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CHAPTER ONE


CHRIS'S PULSE SKYROCKETED as he sat in the chair in the corner of the bedroom. His eyes were glued to Ashley, who laid sprawled on the bed, her hair fanned out behind her, her body glistening with sweat, her chest heaving with each ragged breath. He had never seen her this worked up. She was so loud, so vocal as her body was rocked with what must have been her fifth orgasm. She wasn't even looking at Chris anymore, her full attention was on Clayton and the massive cock that brought her to dizzying new heights.

"You're going to let me fuck you again, right?" Clayton's voice reverberated through the room, seeming to come from everywhere at once. "Whenever I want?" His blond hair was matted to his forehead as sweat dripped down his face.

Chris's heart thundered against his ribs, each beat a war drum of conflicting emotions - desire and dread intertwining like serpents in his chest as he waited for Ashley's response. Sweat beaded on his forehead, the room suddenly too warm, too close. He knew what was coming, yet it felt fresh, like it was the first time he was hearing it.

Ashley's eyes glazed with pleasure, as she looked to Clayton like he was the only person in the world. The look was different than before, it was a look Chris had only seen her give him. It was a look of love. "Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling as her hips lifted off the sweat stained sheet to meet his thrust. "Whenever you want. Don't ever stop fucking me."

The words hit Chris like a train, even as he felt a surge of unwanted excitement. He wanted to run over to them, to tell this this was too much. But when he looked down at his naked body he realized he was tied to the chair. He didn't remember getting tied up. He certainly couldn't remember ever wanting to be, so when did it happen, and why? Tied up and helpless all he could do was watch, his cock aching for release, as Clayton claimed his wife again and again. Her cries of pleasure as she climaxed playing on a loop in his head.

The scene shifted, blurring and reforming. Colors bled into each other before solidifying into a new nightmare. The room seemed to breathe around him, walls pulsing with each hammering beat of his heart. Chris felt off balance. He blinked and Ashley was on top, riding Clayton like her life depended on it. Her head was thrown back in ecstasy as she rolled her hips urging Clayton deeper into her. Deeper than Chris could ever possibly go. He could see every detail - the way her breasts bounced with each movement, the look of pure bliss on her face, the way Clayton's hands gripped her hips with possessive force threatening to leave a bruise. Clayton's cock glistened with Ashley's juices and his own cum as he hammered into the once innocent wife. Chris's chest tightened as he did a double take. Clayton wasn't wearing a condom.

"Oh God, Chris," Ashley moaned, her eyes opening momentarily and finding his. "He's so fucking big. I've never felt so full. You'll never be able to make me feel like this." As if to punctuate the remark Ashley bent down forcing her tongue into her lover's mouth as her cries of ecstasy rang in Chris's ears.

Chris felt a confusing mix of humiliation and arousal wash over him. He wanted to be angry, to feel betrayed, but instead he found himself achingly hard, unable to look away from the erotic tableau before him. He could see Clayton laughing at him now. A full belly laugh even while Ashley rode him like a wild stallion.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" Clayton's voice cut through the haze, a smug grin on his face. "To see your wife completely satisfied? To know that she'll never be the same after this? That you'll never be enough for her now."

Chris tried to speak, to protest, but no sound came out. He was paralyzed, forced to watch as Ashley came undone, crying out Clayton's name as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

Chris awoke abruptly in a tangle of sheets and a racing heartbeat, bolting upright in bed. He blinked in confusion before the comforting normality of his bedroom swam into view. His eyes flicked around the room as if to double-check he was indeed alone. Beside him, Ashley stirred, her eyes flickered open.

"Chris?" she murmured, her voice innocent and sleepy. "Are you okay?" She placed a reassuring hand on his back, running her nails gently along his skin. Her touch had a calming effect on him as he let out a quiet sigh.

He swallowed hard, trying to shake off the lingering effects of the dream. "Yeah," he managed, his voice hoarse. "Just a... an intense dream." He let out another slow, controlled breath before laying back down, placing his head on Ashley's exposed chest. She let her hand slide up his back and through his hair, her manicured nails grazed his scalp. With each pass of her hand his anxiety slowly melted away.

"Must have been some dream," Ashley said with a giggle as she felt Chris's hard cock against her hip. "Do you want to talk about it?"

Chris stayed silent for several minutes, enjoying the feeling of his wife's fingers in his hair and the slow steady sound of her heartbeat in his ear. He had so much he wanted to talk about after last night. After Clayton left Chris was inside his wife almost instantly. Their love making was a mix of intense jealousy and passionate embracing. But when it was over they both drifted off to sleep without so much as a word between them. They never got the chance to discuss everything that happened.

"Last night..." he started but stopped unsure of where to actually begin. He tried to push the dream to the back of his mind but it was hard to separate the real from the dream. "Was it... I mean, did you..." he trailed off again, unable to focus on just one question in his mind. His eyes drifted past Ashley's rising chest to the clock on the table. 6:52AM still plenty of time to talk through everything before he went to work. The smug look and villainous laugh of Clayton from his dream filled his ears. Maybe he could call in sick.

"Did I what, Chris?" Ashley's voice was tender, loving. She was just as confused and in need of a talk as Chris was. Why was he making this more difficult than necessary? They had already been through so much together what was he afraid of? The dream ran through his head again, spiking his anxiety.

Chris took a deep breath kissing Ashley's soft skin tenderly. "Was Clayton... better?" The words came out in a rush, tinged with vulnerability.

"Oh, baby," Ashley whispered as she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him further up on her body so she could kiss his lips. The kiss was gentle and lingering. Her lips parting slightly as she took his lower lip into her mouth. Opening her eyes she placed his hand on Chris' cheek. "Look at me," she whispered her forehead pressed against his. "The sex was good," she paused for a moment thinking, her eyes never leaving his. "Honestly, it was probably way better than I expected."

Chris let out a groan and tried to turn his head but Ashley didn't let him. Her fingers dug into the stubble on his cheek. "But... he isn't you, baby." He gave her a gentle smile not enough to convince either of them he believed her. To emphasize her point, she reached her free hand between them and curled her fingers around his hard shaft. "I'm serious. It was good, but it didn't come close to this," she tugged on his cock slowly her lips lingering on his. "What we have, it's so much better, baby. So much deeper." She felt Chris's tongue press against her closed lips and she smiled accepting it into her mouth. It wasn't a sloppy, wet kiss. It was slow and tentative. His tongue pressing against hers as if it was the first time.

The kiss lasted for several long seconds the intensity of it never changing. When Chris finally pulled his lips away she continued. "Last night, with him, it was just sex. It was great sex..." she said with a laugh, "but it was just sex. It was shallow and empty. It doesn't hold a candle to what we have."

Chris watched her face, measuring her responses. He believed her, of course, she had no reason to lie, but his own insecurities continued to rear their head. "So, you're saying I'm better?" He asked with a grin.

Ashley rolled her eyes. "you men are so predictable. Not everything is so black and white. It wasn't about better it was... different."

Chris nodded trying to following along with what she was saying. He wasn't sure if she was just telling him what she thought he wanted to hear, but her face seemed genuine. "He was so rough with you, Ash. So... demanding. Do you like that stuff?"

Twisting her hips, Ashley flopped onto her back, pulling Chris on top of her with a grin. She felt Chris shudder in her hand as she continued to slowly stroke him. "With him I did. That version of me, the carefree version enjoyed feeling..."

"Like a slut?" Chris asked feeling like he was starting to understand.

"yeah, like a slut." Ashley responded guiding his manhood to her warm opening. "But with you, this version of me. I love this version." she murmured as Chris slid into her. "Careful baby, still sore," she said as he flexed her hips pushing deeper into her.

"Sorry."

She shook her head. "Never be sorry. Just... be gentle."

Chris shook his head, relishing the feeling of her warmth pulling his cock as he moved at a slower pace. "You said so many things last night. Things I never thought I'd hear you say."

Wrapping her legs around him, Ashley smiled. "You said you wanted to see me let loose. That you didn't want me to hold back. Did I go too far?"

Chris's cock twitched inside her as she spoke. His body reacting to her words even before his mind could settle on an answer. "So it was all just a show then? an act?"

"Not an act," Ashley responded her eyes drifting shut as she slowly rocked her hips into her husband. Her body was starting to heat back up. She was never a sexual person when she was younger. She enjoyed sex and had a few boyfriends who she would fool around with. But, she couldn't remember a time when it felt like every day she was chasing a new release. This last few months had seemed to awaken things not just in Chris, but her as well. "Some of it may have been more exaggerated to help play up your... enjoyment. But it was real."

Chris continued to drive into her watching her face as he made love to her. Her eyes were still closed, her tongue sitting just past her teeth as she clamped down on him. Chris couldn't help but wonder if she was reliving that moment right now. If behind her closed eyes she was picturing Clayton. Her eyes fluttered back open and she smiled up at him. "You came... a lot. Harder than you've ever with me."

She saw the hurt in her husband's eyes and she brought her hand around his ahead pulling him into a passionate kiss. She moaned softly into his mouth as she felt her orgasm building then one coming on slower and stronger than ones before. "Harder because of you, because you were there," she corrected driving her hips into him.

This seemed to please Chris as he smiled down at her. He felt closer to her now that ever before. He wanted to finish and then lay back down on her chest and bask in her love. But something else was still eating at him. He didn't want to ruin the moment though. Instead he focused the feeling of her body under his. The quiet gasps she made with each stroke. The warmth of her breath on his neck as her hands ran through her hair. "Are you close?" He whispered feeling his own orgasm building.

