I'm not the one you should be afraid of losing."

Ashley pulled back, looking Mrs. Johnson in the eye. The old woman's expression had shifted and Ashley knew they were done trading stories about sex.

"He gave up... I gave up."

Mrs. Johnson squeezed her hand tighter. "Did I ever tell you about the orgy I was a part of when Robert was out of the country for work?"

Ashley gasped. She couldn't help but giggle and swat Mrs. Johnson's arm. "You can't be serious."

"Oh very. Robert was so upset when he got back." Mrs. Johnson's eyes sparkled as she relived the moment. "He told me we were done. That he couldn't be married to someone who would just whore herself around when he was gone."

"That's terrible." Ashley's hand went to her mouth. The smile suddenly gone. "How did you fix it?"

"I brought another woman into our bedroom."

The lie was apparent by the smile on Mrs. Johnson's face and the two laughed so hard they were both crying when they stopped. "You're not serious."

"No. Well... not entirely. The other woman certainly seemed to take the sting out of it." She gave Ashley a wink. "But more importantly, I just never gave up. Even when I thought he had. Even when he served me divorce papers and I whored around town trying to forget about him. I never really gave up."

Ashley gave her a confused look. "He served you divorce papers?"

"He did," Mrs. Johnson said, like it was the most casual thing ever. "But he wasn't serious. He was hurt. He needed to see that I loved him more than I loved the orgies and the parties. He needed to see me fight for him even when he stopped fighting for himself."

Mrs. Johnson broke into a coughing fit, her hand covering her mouth. Before Ashley could help, she seemed to recover and carried on. "Sometimes saving someone means looking like the villain in their story. The very thing that saves them may also be the thing that makes them wish they died."

Ashley's brow furrowed. "So... You're saying I'm the bad guy here. That even though this started as Chris's fantasy it's my fault we are here?"

"I'm saying that love isn't always a straight line from broken to fixed." Mrs. Johnson patted her hand. "Sometimes the quickest way out of hell is driving through it."

"What if it's too late? What if we've already—"

"It's only too late when you stop choosing each other." Mrs. Johnson's grip weakened slightly, her hand growing colder.

Ashley's tears fell freely now. "I'm sorry I never got to say goodbye. I never meant those awful things I said."

"Those were just words, dear. You should be more sorry you didn't set me up with that cute orderly I kept asking about." She cupped Ashley's cheek with her hand, her thumb swiping away a tear. "I'm not the one you should be crying for. These tears aren't really about me."

Mrs. Johnson let go of Ashley's hand and laid down flat on the bed. "Our chats were the highlight of my time here."

"Wait, I'm not ready—"

"None of us are. That's what makes it so hard."

"I love you," Ashley sobbed as the older lady closed her eyes. "Thank you for... everything."


Ashley's eyes fluttered open, still half asleep as light from the curtains filtered into the room, causing her to turn over. Her arm draped around Chris and she pulled him closer. She just had the craziest dream and she couldn't wait to tell him. Her nails trailed over his hips and across his abs as he began to stir.

Ashley's eyes snapped open. The room coming into focus as she suddenly realized where she was, and who was next to her. Memories of last night flashed in her eyes. She'd fallen asleep at Clayton's. right after she and Katie...

"Someone woke up feeling friendly," Clayton whispered, turning his body toward her, making his cock graze her hand.

On instinct, her hand closed around it. The warmth and weight of it made Ashley's nipples harden. Before her mind could catch up, Clayton's lips were on her neck, his fingers dipping below the sheet to find her wet and ready.

"Wait," Ashley pleaded, though her hand never released his growing manhood. "I need to get home. Chris—"

"Is already on his way to the office and thinks you're still at work." His finger dipped between her folds, making her stomach clutch, her lips parting in a soft gasp. "We have all the time in the world."

"Clayton, I—"

"God, I love the way you say my name when you're aroused." He pulled his body closer to her. Her hand slowly stroking him. "Say it again." A second finger joined the first and Ashley's eyes fluttered closed, her walls clenching around his finger.

"Uhhhh, Clayton," she moaned as Mrs. Johnson's smiling face appeared behind her lids, and she released the hard rod in her hand.

She needed to get home. To talk to Chris and figure out what was next. But her body was already on fire, responding to every touch, every word Clayton gave it. Her juices coated his fingers, her hips lifting slightly to drive his digits deeper.

"He's going to be pretty busy today." He rolled Ashley onto her back, settling between her thighs. "Tom's flying in early. He's going to expect us at the office when he gets there at five." He pressed the head of his cock against her folds. Ashley could feel the heat of it pulsing against her clit and her body ached to have it.

It's only too late when you stop choosing each other.

Mrs. Johnson's words rattled in her brain as Clayton's cock threatened to pierce her.

“To... Tom is coming? Today?” Using every ounce of willpower, she tried to pull herself up on her forearms, but Clayton held her in place.

"Seems our timeline has been accelerated. I'm sure he'd love for you to be at our little get together." He looked down at Ashley with his usual cocky smile. "Is that what you want? To finally show Tom what he's been missing?"

Clayton's hips shifted and Ashley sucked in air as the tip of his spear spread her wide.

"Ahhh," Ashley moaned, reaching up and placing a hand on his chest. "I... I need to go."

Clayton's face contorted. "You need to stay here so I can fuck you before Tom is here to ruin it." He tried to drive his hips forward, but Ashley added a second hand to his chest, despite her pussy greedily trying to suck him deeper.

"Ohhhh," she forced her eyes open, refusing to give into the overwhelming sensation.

Clayton gave her a confused look.

"I should really go. I... I need to get ready for tonight."

His grip on her leg loosened but he didn't fully release her. He could have swatted her hand away, driven into her the way he knew she really wanted.

"You know how much I love an audience," she teased, sensing his hesitation. "It will be worth the wait."

The smug smile that occupied his face was gone, replaced by something that looked like hurt. Or maybe it was anger. Whatever it was, he rolled away. "Whatever. I need to let everyone know Tom is coming anyway."

The moment he was off her, she pushed herself up, not trusting herself to be naked next to him a second longer. She quickly grabbed her scrubs, her body leaking with desire.

"Come by the office around five," Clayton said, pulling his shirt over his head. "I want you there when Tom arrives. Show him what he's been missing."

Ashley nodded, unsure of what else to do before standing up and leaving the room. Her legs trembled as she walked down the hallway, wetness still coating her thighs, her body screaming to turn around and finish what they'd started.

But she didn't.


Clayton sat at the edge of the bed and grabbed his phone. The email could be short and sweet, just a few lines to let people know Tom was coming. He imagined Katie's reaction first. Seattle was still fresh, there was no doubt she'd be upset that she had to see Tom again in such a short turnaround. She'd left furious last night, and he couldn't imagine having Chris, Tom, and him in the same room as her would make it any better.

Then there was Chris. Clayton's lips curved into a smirk. The man was all but down and out. Between his lame attempt at getting Clayton to confess and Katie turning on him, he wouldn't be surprised if Chris no-showed today and skipped town completely.

Either way, Chris was a non-factor now. Ashley had made her choice, showed up at Clayton's door instead of crawling back to her husband. That said everything that needed saying.

But Katie... Katie was just a pawn, really. A way to keep Tom at bay while he groomed Ashley. The thought of her made his cock throb, still hard from their encounter just minutes ago.

Something wasn't sitting right.

She'd come over last night, completely unexpectedly and basically thrown herself at him. In the moment, he'd thought it was because things with Chris were falling apart, that she'd realized Clayton was the better man. But then, this morning she'd denied him. She'd never denied him, not really. Even early on when he was still feeling her out, she would always cave to his advances.

So, if she wasn't here for that, why was she here?

He allowed the thought to bounce around in his head while he typed out the quick email letting staff know they could leave at 4pm today, but all executives were to stay after and help bring Tom up to speed on the latest changes in BitGuardian and how those changes could impact the Larken expansion into Europe.

Clayton stood and rolled his shoulders, the hairs on his arm sticking up as a thought came to mind. He never heard the front door close. The house was quiet, the door heavy. He would have heard it. He stepped over his discarded pants, careful not to make too much noise as he stepped into the hallway.

His mouth fell open. At the end of the hallway Ashley sat crouched in front of the office door. Her hair had fallen, covering most of her face.

"What the hell are you doing?"

She jerked upright so fast she nearly lost her balance, one hand flying to her chest. "Jesus, Clayton! You scared me."

He walked toward her slowly, watching the way her eyes darted to the door handle, then back to him. "I asked what you're doing."

"I dropped my hair tie." She held up her hand, a black elastic band wrapped around two fingers. "I didn't want to go home with sex hair. There's already so much going on. I wouldn't be able to stand the speculation."

Clayton stopped a few feet away, his gaze moving from her face to the door, then back. The gap under his office door was maybe half an inch. His heart pounded in his ears. Something was off.

"You're acting... strange. Want to tell me what's really going on?"

His gaze held hers. If she was hiding something he'd find it.

After several seconds that seemed to stretch for an eternity, Ashley's lip began to tremble, her eyes filling with tears. "I just..." She took a deep breath trying to compose herself. "I had a patient die last night. Someone I was close to." She pulled her hair back, putting it in the hair tie. "I can't take any more questions. I just needed..."

"Me." Clayton said, taking a step toward her and cupping her cheek. "You should have told me. We could have—"

She brought her hand to his. "You gave me everything I needed last night." She smiled, squeezing his hand. "I need to go."

Clayton released her hand and took a step back, watching as she descended the stairs and disappeared toward the front door. He heard it open, then close. Then, the sound of her car starting in the driveway.

He turned back to his office door, studying the gap beneath it. Then he crouched down, running his finger along the threshold where she'd been kneeling. There was nothing there. No marks, no debris. Just the faint smell of her perfume still lingering in the air. Maybe he was just being paranoid, and all the threats from his father were finally getting to him. But something wasn't adding up.


Chris walked into the conference room like a robot. He hadn't had a good night's sleep since before the Seattle trip. His eyes were bloodshot, and the hair on his face was at least three days overgrown now.

He'd forgotten why he came in there. He wasn't even sure why he was still coming to the office. He told himself it was because he was continuing to dig for a way out of this mess, but that was a lie. He hadn't done anything that felt meaningful to save himself since his failed attempt at Clayton's house. He just wanted it all to be over, for this nightmare to come to an end.

He checked his phone. His brief conversation with Agent Holbrook hadn't gone as planned, nothing seemed to be. He had several missed calls from Ashley, but she was honestly the last person he wanted to talk to right now. He had failed her. Not only was he unable to keep her safe, but he managed to miss all the signs that she'd fallen for another man.

The conference room door slammed shut, breaking his concentration as Katie stormed into the room.

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Her voice was ice over molten rage.

"Katie?" Chris glanced at her through bloodshot eyes and she couldn't help but wince at the sight of him. "I already told you. I didn't—"

"Save it." She crossed the room with surprising speed, crowding Chris as he stood at the end of the large oak table farther from the door. "You know, after Seattle I thought maybe I believed you, that you really didn't pawn me off to Tom. That it was just some big misunderstanding."

"That's what I've been trying—"

She raised her hand to silence him. "I just want to know how long you'd been planning to do it. How long had I been a pawn in whatever fucked up game you're playing? Jesus, Chris, I thought you were my friend."

"I am. We are. It wasn't like that." His hands started to shake. He needed to sit down before he collapsed.

"Was the promotion even real? Did I actually earn that or was it just another way to keep me under your thumb?"

He reached out, grabbing the desk. "Of course you earned it. You're the best—"

"Don't you dare." Her voice dropped as tears of anger welled in her eyes. "Don't you fucking dare patronize me right now. Not after all the shit you've done to get us here." She seemed to be growing taller now. "How long has this been going on? This thing with Clayton and Tom. And Ashley. Christ, what kind of sick fuck—"

Chris shot up straight. His eyes grew darker. "What about Ashley?"

"Don't do that," Katie steamed. "I told you. I'm not in the mood to be patro—"

"What about Ashley?" Chris demanded, his voice suddenly growing more stern.

Katie gave him a confused look. She studied his face, the way he went from apologetic to defensive. It wasn't something that could be faked.

"I know all about it." Her tone wasn't as harsh now, as she tried to read Chris's reaction. "About her and Clayton. You use her like you used me."

"No!" Chris slammed his hands down on the table. "It's not like that. I don't use her. We..." He took a breath, pulling out a chair so he could sit before his legs gave out. "I... have this... fantasy." He put his face in his hands, then looked up. "Wait... how do you know about Clayton and Ashley?"

The words died in her throat as she looked over Chris. He didn't look like the same guy. The confidence she had grown to admire was all but gone. He was a shell of himself. His eyes were puffy and swollen, and she was pretty sure the strange odor in the room wasn't coming from the vent.

"Wait... did you guys split up?" She took a seat across from Chris. Her hand lifted halfway across the table, fingers outstretched. Then stopped as Chris's convenient absence in Seattle made her second guess herself.

Chris chewed on the inside of his cheek. He couldn't handle any more lies. Everything had started falling apart the moment the lies started. He told himself he trusted Katie, yet he didn't clue her into Clayton and the FBI. Had he just told her the truth, she could have protected herself from Tom. He was tired, so tired of all of it.

"It started almost a year ago." He let out a long breath, the admission already feeling like a weight lifted from his shoulders. "I think the term is a hotwife. Anyway, Clayton and Ashley started... It started with the three of us. It was fun at first, exciting. She looked so alive, so free."

Katie sat back in her chair, her jaw dropping. This wasn't the story she'd expected at all.

"As things... progressed, they started seeing each other without me. The whole thing felt so fucked up, but in the moment... it was the most exciting thing in the world." He shook his head, disgusted with himself as his erection started to grow just from the thought of it. "But then..." He lifted his head, his glossy eyes focused on Katie's. "The cars that were following us... it was the FBI."

"FBI? What?" Her voice came out too loud in the empty conference room and Chris's hand shot up, finger pressed to his lips. His eyes darted to the door, then back to her.

Katie leaned forward, her voice dropping. "What the fuck, Chris?"

"I wanted to tell you, but I didn't know who I could trust. And then when I knew I could trust you, I didn't want to incriminate you and this whole thing had gone to shit." His words tumbled out faster now, pressure releasing. "I'm sorry, Katie. Jesus, it's all so fucked. I saw Holbrook in the restaurant and I thought Tom was under control so I..."

Chris's breathing grew rapid, shallow. His hands went to his hair, gripping like he was trying to hold his skull together as he rocked back and forth. "Then when I came out you were gone and I panicked and..." The words were coming faster and faster, his hands shaking as he gripped his hair so tight Katie worried he would pull it out.

Katie moved around the table before she'd decided to. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders, and she felt him shake against her. Questions crowded her throat, about Ashley, about Clayton, about what the hell Chris had gotten them all into. But the trembling in his frame, the way he clutched at her like a drowning man, told her everything she needed to know about whether he was lying.

Chris's breathing gradually slowed against Katie's shoulder. As she held him and felt his breathing grow shallower, she thought about the last few months at the office, Seattle. All the strange occurrences that she couldn't explain. If what Chris was saying was true, and she'd already convinced herself it was, it would explain so much about the way Clayton had been acting.

"The FBI," she said quietly once his shaking had subsided and he started to sit up straight. "Tell me everything."

"They approached me a few months ago," he said, swiping away the tears from his eyes. "Said that Clayton and Tom were moving money around through shell accounts and using insider trading knowledge they believed was obtained through BitGuardian."

"Jesus, Chris."

"That's not even the worst part." He glanced around the room, suddenly hyper aware of the electronics surrounding them. He walked to the other side of the table close enough to Katie he could smell the strawberry shampoo in her hair. "They sent the money to my account. I thought it was all part of becoming part owner. I didn't think anything about it. But now I'm the fall guy."

Katie reached out and gripped his arm, her eyes wide with horror.

"Oh my God. What are you going to do?"

"I'm not sure there's anything left I can do." The words came out bitter. "I need evidence, indisputable facts that will show just how guilty Clayton and Tom are, but everything I've tried..." He trailed off and Katie saw the panic in his eyes.

"So wait... Seattle then. What really happened?"

Chris nodded, he knew she was going to ask that. In fact, he was glad she did. Hopefully now she would see he really was trying to help her.