"Yes." She ran her hands from his hair to his ass pulling him into her. Encouraging him to push deeper. With each thrust she pulled him closer, deeper into her depths. Her soft moans filled his ears fueling the images from his dream to return.

"Fuck Ash, I'm going to..." he gave one final grunt as she felt his cheeks flex and he exploded inside of her. She gave a high pitched squeal as her walls contracted around him. Her own orgasm timed perfectly as she felt it wash over her.

As Chris collapsed on top of her she purred in his ear her hands running over his back feeling the droplets of sweat that had formed on his body. "It will never feel like that with Clayton," she whispered snuggling into his neck.

Neither of them spoke for several minutes. The intensity of their love making evaporating all the tension that was in the room. "You um... you said other things too," Chris said breaking the silence. "Like how Clayton could fuck you again. Whenever he wanted."

Ashley's body tensed she had forgotten all about that. "That was one of the exaggerated parts. I did that for you."

"Do you... do you want to do it again?"

"Only if you want me to." She replied, her voice laced with suggestiveness.

"I... I love seeing this side of you. It's all just so... intense."

"And I love sharing this side of me with you. Knowing that I'm not going to get judged or hurt," Ashley said feeling her pulse quicken at the thought of another night with Clayton.

"So, no regrets then?" Chris asked planting a kiss on her neck.

"Not unless you have some."

"None, but there is one thing that's been bothering me," Chris propped himself up on his knees to look into Ashley's eyes. She cocked her eyebrow unsure what he was going to say next. "Clayton said something about you watching him in the office. What was that about?"

Ashley sucked in air, she had forgotten about that, too wrapped up in everything that was happening. she chewed on her bottom lip cursing herself for not telling Chris sooner.

"I... I should have told you," Ashley's eyes suddenly filled with tears taking Chris by surprise.

"Told me what?"

"The day I went to the office while you were in Seattle for the Larkin deal. You told me to take some files to Clayton."

Chris nodded. "I remember," he said never breaking eye contact with Ashley, his deflated cock sliding free from inside her.

"When I got there Clayton came on to me," Ashley saw the rage in Chris's eyes. "It wasn't anything serious, I shut him down immediately. But then.."

Chris was holding his breath. He still wasn't sure where this was going. "Then?"

"I was about to leave and there was a knock on the door. Clayton told me to hide in the closet. That people would get the wrong idea about me being there. I didn't want to cause any issues for you at your new job so I did."

Ashley continued her story sparing no details about the scene she had seen while she was in the closet. Chris listened intently his mouth hanging slightly open by the revelation.

"Holy shit. Clayton and Katie? I had no idea." The more Chris thought about it however, the more it began to make sense. Before he went on that trip Katie seemed like a meek self-conscious woman who wasn't build for the sales world. But now... his dick twitched at the thought of her.

"I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner," Ashley said squeezing his hand.

"It's okay. I understand why you did it. But no more secrets, okay?"

Ashley nodded relieved to have gotten that off her chest. Chris laid back down on her chest closing his eyes. His own lies playing in his head, while he rationalized that they were somehow different. As Ashley's breathing evened out, signaling she had drifted back to sleep, Chris found himself wide awake, his mind racing. He thought about the upcoming day, about facing Clayton at work, about the Larkin deal, and about the future of his relationship with Ashley. With a gentle sigh, he pulled Ashley closer, taking comfort in her warmth as he tried to will himself back to sleep.


When Chris woke up an hour later, he was relieved that there weren't any more dreams causing him distress. He looked beside him to Ashley, still curled up peacefully a slight smile on her face. He watched her for a moment, he couldn't believe what happened last night actually happened. He thought he would chicken out, or that Ashley would call him a sick pervert. Instead, they'd actually gone through with it - he'd watched as Ashley fucked another man. The craziest part of all, was that he wanted to watch it again. He smiled, a big goofy smile, as he watched Ashley sleeping. What the hell was wrong with him? With a final deep breath he climbed out of bed heading toward the shower to start his day.

After his shower, Chris was surprised to see Ashley still asleep. Usually, Ashley was up before him on workdays. Of course, she didn't usually have marathon sex sessions on those days either, so perhaps her sleeping in was completely justified. Laughing to himself he made his way to the dresser only to stumble on the pile of dirty clothes next to the bed. They needed to do laundry. Especially those sheets and pillowcases.

Dressed and out the door, he still had enough time to swing by Mable's Diner and get his usual. He opted to eat breakfast in the car today hoping to get to the office a little earlier than normal. As much as he enjoyed last night, he wasn't in a hurry to see Clayton. He took a sip of his coffee, the warmth filling his chest as he thought about everything Ashley had said. Clayton and Katie. The revelation stunned him. Not only was it unprofessional on so many levels, it also meant Clayton wasn't just sleeping with Ashley. He replayed what Ashley told him about what she saw, he couldn't help but picture Katie in the same position as Ashley, making the same noises. He felt his dress pants start to strain and immediately tried thinking about anything else.

Chris pulled into the BitGuardian parking lot, his mind still swirling with the morning's conversation. He killed the engine and sat for a moment in the silence. A deep breath. Then another. Time to face the day.

The office was quieter than usual as Chris opened the doors. Only a handful of people were there, mostly the guys in IT. He was happy that he decided to come in a little earlier, he needed a minute to adjust. He nodded to a few of the guys on the other side of the room, forcing a smile. His heart rate slowly started to decrease. It was just another normal day, as he approached his desk, a muffled voice caught his attention. Clayton's office door wasn't shut all the way, a sliver of light spilling into the main room. Chris slowed his pace, ears straining.

"Make the sale now, the news will break later," Clayton's urgent whisper carried through the gap. A pause. Then: "Move the money to his account."

Chris froze, his hand hovering over his chair. What the hell did he just hear? He leaned closer, trying to catch more.

"Chris?"

He jumped, every hair on his body standing up as he whirled around to find Katie standing behind him, a stack of papers in her arms. She tilted her head in confusion as she waited for his response.

"Jesus, Katie. You scared me." He tried to maintain eye contact, but the low cut blouse Katie wore begged him to catch a quick peek.

She cocked an eyebrow. "Jumpy this morning, aren't we? Something going on?"

Images from last night flashed through Chris's mind only this time it wasn't Ashley. It was Katie. Katie on her knees. Clayton's hands in her hair. He swallowed hard. "Just didn't realize anyone else on our team was here."

Katie's lips quirked into a knowing smile. "Well, when you're done eavesdropping, I need a favor." Katie's big brown eyes locked with his. Her lower lip puffed out giving her best "puppy dog" impression.

Chris smiled at her awful attempt at humor. "What do you need?" He gave one more quick glance at Clayton's office door, his curiosity still piqued. Then dismissed it focusing instead of Katie's task.

A toothy smile formed on Katie's face. "You're such a sucker," she teased. "When you get a minute, can you look over these sales numbers for the Heilman account? They wanted a pretty big discount and even after my best negotiating tactics I couldn't get them down much."

"Sounds like someone needs more training," Chris joked, then winced at his own words.

Katie's eyes gleamed. "Oh yeah?" She took a step closer to Chris, an alluring look in her eyes. "Offering some one-on-one time, boss?" The way Katie emphasized the word boss caused Chris to shift his stance hoping to hide his arousal.

He could feel the heat warming his neck, praying his face wasn't as red as he imagined it to be. "I um.. I'll take a look and let you know."

Katie chuckled softly before looking Chris over one last time and turning on her heel. As Katie walked away, Chris couldn't help but notice the sway of her hips and the confidence in her stride. Was that really all because of Clayton?

He shook his head, forcing himself to focus on the documents. But the words swam before his eyes, meaningless. All he could think about was Ashley's voice, describing what she'd seen in that closet.

"You look more distracted than usual. Still thinking about last night?" Chris didn't have to turn around to know who the voice belonged to. His eyes darted around the office to make sure no one else was within earshot.

When Chris did turn around, Clayton was leaning casually against the frame of his door. His foot was low on the wall, his arms crossed over his chest, and that infuriating smirk plastered on his face.

"You can't say shit like that here," Chris complained gritting his teeth.

"Relax, no one's here yet," Clayton said with a chuckle rolling his eyes. "What do you got there?"

Chris chewed on the inside of his cheek, trying to let his agitation pass. "Just... reviewing these documents for Katie."

Clayton's smirk widened. "Ah, yes. Katie's been quite the asset lately, hasn't she? Really coming into her own."

Chris nodded, unsure how to respond. The tension between them was thick. Chris wondered how Clayton would react if he called him out about Katie, but he thought better of it. He wanted to keep that one in his back pocket, just in case.

"Listen," Clayton continued, his tone shifting to business. More people were starting to file in now. It was time to shift into work mode. "We need to finalize the preparations for the Larkin trip. Got a minute?" Clayton motioned to his office, kicking off the wall and waiting for Chris to follow.

Chris followed Clayton into his office, hyperaware of every movement, every glance. As they went over the details - flight schedules, meeting agendas, key talking points, - Chris found it increasingly difficult to concentrate. His mind kept drifting between last night's events, this morning's revelations, and that muffled conversation he'd overheard. Focus seemed impossible.

"Chris? You paying attention?" Clayton's voice cut through his thoughts. "We need to be on the same page for this trip. You've got equity now, it's time you acted like it."

Chris opened his mouth to object. He wasn't sure where this was coming from, but for Clayton to act like he didn't always have his shit together was a slap in the face. Before he could formulate a response however, Clayton had already moved on.

"Tom wants to meet up for drinks when we land before the meeting the next day. I'm heading out for the rest of the day. Need to prepare for the trip. I trust you can handle things here?"

Chris nodded stiffly. "I... of course." Chris's head was spinning. He felt blindsided not just by Clayton's baseless allegations, but now he was just leaving in the middle of the day. He never did that.

As Clayton reached the door, he paused, Chris thought he was going to say something, probably another snarky comment. However, he seemed to have lost the thought and instead shut the office door behind him.

The click of the door behind him seemed to bring Chris out of his trance. He glanced around the empty office for a minute, his eyes resting on the open closet door. That's where Ashley... he broke free from the thought a smile forming on his lips. Ashley, that's why Clayton's leaving early. The poor bastard was exhausted after last night. A wave of emotions washed over him in that moment. the usual jealousy and arousal were there of course, but also a sense of pride. Clayton had to leave work early after one night with Ashley, while Chris spent every night with her and didn't use it as an excuse to leave early.


Ashley groaned as her eyes fluttered open. Her body still sore from the last 24 hours. As she looked at the clock on the nightstand, she inhaled sharply, jolting to her feet. "Shit," she hissed. It was already after nine. How had she slept so badly?

Dragging herself out of bed, she took a moment to look over her naked body. There were bruises on her hips and chest. Teeth marks around her nipples. She bit her bottom lip as her fingers traced the marks. She had never had such rough sex before. She had no idea she would... like it as much as she did. She wondered if Chris had noticed the marks this morning or if he was too focused on last night. Images flashed through her head, sending a jolt of excitement to her core. Ashley tried to cast them aside as she made her way to the closet, desperate to find a clean pair of scrubs so she could still make it to work on time. The way Clayton made her feel, the things she had said. She felt her heart start to race as she considered calling in sick. But then Chris's vulnerable expression from this morning flashed before her eyes, was he really okay with all of this?

"Get it together," she muttered to herself, shaking her head. If Chris was feeling insecure, he would have said something. He said there were no regrets. So why did she feel like she did something wrong? Their relationship had to come first, no matter how tempting other... distractions might be.

Ashley opened the closet, her eyes scanning the contents. "No, no, no," she muttered, opening and slamming drawers as she dug through piles of clothes. Everything was dirty. They'd been so caught up in everything else lately that stuff like laundry seemed to slip their minds.

With a frustrated sigh, she reached for the back of her underwear drawer. Her hand brushed against something silky. Ashley paused, her breath catching as she pulled out a set of blue lingerie. It was more risqué than her usual fare - all delicate lace and strategic cutouts. Was this really all that she had clean?

She'd bought it months ago, intending to surprise Chris. In a lot of ways it was similar to the one she wore when... Ashley bit her lip. The night Clayton came upstairs unexpectedly. The night everything changed.

She closed her eyes, remembering how she'd felt that evening. Excited. Nervous. Full of anticipation. How she planned on putting on a show for Chris when he came upstairs. And then Clayton had appeared, and suddenly those feelings were directed at someone else entirely.

She shook her head, forcing those thoughts away. This was all she had clean. It didn't mean anything. It was just underwear.

As soon as she put it on, she felt a shiver run through her. The blue lace barely hiding the teeth marks on her body. The blue demi-cup barely contained her full breasts, and the matching panties were equally as skimpy, gauzy in the front and tapered to a narrow thong in the back.

She checked herself out in the mirror. Very sexy. Also very unprofessional. She wondered what Chris would think if he knew what she was wearing. She considered sending him a quick picture, but she was already running late and after their conversation this morning she probably shouldn't tease him. She reminded herself to ask him about his dream, and what had him so shaken up when he woke up.

Scrubs on, hair pulled back, Ashley gave herself a final once-over in the mirror. Everything looked normal on the outside. No one would know what lay beneath. With a deep breath, she grabbed her keys and headed out the door.

The drive to work was as if she were on autopilot. She barely registered any of the passing cars, or turns. She replayed her conversation with Chris, wrestling with a blur of conflicting emotions. Every stoplight became an opportunity for her mind to wander. First to Clayton's heated gaze, and lingering touches, then to Chris's softer touch this morning. She gripped the steering wheel tighter, willing herself to focus on the road.

"Chris said there were no regrets," she said aloud more than once, needing to hear the words. "He enjoys seeing me like that. He enjoys watching. I'm freaking myself out for no reason." She rubbed her thighs together, the softness of her choice of underwear not helping her curb her unwanted desires. Was he really ok with what happened?

She pushed those thoughts aside and pulled into the hospital parking lot. The usual lot in front was full, forcing her up to the third floor of the larger parking structure. As she navigated the dimly lit, nearly empty parking level, the echoes of her car engine and screeching tires failed to drown out the haunting memory of her own words from the night before.

A familiar voice froze her in place as she stepped from her car.

"Well, well, fancy meeting you here."

Ashley whirled around to see Clayton walking toward her, a slow smile spreading across his face as the sound of his footsteps danced off the walls.

"Clayton?" Ashley gasped. "What are you—" She glanced around the empty parking garage, heart racing.

He closed the distance between them his eyes looking over her with a hunger as he sauntered towards her with casual confidence. "Had a meeting with an old friend. Pure coincidence running into you, though I can't say I'm disappointed."

Ashley took an involuntary step back, her spine pressing against the cool metal of her car. "What are... I mean, I have to get to work." She tried to calm herself down, realizing how panicked her words sounded. She hated giving him the satisfaction that he had the upper hand.

Clayton's smile widened as he placed his hand on the top of her car leaning his body into hers. "Come on, Ashley. I haven't been able to take my mind off you all morning. Besides, when was the last time you did something truly spontaneous?"

Before she could think of a response, his hands, possessive as always, were on her hips. She winced slightly as his fingers pressed into a bruise. His lips were suddenly on her neck, sending sparks of electricity through her body.

"Clayton, we can't," Ashley gasped, her hands automatically pressing against his solid chest. Despite her protest her body arched into his touch. "Not here."

But her objections fell on deaf ears as Clayton's hand slipped beneath her scrub top leaving a path of molten lava as it snaked up her ribs. His fingers brushed against the lace of her bra, and he pulled back with a wolfish grin.

"What do we have here?" He teased licking his lips. His eyes gleamed with approval. "Don't tell me you wore this just for me."

Ashley's face burned with embarrassment, unable to ignore the warmth spreading between her legs. She should have told him to go to hell, but she suddenly felt like she needed to defend herself. "Of course not. It was just... all I had clean."

Clayton chuckled, his hand continuing its exploration as he slid down the cup of the bra pinching her nipple between his fingers. "Keep telling yourself that. I think you secretly wanted me to be here."

A quiet moan escaped Ashley's lips as her nipple stiffened against his touch. Was he right? Did some part of her subconscious hope something like this would happen? She didn't think so, but as her body responded to his touch she found it harder to concentrate on anything else.

"I... I need to get to work," Ashley protested weakly, pushing against Clayton's chest. She let out another moan, her resolve crumbling as he manipulated her sensitive nipples. For a split second, she imagined giving in right there in the parking garage.

"Did you wear the matching set?" Clayton asked planting kisses along her jawline as his free hand crept past the waistband of her scrubs. His fingers brushed the front of her lace panties, her desire already soaking through them.

"Fuuuuck..." Ashley moaned turning her head at the last minute as Clayton's kisses worked their way toward her mouth. Her knees buckled slightly as she felt him dip the fabric into her pussy. Her hands clenching at his shirt as her hips pushed forward wanting to feel his finger deeper.

Clayton's voice cut through the haze of her desire. "Have you ever fucked Chris at the office?" He asked as he pulled her panties to the side.

The mention of Chris's name snapped Ashley out of her sex-induced fog. It was like a bucket of cold water. Her eyes snapped open, the reality of where she was crashing over her.

"No," she said firmly, pushing Clayton away making him stagger backward. "I can't... we can't do this. I... I need to get to work." Without waiting for a response, Ashley grabbed her bag and bolted for the elevator. Her heart pounded in her chest as the doors slid closed, separating her from temptation. She didn't even bother looking back. She could feel his eyes on her. The stupid smile plastered on his face knowing that he almost had her.

As she rode down to her floor, Ashley tried to calm her racing heart. What had she been thinking? How had she almost...? She shook her head, forcing those thoughts away. She pulled out her phone and thought about calling Chris, but before she could the elevator door opened. She took a deep breath and put her phone back in her purse. She needed to focus. She couldn't let this affect her work. She would talk to Chris later once she had a chance to calm down.

Before stepping onto the ward, Ashley ducked into a nearby restroom. She leaned against the sink, taking deep breaths to calm her nerves. When she finally looked up, her reflection stared back accusingly.

"What the hell were you thinking?" she whispered to herself, gripping the cold porcelain.

She had almost cheated. It wasn't part of her game with Chris, or something to drive him crazy. This was different - selfish, dangerous. She'd nearly crossed a line she could never uncross.

Ashley's stomach churned as she imagined Chris's reaction. Sure, she'd had similar run-ins with the janitor before, but this... this felt worlds apart. Less spontaneous, more calculated. More intimate.

"Intimate," she scoffed, disgusted with herself as soon as the word left her mouth.

But it was true, wasn't it? This thing with Clayton felt intentional, like she'd been nurturing it, feeding it bit by bit. And that scared her more than anything.