For the next twenty minutes he told her everything. About Agent Holbrook, about Tom, even about Ashley and Clayton. Just saying it all out loud to another human made it feel like he was no longer drowning. Katie listened to every last word. She nodded when appropriate, interjected when things got too intense, and at one point looked like she was ready to march to Clayton's house herself and take justice into her own hands. He wished he would have told her sooner, he should have trusted her. Maybe then they could have come up with a plan together. One that would have actually worked.

"So what happens now?" she asked when he had finished. "How do we fix this?"

"There's nothing left to fix. They've won." He was unusually calm when he said it. It honestly felt like a relief to some degree. Like he could finally stop trying to play a game he never wanted to be a part of.

"You don't mean that. There has to be something."

Their phones buzzed in unison and Chris's stomach dropped as they shared a panicked look with one another. He pulled his out first, buried in his pocket and wrapped around wet tissue paper to prevent anyone from being able to hear what he was saying.

As he read the email on his screen, his hand began to shake, his grip on the phone growing tighter and nearly crushing his phone. "Tom will be here today at five."

Katie was quiet for a moment, as she processed what that would mean for her. Her mind racing through implications and consequences. Chris needed to know about Ashley. Needed to understand what his wife had done last night. But looking at him now, barely holding himself together, facing federal charges, his entire life imploding. She couldn't be the one to shatter what little remained. That conversation needed to happen between Chris and Ashley. Not here. Not from her.

Chris's gaze found hers. Her eyes were sharper, harder. "Listen to me. You can't go to that meeting today. You have to skip it."

She squeezed his hand again, then released it. "Chris, we can't let them win."

He looked at her, confused. "What do you mean we?"

"Clayton and Tom, they take people like us and they use us." Her hands balled into a fist her voice raising. "They manipulate situations and people all so they can have their laughs and piles of cash while they watch us barely scraping by with our lives."

"Katie—"

"I can help. I can be there, I can—"

"No." The word came out harder than he intended and he quickly looked through the conference window to ensure no one had heard him. "No, Katie. You've been through enough. I've put you through enough. I can't let you get hurt."

"But I want to help. After everything you just told me, I can't just—"

"Katie, listen to me. Please." He took a breath, tears beginning to well in his eyes again. "I've put you through so much already. I've put Ashley..." He paused, wiping a stray tear from his eye. "I've ruined my marriage because of this. Everyone around me is falling victim to something I've started. I can't let you sacrifice anymore for me."

"But I—"

"Listen to me," he stood up, his voice growing firmer. "I'm still your boss. If you come to that meeting this afternoon your employment here will be terminated."

Katie's eyes flashed with defiance. She stood to meet him. "You can't just—"

"I can." Chris took a step toward her, putting his hand on her arm. "What happened to you in Seattle... that's on me. I should have warned you. I should have protected you." His voice cracked slightly. "I'm not making that mistake again."

"Chris, this isn't fair. You're facing federal charges, your marriage is falling apart, and you're going in there alone—"

"Maybe that's what I deserve." He managed a hollow smile. "But you? You don't deserve any more of this. You got your promotion. Take it. Build your career somewhere far away from this mess." His hand went to her shoulder. "Please, Katie. Let me do this one thing right."

She searched his face, looking for anything that may give her an opening. "You're a stupid man, Chris."

He gave a weak laugh. "So I've been told."

"What are you going to do?"

"I'm not sure. But if Tom is going to be here then something is going down. All I can do is let Agent Holbrook know and pray for a miracle."

Katie studied him a moment longer, then nodded slowly. She grabbed her bag from the chair, slinging it over her shoulder. At the door, she paused.

"Chris? Whatever happens... Good luck." She looked back at him. "You don't deserve any of what's happening to you."

"That's the thing. I'm starting to realize it's exactly what I deserve."

She gave him a worried look as the door closed behind her.


Ashley stood in front of her closet in nothing but her underwear. The house was too quiet as she looked at the two dresses laid out on the bed. In the past, she would have teased Chris with the selection, watched him squirm and grow hard as she talked about the advantages of each one.

The red dress clung to her like a second skin, leaving very little to the imagination. She would have to wear nothing underneath it, didn't want to have any lines. She could hear Chris's phantom groan as she said the words, feel his eyes on her in the mirror as she shimmied seductively to get it around her hips.

Then there was the black one. That one was shorter, much, much shorter. It barely went to the middle of her thigh, making it impossible to bend over without giving anyone behind her a show. She would demonstrate this, of course, for her husband as he sat slack-jawed on the bed. He wouldn't even let her get it on. He would dive for her, burying his face between her cheeks as she giggled.

A tear ran down her cheek as she reached for the black one. She missed her husband, she missed their banter and the way he melted into her as she ran her fingers through his hair. Last night was a mistake. A stupid mistake made by a stupid girl who couldn't handle the loss of the people she loved.

She needed to call him. To tell him about last night before he heard it somewhere else. Clayton would find a way to weaponize it, he always did. If she could just explain herself, maybe he would understand.

The phone rang twice before he answered.

"Hey," he said flatly.

"I... I didn't think you'd answer."

"You didn't want me to?"

"That's not what I meant. I just... I needed to tell you something." She sat on the edge of the bed, the black dress bunched in her other hand.

"Are you okay?" He sounded panicked.

"I'm fine. I just..." She fought back tears. She knew he wasn't going to take it well. "I... I went to see Clayton last night."

The other end of the line was silent. Ashley glanced at her screen, ensuring they hadn't been disconnected. After a full minute, she was the one to break the silence. "Chris? Did you hear me? I said I—"

"I heard you." There was more silence and Ashley opened her mouth to respond before he continued. "Seems I was right all along. You just can't stay away."

"It's not like that. I just—"

"Wait... Are you just now getting home? Did you stay the night?"

Ashley's voice cracked. It felt like a weight had been dropped on her chest and she suddenly couldn't breathe. "Chris, please. Mrs. Johnson died last night and I couldn't process it so—"

"So you turned to him. Not to your husband."

His words were a knife through the heart and she dropped the dress to the floor as she tried to control her sobs. "Chris, please. I don't want to fight."

"No? Then what do you want? Why did you call?"

"I needed to tell you," she wiped away her tears. "Tom's flying in. Today. There's a meeting and—"

"I know. Clayton sent an email. I'm handling it."

She chewed on her bottom lip. "He... he wants me to come."

"Ashley you..." For a moment, he sounded scared, then he caught himself. "I'd tell you not to come, but it's pretty obvious where your loyalties lie."

"Chris."

"I have to go." The line went dead.

Ashley collapsed onto the bed and broke into tears. The same bed where they had made love a thousand times, where they had whispered dreams into the dark and made promises neither could keep. On the nightstand, their wedding photo stared back at her, two strangers smiling, unaware of everything waiting to tear them apart. His pillow still carried his scent. She pressed her face into it, desperate, greedy, taking him in one last time like breath before drowning.


Chris stared at his phone long after it went dark. The office was empty, but the silence only amplified the voices in his head. Ashley's moans were the loudest, followed closely by Clayton's mocking laughter and his own pathetic justification. They should have never been in McDuffs that night. He didn't even want to go, but Ashley had talked him into it. That one decision had completely changed the trajectory of his life.

He’s probably back home now with that redhead imagining she’s you.

That single sentence had ignited something in him, in both of them that could now ruin his life. Ashley was on fire that night, and Chris... he played into it. Pretending to be Clayton, planting the seed that would corrupt them both.

She'd stayed at Clayton's house last night. She told Chris she was going to work, then when things got hard she went to Clayton. She didn't ask for permission, or tell Chris she was going. There was no other way for him to rationalize away that she'd chosen Clayton.

He checked his phone. Clayton and Tom would be here any minute. His stomach dropped, so would Ashley. He tried to tell himself that it would all work out. But the truth was he wasn't sure he believed that. They were out of options.

The sound of car doors shutting broke Chris from his reverie. His heart thudded in his ears as he watched the shadows of Clayton and Tom move toward the entrance. He stood from his desk, his legs like Jell-O as he tried to prepare himself for the confrontation.

Clayton came into view first. His smile brighter than normal. He wore a white t-shirt and jeans, unusually casual, even by his standards. "Chris, so good to see you," his voice was thick with false sincerity as he closed the gap between them. "Come tell Tom hello. He's very excited to get this underway."

Tom extended his hand and, by reflex, Chris took it. His grip was slow and distracted, his gaze flicking over Tom’s outfit: a crisp white dress shirt, a purple-striped tie, khakis, and polished black shoes. The contrast between them couldn’t have been sharper.

“Tom was just getting me up to speed on the European expansion,” Clayton said, his eyes darkening as his smile widened. “But you’re already well aware of those plans.”

Chris nodded, forcing himself to shake Tom's hand. His grip was stronger than Clayton's, like he was trying to prove his was the alpha in the room.

"Tom." Chris tried to keep his voice calm, despite his stomach flipping so much he felt like he may be sick at any moment.

"Always a pleasure," Tom's smile was a wolf in sheep's clothing. "Where's that beautiful wife of yours? I heard she and Katie would both be joining us."

Chris released his grip of Tom's hand, balling it into a fist. "I sent Katie home for the day. She won't be here."

"You what?" Clayton's smile faltered for just a second. It was a small victory, but Chris couldn't help but grin. "I gave specific instructions too—"

The lobby doors opened behind them. All three men paused, the tension thick in the air as Ashley walked into the room.

Chris's breath caught as he took in his wife. The black dress she wore was devastatingly sexy. It was short enough that every step gave him a glimpse of the muscle in her thighs tightening and releasing. Her heels added to the illusion, forcing her hips to sway just a little more, making him remember how those legs felt wrapped around him. The halter clasp at her neck left her shoulders bare and her breasts seconds from slipping free.

Their eyes met briefly and he could see the pain and desperation behind them. He wanted to run to her, to hold her and tell her everything would be alright.

Clayton moved toward her first, his hand sliding across the swell of her ass as he kissed her cheek. Chris felt a stab of jealousy as Ashley looked away, her lips curving into a smile as her gaze found Tom's hungry glare.

"You look just as delicious as ever," Tom said smugly as Clayton stepped away and he pulled Ashley toward him.

"You remember Tom, I'm sure," Clayton said to Ashley, although his eyes never left Chris. "The two of you seem to have gotten to know each other quite well."

Tom's face lit up. He stepped forward, arm sliding around Ashley's shoulders as he kissed her cheek. His lips lingered, then started moving toward her mouth—

"What's the game, Clayton?" Chris heard his own voice crack. "Why is my wife here?"

Clayton's smile widened. "As I mentioned, Tom thinks he has a strong chance at leading the European expansion. He has a... social gathering next week with the board, and we can't let him alone. We were thinking someone as... persuasive as Ashley may be the perfect candidate."

"A date?" Chris's hands balled into fists. "You honestly think I'd let Ashley go with him? Alone?"

"Well, Katie would have gone as well, but it seems you've ruined that." Clayton's gaze went back to Ashley. "Those two really do get along quite well. You should have seen them last night."

The floor tilted beneath Chris's feet. "Last night? What are you..."

"Oh." Clayton's eyebrows shot up in mock surprise. "You don't know." He glanced at Tom, at Ashley, then back to Chris with theatrical concern. "I would have thought she told you. I thought you two told each other everything."

Chris's pulse hammered in his ears. He turned to Ashley, searching her face. "Ashley, what the hell is he talking about?"

She looked to the floor, tears already welling in her eyes.

"Chris, I tried to—"

"Don't worry," Clayton interrupted, pulling out his phone. "I have pictures."

Clayton swiped through his screen, savoring the moment before turning it toward Chris. The image punched all the air from Chris's lungs.

Time stopped.

Ashley was lying on her back, face flushed, hair matted to her forehead. Naked. Completely exposed. Her pussy red and swollen, white cream leaking from between her folds, coating her thighs.

His legs wobbled, his knees buckling under him as he saw Katie's smiling face in the frame, also covered in the same white gloss as Ashley.

Chris's brain couldn't process it. He couldn't look away, the phone started to shake in Clayton's hand, or maybe it was Chris that was shaking, the entire building collapsing around him. His legs went liquid beneath him, knees buckling as the image seared itself into his retinas. He'd never be able to unsee this.

He looked at Clayton. Then at Ashley. She was covering her face with both hands, shoulders trembling.

"I tried to tell you," she choked out. "I..."

Something snapped inside Chris's chest. All the fear, all the shame, all the months of being manipulated and used and fucked with erupted.

"You son of a bitch!"

He launched himself at Clayton. His fist connected with that smug face before Clayton could react. Cartilage crunched under his knuckles. Blood exploded from Clayton's nose as he staggered backward. Chris followed, getting another solid hit to his jaw before Tom's arms locked around him from behind.

"Get the fuck off me!" Chris thrashed, trying to break free. His vision had narrowed to Clayton's bleeding face. "Let me go!"

Clayton pushed himself upright, hand pressed to his face. Blood streamed between his fingers. When he pulled his hand away, his nose sat crooked. He actually laughed.

"Fuck, that hurt." He probed his nose gingerly, wincing. "I didn't think you had it in you."

Chris fought against Tom's grip, his feet sliding on the polished floor. "Ashley, you can't go with them. He doesn't want you to just be a date for Tom. He wants to use you. To pass you off to the board for leverage. You're nothing but a piece of meat to them—"

"Don't be so crass." Clayton wiped blood from his lip with the back of his hand. "Ashley will enjoy herself." His eyes went cold, calculating. That look Chris had seen a hundred times before someone got destroyed. "But since we seem to be sharing each other's secrets..." He tilted his head, smile turning vicious. "Did you ever tell this beautiful wife of yours how you became a partner to begin with? After all, thirty-three percent is a hell of a stake."

Chris went completely still. Ice flooded his veins. "Don't."

"Oh..." Clayton's smile grew. "So she doesn't know? That's rich."

"What's he talking about, Chris?" Ashley's voice was small, uncertain.

"Clayton, I swear to God—"

"Weren't you ever curious why Chris caved so quickly on his no-sex rule?" Clayton addressed Ashley directly now, ignoring Chris's struggles as he pinched his still bleeding nose. "Why one night he was adamant that we weren't going to have sex then the very next day he was the one broaching the subject?"

Chris renewed his fight against Tom's grip, desperation making him wild. "Stop. God damn it, Clayton!"

"He came to me shortly after that night I... found you after your backyard barbecue" Clayton dabbed at his nose with his sleeve. "Told me that if I gave him a thirty-three percent stake, then you were all mine. Free to fuck as long as you were willing." His smile was a blade. "And as we all know, you were more than willing."

The blood drained from Ashley's face so fast she swayed on her heels. She looked from Clayton to Chris, searching his expression for the denial that didn't come. Her hand went to her stomach like she'd been punched.

"No." Her voice shook. "Chris, he's lying. Say he's lying."

Chris stopped fighting. Tom's grip loosened slightly, but Chris barely noticed. All he could see was the devastation spreading across Ashley's face. He knew there was no coming back from this.

"It wasn't like that." Tears blurred his vision. "I knew it was going to happen anyway. I thought—"

"You sold me?"

The words tore through him like a grenade. Chris wrenched free from Tom's arms and stumbled toward her like a drunk, hands outstretched, fingers grasping at nothing.

"No. No, Ashley, please—" His voice cracked into something that wasn't quite words anymore. "I knew it was going to happen anyway. I thought—I thought if I could just—"

He couldn't finish. Couldn't make the logic that had seemed so reasonable in Clayton's office translate into anything that didn't sound like exactly what it was.

"Ashley, I lo—"

"Don't." She stepped back. "Don't touch me. Don't say my name. Just... don't." Her whole body trembled. "If you were anyone else, I would spit in your face and forget you existed. But you..." Her voice cracked. "You were supposed to love me. I thought we were in this together. And you... sold me like some whore."

"Please." Chris dropped to his knees in front of her. The cold floor bit through his pants. "Please, I—"

"All this time. I thought we were doing this because we loved each other. Trusted each other." She wouldn't look at him. "I thought we were a team."

"We were. We are—"

"No." She shook her head slowly. "You gave me to Clayton as a way to get ahead. You used me for your own blind ambition."

"Ashley, please. It wasn't—" He choked on his own tears. Ashley's face blurred as tears stung his skin.

"And then..." She let out a bitter laugh. "Then you made me feel like shit for enjoying myself. Like I was the bad guy." Her hands were shaking. "Like I was the one who couldn't control myself. Like I was the one breaking us."

"I never meant—"

She walked past him. Chris twisted on his knees, watching as she moved to stand between Clayton and Tom. Clayton's hand found her waist again. Tom's arm draped across her shoulders.

"What are you doing?" Chris's voice broke.

"Leaving." She still wouldn't look at him. "Tom needs a date."

"You can't." Chris pushed himself to his feet, legs unsteady. "Ashley, they're going to—"

"To what?" Now she did look at him. Her eyes were red, but her voice was steel. "Treat me like a whore? Sell me to the highest bidder?" She paused, and the next words came out quiet. "You've already done that, remember?"

They turned toward the door. Tom's hand slid lower on Ashley's back. Clayton was still bleeding, still smiling.

"Don't!" Chris lunged forward, but his legs wouldn't work right. He fell, caught himself on his hands. "Ashley, please! Don't do this!"

The lobby doors opened. Closed. The sound echoed through the empty space.


CHAPTER NINE


CHRIS WASN'T SURE when he'd made it home. The entire ride there was nothing but fragments of blurring streetlights and stop signs. Now he sat on the living room floor, back against the couch, staring at nothing. The sun had set hours ago. Or maybe minutes. Time felt broken, moving in strange lurches and stops like a damaged film reel.

You sold me.

Ashley's words played on loop, each repetition carving deeper. He'd tried standing once, made it three steps toward the kitchen before his legs gave out. Tried his phone, but his hands shook too badly to unlock it. Eventually he'd just… stopped trying. Stopped moving. Stopped thinking about anything except the look on her face when Clayton revealed the truth.

He thought Ashley would pick him. That when it was all said and done, whatever she felt toward Clayton, she'd still choose him. But then everything shattered. Clayton had dropped the nuke of how all of this came to be, spun it in a way that Ashley couldn't see through, and just like that, he'd lost everything. God, he was so fucking naive. She'd gone to Clayton after Mrs. Johnson's death. The thought made him want to vomit. His stomach lurched and for a moment he thought he would actually throw up. He made no effort to get to the sink. He just sat there letting the inevitable happen.

It didn't. He pressed the heels of his hands against his eyes, but it didn't stop the tears. His throat burned, raw from the sobs he couldn't hold back. His chest felt hollowed out, scraped clean.

You've already done that, remember.

The pain in her voice haunted Chris as he struggled to get his emotions under control. Her eyes were dark, pleading. He'd crushed her, and there was nothing Chris could have done or said to make her understand. She was right. No matter how he tried to spin it, he'd sold her. He'd made the decision for her instead of letting her choose. He had so many opportunities to call the whole things off, to take his wife and get out of... whatever this was. Instead, he only pushed her to go farther, even when she practically begged him to tell her to stay.

Looking back, he couldn't blame her for any of it. Hell, he could even see now why she chose to go to Clayton instead of him after Mrs. Johnson's death. All Chris had done in the past year was push her toward him, toward his fantasy.

Headlights swept across the living room window. Chris's breath hitched. This was it, then. Agent Holbrook coming to arrest him. It was fitting really, more humane than he probably deserved. Would he be able to survive in prison? Would this be one of those cushy white-collar prisons or would he be forced to fight for survival?

The engine cut off. A car door opened. Closed.

Chris tried to stand but his legs wouldn't cooperate. He managed to get his knees under him, one hand braced against the couch. Through the window, a figure moved up the walkway. Slow steps. Like Holbrook couldn't even believe it'd played out like this. Would it be a bad mark on his record, or would the fact that an arrest was made be enough to climb the ranks?

Each footfall echoed like a shotgun blast in the quiet house.

He was taking forever. Why couldn't he hurry up and slap the cuffs on already? Chris's eyes were too swollen, too blurred with tears to make out details. Just a shape as Holbrook passed the living room window.

This is what you deserve.

The doorknob turned and opened slowly.

And there—standing in the threshold, backlit by the porch light—was Ashley.

Chris's brain couldn't process it. She looked like she'd been through hell. Her dress hung in tatters, pieces of it ripped completely off. Dark streaks of makeup ran down her face. She swayed on her feet, one hand gripping the doorframe for support.

"Ashley?" His voice came out broken. He was hallucinating. Had to be. This was his mind protecting him from reality, giving him what he wanted to see instead of what was really there. He blinked away the tears, expecting the image of his wife to go away with them. She remained, a faint smile appearing as her gaze locked onto him.

"Bayberry," she whispered, her voice shattering like glass.

The word sent him reeling. She was here. She'd come back.

"Bayberry." Tears spilled down her cheeks, fresh tracks through the mess on her face. "Bayberry, bayberry, bayberry—"

Chris moved. He didn't remember deciding to move, didn't feel his legs working, but suddenly he was there. His arms wrapped around her and she collapsed into him, a desperate sob tearing from her throat. Now that she was close, he could see her more clearly.

Her makeup was smeared across her face, mixed with what looked like spit. And cum—God, it was everywhere. It streaked along her jaw, her cheeks, drying in her hair. The dress that she looked so ravishing in just a few hours ago was completely ripped down the middle. She was holding it together with her hand, and as she released her grip to wrap her arms around his neck it fell open, exposing her chest.

Red marks covered her breasts, puffy and angry welts. Her nipples looked raw, from what looked like bite marks. More dried semen streaked across her skin, white against the angry red nubs. The smell of sex and sweat overpowered him, but he didn't care. She was safe... she was back.

Fresh tears streamed down Chris's face. This time, they were tears of happiness. His knees buckled as the relief washed over him. She was safe, and she came back. Which meant she didn't hate him. It also meant...

"I got it." The words came out between sobs. Ashley's fingers curled into Chris's shirt before unclenching one hand and pulling back slightly to look into the ocean in his eyes. "The drive. It's here. It's all here. It's done."

Chris studied her face. Her eyes were puffy, a look of sadness in them. He couldn't breathe as he started to put together exactly what that statement meant.

"You…" He couldn't make sense of it. "But you left. With them. You—"

"I had to." She ran her fingers through his hair, resting her forehead on his.

"I didn't think... After what Clayton told you. The pain in your eyes. I thought—" Tears welled in his eyes as Ashley ran her fingers across the back of his neck.

"I know. That part... That part was real, Chris. You hurt me. I mean you really—"

"I know. And I'm so sorry, baby. I just thought that—"

"Not now. I don't want to do this right now. Let's just..." She exhaled slowly and pressed her lips to his. The kiss was timid at first, almost tentative, like they were relearning each other. She tasted different, saltier, an edge that jolted through him and sent jealousy coursing hot in his chest. He pulled her closer, opening his mouth, brushing his tongue against her teeth before finding hers. The tang on her lips deepened, intoxicating, and his cock stirred, drawing a soft moan from her as her fingers slid into his hair.

When they broke apart they were both breathing heavier. "I'm so sorry," he clung to her like she may leave again. "I shouldn't put you in that position. I should never have started any of this. If I hadn't taken that job offer while we were—"

She pressed her lips to his to silence him again. "Stop," she said, laying her face on his shoulder. "We don't have time. We can hate ourselves later. Right now—" She pulled back, putting her hand in his and giving him the small USB drive. "Right now we have this."

Chris stared at the drive. It looked so ordinary. So small. Yet, its contents were life and death for him.

"Have you... Do we know what's on it?"

She shook her head, her fingers still lightly running through his hair. "No. I didn't have time. I wanted to get out before they came looking."

"What..." he swallowed. "What did they do to you?"

She stared into his eyes. Behind the sadness he could see the guilt, the anger, the lust.

"I..." She hesitated, pulling away from him slightly.

"It's okay, Ashley. I can take it. I understand."

She studied his face, like she was trying to decide if she really believed him. "I need to shower first and we need to call Holbrook."

He helped her up the stairs, his touch never leaving her. When they reached the bathroom he turned on the water for her, allowing the steam to fill the room. When he turned around she was already naked.

Chris's breath caught. The marks covered more than just her breasts. Bruises on her hips, fingerprints, he could make out individual fingers. Red streaks across her stomach. Her inner thighs glistened with dried fluid.

"Did they hurt you?" His hand curled into a fist.

She shook her head, not wanting to look into his eyes. "No," she whispered, shifting in place.

He studied her. He knew that look. His cock began to stir, knowing what those marks meant. He took a step closer. His hand reached out, fingers tracing a mark on her hip. "Ashley..."

"I need to shower." Her voice was soft, like she knew exactly what was going through his head. "Let me clean up first, then..." Her gaze dropped to the growing bulge in his pants, before returning to his face. "I'll tell you everything. But this has to be the last time. I can't..."

Heat flooded Chris's face. "I'm sorry. I don't want to be... I don't know why..." He gestured helplessly at himself, at his obvious arousal, the proof that even now, especially now, his body betrayed him.

Ashley's hand went to her own throat, fingers pressing against a red mark there. Her eyes met his, and something passed between them. Recognition. "I understand better than you think."

"What do you—"

"I was so mad at you. So hurt from what Clayton said." Chris reached out, trying to comfort her, but she shrugged him away. "I told myself I was going to pour everything into that performance."

"I understand. I—"

"But it wasn't a performance." She wiped her eyes. "It wasn't an act. I... I let myself go. I let them do everything they wanted and I... I loved it. I hated how much I loved it."

Chris's cock throbbed. The shame of his arousal mixed with the words Ashley was saying. The words hung there. An admission that mirrored his own shame. She'd loved it. He was hard from hearing about it. Two people staring at the wreckage of who they used to be.

"Are we going to be okay?"

"I don't know," she whispered.

It wasn't the response he'd hoped for, but it offered him some relief. I don't know meant she hadn't decided to leave. I don't know meant there was still a chance, however slim, that they might survive this. It was more than he deserved. She was so much more than he deserved.

"Let me shower. Call Holbrook. Let's get through all of this and then we can figure out the rest."

Chris's chest tightened. He nodded, not trusting his voice.

She kissed his cheek softly, then stepped into the shower.


The leather of the SUV was cold against Ashley's bare thigh as she slid into the large backseat, flanked by Tom and Clayton. The dark divider to the driver was up, leaving Ashley essentially alone with the two men.

Tom's cologne was the first thing she noticed, something sweet, exotic. She thought about asking him what it was to try to ease the tension, but then Clayton's hand was on her knee causing goosebumps to cover her skin.

“Sorry you had to go through all of that,” he said, pressing his lips to her exposed shoulder. She smiled weakly at him, glancing through the tinted window as the SUV made its way out of the BitGuardian parking lot. She couldn’t see Chris through the door, but she knew he was still in there on the floor, probably blaming her for all of this, calling her a traitor, a cheat, a whore. He was right, of course. She was all of those things. She had to be, if this was going to work.

"The flight back to Seattle leaves in the morning. Clayton was gracious enough to let us crash at his place until then." Tom's hand slid to her other leg. "Although, I doubt we'll be doing much sleeping."

Her stomach fluttered. Chris had told her from the beginning Tom was off-limits. He'd get worked up every time she stepped over that boundary, but it was always different with him than with Clayton. Despite the arousal and jealousy, there was anger there.

After all, thirty-three percent is a hell of a stake.

A fresh batch of pain tore through her, and she sat her hand on Tom's nudging it just past her knee. "And what is it we'll be doing?" She batted her eyes, laying it on extra thick. It wouldn't be hard playing the role of a betrayed wife.

"You really are one hot piece of ass, aren't you?" Tom's laugh bellowed through the SUV as his hand traveled higher.

"For fuck's sake Tom, do you have to be so crass in everything you say?" Clayton's hand squeezed Ashley's knee possessively as he eyed his collogue.

"I just call it like I see it. Sorry if you're too big of a pussy to do it." His hand slipped higher, and Ashley was sure he could feel the heat radiating from between her legs. She grabbed his wrist with a smile, holding it just above her knee. "It is nice to be treated like a lady occasionally." Everything felt automatic, like her body knew what to do before her mind did. She wasn't sure if that was a good thing or bad. Was this just who she was now?

She turned toward Clayton, her smile growing wider. "But then again, I did just learn my husband sold me like a whore. So maybe Tom is right." She hated herself as soon as she said it, but the rage burned in the pit of her stomach. She knew there was more to it than that. But right now she didn't want to hear it. She couldn't let herself hear it. She had to be angry at him. It was the only way.

Clayton whispered something in her ear. Some quip at Tom about being a savage. It drew another reaction from Tom who shouted back, but she'd stopped listening. Her attention fell to the purse at her feet. Everything she needed was right there. All she had to do was wear them out. Make them think she wanted whatever this fucked up date entailed so they would sleep. Then she could grab her purse and sneak out. Which meant..

"Are you two going to bicker all night? I thought tonight would be a little more... fun" She cut off their arguing reaching out in either direction with both hands and rubbing the front of their pants. Tom reacted instantly, his manhood swelling against her soft touch. Clayton however stayed soft. She gave him a playful squeeze drawing a gasp from his lips. When she looked at him he still had the same pained look in his eye from earlier.

"You okay?" She whispered, drawing down his zipper.

"I'm fine." his reply was short, cold. He put his hand on hers. "Let's just wait until we get to the house."

"That just means there's more for me," Tom said, tugging on his own zipper.

"I said, let's just wait." Clayton shot up straight in his seat, a long tense silence washed over them as he and Tom stared each other down. Tom was the first to blink, throwing up his hands in mock surrender.

"Fine. We'll be there in just a few minutes anyway."

The hairs on the back of Ashley's neck stood up. Something was off. This wasn't the dynamic she expected. She knew Clayton didn't like to share, but this was almost like he was having second thoughts. Her mind raced. What if he suspected her? What if she wasn't being believable enough?

She forced herself to relax against his shoulder, to play the betrayed wife seeking comfort. Whatever was happening in Clayton's head, she couldn't afford for him to see her panic. But for now, she just wanted to enjoy the last few minutes of quiet before she crossed every boundary her and Chris had ever set.

She thought about Chris alone in that lobby. About how he'd tried to warn her—they're going to use you—and how she'd thrown his own words back at him. About the federal charges hanging over his head. About prison.

About how this was the only way to save them both. Even if he never forgave her for what she was about to do.


The SUV rolled to a stop in Clayton's driveway. Tom was out first, already grabbing Ashley by the hand before Clayton was able to open the door. The three of them walked to the house in silence. Ashley standing between the two men, the tension thick as ever between them.

"Drinks?" Clayton asked as they stepped into the foyer. A chill ran up Ashley's spine as she recalled every time she was here before. Her eyes drifted to the stairs, she couldn't see his office from this angle, but her hand tightened around her purse.

"Drinks sound perfect," Tom said, placing his hand at the small of Ashley's back and ushering her toward the stairs. "I'll take a whiskey neat." He paused, smiling at Clayton. "Why don't you get them ready for us, I'll head upstairs with Ashley."

Clayton's jaw tightened, his eyes narrowing as his gaze went from Tom to Ashley and then back. His smile faltered for a second, and Ashley saw the anger in his eyes before he mustered a smile.

"Sure," he said, turning his attention to Ashley. "You good?"

Her heart hammered. Good was the last word for what churned inside. Nausea still rose at the thought of what was coming, but at least Clayton would be there. He was someone she trusted. She knew his likes and dislikes. Now she was being asked to head upstairs with Tom alone. The mask couldn’t slip. Everything had to be perfect.

Ashley bit her bottom lip seductively, spinning out of Tom's grasp and closed the space between her and Clayton. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him into a fiery kiss, nails slowly tracing down his body. Her tongue slipped past his lips just as her hand found the front of his pants. The swell beneath her palm wasn’t fully hard yet, but whatever wall he had up was starting to crumble.

"Don't keep me waiting too long, big boy." She gave him one final squeeze, then spun away, her heels clicking against the floor as she walked up the stairs in front of Tom ensuring to swing her hips with each step.

Ashley's heels sank into the carpet as she stepped into Clayton's room. It looked exactly how she'd left it earlier that day. The only difference was that the king-sized bed was made. She could smell the fruity scent of the fabric softener, a stark contrast to the sex and sweat the filled her lungs last time she was here.

Her stomach knotted as she replayed the night in her head. The way she let Clayton use her, the way Katie tasted. Her nipples ached against the soft fabric of her dress as the door clicked shut behind her.