She took a closer look at herself, ensuring nothing was out of place when she made it to the nurse's station. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with residual excitement. Her hands shook as she readjusted her scrubs, making sure every trace of the blue lace was hidden from view. Her skin still burned from Clayton's touch as smoothed out her clothes.

"Get it together," she muttered to her reflection. "You're better than this." But even as she spoke the words, doubt crept in. Was she really? Or was she just fooling herself?

With a final deep breath, Ashley squared her shoulders and headed out for her shift. Whatever internal battle she was fighting would have to wait. Right now, she had patients who needed her full attention.

The familiar bustle of the nurse's station helped ground Ashley as she threw herself into her tasks. But beneath her professional exterior, turmoil raged. Every quiet moment brought with it a flood of memories and what-ifs. The heat of Clayton's body pressed against hers in the parking garage. The tender way Chris had held her this morning, vulnerable and trusting.

"Girl are you okay? I've been talking to you for like five minutes!" A hand waved in front of her face, snapping her out of her daze. Nurse Jen, her closest work friend, stood before her with a concerned expression. "You okay? You seem very distracted today."

Ashley forced a smile. "Yeah sorry, lots on my mind."

Jen raised an eyebrow. "Anything you want to talk about?"

For a moment, Ashley considered confiding in her friend. But where would she even begin? How could she explain the complexities of her situation without judgment? She scrolled through her list of admits, hopefully Mrs. Johnson was here. She already knew the situation and wouldn't judge her. Ashley chewed on her bottom lip, Mrs. Johnson wasn't here, which meant she had no one to confide in.

Jen was still staring at Ashley waiting for an answer. She didn't want to get into it. Instead, she deflected. "Just thinking about this upcoming trip to Seattle. It's a big deal for Chris's work."

"Ooh, exciting!" Jen's eyes lit up. "I've always wanted to visit Seattle. You'll have to tell me all about it when you get back. I wish Dave's job was as exciting as Chris's. All he does is work from home all day."

As they chatted about travel plans and tourist attractions, Ashley felt some of the tension leave her body. She and Jen didn't work many shifts together. Jen typically worked overnight. But when they did share a shift the two were always close. This was what she needed right now, a sliver of normalcy in her otherwise chaotic life.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of patient check-ins and routine procedures. Ashley secretly hoped Mrs. Johnson would be a late admission. She immediately hated herself for having such a thought, realizing what that would mean. She did her best to focus on work, thankful for some type of distraction. Still, every so often, her mind would drift back to the parking garage. To Clayton's hands, his lips, his intoxicating presence. Each time, she'd force those thoughts away, burying them beneath layers of professionalism and duty only to have them crop up again when the lace of her bra would brush against her skin just right.

As Ashley headed down the hallway for her next patient visit, a familiar figure caught her eye. The janitor, usually so friendly and flirtatious, barely glanced her way as he mopped the floor. His jaw was set, his movements brusque and angry.

"Hey stranger," Ashley called out, happy to see another familiar face even if it was one that brought up unwanted feeling.

The janitor looked up, his expression unreadable. For a moment, something flashed in his eyes - hurt? Betrayal? Ashley cast him a confused look wondering what she did to cause such a stare.

"Hey," he grunted, returning to his work without another word and disappearing around the corner without so much as brushing against her.

Ashley stood there, puzzled by his behavior. She'd grown accustomed to their playful banter, the not so subtle flirtations that added a spark of excitement to her day, not that she needed anymore right now. Regardless, she couldn't help but feel somewhat disappointed by their exchange. Was he angry at her for what happened the last time they were together? Or maybe he was angry that they hadn't seen each other since? "Maybe he's just having a bad day," she thought to herself as she pushed him from her mind and entered another patient room.

The rest of Ashley's shift passed in the same way as it started. She had done her best to calm her nerves about what happened with Clayton. But she was glad the day was ending. She wanted to get home, to be close to Chris. To hear about his day and tell him about hers.

As she gathered her things, Ashley's mind wandered to the upcoming trip to Seattle. Just a few days ago, she'd been excited about the prospect of a getaway with Chris. Now, the thought filled her with a mix of anticipation and dread. Hopefully work would keep both Chris and Clayton occupied and she wouldn't have anything to worry about, but something told her that wasn't going to happen. She also wasn't sure what to make of Tom. He seemed sweet and easy-going, but Chris seemed to think he was bad news. "No sense in dwelling on things I can't control," she told herself as she exited the elevator relieved to see the parking garage empty.


Across town, Chris leaned back in his chair, rubbing his eyes. He stared blankly at his computer screen. He hadn't gotten nearly enough done. The day had been a whirlwind of meetings and phone calls, but his mind kept drifting back to this morning's conversation with Ashley.

He'd spent his lunch break discreetly poking around, trying to make sense of the snippets of conversation he'd overheard from Clayton. But so far, he'd come up empty-handed. He decided not to spend any more time on it. He already had more than enough on his plate, and from the looks of things, that conversation was nothing.

A gentle knock on the desk drew his attention. Katie stood a few feet away from him, her hip tilted to the side as she leaned against the wall. "Still here? It's usually just me working late."

Chris managed a tired smile. "Lost track of time, I guess. You heading out?"

Katie hesitated, glancing towards Clayton's office. "Is he coming back tonight?"

"Clayton?" Chris shifted in his chair. "No, he left early. I think he had a long night." A slight smile tugged at his lips. "Did you need something?" He asked as he reached across his desk. "I looked over the Heilman file, and I think we can make the discount work."

Katie's eyes lit up. "Really? That's great news." She stepped closer, perching on the edge of his desk. "I was worried we'd lose them." Her eyes seemed to stay locked on Clayton's office.

Chris leaned back, creating space between them as he felt his neck start to heat. "It'll be tight," he murmured, focusing on the papers before him rather than Katie's proximity. "But I think it's doable. We can go over the details tomorrow if you'd like."

"Sounds perfect," Katie smiled, then tilted her head. "So, how does it feel? Having a stake in the company, I mean?"

Chris blinked, caught off guard by the sudden change in topic. "Oh, uh, it's still sinking in, to be honest."

Katie leaned in slightly, her blouse hanging loosely off her chest. Chris could feel her breath on his neck and it caused the hairs on his arm to stand "I bet. Must come with some nice perks, huh?"

There was something in her tone that made Chris's collar feel suddenly tight. He looked up at her, determined not to stare at her exposed chest. Her eyes however, seemed to still be on Clayton's office. "I, uh, If there are I haven't seen them. Just more paperwork while he plays hooky."

Katie's smile widened, her eyes finally meeting Chris's. He couldn't help but wonder if she was hanging around, waiting for him for another closed door session. Was that why she was eying his office? "Oh, come on," she teased. "It can't be all that bad."

Chris swallowed hard, his mind racing. All he could think about right now was Clayton and Katie together. "It, uh, it has its moments."

Katie laughed, placing her hand on Chris's arm. He had to bite his lip to keep from making a sound. "You're cute when you're flustered. Has anyone ever told you that?"

Before Chris could formulate a response, Katie stood up. "I should get going. Doesn't look like Clayton's coming back tonight."

Chris busied himself with straightening papers on his desk, trying to appear casual despite his racing pulse. "Right, yeah. Have a good night, Katie."

Katie's heels click-clacking toward the exit was the only sound either of them made until she swung open the door and disappeared into the fading sunlight. Chris let out a long sigh as the door slammed shut behind her. What was that all about?

As he drove, Chris's mind raced. Between the dream this morning, Clayton's suspicious behavior, and now Katie's suggestive comments, he felt like he was juggling flaming torches. One wrong move and everything could come crashing down.

He pulled into the driveway, hoping that Ashley wouldn't be too late getting home. He wanted her close. He needed to hold her, to tell her how much he loved her. He wasn't sure why, but he felt guilty after his run-in with Katie and he knew seeing Ashley's smiling face would make it all better.


Ashley pulled into the driveway, killing the engine. Her racing thoughts had finally begun to settle. She replayed her earlier conversation with Chris in her head. They just needed to be honest with each other. She hadn't done anything wrong in the parking garage, Clayton came on to her and she pushed him away. She might have let him go further than she should have, but then again, it was no different from earlier encounters. She was overreacting. With a smile to herself, she gave one final check to her reflection in the rearview mirror, the engine ticking from under the hood.

When she opened the front door, the rich aroma of simmering garlic and fresh herbs enveloped her, mingling with the homey scent of bubbling tomato sauce. Chris's voice called out from the kitchen, "Perfect timing! Dinner's almost ready. How was your day?"

She smiled. He sounded happy. Her eyes locked on a small picture frame of their wedding on the end table by the sofa. She really did have a great life. "Busy," she replied, rounding the corner and wrapping her arms around him, pressing her face to his back. "You didn't have to cook."

Chris shrugged, stirring the pasta sauce. "I wanted to. Thought you could use a nice meal after a long day." He spun around in her arms, kissing her cheek. "Why don't you go change? This'll be ready in a few minutes."

Ashley nodded, holding the hug a little longer before letting go and pressing her palms to his chest. "I really am lucky to have you. You know that?"

"I know," Chris said with a smile kissing her forehead. "Now, get changed. This is almost ready."

In their bedroom, she changed out of her scrubs and grabbed a pair of old sweats. She considered taking off the lingerie to avoid the conversation with Chris, but it felt too dishonest. In the mirror, her tanned skin glowed beneath the delicate blue lace. It really did make her feel sexy, naughty in a way that she wasn't used to. Smiling at herself in the mirror, she put the old sweats on over the lingerie and headed back downstairs.

Returning to the kitchen, she saw steam was already rising off two plates Chris had laid out on the table. "I thought we could eat in the living room tonight," he said. "More comfortable."

They settled onto the couch, plates balanced on their laps. Chris twirled pasta around his fork, looking at Ashley expectantly. "So, tell me about your day."

Ashley took a deep breath, recounting her day with a mix of truth and careful omission. She was going to tell Chris about Clayton she just wanted to wait at least until after dinner. Instead, she focused on the demanding patients, and the usual workplace drama. "Jen was on shift today," she said with a smile slurping up the rest of her pasta. "She said she wants a full account of our trip to Seattle. I guess she's always wanted to go."

"Sounds like quite a day," Chris commented between bites. "Hopefully we have some time to do some sightseeing together while we are there. I still don't understand why Clayton needs me there, but I'm learning that once he makes up his mind about something there's no changing it."

Ashley smiled, Chris had no idea how right he was. "Well I plan to make the most of it. New adventures and whatnot," she replied meeting Chris's eyes. A silent acknowledgment passed briefly between them. "How about you? How was your day?"

Chris launched into a recap of his workday, detailing meetings and project updates. Ashley listened attentively, thrilled that the day was ending on such a normal note. As Chris spoke, she found herself admiring his face – the earnest enthusiasm in his eyes, the slight furrow of concentration between his brows. A warm feeling of affection washed over her. She really couldn't believe he was so okay with... everything.

"Oh," Chris added, almost as an afterthought, "Clayton left early today. Said he had some personal business to take care of."

Ashley nearly choked on her pasta as she broke into a coughing fit. "Really?" she said between coughs. "Did he say why?"

Chris shrugged eying his wife curiously. "No, but," He paused, a mischievous smirk on his face. "After last night, I'm not surprised he needed some recovery time."

Ashley laughed, the sound genuine this time. "You might be right about that," she said, a hint of pride in her voice. She set her empty plate on the coffee table. "I'm pretty beat myself. Early night?" She let her hand slide over Chris's leg ensuring he knew she wasn't planning on sleeping.

Chris couldn't agree fast enough, as he carried their plates to the kitchen. Once they settled into bed, Ashley snuggled into the side of him kissing his neck. He let his hand slowly travel under her shirt, his breath catching when he felt the soft fabric of her bra.

"I thought you'd enjoy it," she said with a shrug.

Chris's eyes darkened as they swept over her, lingering on the curve of her hips. His mind buzzed with a thousand unspoken questions, his breath catching in his throat. "Did you... did you go to work like that?" he asked, his voice thick with disbelief and desire.

Ashley laughed and considered the question. His response was so much different than Clayton's. For a long moment, she just let Chris's mind wander. After a few seconds he seemed to think this was another one of their games.

"Fuck," Chris murmured, his breath warm against her neck, "I bet your favorite janitor loved seeing you like this."

Ashley tensed slightly, guilt surging through her, as an idea took shape. One that was dangerous and thrilling all at once. "No, he didn't get a chance to see it," she replied, her voice low and seductive. "But... I did run into Clayton."

She felt Chris perk up beside her, his lips suddenly pressed hard against her neck. "Oh? What happened?"

A pulse of guilt thrummed through Ashley’s chest as she hesitated, her mind racing with possibilities. Should she confess to the moment in the parking garage? The memory still burned against her skin. But the truth felt heavy, impossible to utter in the electric moment they were in. Instead, she let her lips curve into a smile, the words she chose were dipped in seduction, as she measured Chris's reaction.

"I was just getting to work," she began, her voice low and seductive. "He was there in the parking garage. Said he had a meeting nearby."

Chris's hand slid higher up, pushing the cup of her bra and grabbing her bare breast. "Go on," he encouraged.

Ashley closed her eyes, letting the fabricated story flow. She bit her lip, both aroused by Chris's reaction as well as the memory of that day. "He pressed me against the car, pinning me against the hood and his strong body."

Chris tugged her sweatshirt upward, his fingers trembling with urgency. The soft fabric raced across her skin before landing forgotten in the shadows beyond their bed. The anxiety he felt earlier was still there, it would always be there. That was part of what made it so exciting.

Emboldened by his reaction, Ashley continued. "Before I knew what was happening his hand was under my top tweaking my nipples the way I like... ahh just like that," Ashley moaned as Chris mimicked the movement. Any guilt she felt earlier had long been forgotten. Her body blazed with a new desire as she wondered what was going through Chris's mind.

"Did he... did he kiss you?" Chris asked, his mouth inches from hers. Ashley moaned against his lips. She could feel the heat of his breath against her face, the moisture of his lips so close to hers. Chris's fingers squeezed her entire breast the roughness of his palm pressing against her nipple.

"He... he tried, but I turned my head at the last second."

Chris kissed her jaw line, "What else?" he whispered.

Ashley hesitated again, swallowing hard, her heart starting to race from both the arousal of the moment and the guilt of the story. She was back in the parking lot, back to the exact moment she considered letting Clayton take her. Only this time, she didn't have to push him away. She imagined exactly what he would have done to her, what she wanted him to do to her.

Ashley rolled her body to the side, wanting better access to Chris. She felt his cock, hard and pulsing against her leg. "He... he told me that he wanted to see if my panties matched," it wasn't really a lie. She was doing her best to keep the story as close to reality as possible. But, she knew where the night was heading and that the truth wouldn't be enough to satisfy their hunger. "He slid his hand down the inside of my pants." As she spoke, Ashley spread her legs slightly. Chris didn't need any more of an invitation as he slipped his hand down the front of her sweat pants.

"Fuck Ash, you're soaked." Ashley blushed, she didn't know why she was so turned on. But she knew Chris was right. The minute they started playing this game she felt her juices start to leak. "Were you this wet for him?"

"Wetter," Ashley teased pushed her hips toward his fingers. She wanted to feel them push the fabric of her thin panties into her, the same way Clayton did. She wanted him to pull them to the side, just like Clayton did. Then to tell her that he loved her despite the fact that he thought she had fucked someone else.

"That's so fucking hot," Chris said pushing against the thin lace. It was enough to get her to wrap her arms around his neck and force her tongue into his mouth. They stayed like that for awhile with Chris teasing her entrance as they made out.

"What else happened?" Chris asked panting to catch his breath. "What did you do?"

"I was so naughty, baby. So... slutty" She started pulling at Chris's pants, stroking his cock as she fumbled with the button. "I started rubbing him, just like this. He was so hard, lover, and so fucking big." The truth about today's encounter could wait; right now, she was too lost in their shared passion to think about consequences.

She heard Chris suck in air with those last words and felt his cock twitch. She knew he loved this part, although she still wasn't completely sure why. He pulled her panties to the side, nearly ripping them as he continued to tease her lips.

"Oh fuck. What... what happened next?" Chris was in heaven listening to Ashley's story. It was so vivid, and for a moment he had to remind himself that it was just a story. He knew his wife would never do something so reckless at work. But that didn't stop him from imagining it was true.

"I'm sorry baby, I couldn't help myself." Ashley had his pants down to his ankles now and she slowly stroked his cock as she spoke.

"What happened?" Chris's voice rose slightly his fingers finally pushing deep into it.

"Oh, Fuck, yes," she moaned feeling his digits push deeper inside her. Her eyes were closed, reliving the moment with Clayton. "He... he turned me around and... he pushed me across the hood of the car."

Chris's fingers picked up steam and Ashley bucked her hips trying to push him even deeper inside her. "Then he yanked down my scrubs to my ankles." As she spoke Ashley tightened her hold on his shaft, running her hand up and down its length.

"Did he.... oh fuck, that feels so good."

"I was so worked up by that point. All I could do was think about how great he fucked me last night." Ashley let out a yelp as Chris pushed her sweats and panties to her ankles and spun her around on the bed. His movements were more aggressive, more possessive and it only made Ashley even more turned on. With each touch from Chris, Ashley felt her reservations slowly melting away. The warmth of his skin, the familiar scent of him. She needed this.

"I can't believe you let him..." Chris groaned, almost as if he were in pain as he grabbed her hips. Ashley barely flinched as his fingers sank into her already bruised skin. She wanted it to hurt. She deserved to be punished. "Did you let him....?"

"Fuck me?" Ashley finished his sentence as she pushed her hips back searching for his hard cock. She felt it nudge her lips as she let out a quiet moan. She tossed her pillow onto the floor, she had no plans on being muffled. Her fingers curling around the white sheet.

"Yes.... did he.... did he fuck you?"

"Mmm, would you be upset if he did? I told you, I was acting so slut-"

She didn't get a chance to finish her sentence as Chris thrust into her, his hard meat splitting her tight pussy with a single firm stroke making her gasp as his length filled her.

"Oh god yes.... yes, yes." Ashley cried out when he bottomed out inside of her, his rigid tool buried to the hilt in her warm wet depths, "Fuck me baby, reclaim me." Through closed eyes, she reimmagined the parking garage. This time she didn't run away from Clayton. This time she stayed and she let him fuck her. For now, she would let herself get lost in this moment with Chris. The truth could wait.

Chris couldn't believe how turned on he was. His dick felt like it was made of diamond as he pushed into Ashley like a man possessed. Ashley was already causing a puddle to form under her legs. She seemed to be extra into this fantasy tonight, and Chris loved it. He thought about grabbing her hair and ripping her head back. It felt like something Clayton would do, and he wondered if she would like it. He decided against it at the last second. Instead, he just focused on how her body was responding to him. Her juices were dripping down her thigh with each hard thrust. The bed creaked under them as the headboard thumped against the wall.