"Alone at last," Tom's deep voice came, causing her to spin around and face him. He was already loosening his tie a look of pure satisfaction on his face.

Ashley's pulse thundered in her ears. "And what was it you were hoping to do now that we are alone?"

She ran her tongue over her lips. Her eyes traveling his body as she placed her hands behind her back to keep him from seeing how much they shook. She was nervous, but beneath that anticipation hummed through her. She'd been teasing Tom for months, putting on performances via video calls as he said all the things he wanted her to do. She hated her body's traitorous response to finally being able to act on those promises.

"I'm so glad you asked." He took a step toward her, close enough now she could feel his breath on her skin. His hand came to her neck, his thumb tracing her exposed collarbone and making her breath more rapid. "I'm going to give you exactly what you want."

"And what's that?" She dug her nails into her hand.

He smiled, unbuttoning his shirt not bothering to look into her eyes anymore. Each button seemed to take longer than the last. She watched his hands, they didn't shake. He wasn't nervous as all, his nerves were steel. When he finally finished the last one, he looked back up at her. His chest was exposed, his stomach flatter than she'd realized. She had an incredible urge to run her hand along it, to feel if his heart was beating as fast as hers, but she fought it.

"You're over dressed," he said, calmly.

She smiled, reaching behind her back trying to find the zip of her dress so she could slip the rest of it over her head. This was the part she was waiting for. She could take control. Give him a seductive strip tease that would have him eating out of the palm of her hand. Her fingers fumbled for the zipper, shaking too much to grasp it.

"Allow me." His hands moved to the halter clasp at her neck. She expected him to pull the zipper, perhaps unclasp the fabric from her neck. Instead, his fingers curled around the neckline and she let out a gasp.

The rip of the fabric cut through the room like a blade. Her eyes went wide in shock, her body responding to the display of pure machismo. The cool air hit her bare skin as Tom tore through the dress in one savage pull, the expensive material giving way like tissue paper.

The dress hung limply around her neck, leaving her completely exposed. No panties. Just her heels and the wreckage of her dress that covered nothing. Her nipples sang at being free. The pink peaks aching for relief as heat flooded her face.

Tom's eyes raked over her body with undisguised hunger, and despite everything, despite Chris, despite the plan, despite knowing she should feel violated, her core clenched with want.

"Perfect," Tom breathed, stepping closer. "Absolutely fucking perfect."

He reached out, running his palm against her naked stomach, his gaze more intense than she'd ever seen. Her thighs began to quiver at the thought of what would happen next. She chewed on her bottom lip as his touch moved across her ribcage, and she held her breath as it began its ascent up her body.

"What... what is it you think I want?" Thinking clearly was becoming impossible. The heat from his touch sent her mind racing in a million different directions, and a single direction all at the same time. She opened her mouth in a silent moan as he cupped her tit, her eyes going half-lidded as his thumb brushed across her nipple.

"For me to touch you." He brought his forefinger to the other side of her nipple, pinching it. "For me to take you."

"Ahhh," she moaned, her legs wobbling as she felt his hardness brush against her thigh. She thought about saying no, about playing hard to get like she'd planned, but the words wouldn't come out. All she could think about was the throbbing heat between her legs.

"But you're playing coy. Is that it? You just want me to take what I want." His gaze tore through her, daring her to deny it. His touch became more demanding. He ran his entire palm across her breast, squeezing it, before refocusing on just the taut bud.

"Stand up straighter," he commanded as her knees began to give. She stiffened, standing tall enough in her heels to be almost an entire head taller than him, but it was clear who was in charge right now.

"Don't move," he whispered, taking slow steps circling her. She closed her eyes, somehow feeling more exposed than ever before. She thought of Chris on the floor of the lobby. Would they ever be able to go back to normal after this?

"You like giving up control, don't you?" He'd stopped behind her, two fingers tracing her spine, making her suck in air. "You like being an obedient slut."

"Yes," she breathed, her core pulsing with need.

"I have just the thing for that." His voice seemed to rattle around the room, hitting her from all directions. He grabbed her wrists, and she felt the soft kiss of fabric against her wrists.

"What are you—"

"Giving you exactly what you wanted." He swatted her ass, and she tried to wiggle her wrists free. The fabric was snug, but didn't cause her any pain. A flash of panic struck her. She would need her hands later. Surely he wouldn't leave her tied up all night, would he?

He emerged in front of her once again. This time holding a metal clip. "Do you know what this is?"

She tilted her head confused. "A clip. Like for money."

"Not tonight it's not." He gripped her neck with his free hand, and ran the pad of his thumb along her jawline, pushing it into her mouth as he maintained eye contact with her.

"Mmmm," she moaned, eagerly sucking it into her mouth and swabbing it with her tongue. When he pulled it from her mouth, he placed it between the teeth of the clip, smearing her spit along the cool metal and widening its mouth.

"Today, it has a very different use." He eased it over the bud of her nipple, allowing the jaws to clamp down on the hard bud.

"Nahhhh," she moaned, shaking her head as her knees turned to water.

"Pain is the absolute best conduit for pleasure," he whispered, placing his hands on her hips and guiding her backward until the back of her knees pressed against the bed.

Every nerve turned into wild radio waves emanating from the electric contact made with those metal jaws on her sensitive nipple. She could feel a growing heaviness between her legs. A wet hunger like she'd never known before.

He placed both hands on either side of her face. He leaned in like he was going to kiss her, and Ashley happily parted her lips, allowing her eyes to flutter shut. The sensations running through her body already had her on edge and no one had even touched her.

As her tongue slid past her lips, it was met by cold air, and Tom's breath on her neck. "I want you on your knees."

Ashley blinked trying to make sense of the command even as she began to lower herself to the floor. She looked up at him through her long lashes, hands still firmly secure behind her back. Tom's mouth fell open at the sight of her, and without being told, her eyes lowered to the strained fabric in front of her face.

"You're an eager one, aren't you?" Tom taunted, his fingers closing around the zipper on his slacks as he fished out his oversized cock.

"So, fucking eager," Ashley agreed as the hard head appeared, bending slightly to the left. The clamp on her nipple intensified her arousal. She could feel her pulse thumping through the hard bud, intensifying the pain, while also sending electric sparks straight to her core.

"May I?" she raised an inquisitive eyebrow, doing her best to lock eyes with Tom as she leaned forward, her tongue outstretched.

"You may." He reached out, running his fingers along her neck. He let out a hiss of breath as her tongue made contact with the underside of his cock. He flexed his hips and his shaft skimmed across her cheek, over her nose, then rested on her half open lips.

She teased the head of it with her tongue, drawling small circles on it before pressing against the small slit. He groaned again and she opened her mouth wider, her warm breath causing it to pulse. Then with a final smile, she leaned forward taking him into her mouth and hallowing out her cheeks.

"Mmm, that's it. We're going to have so much fun together." His fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her forward as more of his shaft disappeared in her throat. He felt her tongue stretch, desperate for more of his manhood. Tom happily complied, gripping her hair and thrusting his hips forward.

Glug, glug, glug the noise filled the room, and seemed to spur Ashley on. Her eyes watered, but she refused to quit until she had his entire dick in her throat. Spit overflowed and ran down her chin and neck.

"Jesus, that's better than advertised," Tom roared, throwing his head back, determined to choke Ashley with his shaft.

She fought against her restraints, wishing she could use her hands. She could make him cum so much faster if she had her hands free. Instead, she pulled off his cock, lathering his large sac with her tongue. When she worked her way back to the tip of his spear she was greeted by the salty taste of precum and she eagerly swallowed it. She could feel him getting close. It wasn't just from his frantic rhythm. She could tell by the way his grip tightened in her hair, the way he forgot to breathe when she took the last inch of him in her throat.

"Give it to me, Tom. Give me your cum," she encouraged, pulling her mouth off him with a 'pop' her mascara streaking her face. "You've thought about this moment for so long. Let me have it." Then she dove back down, taking him to the root and making him stagger.

This went on for several minutes, neither of them even hearing Clayton enter the room. He watched in stunned silence as Tom finally got to feel all the pleasures he had. He walked over to the dresser, setting the drinks on top of it, never tearing his eyes away from the scene in front of him as his rage began to grow with each choke, and gag.

Ashley could feel her juices running down her thigh as she willed herself to focus on Tom and not the throb of her clit. Her head bobbed faster as Tom's breathing became more rapid. She moaned around him, drawing his hips forward.

"Yes... yesss.. Oh fuck. Take it! Take it, you fucking, slut!" Tom roared, his release finally arriving as he held Ashley's face flush against his stomach, despite her muffled pleas. He could feel her throat tightening around him, desperately working to swallow rope after rope as it blasted the back of her throat. She coughed, trying to pull free, but he held firm until the final drop was swallowed. Then he stumbled backward with a snort.

"Jesus, fuck, Tom!" Ashley scoffed, falling back against the bed, a dribble of Tom's release sliding down her chin. Her jaw ached. Her throat burned. Her senses overloaded with his smell and essence. She wanted to feel disgusted by what just happened, by the way Tom had used her. Instead, her body was hot as the sun. Even as she struggled to catch her breath she felt the ache between her legs grow, she wanted more.

She couldn't wipe her face, couldn't do anything but let the mess dry on her skin as her gaze fell on Tom slumped against the wall. He was already softening, legs unsteady. He looked wrecked. A sense of pride washed over her, intensifying the ache between her legs. What the hell was wrong with her?

Movement from the corner of her eye pulled her attention from Tom. Clayton stood by the dresser, watching. His jaw was clenched, his hands curled into fists. He looked like a wild animal released from his cage. She felt her wetness begin to pool beneath her. She'd only ever seen that look one other time before. When she came home and found Chris waiting for her after her night at Clayton's. Before he reclaimed her in the most brutal way possible.

She gave him a wily grin, her gaze locked on the large tent in his pants. "Hey, baby." Her voice was raspier than expected. She had Tom to thank for that. She shifted on her knees, arching her back slightly, presenting herself. The movement made the clamp on her nipple bite deeper, sending a fresh jolt of electricity through her. "Did you come to join the fun?"

Clayton said nothing. He stared at Ashley, his eyes growing darker as he lifted off his shirt. His eyes darted to Tom, a cautionary glance to ensure he was still trying to recover from the treatment he received.

Ashley's pulse quickened. There was more than just a hunger in Clayton's eyes, there was need. She studied his face, his nose still red, but mostly cleaned up. Something about seeing the trace amount of blood made her suck on her lip.

The shirt was tossed across the room. Every muscle in Clayton's body looked tight, ready to snap. He lowered his pants, his eyes now raking over Ashley's used body as she kneeled by the bed pleading with her eyes for him to hurry.

Tom chuckled from somewhere beside them. "That's right. It's time to break this bitch in."

The comment didn't seem to faze Clayton at all as he stepped out of his pants. He was practically pulsing with need as he crossed the room to Ashley. She licked her lips, feeling her core throb in anticipation.

He stopped in front of her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his body. His hand shot out, fingers tangling in her hair, his grip controlling. He pulled her head back, forcing her to look up at him.

"Did you like it?" His voice was low enough Tom couldn't hear. "Choking on his cock while I just watched?"

Ashley's breath came faster. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily as wetness slicked between them. "No," she whispered. "I thought—"

"Liar." He released her hair and grabbed her arm, hauling her to her feet. Her legs wobbled but he held her upright. Then he spun her around, one hand between her shoulder blades, pushing her forward. "I told you before. I don't like to watch."

Her upper body fell onto the bed, the soft comforter cool against her overheated skin. The clamp on her nipple pressed into the mattress and she gasped at the sharp sensation. Relief flooded through her. This was exactly how Chris was. Overcome with jealousy. He'd cum so fast that night. So hard.

His hands moved to the bind around her wrists. She pushed them into him, anxious for him to untie her. His fingers slid between the fabric and then—

"Ohhh fuuuuck." Ashley saw stars as Clayton buried himself inside her in one powerful thrust. His thighs slammed into the back of her legs giving her little time to recover.

"You're mine," he growled against her shoulder, but his voice cracked slightly on the word 'mine.' His grip on her bound wrists tightened. "Say it. Tell me no one—" He drove deeper, making her gasp. "—can make you feel like this."

"Ngggh. No one," she panted, as she pulled him deeper, her grip a vice around him.

From behind her, Clayton let out a broken sound that was half-groan, half-snarl. His fingers locked around her bound wrists, using them like a handle as he slammed into her again, harder than before. The bed jolted beneath her. Her knees slid forward on the sheets, but he held her in place, his body caging hers with raw, frantic need.

"You feel so good, baby. You're so hard." She knew that was what he needed to hear, but that wasn't the only reason she said it. It was the truth. She couldn't remember a time when he felt this hard, this deep. The worst part was that it made her crave him even more.

“Goddamn it, Ashley…” His voice wasn’t steady. It vibrated against her back, his fingers digging into her wrists. He drove into her harder, faster. “You're soaked. I saw your pussy dripping. You loved it. You loved being treated like a whore.”

She tried to form a response, but her breath caught and all that came out was a silent scream. His hips snapped into her again, the angle brutal, perfect, driving straight up into the spot that made her toes curl.

"Oh God. I feel so full. I love the way you fill me."

Clayton released her wrists as Ashley pushed herself back on his magnificent shaft. "That's it," he hissed. "No one can fill you like I can."

"N... no one. Oh fuck." Her eyes squeezed shut. Heat pooled beneath her stomach, spreading fast, urgent. For a moment, she forgot all about Tom. About Chris and the fucked up situation they were in. All she cared about was the way her body came to life when Clayton touched her. The way it always did, whether she wanted it to or not.

“I can feel you,” he growled, leaning over her until his chest pressed to her back. His breath was hot against her ear. “You’re already about to cum. This is where you belong, with me.”

Her back arched involuntarily, pushing herself into him. “I Oh God. Fuck, Clayton,” she gasped. “Clayton—please—”

His hand came down on her ass causing it to ripple like a wave at sea.

"Oooohhhh."

Another slap, in the same spot. His hand print an angry red against her skin. "Mine. Say it!" He slapped the other ass cheek, causing her body to lurch forward. "Say you're mine."

"Yessss, yes, baby. Oh God, I'm going to cum." She bit down on her lip, digging her body into the comforter, the clamp on her nipple biting harder. "It's yours. This pussy is yours."

Clayton propped one foot on the bed, driving deeper as her pussy squelched around him. He leaned close, running his tongue slowly along the shell of her ear. "Not just your pussy. All of you. Say you're mine."

"Ahhh. Oh fuck, oh fuck. Uhhhhh—"

Ashley's entire body shook as the orgasm crashed through her, ripping her open. She let it swallow her whole, every thought dissolving until there was nothing but the blinding rush and the way she clamped around him, her release flooding his length.

Tremors ran through her. She was barely holding herself up. Clayton stayed buried inside her, feeling her convulse and shake as he rode out the orgasm with her buried to the hilt.

Slowly her orgasm began to subside, her grip on him loosening, leaving her body boneless. Clayton didn't move, still deep inside her, his chest pressed to her back as she rode out the aftershocks. He held her in place with one steady hand on her hip, the other braced on the mattress beside her head.

Ashley swallowed hard, trying to catch her breath. "Clayton…" Her voice cracked. "Untie me."

He didn't respond at first. She felt him looking over her body. She must have looked a mess. Her core was still twitching, her legs covered in sweat and juices.

"Why?" His voice was rough against her ear.

She told herself what she was about to say was because she knew how Clayton would respond. That she was doing it for the greater good. But the thrill that went through her contradicted the argument.

"I..." She swallowed, her throat dry. "I want you to take my ass."

Clayton's entire body went rigid. She felt him flex inside her and she knew he wouldn't be able to resist the request. If he doubted her before there was no way he could after this.

"You'd like that, right baby?" Her voice dropped lower, more confident and seductive. "You want to fuck my ass?"

For a moment nothing happened and she worried that he saw through her. Then his hands moved across the binding on her wrists. She felt the knot fall loose and she flexed her fingers, blood rushing back into her hands.

"Hell, if he doesn't want it, I'll take it." Tom's voice cut through the moment like a blade. Ashley had almost forgotten he was there. "I knew you were a freak, but god damn."

"Back off, Tom." His fingers dug into the swell of her ass allowing her to feel his annoyance. "You had your fun."

"Come on, man." Tom moved toward the bed. "Just thinking about the perfect ass has me hard as a rock again."

Ashley glanced back over her shoulder. Tom was stroking himself, already hard again, his eyes raking over her exposed body with undisguised hunger. She couldn't help but let out a soft moan as she stared at his rising member.

Clayton adjusted himself behind her, his hardness sliding along the valley of her ass, smearing her juices against her tight hole. She reached back with both hands spreading her cheeks for him, humiliation mixed with her arousal making her ache with need.

"Go slow," she whispered. "You're bigger than I've ev—"

The heat of his cock pressed at her entrance and stole her breath. She tried to relax, to let him in. She fisted the comforter in her hands, trying to exhale slowly as she felt him start to push past her tight ring.

"Ahhhhh." Soft groans of complaint escaped her as his huge size pushed into her ass. The angle was different from when she'd done it with Chris. It wasn't intensely uncomfortable, but he was so big the new angle felt like a whole different intrusion. “Slow,” she warned him. “God, slow—you are so big...”

His hands went up her ribs, and over her armpits, squeezed her elbows. He pushed deeper. "Fuck," Clayton breathed, pulling her back slowly. "You're so tight. You feel—"

"Ugggh, God." She reached back, placing her hand on his chest. "Wait. give me... a second. Fuck, I feel so full. So... so good."

He withdrew slightly, her hand sliding down his chest back to her ass. With a grunt he pushed forward sinking half his dick into her backside before sliding back out and pushing deeper.

"Yes yes, Oh, God. Fuck, Clayton. Ahhh fuck me."

"You heard the slut, fuck her." Tom appeared beside the bed, his smile wide on his face. "Stop holding back and give her what she wants."

"Fuck off, Tom!" Clayton tried to ignore him as he and Ashley worked into a rhythm. With each thrust Ashley would push her body back a little, marveling at how good it felt. She could feel the tension in Clayton's body as Tom loomed, yet that somehow only added to the intensity of the moment.

Slowly, the discomfort evaporated, replaced by unbridled pleasure like she'd never experienced. "You feel so good, baby. I want to feel you cum." Her hand snaked under her thighs, finding her clit as she threw herself backward onto his waiting shaft.

"Your body loves my dick," Clayton said breathlessly as he grabbed her hair pulling her head back. "No one can make you cum like I can."

"Nggghh," fuck. No... no one." Her fingers glided faster over her swollen bud. Her next orgasm growing and threatening to consume her entirely.

"Ever had two guys in you at the same time?" Tom's voice interrupted again, closer now. Ashley opened her eyes and saw Tom less than a foot from her face. His cock fully hard and angry looking as he stroked it slowly. "I bet you'd go off like a fucking firecracker, wouldn't you?"

"Oh, God... Ohhh fuuck."

"I said I don't fucking share," Clayton hissed, his fingers digging into Ashley's ass so hard she knew it would bruise.

Despite Clayton's protests, her mind was already spiraling, imagining what it would feel like to have them both.

"I can see you thinking about it," Tom whispered. "Imaging how my big dick will feel. How it will feel to have us both."

"Ohhhh."

"Touch it. Feel how hard it is for you. How good it feel inside that tight little pussy of yours."

"Tom. Shut the fuck..."

Ashley reached out, grasping his cock with her left hand, her right desperately circling her clit. Her body was on fire, and as much as she hated it the thought overwhelmed her. How would it feel? Would she be able to do it? Could she make them both cum?

Her hand pumped Tom faster, her breathing more raged as she neared the edge of bliss. She couldn't remember ever wanting something more in her entire life. The slap of her ass against Clayton's body intensified, her ass clenching around his member at the thought of something so obscene.

"You want it, don't you?" Tom was pumping his hips in time with Clayton's thrusts. "You want us both to fuck you."

"Tom—" Clayton's warning came out strained.

"Oh fuck. Mmmm." She bit down on her lip, not wanting the words to come out, terrified that this might ruin everything.

"Tell him," Tom urged, his fingers circling her neck. "Tell Clayton you want my dick in you while he takes your ass."

"Yes," she whispered, barely audible. The admission felt like falling.

"Louder." Tom's free hand came down on her ass. The surprise and the sting of it making her gasp. "Tell him you want two dicks at the same time."

"Yes—" Ashley's voice broke. "Yes, oh fuck, I want it. Clayton, I want it so fucking bad... please."

Clayton stopped moving. He stayed buried inside her, felt her pulsing around him, but he remained still. She whined in frustration, her fingers still massaging her slick folds. she didn't have to look over her shoulder to know the two men were sizing each other up. She could feel it in the way Clayton's body coiled.

The silence stretched. Ashley's heart hammered. She'd asked for too much. Pushed too far. He was going to pull out, tell Tom to fuck off, end this—

"Fine." The word came out after what felt like an eternity. His voice was cold. "But your ass is all mine." Her pussy twitched in response.

"You'll get no objections from me," Tom said with a laugh, as he helped Ashley up from the bed. "To bad there isn't another person here. I bet you'd love to be air tight, wouldn't you?"

Ashley looked at her feet as Tom positioned himself on the bed. She wasn't sure if she wasn't making eye contact because Tom was right, or because she'd degraded herself so much he thought he was.

"Don't worry. I'm sure we can arrange that in Seattle."

"Cut the shit, Tom. Or this ends now." Clayton's grip tightened around Ashley's arm, his cock lodging itself free as Ashley climbed over Tom's body and Clayton pulled her hips toward him.

"I've been dreaming about how this pussy will feel. Clayton's really talked it... ahhhh."

The slide was easy, even with the slight curve of his cock. Ashley's pussy was soaked, desperate to feel the stretch.

"Is it what you imagined?" Ashley's hands fell to Tom's chest, her nails digging into him as she rolled her hips. "Can you feel how wet I am, Tom? Fuck me, Tom. Fuck me like the way you always imagined."

Tom opened his mouth to speak, but Ashley slammed her hips down before he could get the words out, making his eye roll to the back of his head. He reached up, gripping her neck and making Ashley cry out.

A swivel of her hips, another sharp tilt of her torso and she was back in control. She pinned Tom's arms over his head, clenching around him with each downward movement.

"Fuck. God, that feels good."

But Ashley barely registered his words. She was already looking back over her shoulder at Clayton. A warm smile passing between them as Ashley dominated Tom. But the moment passed quickly, Clayton stepped forward, his hand on Ashley's ass making her slow her movement and allow Tom to catch his breath.

He didn't like not being included, he wasn't going to sit back and watch Tom have all the fun. He pushed Ashley forward, feeding her unclamped nipple to Tom. His cock pressed against her ass again and she sucked in air.

"Ahhh," she moaned, her hips pausing as she felt her ass begin to stretch.

"How's it feel?" Tom whispered, his breath hot on her neck. "You love having two cocks inside you, don't you?"

"Fuck. Fuck. Ohhh, God," Ashley continued to whine as she was filled like never before.

Tom started to move beneath her, and the dual sensation made Ashley's arms tremble. She was so full, stretched impossibly around both of them. Every drive from Tom pushed her back onto Clayton. Every movement from Clayton drove her forward onto Tom. She felt like a fuse about to blow, every nerve lit, every inch of her tightening around them with a desperate, filthy greed.

The two men worked up a rhythm that left Ashley seeing stars. Clayton pounded into her harder, sending her sensitive chest scraping against Tom's body. Tom would raise his hips, feeling Clayton's thick shaft press against him only separated by the thinnest of skin.

“Oh God—oh God, ohGodohGod—” she babbled, unable to stop herself. Her eyes snapping closed as the overwhelming sensation overtook her.

Tom leaned forward, his tongue slipping past her lips. “You like that? Being stuffed like this? You like having both of us inside you?”

“Y-yes,” she cried out, her hands scrambling for something to hold as her climax built. “Yes, yes, please—don’t stop—”

Tom's fingers slid up her thigh, finding her swollen bud and applying gentle pressure. "Hear that? She's begging for it. You'd do whatever I wanted wouldn't you? Whoever I wanted?"

Ashley's mouth hung open, spit sliding down her chin as Tom's fingers stroked the fire building inside her. She sat up a little straighter allowing him better access. Her mind was liquid. She knew whatever he was saying was wrong, but all she cared about in that moment was her release.

"Whatever—Oh, ohhh Fuck. What— whatever you want."

"Tom. Seriously, shut the fuck up." Clayton growled from behind her. She couldn't believe he hadn't cum yet. His cock was like steel as it pushed into her backside. His pace beginning to pick up.

"She's... fuck. She's close. She'll do whatever we say now," Tom relented. His fingers pinching and rolling her clit.

The spots behind Ashley's eyes grew until all she could see was white. "Ahhhh. Yes—Yes. Fuck. Don't—Don't stop."

"Say it," Tom pressed. "Say you'll do whatever we want. That your body is ours."

Clayton pushed Ashley forward with a force that nearly dislodged her from his. He pressed his palm onto the back of her neck, putting his full force into fucking her.

“Clay—Clayton—” Ashley choked, her voice breaking as her body jolted with each thrust.

Tom grunted beneath her, his hips snapping upward to meet every brutal stroke from behind. “Goddamn… Her grip. Slow down... She’s going to lose it—”

“Your ass is mine,” Clayton snarled, his thrusts turning feral. “Your pussy is mine.”

Ashley tried to speak, to breathe, to think, but none of it was possible. Clayton hammered into her with a rhythm that erased everything except the relentless stretch, the heat, the dizzying fullness ripping her apart from both ends.

“Ohhh—oh God—Clayton—I—I can’t—” Spasms wracked her, hips jerking wildly between them.

Clayton grabbed her hips, slammed her down onto Tom’s cock, and held her there as he pistoned into her ass. “You’re gonna cum for me,” he growled into her ear. “Right. Fucking. Now.”

“Clay—Clay—ohhhh—oooh fucckkk. Mhmmmmmmmm.”

Ashley's body went liquid as a massive orgasm exploded across her body. She felt Tom twitch first, pulsating inside her, his hot cum shooting deep inside her. For the briefest moment she thought about Chris, about how this was the ultimate betrayal, about how maybe she wasn't any better than him. Hell, maybe she was worse. The villain Mrs. Johnson warned her about.

The orgasm grew more powerful, her scream tore through her chest as she milked Tom for every last drop. Then, a fresh new euphoria crashed over her. With one last savage stroke and Clayton was there, slamming forward one final time as he began to swell in her ass. It felt like their cum was covering every inch of her insides, the pulse from one seemingly triggering the other making the aftershocks of her orgasm more powerful than the last.

When the last twitch of their orgasms faded, Ashley collapsed against Tom, Clayton hitting the mattress beside her. She pulsed around the lingering sensation of both of them, each aftershock tugging at whatever energy she had left, reminding her of the stretch, the heat, and how completely they’d filled her.

Ashley's body knew what it wanted. She shifted closer to Clayton, curling against his side, seeking warmth. His arm came around her immediately, pulling her close. His fingers found the clamp still biting into her nipple, and without a word, he eased it off.

The rush of blood back into the abused flesh made her gasp, more painful than when it had first been applied. But Clayton's thumb was already there, circling gently, soothing the ache.

This felt wrong. She shouldn't feel safe next to him after all that he'd done. But she was too exhausted to understand it, too wrung out to care about the contradiction. Her eyes drifted closed, exhaustion pulling her under. The last thing she heard was Tom's crude chuckle, as sleep claimed her.

She wasn't sure how long she'd been asleep, but Clayton shook her awake, his touch gentler than she could remember. She blinked awake, panic immediately setting in as she realized that while Tom was asleep Clayton wasn't. Her body hurt, she couldn't go another round with Clayton, not again. She'd failed.

She rolled over, looking into his eyes. They looked different, softer than she'd ever seen them before.

"You should... get cleaned up," he whispered. "While Tom's asleep."

She nodded, her heart shattering into a million pieces. She rolled from the bed, her legs shaky as she tried to stand.

"Use the guest bathroom... downstairs."

Time seemed to stand still as she looked back at Clayton. "Wh... what?" She reached out, grabbing the bedframe afraid she may fall.

"We had fun, right?" The cockiness in his voice was gone, replaced by something that sounded like sincerity. "I mean before all... this." He gestured toward Tom. "I just mean..."

Ashley smiled and took a step forward. She couldn't understand what was happening, but she knew better than to look a gift horse in the mouth. "We did," she whispered, kissing his cheek.

She made her way toward the bedroom door, her pulse pounding in her ears.

"Wait," Clayton called out, grabbing her wrist.

Her hands shook as she turned around.

"Don't forget your purse."

"Th... thank you," she whispered, taking it from him. Did he know? Had he figured it out?

He nodded gently at her, then turned back toward the bed as she slipped out the bedroom door.


Ashley sat on the edge of the bed, a towel wrapped around her body. Tears streaked both their faces as she paused to let the weight of everything she'd just said set in. She'd been home for just under an hour, but she could still feel them both inside her, feel their release on her skin regardless of how hard she scrubbed in the shower.

Chris had barely moved since she started the story. His hands folded into fists, then gripped his knees like he couldn't decide where to put them. She'd paused a few times while she was recounting her experience, especially during the parts with Tom, but he never reacted. She glanced between his legs. He was hard, she could see the outline straining against his pants. A few times she'd expected him to reach out, touch himself, touch her.

"I can't." He wiped his eyes, his voice breaking on the words. "I never should have introduced you to Tom. I should have—" He saw her glance between his legs and his cheeks turned crimson. "Jesus, I'm sorry. I don't want to be, really. I don't know what's wrong with me."

"Nothing's wrong with you."

"You fucked Tom. You let him..." He exhaled hard, his breath shuddering. "You let him cum inside you, and I'm so hard it hurts." His eyes slipped shut, the silence between them loud enough to choke on. The angrier he got, the more aroused he became, and the contradiction only twisted the knife deeper. Shame wasn't even the right word. He was horrified. His body felt traitorous, celebrating what had happened to her, his cock giving a standing ovation for his own ruin.

But he wasn't going to let it win. Not this time.

He reached out, brushing his fingers over her exposed shin. The touch was tentative, like he was afraid she would recoil. "I know it's my fault. I sold you." He forced himself to look at her, to see the marks on her skin, the evidence of what his choices had cost. "I made the decision for you because I wanted to see it happen. I had no right to—"

"You're right. You didn't." Her voice was soft, and she placed her hand on top of his, feeling his fingers tremble.

The silence stretched between them. Chris waited for more—for her anger, for accusations, for anything that would let him understand how badly he'd fucked up. But Ashley just looked at him, her eyes glossy with unshed tears.

"But you weren't wrong," she continued, her breath hitching. "It was going to happen anyway. I wanted it to happen." She paused, forcing herself to add the harder truth. "But we should have talked about it. We were supposed to be a team, and we both just... acted. You pushed, I went. We never stopped to ask if we were destroying our marriage."

He nodded, squeezing her hand like it was the only solid thing in the world. "I told myself it was okay, that I was doing it for us. For our future." His thumb slid across her shin. "But really I just needed to see it. When I watched you with him, you became a completely different person. You let go in ways I'd never seen. And I knew—" His voice cracked. "I knew I couldn't bring that out of you. I couldn't make you feel that way."

"Don't do that." Ashley's grip tightened on his hand. "I told you before, the sex wasn't about being better or worse. It was just different. I wasn't his wife. I didn't have the weight of worrying about disappointing him, about failing him, about being enough." She swallowed hard. "It was freeing in a sense. I could just be a body. Just be wanted without consequence."

Chris absorbed this, his jaw working. She could see him trying to understand, trying not to take it as rejection even though part of him clearly did.

"And with Tom?" The words came out before he could stop them. The question burned like bile in his throat. "Was that freeing too?"

Ashley licked her lips, studying Chris's face. She saw the pain there, the barely controlled rage mixed with arousal, and she knew she couldn't lie. The lies were what got them here, both his and hers.

"I wanted to hate it," she started, feeling his fingers clench around hers. She didn't pull away. "God, Chris, I wanted to hate every second. But then I thought about everything. About the way you pushed me toward Clayton, about the way you sold me like I was—" She stopped, made herself finish. "Like I was a thing you owned instead of a person you loved."