Chris’s hips slammed into hers with a punishing rhythm, her slick heat enveloping him as their bodies moved in sync. Each thrust sent shockwaves through Ashley, her skin alive with sensation, the raw force of their connection overwhelming her senses. The bed groaned beneath them, the headboard hammering the wall with every powerful stroke, but it was the sound of their bodies colliding that echoed in the room, filling the air with an intoxicating mix of lust and need.

"Yes, baby... fuck me Chris, fuck meeeeeee." Ashley's cries of passion only got louder. This was what she needed. Not just sex, but to know that Chris still loved her. That he wasn't just telling her what she wanted to hear this morning. She drove her hips back with each thrust. Her ass jiggling with the hard impact of each stab as she did her best to clench her walls around him.

All thoughts of the story she had been telling her husband were gone now as Ashley raced towards her climax, bucking up against him, her pussy clenching on his hard cock.

Behind her, Chris was trying to hold himself in check, his balls churning as they ached to release their contents deep inside her.

"Oh... fuck baby... fuck, fuck I'm so close... I'm gonna...."

Arching her back and pushing herself up onto her fists Ashley shuddered violently, writhing in pleasure as the sensations he was creating inside her exploded into a flood of ecstasy that radiated out through every pore in her body.

"Fuuuck. I'm cumming baby. Fuck, don't stop."

Her shriek of pleasure sent him over the edge and with a grunt of triumph he came, releasing a flood of his seed into her womb, jerking several times as he pumped the final drops inside her.

"Wow." He said breathlessly as he collapsed next to her trying to catch his breath.

She sighed into his ear as she rolled onto her back. "That was incredible."

As Chris drifted off to sleep, Ashley lay awake, lost in thought. She looked up at the ceiling, her mind racing as she thought back to the day – the actual incident that occurred with Clayton, the one she'd just made up as she spoke to Chris. The lines blurred between truth and fiction, and how to feel about it remained uncertain.

Chris's enthusiastic response to her story left her wondering – was he really okay with something happening between her and Clayton when he wasn't there? Was it not considered cheating as long as she shared it with him afterward? The thought excited her more than she thought it should have. She glanced at Chris, now peacefully asleep beside her. His light snores filling her ears.

She thought about the upcoming trip to Seattle. Would there be more opportunities for such encounters? Did she want there to be? And more importantly, did Chris want there to be? These questions swirled in her mind as she drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER TWO


THE SEATTLE SKYLINE emerged through scattered clouds as their plane began its descent. The flight was a lot shorter than Ashley had anticipated. She was a nervous flyer and was happy to see they didn't hit any turbulence. Her mind raced with thoughts of yesterday's parking garage encounter with Clayton. She'd spun that moment into a seductive story for Chris, watching his reaction carefully, still uncertain if she should reveal the truth. His enthusiasm both thrilled and confused her. Could she really be the person he wanted her to be? Would he really not be upset?

Clayton's demeanor was equally confusing. She was sure he was going to ensure he got the seat next to her and she would be fighting him off the entire plane ride. Instead, he was seated in the row behind them and barely said two words to her. He seemed to be in work mode and not paying any attention to her. Something stirred inside her that felt a lot like jealousy, but she pushed it aside as she took Chris's hand.

Chris squeezed her hand, mistaking her thoughtful expression for anxiety about flying. He was glad she was coming on this trip with him. He knew Clayton was going to try something, and that same delirious cocktail of shame, jealousy and arousal blended in his gut. He kept playing Ashley's story back in his head asking himself if there was any way it could have actually happened. She hadn't mentioned anything before Chris told her that Clayton left the office early, so it seemed to all be part of her game; however, that didn't stop all of the blood in his body from rushing to his groin every time.

"I can't believe we're finally here," Ashley whispered, her head pressed against the window of the plane watching the ground inch closer. She'd spent the better part of the morning studying tourist guides, mapping out spots she wanted to explore with Chris. She knew Clayton had said they had a full day ahead of them, but she had spent the plane ride coming up with a plan around that.

The plane touched down with a gentle bump just after noon, with Clayton immediately taking charge. "The car's waiting," he said as they made their way off the plane. "Meeting starts at two. I'll get the driver to drop us first and then take Ashley back to the hotel." He shepherded them through the terminal barely looking up from his phone to see where he was going.

Ashley set her plan into action squeezing Chris's hand one more time as they waited at the baggage claim for their items. "Will the two of you be coming back to the hotel after the meeting? I'd hate to think you brought me all this way just to leave me behind in the room." Her eyes met Clayton's and for a slightest second she thought she saw him fluster, but he was back in business mode before she could know for sure.

"We have a busy day. Tom wants to get drinks after dinner. I'm sure he wouldn't mind if you joined us."

Ashley glanced at Chris then took the three steps toward Clayton so she was pressed against his arm, her hands holding his wrist. From this angle she was pretty sure he could see down the front of her loose-fitting t-shirt. The thought sent butterflies to her stomach. "But I'll be so lonely," she whispered biting her bottom lip seductively. "Couldn't Chris come back after the board meeting? I was really hoping we'd get to see the city a little before going back."

Clayton couldn't help but smirk. He knew exactly what she was doing, and while this meeting may have been more important than anything he had planned for her, even though the entire thing was brought together by false pretenses, he couldn't help but admire the beauty in front of him. He cut his eyes away from her two lumps of soft flesh to Chris. He was watching all of this unfold without saying a word, however the way he shifted back and forth on the balls of his feet spoke volumes.

"I don't know, Ashley. We have a pretty full day planned already. After the board meeting, Tom wants to sit down to discuss some new feature requests by his team and we have to go over the cost analysis of trying to get those in. It's going to take some time."

Ashley nodded like she understood. Her tongue slid across the front of her top teeth as she considered her next move. "I know, but... it's just that Chris and I would really be appreciative if you gave us some time to explore the city. You know, reconnect." As she spoke, she let her hands move from Clayton's wrist to his chest. Her pulse quickened as she realized how hard his body was. That was a detail she'd forgotten since their last encounter.

Clayton felt his own arousal spike when Ashley placed her hands on his chest. Where exactly was this going to go? "You would, huh? And how... appreciative are we talking?"

Ashley smiled, looking back at Chris again and raising her eyebrow as if to ask if he was ok with where this was going. The strain in the front of his pants told her he was fine with it. "Oh, I think we'd be very, very appreciative. Right, baby?" Her hands slowly slid down Clayton's chest, across his abs, feeling them contract against her touch as she inched closer to his waistline.

Chris couldn't think straight. He couldn't believe Ashley was doing this in the middle of a busy airport. His mouth felt like he'd swallow sand as he desperately tried to form words. "I... um.. y... yeah, we would be. Very... a... appreciative."

Clayton's laugh turned into a groan as Ashley's fingers slid over his length with tantalizing delicacy. He held her gaze as he chewed on the side of his cheek. "I could probably handle the feature request meeting with Tom by myself. But..." He reached down, grabbing her wrist forcing her to apply more pressure to his hardening cock. "You're going to owe me, and I take my debts very seriously."

Ashley did her best to suppress a moan as she felt Clayton's racing heartbeat through the swell of his shaft. "I'm sure you won't be disappointed," she said, never breaking eye contact.

"Very well, I'll let Tom know. Perhaps, he'd like to see how appreciative you are."

This time Ashley couldn't stifle the gasp as she felt her core ignite.

"N... no," Chris injected a bit louder than he intended. "No Tom. I don't trust him."

Clayton turned his attention to Chris, releasing Ashley's hand in the process. He studied Chris for a long moment, his usual smirk gone, replaced by something darker. "Fine, but he's not going to be happy that you're blowing him off."

"I have a feeling he'll get over it," Chris said with a sudden burst of confidence.

Ashley stepped back to Chris, buzzing from both successfully manipulating Clayton and Chris's protective response.

After collecting their bags, they made their way through the bustling terminal to the waiting black SUV. The driver hurried to load their luggage while Clayton finished his calls, coordinating the day's revised schedule.

Ashley slid into the plush leather seat first, Chris settling in beside her. Clayton joined them in the rear-facing seat, his earlier businesslike demeanor softening into something more playful.

"So," Clayton started, eyes dancing with amusement, "It wasn't easy but Tom agreed it should just be the two of us going over the new requests. He did however insist that the four of us checkout some new club downtown."

Ashley's eyes lit up. "Oh, I haven't been dancing in forever. That sounds like so much fun." She nestled against Chris's side hoping he would agree with her. The earlier nervousness from the flight had completely dissipated, replaced by a familiar warmth of excitement.

"Um, yeah. Dancing could be fun," Chris said with as much enthusiasm as he could muster. His mind flashed back to the company party, the way Tom's predatory eyes had followed Ashley all night, how his hands had lingered just a bit too long during their dance. Sure, Tom had respected boundaries then, but something about him didn't sit right with Chris. Yet that familiar fire stirred in his gut as he imagined Ashley on the dance floor, all eyes on her. He pulled her closer, his grip slightly possessive.

When they pulled up to Larkin's headquarters, Chris turned to Ashley. "I'll see you in a few hours," he murmured, pulling her into a deep, lingering kiss. Ashley responded eagerly, her fingers threading through his hair.

"Good luck in there," she whispered against his lips.

As Chris stepped out, Clayton paused at the door. "Hey, what about my kiss? I did rearrange my whole schedule for you."

Ashley laughed, her eyes roaming Clayton's body. "Nice try. But I think you'll have to wait until you've earned it."

"Promises, promises," Clayton chuckled, following Chris into the building.

Ashley watched them disappear through the entrance, a smile on her lips. The day was already shaping up to be more interesting than she'd anticipated and she wondered if she could maintain this new sense of control she had over both men.


The marble lobby of Larkin Industries felt larger than he remembered as Chris spotted Tom's towering figure by the security desk. His throat tightened, something about Tom's presence always set him on edge, though he couldn't pinpoint why.

"Thought we were spending the day together," Tom said, his handshake slightly crushing Chris's fingers. "I was disappointed to hear you were bailing early."

"Change of plans," Clayton cut in smoothly. "But we'll make it up to you tonight."

Chris's mind wandered as they rode the elevator, the presentation notes blurring before him. Instead of rehearsing key points, he kept seeing Ashley's fingers trailing down Clayton's chest, hearing her promises of appreciation. The memory of her boldness at the airport sent blood rushing away from his brain.

"BitGuardian's integration has been seamless," Chris began, his voice cracking. He shuffled his papers, losing his place. Sweat beaded on his forehead as board members exchanged glances. Every time he tried to focus all he could think about was Ashley and how comfortable she seemed with Clayton earlier, making the story from the hospital all the more believable.

Clayton stepped forward. "What Chris means to demonstrate is our unique network infiltration capabilities. Once a single device is registered, our software can silently deploy across your entire infrastructure."

"Creating an impenetrable security web," Chris added, pushing the thoughts of Ashley aside and finding his footing. The familiar sales rhythm started flowing. "Any device connecting to your network automatically receives our protection protocols."

"And that's precisely our concern," a board member interjected, sliding forward several printed articles. "These reports suggest your 'silent deployment' provides unauthorized access to private data. One even goes as far to say you're stealing data."

Chris's heart raced. He'd seen the news articles, and heard all the rumors. But, no one ever took any of that seriously before. Why now did these executives seem so challenged about it?

"If I may," Clayton smiled disarmingly, "these allegations are purely theoretical. Our track record speaks for itself - since implementing BitGuardian, Larkin's security breaches have dropped to zero. Bad actor reports are practically non-existent."

"But the potential for abuse—" a board member began, hesitation in his voice.

"Is nonexistent," Chris interjected, surprising even himself with the firmness in his tone. "Our encryption protocols are ironclad. Unauthorized access simply isn’t possible. I know what the media is reporting but our team wouldn't be able to access your data even if they wanted to. We have white papers that talk about our zero-knowledge policy."

"Written by your own people," the board member interjected not liking Chris's tone. "If there's nothing to worry about, why not make it open source, or have a third party come in and audit it?"

Chris felt his pulse quicken. He had a point. They could have a third party audit done and put all the allegations to bed, but Clayton kept pushing it back, why? "Have we not acted in good faith since forming this partnership? We have every intention on getting the code audited there have just been scheduling conflicts, such as flying out to our customers and putting their minds at ease." The jab was harder than Chris intended, and he plastered on a warm smile to try to soften the blow. "These articles? They’re nothing more than competitor propaganda. If there were even a hint of impropriety, the authorities would be all over it. Right, Clayton?"

The lie tasted bitter, but Chris kept his gaze steady mirroring Clayton's unshakable confidence. Together, they painted an image of impregnable security that made even the skeptics pause.

Clayton’s smile widened as he watched the board members exchange uneasy glances. They looked embarrassed, as though they’d just asked someone’s salary at a dinner party. "Not a peep. But we'll work a little harder to get an audit scheduled to set your mind at ease," he confirmed with a smirk.

Reluctantly, the board members nodded. "All right," one of them finally said, "we appreciate you both coming in today. Thank you for putting our minds at ease."

Once outside the boardroom, Chris’s sense of triumph evaporated as he overheard Tom’s low, angry whisper to Clayton. “This wasn’t the plan. Find a way to get rid of him and—"

"Later," Clayton cut him off, turning to Chris with an appraising look. "You really pulled through in there. After that rocky start, I wasn't sure..." He clasped Chris's shoulder, his grip firm. "But we made quite the team once you found your footing. I was impressed."

Chris couldn't tell if Clayton was complimenting or criticizing him, but before he could decide, Clayton continued.

"Head back to Ashley. We've got this covered. Looking forward to... seeing the two of you later."

Tom's scowl transformed into something that could almost pass as a smile. "Good job in there. It's always a pleasure getting to see you work." He shook Chris's hand before adding, "Tell Ashley I'm looking forward to dancing later."

Chris's stomach churned as he watched them disappear into a conference room. What plan had changed? And why did Tom's interest in Ashley feel so threatening even after everything with Clayton? But as he ordered his ride back to the hotel, thoughts of Ashley pushed aside his concerns. She was waiting for him, and they had an afternoon of exploration ahead - perhaps in more ways than one.


Chris's key card clicked softly as he entered the hotel room, his mind still churning with questions about the board meeting. The sound of running water and Ashley's humming drifted from the bathroom, drawing an involuntary smile from him.

"How'd it go?" Ashley called out hearing him enter the room, her voice echoing off tile.

"Better than expected," he replied, loosening his tie and sinking onto the edge of the bed. "Though something felt off with Tom and Clayton."

The water shut off, and Ashley emerged wrapped in a fluffy hotel robe, her hair damp around her shoulders. "Off how?" She busied herself with her makeup bag, but Chris caught her watching him in the mirror's reflection.

"Just... tense. Like they had other plans." He watched her apply mascara with practiced strokes, struck by how effortlessly beautiful she looked. "I don't know, maybe Tom just rubbed me the wrong way."

"You really don't like him, do you?" Ashley asked, turning to look at her husband.

"There's just something about him I don't trust. I can't explain it."

"And you're sure it's not just because of how he looks at me?" Ashley's lips curved into a knowing smile as she noted Chris's physical response to her question.

Chris shifted uncomfortably. "That's... part of it. The way he always asks about you. The way he watched you at the company party..." He trailed off, his mind replaying those moments.

"Unlike how Clayton watches me?" Ashley teased, but her voice held a note of genuine curiosity as she watched the front of Chris's slacks strain against his arousal.

"That's different," Chris said quickly, then paused. "With Clayton, it's... controlled. Tom feels dangerous."

"Nothing about Clayton is controlled, but I get what you mean." Ashley grinned, giving Chris one last knowing look before turning back to finish her makeup.

Chris watched Ashley as she effortlessly applied the last of her mascara giving her eyes a smoky look. "About earlier, at the airport..."

Ashley's hand paused mid-motion, her eyes meeting his in the mirror. "Was it too much?" A hint of vulnerability crept into her voice, betraying the confidence she'd displayed earlier.

"No," Chris said quickly, then amended, "Maybe. I don't know. You just... surprised me. You seemed... familiar with him."

Ashley turned to face him, chewing her lower lip. "I surprised myself," she admitted. "I just... I wanted to feel in control for once. After everything that's happened, it was such a rush feeling like I finally outsmarted him."

Chris watched her closer as she pulled on a tight pair of blue jeans, wiggling and jumping up and down to get them over her hips. "You were amazing," he said softly. "Watching you take charge like that..."

"But?" she prompted, hearing the hesitation in his voice as she pulled on a tight t-shirt that showed just a hint of her ample cleavage.

"But nothing. I just want to make sure you're not pushing yourself too much for me. We can stop if you get uncomfortable."

Ashley walked over to him and leaned her head against his shoulder as their fingers interlaced. "Did I look uncomfortable?" she asked with a smile. Before he could answer, she went ahead. "How about we table the heavy stuff for now? Take me somewhere touristy and remind me why we fell in love in the first place?"

An hour later, they joined the line for the Space Needle. Ashley practically bounced in her shoes as the afternoon sun began to set across Seattle's skyline, carrying a cool breeze of fresh coffee and ocean air. The observation deck glowed amber in the fading light, promising a spectacular view of the city below.

"I just can't believe we're really here," Ashley beamed, snapping photos with her phone. Her finger paused over the camera as a text from Clayton lit up her screen: "Looking forward to tonight. Wear something that moves." She quickly dismissed it, but not before Chris caught the flash of color in her cheeks.

"Everything okay?" he asked, wrapping his arms around her from behind, noticing her studying her phone screen.

Ashley turned in his arms, holding up her phone. "Clayton just texted. Says to wear something that moves tonight." She watched Chris's expression carefully, noting how his breath caught. "Should I tell him I already picked something out?"

Chris's mind raced. When had they started texting regularly? Had they been messaging since that night at their house? His stomach churned with familiar conflicting emotions, the angst threatening to consume him. "What... what else does he text you about?"

"Wouldn't you like to know?" Ashley teased, but seeing uncertainty flicker across Chris's face, she softened. "Usually just stuff like this, outfit suggestions. Nothing too exciting." She pressed closer, her lips brushing his ear. "Though sometimes he does try to get... creative." She continued to watch him, afraid she'd crossed a line. "I can tell him to stop, if you want."

The line moved forward, forcing them to break apart. In the crowded elevator, Chris pulled Ashley against him, his voice dropping to a whisper. "That rush you felt at the airport. That's part of how it feels for me. When I watch you with him." He paused, swallowing hard. "When I imagine you texting him."