Chris's grip tightened on her hand. "I never thought of it that way."

"I know you didn't. That's what makes it worse." She pulled back slightly to look at him. "You didn't think about how it would make me feel at all. You made the decision like you were the only one who would be affected by this."

Despite the pain, she maintained eye contact with her husband, wanting him to see the sincerity in her eyes. Wanting him to see how much this was costing her too.

"I know." Tears spilled down his cheeks. "God, Ashley, I know. I wish I could take it back. If I could I'd—"

"I'm not asking you to take it back." She wiped her own eyes. "You can't go back, and neither can I. I'm telling you what it felt like. Because we both need to understand what we did to each other."

Chris waited, barely breathing.

"I used the anger to fuel me," she whispered. "To guide me. Every time Tom touched me, every time he pushed me further, I thought about your betrayal. About how you'd given me away. And it made it—" Her voice broke. "It made it easier to let go. Made me feel like I didn't have to be responsible for my choices because you'd already made them for me."

She looked away, wiping her eyes with her free hand. "You must think I'm a monster. The whore who got off fucking her husband's worst enemy."

Chris's hand shot out, gripping her chin and pulling her eyes back to him. The touch was firm but not rough, desperate but not cruel. "I don't hate you." His voice was thick with emotion. "I could never hate you."

He ran his thumb across her cheek, catching a tear. "But I am mad. At you, at him, at myself, at all of it. Even now, after everything. After all that you've done to save us, to save me." His other hand was still hard on her shin, anchoring them both. "There's a voice in the back of my head that wonders if you went too far. If it was really about saving me or if..." He shook his head, unable to finish the thought.

"Say it." Her voice was soft. "You need to say it."

"I can't."

"If it was about Clayton." She said what he couldn't. "That's what you want to know, right? If during all of this I fell in love with him?"

His gaze met hers, and she saw the fear, the anger and jealousy, and need. It was all there, coiled together like it was going to rip him apart. "Did you?"

She clicked her tongue, the sound caught between annoyance and uncertainty. Her heart hammered because she wasn't sure how to respond. Wasn't sure what the truth even was anymore.

"I... I don't think so."

"You don't think so?"

The towel sagged as she shifted, moving further up the bed, wanting to be closer to Chris despite everything. It slipped lower in the front, exposing the curve of her breast. She saw Chris's eyes drop to it involuntarily, saw them widen as he got a closer view of the bruises and red welts from the clamp. The marks were angry, unmistakable. She didn't bother adjusting the towel. Let him see what he'd enabled. What she'd allowed.

"I didn't love him. Not... not like I love you." She forced herself to keep talking, to push through the shame. "But there was... something. I don't know when it happened, or even how, but..." She felt her eyes start to well again. "As crazy as it sounds, I felt safe with him. I felt wanted in a way that was simple. Uncomplicated."

She pressed the heels of her palms to her eyes, trying to stop the tears. "But I never felt love. Not real love."

Chris went still. She could feel the shift in him, the way every muscle tensed. "Clayton said you told him you did." His voice cracked and he cleared his throat. "When I went to his house to confront him. He said you told him you loved him."

"I never said that." She sucked her bottom lip between her teeth. "I said a lot of things. Vile things a woman should never say to another man." Her cheeks burned as she recalled all of the confessions she'd made to him. "And in the moment I meant every word." She leaned forward, allowing the towel to fall completely and pressed her forehead to his. "Nothing's wrong with you. You're the only man I will ever say that to."

She pressed her lips to his. The kiss was tender, soft. Neither made a move to try to make the kiss deeper. They stayed that way, feeling each other's breath on their cheek as the soft rays of the sunrise began to dispel the darkness in the room.

"So what do we do? What if... what if we can't get past this. What if we can't ever forgive each other?"

"I don't know." Her answer was brutal and honest, neither of them flinching at the harsh reality of it. "Maybe we can't. Maybe we traveled too far into the darkness and we can't find our way out." She ran her fingers through his hair. "But I want to try. I don't want them to win. I don't want trusting each other with our darkest fantasies to be what ruined us."

Chris took her in his arms, holding her for the first time since she'd returned and inhaled her scent. His gaze caught the USB on the nightstand. They still hadn't looked at it, hadn't figured out if they were truly safe.

"You never told me what happened," he said, pulling away to look back in her eyes. "After you left the bedroom. How'd you get the drive?"

"That's the weird part. It was... easy."

Chris gave her a confused look.

"The night you went to Clayton's, I found the card Agent Holbrook left you." She looked down at the bed, ashamed that she'd done it behind Chris's back.

"You... you met with Holbrook?"

"I did." She smiled softly. "You left his business card in your dresser drawer. I wanted to make sure he wasn't a figment of your imagination. Like maybe you'd lost your mind due to stress."

Chris rolled his eyes, waiting for her to continue.

"I told him about the tracker, and how we'd tried to get into the office but failed. He gave me this putty compound. Said if I could get close enough to the lock on Clayton's office door, press it into the mechanism, he could make a working key within hours."

Chris's jaw dropped. While he was busy feeling sorry for himself his wife was out playing spy. "So. That's why you went to Clayton's after Mrs. Johnson? Because you needed to make a mold?"

Ashley's expression softened. "No," she admitted, despite not wanting to. "I went to Clayton because I didn't want to talk about Mrs. Johnson. I didn't want to face reality. I knew if I came to you that you'd ask if I was ok. You'd want to talk about it."

Words failed Chris as he considered what Ashley was saying. She was right. Had she come home he would have been concerned. Her admission tore through him be he didn't want to dwell on it. They both done so many things they weren't proud of.

"But when I was leaving, I remembered the putty. It was in my purse the whole time." She laughed bitterly. "I told myself I was just being practical. That I should at least try while I was there. He almost caught me at the door, but I made up something about dropping a hair tie, but..."

"But what?"

The hair on the back on Ashley's neck was standing up. Something wasn't adding up. "Just... The way Clayton told me to use the guest bathroom. The things he said. It was like he was saying goodbye."

"You think he knew?"

"I don't know," she admitted, standing and pacing the room, her towel forgotten on the bed. "The drive was right where I'd left it. The monitor was still on." She twirled her hair in her finger. "Even the chair was pushed in. It was perfect almost like..."

"Like it was staged," Chris finished, the color draining from his face.

Ashley wrapped her arms around herself. "You called Holbrook, right?"

"Yeah, he should be here any minute."

"I need to get dressed. We need to see what's on that drive."


Special Agent Holbrook sat at their kitchen table, laptop open, USB drive already plugged in. The smell of freshly brewed coffee filled the room as Ashley paced nervously by the sink. She wore an oversized pair of silk pajamas. Even with the sleeves slipping past her hands and the pant legs pooling under her feet, she still felt exposed.

"This is impressive work," Holbrook said, scrolling through file after file. "Transaction logs with timestamps, IP addresses, API calls from BitGuardian accessing systems without authorization." He clicked through to another folder. "Chat logs between Tom Ashford and..." He paused, his eyebrows raising. "James Williamson."

Chris and Ashley exchanged a look across the table.

"Clayton's father?" Chris asked.

"Seems so." Holbrook removed his Ray-Bans as he continued to read. "These conversations paint a pretty clear picture." His brow pinched together. "But something feels off. It's too... neat."

Chris shared a desperate look with Ashley. "What does that mean?"

"It could mean nothing." He ran his hand over his face. "Or it could mean these conversations have been edited. We'll have to get them to our forensics team to know for sure."

"Edited?"

"Look at this. The conversation between Clayton and his father. It reads like something is missing. Like..."

"Clayton gave us exactly what he wanted us to see," Ashley whispered, the warmth he'd shown her now making complete sense.

"Exactly. See here."

James: you should do your job and put his mind at ease.

Clayton: I know what I'm doing.

James: The audit is a week away. If I hear of any more setbacks I'm pulling the plug on this whole damn thing.

"Are you saying he's going to get away with this?" Chris went white. He was going to be sick.

"He's a smart bastard." Holbrook sat back. "He's not covering for himself. The evidence against him is here, and it's damning. But he's making damn sure we see Tom and his father as the architects. Clayton becomes the reluctant participant instead of the co-conspirator. Look."

Clayton: This isn't something that you can just force. It takes time.

James: You're running out of time. Make sure the audit comes back clean.

Clayton: Or what?

James: I'll see to it that you're sharing a cell right along with Chris. Don't think for a second that just because you're family means you're not disposable.

Chris shook his head. "Will it work?"

"Probably." Holbrook's jaw tightened. "A good defense attorney will argue Clayton was coerced by his father, manipulated by Tom. The evidence here supports that narrative. He'll still face charges, but..." He gestured at the screen. "Three to five years instead of fifteen to twenty. Out in under a year with good behavior."

Chris's throat tightened, it was suddenly hard to breathe. There was no way Clayton was a pawn in any of this. He was calling the shots every step of the way. How could he get off with just a slap on the wrist?

"What about Tom?" he asked, his fist so tight his knuckles were white.

"He's a different conversation entirely. There's plenty here to put both him and James away for a very long time." He pointed to a few more transcribed conversations.

Tom: Chris is the only obstacle, and I have people who can handle obstacles.

Tom: Everything's bouncing through the accounts like planned. No trace.

"We have them dead to rights for wire fraud, conspiracy to commit securities fraud, money laundering through international accounts?" Holbrook leaned back in his chair. "They are looking at fifteen to twenty years in federal prison."

Ashley set down her mug sharing a concerned look with Chris. "And us?"

"I'd say you've more than held up your side of the deal." Holbrook's eyes softened slightly as he looked over Ashley. "As part of our agreement the money in your account will remain as compensation for your cooperation."

Ashley sucked in air. "I didn't think that was possible."

"It's not normally, but your husband was pretty adamant. He said you'd gone through too much to be left with nothing, and frankly I agree. Not many people would have... endured what the two of you did and come out the other side." He nodded at Ashley. "What you did took courage. I hope your husband understands your sacrifice"

"He does," Chris interjected, walking to the sink and putting his arm around his wife and looking her in the eye. "He does." He pressed his lips to her forehead. "What about BitGuardian? We have employees who depend on that paycheck and had no idea what was going on."

Holbrook grimaced. "Company folds. The intellectual property will be locked up in litigation for years. It's evidence in a federal case. And frankly, without that IP, BitGuardian has nothing else to offer. No products, no revenue stream." He looked at Chris. "I'm sorry. I know that's your job."

Chris laughed, mainly because he had no tears left to cry. "It's not my job I'm worried about. Katie didn't deserve this."

"I'll need you both to review your statements and sign them," Holbrook interrupted, pulling papers from his laptop bag. "You'll need to stay local for awhile, at least until the trial is over. Once that's through you're free to start over."

Start over. What did that even mean? His marriage was barely hanging on. It would take months if not years of therapy to recover. His was suddenly unemployed, and while they had a nice nest egg it wasn't like he could retire.

"I'm sure the two of you will figure it out." Holbrook said, noticing the concerned look on Chris's face as he signed the document. Chris's hand shook at the finality of it, watching Holbrook pack up his laptop as he finished his signature.

Chris walked him to the door, watched him get into his sedan and drive away. When he turned back, Ashley was still sitting at the kitchen table, staring at her empty coffee mug.

"So that's it," she said to no one in particular. "It's over."

Chris sat back down across from her. "BitGuardian's gone. I'll need to find another job. We'll probably have to sell the house, downsize to something we can actually afford without—" He stopped. Without the criminal proceeds. Without the blood money.

"We'll figure it out."

"I... I want to offer Katie a payout. It's not right that she was dragged into this."

Ashley's eyes drifted to her cellphone on the counter. The FBI was almost certainly already at Clayton's house by now. Holbrook had said they were moving in as soon as he saw the contents of the drive. But the anxiety that someone could still be listening. That Clayton could still reach them wouldn't fade.

Chris saw the concern in her eyes. "I think we need new phones. New numbers. All of it. We can go as soon as the store opens."

Ashley nodded, her eyes distant. "I... I can talk to Jen. See if Dave has some leads."

Chris pulled her into his arms, resting his chin on the top of her head. "No, we probably need to stay away from that... sphere of influence for awhile." He inhaled her scent, thankful she was there with him.

They sat in silence for a long moment, both staring at nothing. The morning light was getting stronger, painting everything in pale gold. Somewhere outside, a neighbor's dog barked. Normal sounds. Normal life continuing around them like nothing had happened.

"We should start looking at jobs," Chris said finally. "Somewhere far from here. Somewhere no one knows us. I heard of a marketing firm in Ohio making waves. I hate the idea of working in marketing, but it's something."

"Ohio?" She thought about what that would look like. It felt like a lifetime away from home, even further from Seattle. She knew Chris could do sales anywhere, but marketing was a different world than tech. No one would know them there, no one would know the things she'd done, the things they'd both done.

"I can see if my nursing license would transfer. We'll make it work. We always do." She sat down at the kitchen table. "Chris?"

"Yeah?" He dropped into the chair next to Ashley.

"Do you think we'll be able to start over and be ok? Do you think we'll ever be normal again?"

He looked at the bruises still visible on her throat, at the exhaustion in her eyes. Behind it all, he could still see the fire. The same fire that kept burning long after his went out. "Who's normal anymore?" He gave a lighthearted smile, but he knew it wasn't enough.

"I don't know," he said, taking her hands in his. "But I'm not ready to give up. I thought I'd lost you, and I was barely able to stand on my own. I don't ever want to feel that way again."

Outside, the sun continued to rise. Somewhere in the distance, a dog barked as the neighborhood began to come to life. They sat together in the growing light, two people who'd lost almost everything, holding on to the one thing that might still save them.

Each other.


CHAPTER TEN


THE TISSUE BOX on Dr. Andrews's side table had been strategically placed within arm's reach. Chris noticed it every session. It seemed like a dumb thing to focus on, but it steadied him. Ten months and he only needed to reach for it once. Ashley had, twice. He'd convinced himself that meant they were healing. That they had both spilled tears and now they were moving past it. Letting the wound scab over.

Today the tissues sat untouched.

Dr. Andrews sat across from them the same as every session. Her gaze unreadable as she scanned her notebook. Chris wasn't convinced she was actually reading anything. He'd never seen her take a single note, but she always seemed to reference it throughout their sessions.

"So the house finally sold," Dr. Andrews said, breaking the silence that had settled over the room. "How does that feel?"

Chris's hand tightened around Ashley's. She was still in her scrubs from her shift, the pale blue fabric wrinkled. They'd been timing these sessions around her work schedule for months now.

"Like closing a chapter," Chris said. "A fresh start."

Dr. Andrews's gaze shifted to Ashley, waiting.

Ashley shifted on the couch, her fingers loosening from Chris's grip. "It feels like running away," she said quietly. "Like admitting we can't fix what happened there."

Chris let go of her hand like he'd been burned. He'd thought selling the house was good news. With him in between jobs they couldn't afford the mortgage payments. They'd talked about wanting to move for almost a year now. She'd hugged him when they got the news the buyers were interested, said she was excited.

Had she been lying?

"Chris, what's happening right now?" Dr. Andrews asked, her tone direct.

After their first session with Dr. Andrews, Chris had wanted to change therapists. He didn't like how direct she was, how it always felt like she was taking Ashley's side and calling him out. Ashley refused. This was the third person they'd gone to since Clayton went to jail, and there was something about Dr. Andrews's directness that made Ashley comfortable. Since then, Chris had learned to appreciate the doctor a lot more. He unclenched the fist he hadn't realized he was making.

"I'm trying not to argue with her."

"Why?"

"Because you told me to let her have her feelings."

"Good. But that doesn't mean you don't get to have yours." Dr. Andrews leaned forward slightly. "Ashley, say more about why it feels like you're running away."

Ashley pulled her hand back, wrapping both arms around herself. "Every room in that house has a memory. The bedroom, the shower. Every time I enter them I remember... moments." She blushed like she was reliving one of those moments now, as her right hand played with her wedding ring. "Moving doesn't change what happened. It doesn't change who I became."

"Who you became," Dr. Andrews raised an eyebrow. "Or who you chose to become?"

"Both." Ashley's hands dropped to her lap. "I made choices. I kept going back even when I knew it was destroying us. I told myself it was for Chris, for his fantasy, but..." She swallowed hard. "At some point I stopped needing an excuse. I wanted it."

Chris felt the familiar heat start low in his belly. His body responding before his brain could catch up. He reached for his wrist, snapped the thin black rubber band hard against his skin.

"Good, Chris," Dr. Andrews said, turning her attention to him. "What just happened?"

"Ashley said she wanted it and I..." Chris's face flushed. "It made me remember how turned on I would get when I... When she was like that."

"There's no shame in that response," Dr. Andrews said, the faintest smile on her lips. "You've been conditioned to be aroused by these scenarios. The shame comes when you let that arousal override rational thought. When you prioritize the fantasy over Ashley's actual wellbeing."

Shame burned his cheeks and he lowered his head. "Which is what I did. For months."

"We both did," Ashley interjected. She turned to face him. "I knew what was happening to me. I knew I was falling for him, that it was becoming more than sex. I should have said Bayberry a long time ago. Should have told you I needed to stop. But I didn't want to. I liked how he made me feel."

Chris snapped the rubber band again, harder this time.

"Chris, what are you feeling right now?" Dr. Andrews asked.

"Jealous. Aroused. Angry at myself for being aroused." He pressed the heels of his hands against his eyes. "It's been ten months and my body still responds the same way. Like I learned nothing."

"You've learned to recognize it," Dr. Andrews corrected. "You've learned to interrupt the pattern. That's significant progress." Her body turned as a unit. It looked almost robotic as she focused on Ashley. "You said you knew what was happening. That you were falling for him. Can you talk about when you realized that?"

Ashley was quiet for a long moment. "I'm... I'm not sure," she said finally. "There wasn't just one moment. It was more like... several things that felt unimportant at the time, but now..." She turned to face Chris fully, and saw him reach for a tissue. "The time I went to the office to bring Chris his lunch and Clayton was there alone." She swallowed hard, her gaze drifting to the front of Chris's pants. "It started as leaning into Chris's fantasy but after... it was like something shifted." She reached out, taking his hand. "I told myself it was just the intensity of the moment. The lack of control." She chewed on her lip, reaching over to grab a tissue of her own. "Then the night I went to his house alone. It was that same feeling, but more powerful."

She watched as Chris dried his eyes, doing her best to will her own tears back, at least until she finished saying what she needed to say. "I told you I didn't love him, and that was true but... I knew then it wasn't just sex."

Chris squeezed her hand, grabbing a second tissue as the dam finally broke, and Ashley lowered her head to cry.

"And Chris," Dr. Andrews continued, "when did you realize you'd lost control of the situation?"

"The day at the window." He didn't even have to think about it. It was a day that was on a constant loop in his brain. "When she was supposed to go to Clayton's and plant the USB but they never even made it out of the driveway." He grabbed the rubber band, flicking it in three short bursts. "I just stood there and watched. I couldn't control him, I couldn't control my wife..." A final tug on the rubber band. "I couldn't even control my body."

"That's a lot to put on yourself," Dr. Andrews noted.

"I deserve it."

"Maybe. But Ashley is an adult who made her own choices. You didn't force her into anything."

"No, but I created the environment where it could happen." He took a deep breath, tossing the tissues in the trash next to the sofa. "I made the bet. I took the job. I kept pushing for more even when I could see it was changing her. Every time she looked at me for permission to stop, I told her to keep going."

Ashley reached out, touching his leg. "I could have said no."

"But you didn't want to say no." He put his hand on top of hers. "Because I made you think saying yes was what I needed. What we needed."

"Both things can be true," Dr. Andrews interjected. "Chris, you created conditions that enabled unhealthy behavior. Ashley, you participated willingly and at times enthusiastically in that behavior. You both stopped communicating honestly. You both prioritized arousal over intimacy. And you both paid a price for it."

The air conditioning kicked on, filling the silence. Outside the small office a phone rang, and Chris could hear the low voice of the receptionist. He suddenly wished he could be anywhere else.

"The fantasy itself wasn't wrong," Dr. Andrews continued. "Many couples explore similar dynamics in healthy ways. The problem was how you pursued it. No boundaries. No honest communication. No safe outlets. You jumped from zero to sixty without building the foundation that makes these things sustainable."

"So we just... did it wrong?" Ashley gave Chris's leg a squeeze.

"You did it in a way that hurt both of you," Dr. Andrews clarified. "But that doesn't mean the desires themselves are shameful. Chris, you're allowed to be aroused by the idea of Ashley with other men. Ashley, you're allowed to enjoy feeling desired by multiple partners. The shame comes from how those desires were weaponized against your marriage."

Chris looked at Ashley, seeing the exhaustion in her face that mirrored his own. Ten months of therapy and they were still unpacking the damage.

"So, back to the original question." Dr. Andrews shared a rare smile. "Moving to a new house, is that running away or moving forward?"

"I... maybe both?" Chris answered honestly and Ashley nodded.

"Maybe." She looked at her notebook. "Where are you thinking of going?"

"Chris wants Ohio," Ashley said. "Somewhere completely different. I want the beach. Somewhere I can breathe."

"You haven't agreed?"

"We're working on it," Chris said. "We're trying to communicate better. To actually talk about what we need instead of what we think the other person wants."

"That's good," Dr. Andrews said. "That's the foundation you should have built before." She glanced at her watch. "We're out of time. But I want you both to think about something before next week. Moving doesn't erase the past. But it can give you space to build something new. The question is: are you moving away from something, or toward something?"

Ashley stood first, smoothing down her scrubs. Chris stood with her, his hand finding the small of her back.

"Same time next week?" Dr. Andrews asked.

"Same time," Ashley confirmed.

In the parking lot, Ashley turned to him before getting into her car. "That was hard." She wrapped her arms around his neck.

"Yeah," Chris agreed. "But it's working... right?"

She pressed her forehead to his, breathing in his scent. "I love you so much, Chris."

"I love you too."

She gave him a tender kiss on the lips. "You promised me when we found a buyer we'd celebrate. McDuff's tonight after work."

"McDuff's? You really want to go back there after... everything?"

Ashley smiled, taking a step backward. "What can I say. I like their nachos. Besides, I have a surprise for you."

"A surprise?" Chris couldn't contain the smile. "Fine. McDuff's it is. Text me when you know you'll be leaving."

"Of course." She gave him another kiss. "Lunch date with Katie still on?"

"It's not a date." Chris rolled his eyes. "She just wants to catch up after everything."

"If you say so." She gave him a mischievous grin as she walked toward her car. "Tell her not to get too handsy."

She giggled as she walked away, not needing to look back to know Chris's face was a deep shade of red.


Chris smiled as he walked into the old-timey diner. Everything from the red vinyl booths, to the jukebox on the back wall reminded him of Mable's. He walked toward the back, sliding into a seat that looked like it had recently been reupholstered. Of course, it wasn't Mable's. He wasn't sure he'd ever be able to go back there. Too many memories, too close to... everything.

A silver Audi A8 rolled to a stop outside, gravel crunching beneath its tires. The sound drew Chris to the dirty window. When Katie stepped out, he couldn’t help but smile. A lot had changed in just ten months.

"Nice car. I didn't even know it was you." He smiled and stood from the booth as Katie took her oversized sunglasses off, grinning at him as her heels clicked across the grease-stained floor. She looked like a movie star. Her hair was up in a high bun, her charcoal-colored blazer dipping just low enough to entice someone's stare without being overly sexual.

"Hey, boss." She pulled him into a warm hug, her cherry-tipped nails digging into his shoulder. "Interesting location you picked."

He laughed and gestured for her to sit before reaching down to push away excess crumbs on the seat. "I'm in the market for a new diner and according to the internet this one has top marks."

"If you say so." She gave him a confused look as she plucked a long black hair from the table and dropped it to the floor.

"So, tell me everything." The smile came easy for Chris. He'd missed her. "VP of sales. New fancy car. Someone looks like they're hitting their stride."

Katie laughed. "Tryin' to butter me up already?" Her gaze met his. "Keep going, it's working."

"I'm serious. You look great. How's the new gig at Plantera Pharmaceuticals? That's a big jump from tech."

"Honestly. It's great. And the shift was intentional." She shifted in her seat, smoothing out her dress. "After BitGuardian, I needed something completely different. No tech, no surveillance bullshit." She shook her head. "Sorry. I know you get it."

The waitress stopped by and asked for their order. Chris ordered a burger for himself and a salad for Katie.

"I'm shocked they have anything green on the menu," Katie said as the waitress disappeared from earshot.

"I wouldn't trust it."

They chatted like that for the next ten minutes. Just old friends, catching up without their shared trauma weighing them down. Then Katie took a drink of water and her eyes shifted.

"How's it going with Ashley? How's therapy?"

"Good," Chris said automatically. "We're making progress. The house sold, so we're planning to move."

Katie raised an eyebrow. "Bullshit. Come on. Give me the real answer."

Chris managed a weak laugh. "Actually, it's... it's hard. Some days are good. Really good. The sex has been incredible lately, so that helps." He couldn't help but chuckle at Katie's amused expression. Despite his best efforts he never was able to shock her. "Other days... we're working through it. We're going to be okay. Really."

Katie studied him for a second, like she was trying to decide if she wanted to believe him. When she did, she reached out, placing her hand on his.

"For what it's worth, had I realized it was her that night, I would have—"

"I know." Chris put his free hand on top of hers. "You don't have anything to be sorry about, really."

"I know I just—"

"It was a fucked up situation... for all of us."

Katie nodded, letting the moment pass.

"Speaking of which, how is the love life? Dating anyone?"

Katie snorted, bringing her hands to her mouth to prevent herself from spitting all over Chris. "Nice segue." She rolled her eyes. "Define dating. I go out occasionally. But I refuse to use any of the dating apps. I don't trust them. And I may have started running background checks on guys before first dates."

"Background checks?"

"I know, it's paranoid. But after everything..." She shrugged. "My trust issues have trust issues now. I even ran a background check on a guy I met at the office."

Chris winced. "I'm sorry—"

"Stop. What Clayton did wasn't your fault." The waitress delivered their food and Katie gave her salad a disapproving look. "Besides, I'm doing great. No more crushing student loan debt. That's one silver lining."

Chris bit into his burger, closing his eyes and letting out a satisfied moan.

"You two need a minute?" Katie teased.

He reached for a napkin, but found the container empty and settled for his sleeve. "I'm glad you used that money to pay off the loans. You deserved at least that."

"Thanks." She stabbed at her salad for a second, then gave up and grabbed a fry from Chris's plate. "So, you mentioned you're moving. Where to?"

"Undecided. Ashley wants the beach. I was thinking Ohio. But anywhere really, as long as it's fresh."

"Ohio? Who the hell wants to go to Ohio?"

"Hey, the Rock & Roll Hall of Fame is in Ohio." His laughter filled the quiet diner. It had been a long time since things felt this normal for him and he realized just how much he would miss Katie's friendship when he was gone.

"So, I assume you've heard?" Katie leaned forward, talking in a whisper.

"Yeah. Holbrook called me last week."

"It's true then? Clayton's out."

"Earlier this week." Chris took another bite of his burger to allow himself a second to check his emotions. "Less than a year. Holbrook said it was going to happen like that, but I didn't want to believe him."

"That's bullshit. All this shit he did and he just... walks."

"Yeah." Chris stared out the window. "The law applies differently when you have money."

"Has he tried to contact you?"

"No. You?"

"No. And if he does..." Katie's eyes went dark. "I might be the one going to prison."

"He won't reach out," Chris said, trying to sound certain. "He's smart enough to know how stupid that would be."

"And cocky enough to try it anyway."

Chris didn't have a retort.

"Maybe prison changed him. Maybe he moved on."

"Maybe," Chris echoed. Neither of them believed it.

When the check came, Chris grabbed it. He wasn't going to let her fancy new car and title stop him from being a gentleman. Katie complained, like she always did, but in the end he won out and walked her to her car.

"Promise me you'll stay in touch after the move," Katie said. "Wherever you end up."

"I promise. And, Katie? Thank you. For... for not hating me."

"I could never hate you, boss." She hugged him quickly. "We've all done shit we're not proud of. You're one of the good ones. Ashley's lucky to have you."

They said goodbye one last time and Chris watched her drive away. He wanted to believe he was right. That Clayton wasn't dumb enough to come around after he'd just gotten out. But Katie was right. He was just cocky enough not to care. He balled his hands into fists. He wasn't going to lose his wife again.


The parking lot at McDuff's was nearly full when Chris pulled in. Friday nights always drew a crowd, and despite everything, it was hard to beat their cheap beer. Chris sat in his car for a moment, hands on the steering wheel, staring at the neon sign that flickered above the entrance.

A million thoughts swam through his head as he sat there. He had so many memories at this place. When he was a kid it became like a sanctuary to him. A place to go every weekend with his friends and fake ID. His stomach knotted. Then sometime a couple of years ago it became something much worse. He took a deep breath and checked his phone. He was already late, Ashley was probably already wondering where he was.

He got out of the car, the cool November air biting at his face. The place was even louder than he anticipated. A country song played on the jukebox in the corner, but he couldn't make out the words over the crowd. He shouldered his way to the back, scanning the bar and booths for Ashley, the smell of fried food making his mouth water. He spotted her near the back and he stopped in his tracks. It was the same booth they were in that first night when Clayton propositioned him.

He shook his head, focusing instead on Ashley. She'd changed out of her scrubs into a loose-fitting cream sweater and dark jeans. Nothing fancy, nothing meant to draw attention. But Chris's breath caught anyway. Even dressed down, even after everything they'd been through, she could still make his heart skip.

She looked up as he approached. "Hey. I was starting to think you were going to stand me up."

"Never." Chris slid into the booth across from her, reaching across the table to take her hand. "Just took a minute to find parking. You look beautiful."

"Liar." She squeezed his hand. "But I'll take it."

They sat like that for a moment, just holding hands across the scarred wooden table. Chris asked her about work and she filled him in on all the latest office drama. The office had changed cleaning services which meant The Janitor was no longer working there. Chris thought he detected the slightest hint of sadness in her voice, but he let it pass.

"So how was lunch with Katie?" Ashley asked. "You didn't give me any details in your text."

"It was good." Chris smiled. "She's doing great. VP of Sales at some pharmaceutical company. Driving a fancy Audi. Living her best life."

"That's amazing." She flagged down the waitress. "I'm glad. She deserved better than what happened to her."

"She asked about you."

Ashley's lips curled into a smile. "What about?"

"Oh, I didn't.... I mean I... Just therapy and how we're doing."

Ashley threw her head back laughing. "You're so easy."

They fell quiet as a waitress appeared, took their order. Just nachos and a couple of waters to start.

"I never did understand why you can't drink beer with food," Chris said as the waitress walked away.

"And yet you married me anyway."

"It was a real sacrifice." He laughed, placing his hand on her leg. "So, we should probably talk about where we are actually moving."

Ashley nodded, tears already welling in her eyes. "I still can't believe it's actually happening. We're actually leaving this place."

"But you want to, right?"

"Yeah. I just..." She laughed and grabbed a napkin, dabbing her lashes. "I'm going to miss it."

"I didn't realize this place meant so much to you." He gave her thigh a reassuring squeeze.

"It doesn't." Ashley waved him off. "I'm just hungry. And tired. It's been a long week."

"No arguments there."

They sat in silence for a few minutes just taking it all in. The crowd began to thin a little and Chris could almost make out the words to the Hank Jr. song that was playing. "I'm going to hit the restroom and check on our food order. You need anything while I'm up?"

"No. I'll be here."

He made his way through the crowded bar toward the restrooms near the front. It looked like whatever game was on the TV was wrapping up. He hoped that meant the crowd would die down even more.

When he returned from the bathroom a few minutes later, the group of guys he had to squeeze by was gone. That was a good sign. He headed toward the bar to grab napkins and check on their order. The bartender was slammed, so Chris waited, pulling out his phone to kill time.

Movement in his peripheral vision made him look up.

A man had slid into the booth next to Ashley. Salt and pepper hair, expensive-looking shirt. He was leaning in close, saying something that made Ashley smile. Chris scanned the area; there were a couple of empty tables now, enough that whoever the man was wouldn't be asking if he could share their booth.

Chris's stomach clenched.

He watched as the man gestured with his hands, his body angled toward Ashley like they were old friends. Ashley was smiling, nodding, engaging with him. Was she flirting? No, she was just being nice. That's what Ashley did, she was nice to people. But even as he thought it, his cock began to swell and he flipped the rubber band on his wrist.

The man's hand moved to the back of the booth, closer to Ashley's shoulder. She was smiling, as she turned toward the restrooms. Was she looking for Chris? Was she hoping to get caught or did she want more time with this handsome stranger?

Heat flooded Chris's body. They'd played this game so many times before. It was one of his favorites. His palms were sweaty as he rubbed them together, trying to ignore just how tight the front of his jeans suddenly were.

The arrogance of this guy. The casual assumption that he could just take what he wanted, it was so fucking familiar. The way he held himself, the tilt of his head, the smile that said he knew he was winning.

It was too much like Clayton. And Ashley's reactions...

Chris snapped the rubber band two more times in quick succession. The bartender finally appeared and asked what he needed, but Chris had already forgotten. His heart was pounding but his head was clear as he made his way back to the table.

"That's my seat," Chris said with confidence.

The man looked up, assessing Chris. Then he stood, and Chris realized the guy had a few inches on him. Taller, broader through the shoulders. But Chris didn't back down. He just stared right back.

The man's smirk shifted. "Sorry, man. Just keeping her company while you were gone. She seemed lonely."

"Thanks. But I'm back now. So..."

The man held Chris's gaze for another second, then nodded and walked away without another word and Chris slid into the booth next to Ashley.

"I was beginning to think you weren't coming back."

Chris held her gaze trying to determine what she meant by that.

"You seemed awful... friendly."

Ashley smiled. "So, you were watching?"

"No, I was..."

She grabbed his hand. "Nothing was going to happen with him. I promise." Her hand traveled up his leg resting on his thigh. "But it was kinda hot watching you get all macho with him."

"So, you wanted me to watch?"

"No. I wanted you to come back. And you did."

Chris swallowed hard. "I'm trying to be different."

"You are different." Ashley's hand squeezed his thigh. "We both are."

"You didn't seem very different." He didn't say it to be accusatory. "You seemed just as confident as ever."

"That isn't what I meant." Her gaze found his and she smiled. "Are you ready for your surprise?"

Chris cocked his head. "Sure."

Ashley pulled back slightly, reaching for her purse. Her hand was trembling as she dug inside, searching for something. When she pulled it out, Chris's world tilted.

A pregnancy test. Two pink lines.

"Is that—" His voice broke.

"I took it this morning," Ashley said, her words coming faster. "I've been late for a couple weeks but I thought it was stress, you know? From everything. But then I felt different and I just... I needed to know before we started packing up our whole lives."

Chris stared at those two pink lines like they might disappear if he looked away. His throat was tight, his eyes filled with tears.

"Say something," Ashley whispered. "Please say something."

Chris pulled her into his arms, crushing her against his chest. His face buried in her hair, breathing in the scent of her shampoo.

"I've never been happier in my life," he said, his voice muffled against her shoulder. "Never."

Ashley's arms wrapped around his neck, holding on tight. "Really?"

"Really." Chris pulled back just enough to look at her face. Tears were streaming down both of their cheeks. "We're having a baby."

"We're having a baby," Ashley confirmed, laughing through her tears. "Are you sure you're happy? I know the timing isn't perfect with the move and you being between jobs and—"

"It's perfect," Chris interrupted. He cupped her face in his hands, wiping away tears with his thumbs. "Everything about this is perfect."

"I was so scared to tell you," Ashley admitted. "I didn't know if we were ready. If I was ready after everything—"

"We're ready." Chris kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. "We'll figure it out. Together."

The waitress appeared with their nachos, took one look at them both crying, and quickly set the plate down before backing away. Chris and Ashley didn't notice. They were wrapped up in each other, foreheads pressed together, breathing the same air.

"I love you," Ashley whispered. "So much."

"I love you too," Chris said. "Both of you."

Ashley laughed, fresh tears spilling over. "Don't get ahead of yourself. It's the size of a poppy seed right now."

"Best poppy seed in the world."

They sat like that for a long moment, holding each other while their nachos got cold and the bar buzzed around them. Chris felt something he hadn't felt in over a year. Pure, uncomplicated joy. No arousal twisted up with anxiety. No fantasy bleeding into reality. Just happiness.

A throat cleared behind them and Chris's entire body went cold.

Chris turned slowly, Ashley's hand gripping his arm tight.

Clayton stood at the edge of their booth, hands in his pockets, that familiar smirk playing at his lips. He looked good, thicker after his time in prison.

"Well, well," Clayton said, his eyes moving between them before landing on the pregnancy test still sitting on the table. "Congratulations. Looks like someone's been busy."

Chris was on his feet before he even realized he had done it. Ashley's hand shot out, grabbing his wrist.

"Chris, don't."

But Chris had already moved far enough out of the booth that Ashley could slide out behind him if she wanted. He stood there, chest heaving, staring at Clayton.

"Easy there, champ." Clayton held up his hands in mock surrender, that smirk never wavering. "No reason for you to take another cheap shot. I just came over to say congratulations. Saw the happy news on your table." His eyes flicked to the pregnancy test, then back to Chris. "That's really something. Now be honest. Just between the two of us, did she call out my name at least once?"

"Get the fuck away from us." He balled his hands into a fist. "I'm not going to tell you again."

"Or what?" Clayton's smile widened. "You going to take a swing at me in front of all these witnesses? I've got a great lawyer, Chris. The best money can buy. You really want to add assault charges to your résumé?"

Ashley stood now, positioning herself slightly between them. "What do you want, Clayton?"

"Want?" Clayton's eyes moved over her. "What, a man can't come say hello to friends? To the woman who said her pu—" Chris lunged forward, but Ashley pressed against his chest.

"Aw, don't be like that." Clayton leaned against the booth, making himself comfortable. "We used to be friends, remember? Business partners. I made you rich, Chris. The least you could do is buy me a drink."

"Fuck you. You tried to screw me. Frame me for all your shit."

"Is that what you think happened?" Clayton's expression shifted to something almost wounded. "Chris, I was the victim in all that. My father, Tom, they were the ones pulling the strings. I was just the scared son trying to keep his head above water. The courts saw that. The evidence proved it."

"Don't feed me that shit," Chris spat. "We both know you edited those files."

"That was never proven." Clayton's smile returned. "I served my time, shortened though it was, and now I'm a free man. Clean slate. I'm just trying to catch up." His eyes moved to Ashley's stomach.

"I gotta admit," he leaned in slightly. "Part of me wonders if you secretly wish that was mine. I know you miss what we had."

Chris took a step forward, but Ashley gave him a reassuring look.

"You want to know the truth?" Ashley asked, her voice suddenly softer as she stepped toward Clayton.

"Ash, don't—" Chris started, but she squeezed his hand and let it go.

"No, it's okay." She took a step toward Clayton, and Chris felt his stomach drop. "The truth is..." She ran her hand through her hair, and smiled as Clayton's body reacted. "I mean the sex was..." her fingers trailed down his chest. "You certainly know how to use that thing." She gripped his belt.

"See? I knew you—"

"Then you fucked it up," Ashley interrupted, her voice turning cold. "You thought you could just do whatever you wanted and I would, what, fall in love with you because you have a nice cock?"

Clayton's smile faltered slightly. "So you're admitting it was nice?"

"I've had better." Ashley moved closer, and Chris felt his heart hammering. What was she doing?

"Bullshit." Clayton put his hand on her waist closing the distance between them. "You still think about those nights. The way I made you cum like no one else could."

Ashley tilted her head, studying him. Then her smile widened. "You know what? You're right. I do think about it." She looked at Chris and winked. "Which is why we should make this interesting. For old times' sake."

Clayton's eyes narrowed. "What are you proposing?"

"A bet, obviously. That's what you boys used to do, right? That's how all of this started."

Clayton laughed. Chris felt like the world was spinning too fast. Like he may topple over at any minute.

"What's the bet?"

"Simple." Ashley gestured toward the bar. "See that blonde over there? The one in the black dress?"

Chris followed her gaze and felt his stomach clench. A woman sat at the bar, nursing a drink, her back mostly to them. He couldn't see her face from this angle.

"Yeah, I see her," Clayton said. "What about her?"

"She's cute. Made me think of our night together with Katie." Her hand traveled down his slacks. "You remember that night, right?"

"How could I forget?"

"Good. If you can get her number, Chris stays here at the bar while the three of us go back to your place. One last time. A proper goodbye."

Chris's blood turned to ice. "Ashley, what the fuck—"

"But," Ashley continued, ignoring Chris completely, "if you can't get her number, you agree to leave us alone. Forever. No contact. No running into us in bars. No checking up on us through mutual friends. You disappear from our lives completely."

Clayton studied her face, looking for the trick. "That's it? I get her number and you come home with me?"

"What can I say? These pregnancy hormones really have me turned on."

"Ash—"

she turned to look at him. "Trust me. Please."

Chris's mouth went dry. After everything, after therapy and tears and ten months of rebuilding they were right back here. Did he trust her?

"Okay," he said finally. "I trust you."

Ashley's smile was genuine this time. She turned back to Clayton. "So? Do we have a bet?"

Clayton's smirk returned full force. "Oh, we definitely have a bet. This is too easy."

"Then go." Ashley gestured toward the bar. "Clock's ticking."

Clayton straightened, adjusting his shirt. "When I come back with her number, I expect you to honor the deal. No backing out."

"I never back out of my bets," Ashley said. "You should know that by now."

Chris turned his attention to the bar. Clayton had reached the woman, sliding onto the stool next to her with that same confidence he'd seen a million times before. His heart was in his throat. He couldn't understand why Ashley would propose this. Did she really want one more night with Clayton? Was that really what this was all about? Chris couldn't hear what he was saying, but he could see Clayton's body language. He was leaning in, gesturing, using that smile that had worked on Ashley so many times.

The woman turned to face him. Even from across the bar, his eyes went wide. It all made sense now. Chris could see her expression shift from polite interest to recognition to something cold.

Clayton was still talking, his hand moving like he was about to touch her arm.

The woman picked up her drink, a martini maybe, and threw it directly in Clayton's face.

The bar went quiet but Chris couldn't contain his laughter. It felt almost as good as the day he punched Clayton.

Clayton stumbled back, sputtering, ice cubes sliding down his shirt. He stood there for another moment, his face bright red from embarrassment. Then he straightened, wiped his face with his hand, and started back toward their booth.

His confidence was gone. The swagger had been replaced with anger. Chris had tears in his eyes he was laughing so hard.

"She's probably a fucking lesbian," he muttered. "Not my fault she's not into guys."

"Or maybe she just has standards," Ashley said coolly.

"Whatever." Clayton's jaw clenched. "Stop fucking laughing. It's not like you could do better."

"Actually," Chris's gaze met Ashley's. "I bet I can."

"What?" Clayton's face was bright red.

"Double or nothing. I go over there I get her number and you leave us... and Katie alone forever."

Clayton stared at him for a long moment. Then looked back at Ashley. "I told you he loved it." His cocky smile was back. "Alright, playboy. But when I win I'm keeping your wife occupied all weekend long and she'll be calling you with... updates."

The heat was back, surging through Chris's system like an inferno. He smiled at Ashley then looked back at Clayton. "Deal."

He took a deep breath and started toward the bar.

Chris's hands were shaking as he walked toward the bar. Not from fear, but adrenaline. From the sheer audacity of what Ashley had orchestrated. She'd planned this. Somehow, she'd known something like this would happen and she was ready for it.

He reached the bar and slid onto the stool next to the blonde woman. She was facing away from their booth now, her back to Clayton, but Chris could feel his eyes boring into them from across the room.

"Hey," Chris said, his voice slightly unsteady. "Didn't expect to see you here. Where's Dave?"

Jen turned and faced him sizing him up like he was just another patron from the bar. "That's a strange pickup line, sir." She gave a coy smile, stirring her drink. "But if you must know, he stayed home tonight. Something about a raid on some game."

Chris looked back at Ashley, she had a smile on her face and he hoped it was from the setup she had orchestrated and not from the way Clayton's hand rested on her back.

"I believe you had a question for me?" Jen prompted, pulling his attention away.

"Right. I um... I'm supposed to ask for your number."

Jen smiled, putting her hand on his arm then threw her head back laughing like he was the funniest person in the world. It took Chris longer than it should have to realize she was playing the part, and slowly he got into character.

A pen sat just out of reach on the bar. Chris stretched out to grab it then grabbed a napkin. "Should I buy you another drink to make it look more... real?"

"Oh, that won't be necessary." Jen grabbed his shirt and pulled him into a kiss.

Chris's brain short-circuited. He hadn't expected that and for a second he just froze. Then muscle memory kicked in and he leaned into it, his hand coming up to her shoulder. He tried to pull away after their lips touched, but Jen's tongue pressed against his lips forcing its way in.

When she finally pulled back, Chris's heart was hammering. "Jesus." He looked at Ashley wide-eyed but she wasn't upset. In fact, she was laughing, even Clayton stood slack-jawed.

"Too much?" Jen asked, grinning.

"I um..."

Jen scribbled her number on the napkin and made a show about tucking it into the front of his pants.

Chris stood on shaky legs and held up the napkin triumphantly as he walked back toward their table. Clayton's entire body was rigid, his jaw clenched so tight Chris could see the muscle twitching. Ashley stood beside him, her arms crossed, still giggling.

"Definitely not a lesbian," Chris said, as he got back to the table.

"This is bullshit," Clayton spat.

"It was easier than I thought," Chris said confidently. "I just told her the asshole that just walked away bet me I couldn't get her number and the next thing I knew her tongue was in my mouth. I don't think she liked you very much."

Clayton's hands clenched in rage, his face turning a dark shade of red. "Fuck this. I don't need you."

"Aw sorry, lover." She could barely contain her laughter. "Guess you lost your touch while you were gone. Don't worry, I'm sure those guys all thought you were real pretty."

Clayton's face went from red to purple. For a second Chris thought he might actually take a swing. But then he seemed to deflate. The fight went out of him all at once, leaving just humiliation in its wake. He stared at Ashley for another long minute, as if he wanted to ask her one final question. Then turned around and stalked toward the exit with his head hung low.

Chris let out a breath. "Holy shit." He dropped into the booth beside him. "How did you know—"

"I didn't." She slid in next to him in the booth. "Honestly, I invited Jen here just in case the pregnancy conversation went sideways, but man, this was so much better." She wiped the tears from her eyes as she let out a long sigh she seemed to be holding.

Chris's face went serious. "You didn't think I'd be excited?"

Ashley looked at him, placing her hand on his cheek. "It's not that it's just... It's been a long couple of years. After everything that happened I wasn't sure if you could ever..."

Chris grabbed her hand. "I love you, Ashley."

"Even if I'm kind of a whore?" She was smiling but there was something genuine in her voice.

"Especially then." Chris pulled her into a kiss and felt all of his anxiety melt away.

"We're going to be parents," Ashley whispered, keeping her forehead pressed against his.

"You're going to make a beautiful mother."

"I'm going to get fat."

"You're going to be perfect."

"Okay, get a room, you two." Jen appeared next to the table.

Ashley laughed, wiping her eyes. "Thank you seriously. For everything."

"Are you kidding? That was the most fun I've had in months." Jen grinned. "Besides, it was the least I could do after everything."

"Still," Ashley said. "We owe you."

"You don't owe me anything." Jen squeezed Ashley's shoulder. "But if little baby Jen needs a godmother."

"Oh, you think we're going to name it after you?"

Jen shrugged. "It was worth a shot." She gave Ashley a hug. "I should get going. Dave's raid will probably be over in another hour or two."

Ashley smiled then glanced at Chris. "Or, you could come back with us. We're celebrating."

Jen raised her eyebrow. "Well, I did give my number to someone. I guess if he wanted to we could continue our conversation from the bar."

It was suddenly very hard to breathe. Chris looked at Ashley then back at Jen trying to decide if they were fucking with him or not. "I... um. What about..."

The girls laughed and linked arms, walking toward the door. "Told ya, he's easy to fluster."

"Yeah, but he's kind of cute," Jen added, looking back at Chris with a wink.

Chris left cash on the table and grabbed their coats nearly stumbling out the door.

"We probably shouldn't mention this to Dr. Andrews," Ashley called back over her shoulder.
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