Ashley studied his face as the elevator climbed, noting the mix of desire and vulnerability in his eyes. Her hands fell to his hips as she pressed closer. "You're a complicated man, Christopher." Her fingers sliding seductively against his belt. "But I think I'm starting to understand the appeal. Even if I think you are crazy for starting us down this path."

The elevator doors opened to the observation deck, where the setting sun cast streaks of gold in the sky. Ashley moved to the railing, feeling Chris's presence behind her.

"The parking garage," he started, his breath warm against her neck. "Did that really happen?"

Ashley bit her lip, considering the question. Below them, cars crawled like ants through the streets, each carrying people living their own ordinary lives. How many of them had secrets like this, she wondered? How many felt like they were living a secret life? "Did you want it to be real?" she countered feeling the wind whipping against her hair.

Chris's mouth went dry as he tried to figure out how to answer. Ashley ground her butt into him. "See, I think you don't really want to know," she said, slowly circling her hips despite the looks she was starting to get. "I think part of the rush we were talking about is the unknown. Do you really care if it was real or not as long as you get to hear every sexy detail?"

Chris closed his eyes, the sensation of Ashley grinding against his growing erection spurring thoughts both real and fantasy about Ashley and Clayton together.

"It's the thrill of pushing boundaries isn't it? About seeing me, or hearing about me acting out things I wouldn't normally do? Isn't that what you said? It's about me just letting go?" Ashley heard Chris moan softly behind her as her hips rolled faster. "You're thinking about it now, aren't you? Me and Clayton? Or maybe, you're thinking of me and the janitor?"

"Fuck, Ash. You need to stop."

"Or maybe... " Ashley bit her lip closing her eyes letting her imagination run wild. "Maybe it's Tom?"

Chris's grip on her hips tightened as his breathing grew ragged. She felt his cock flinch and if she didn't know any better she would have thought he came. "We need to go. Now." His voice was strained, urgent.

Ashley turned in his arms, noting his flushed face and darkened eyes. "Already?" she teased, though she could feel how affected he was. "But the view is so nice."

"Ashley..." The plea in his tone made her shiver.

She laughed softly, taking his hand. "Alright, but let's at least stop in somewhere for a drink first. All this... excitement really has me parched." She pressed a quick kiss to his lips before leading him to the elevator.

In the descending elevator, Ashley nestled against Chris, her cheeks still flushed with excitement. His heart thundered beneath his shirt as his mind raced, replaying what had just happened. He'd always known Ashley could read him like a book, but the way she'd dissected him just a few minutes ago while surrounded by tourists... it left him feeling simultaneously exposed and exhilarated. She was not only embracing this new adventurous streak, but she was finding new layers to it he didn't even know existed. As the doors opened to the ground floor, he pulled her closer, inhaling her familiar scent. He couldn't wait to see what other tricks she had in store for him.


The bar down the street from the Space Needle was cozy, a few locals sitting outside on the patio in the cool air. Ashley ushered Chris inside, sliding into a corner booth while Chris ordered their drinks.

"I'm glad we got to spend some time together," Chris said, returning with two local craft beers. "As much as I love this new adventurous side of us, it's nice to still have these moments too."

A warmth fell over Ashley as she smiled and took a sip. "I couldn't agree more. This feels like the first chance we've gotten to really spend quality time together since your job took off." She traced the rim of her glass lost in thought. "Can I tell you something?"

"Of course, anything."

"I feel a bit out of my depth today. I'm not used to being this... forward. Every time I do something, I worry I'm going to go too far and you'll be serving me divorce papers."

Chris reached across the table, taking her hand. "That would never happen. Everything that has happened so far has been nothing short of sexy. I love getting to experience this side of you." He took a long drink from his glass studying Ashley's reaction. She didn't seem to be buying what he was selling. "Maybe we should have a safe word?"

"Oh?" Ashley's eyebrows shot up, a playful smirk forming. "Planning on tying me up and spanking me?"

Chris's mind briefly wandered to that possibility. Would that be something she was into? Focusing on the conversation, he cleared his throat. "No, I mean... just something to ensure we're both always comfortable. If either of us says it, everything stops. No more Clayton, no more stories. The nuclear option."

Ashley nodded slowly, considering. "That's... actually really smart." She squeezed his hand. "What should it be?"

They bounced around ideas until Ashley's face lit up. "Bayberry."

"What?"

"The street name from our first apartment," she explained, grinning. "Remember that awful place?"

"With the leaky faucet?" Chris chuckled. "And that stray cat that kept breaking in?"

"Hey, Socks was not a stray. He chose us," Ashley defended. "Best decision we ever made, adopting him."

"You mean best decision you ever made for us," Chris corrected, earning a playful kick under the table. "I need to use the restroom," he said, laughing. He squeezed her hand as he stood up. "Order us another round before we head out?"

Ashley nodded and headed to the bar. A few minutes later, Chris emerged and stopped short. A tall stranger in a well-cut suit had taken his place beside Ashley. Chris's pulse quickened as he watched her throw her head back laughing, her hand resting on the man's forearm.

She caught Chris's eye across the room, a mischievous grin on her face. Instead of pulling away, she leaned closer to the stranger, her fingers tightening on his bicep. The man exuded confidence in his stance, in the way he smiled down at Ashley.

Chris found himself rooted to the spot, that familiar cocktail of jealousy and arousal brewing in his gut. Ashley's hand moved to the stranger's chest then his abs, and Chris could see her lips moving near his ear. Whatever she said made the man's eyes go wide before he hurried toward the restroom.

"I can't leave you alone for a minute, can I. Where's my drink?" Chris said, sliding back beside her.

Ashley's eyes danced with amusement. "Sorry, got... distracted." She bit her lower lip as she looked Chris in the eyes. "He wanted me to go up to his room." Her hand found Chris's chest, feeling his thundering heartbeat. "My my, someone's excited. Does it turn you on? The thought of me going to a stranger's room?"

Chris swallowed hard, shame coloring his cheeks. "It... yes," he admitted. "But it also makes me want to punch something."

"Interesting," Ashley purred, clearly filing that information away. "Want to know why he ran off so quickly?"

"Do I?"

Ashley leaned in close, her breath tickling his ear as she ran her fingers through his hair. "I told him if he really wanted me, he should go to the bathroom and bring me his underwear as proof."

Chris barked out a surprised laugh, tension breaking. "You didn't."

"I did." Ashley grabbed her purse, standing quickly. "Now let's get out of here before he comes back with them!"

As they made their way to the door Chris stopped and turned to look at her. "Why didn't you take him up on his offer? Were you worried about how I would act?"

Ashley laughed, running her hand playfully along the front of Chris's pants. "Oh, I'm pretty sure I know exactly how you would act." She kissed his cheek gently looking him in the eyes. "Because I'm not going to sleep with every random guy who shows interest, just because my husband developed a freaky side." She leaned in closer, pulling Chris into her. "They still need to work for it." Chris sucked in air, his mouth hanging open as he wrestled with the implications of her response.

They hurried out into the cooling evening air, Ashley's laughter fading into the sounds of the busy city street. Chris caught her around the waist, pulling her close.

"You're the love of my life, you know that?" he murmured against her hair.

"I better be," she countered, then checked her phone. "Speaking of, we need to hurry back to the room to change. It's almost time to meet up with Clayton and Tom."

Chris's grip tightened slightly. "I'm serious about Tom. I don't like him."

"I know." Ashley turned in his arms. "But yet..." She pressed her palm against his steel erection. "You're full of contradictions. Now let's get changed." She kissed him softly before flagging down a cab.


Chris watched Ashley fidget with the hem of her short dress as the Uber pulled up to the club, the pulsing bass making the car shake as they pulled up to the curb. The text from Clayton replayed in his head as he watched her put on the short black dress that hung a little higher above her knees than usual. He couldn't help but wonder if she was wearing it because of that text.

Chris felt underdressed as he fixed the collar of his navy blue polo while trying not to stare too hard at the low neckline of Ashley's dress. As they stepped out of the car a cool breeze swept over them leaving Chris feeling chilled. He almost asked Ashley if she just wanted to head back to the hotel as he eyed the never-ending line to get into the club.

"Chris! Ashley!" Clayton's voice cut through the ambient chatter. Chris saw him standing near the entrance with Tom, both impeccably dressed in tailored suits as the soft red glow of the club lights seemed to pulsate around them. Clayton's confident wave caught the bouncer's attention as they approached.

Tom's eyes lingered on Ashley as they drew closer, tracking the way her dress moved with each step. "You look stunning," he said, his voice carrying that hint of suggestion that made Chris clench his jaw. The street lights caught the silver at Tom's temples, lending him an air of distinguished authority that Ashley seemed to like. Her cheeks flushed at the compliment, her eyes briefly meeting Chris's with that knowing look they'd perfected throughout the day - part excitement, part permission-seeking.

Clayton's eyes swept over Chris's clothes, a smirk forming on his lips. "Going for a more... relaxed look tonight, I see." The comment drew a small giggle from Ashley before she caught herself, running a reassuring hand through Chris's hair.

"I think he looks sexy," she said, her fingers trailing down his neck. "Besides, not everyone needs a fancy suit to command attention." The double meaning in her words wasn't lost on any of them.

"The VIP section's this way," Tom announced, guiding them past the waiting crowd. His hand found the small of Ashley's back as they entered, the gesture casual but deliberate. The heat of his palm seemed to burn through the silk of her dress.

The bass pulsed through the club as Ashley commanded attention on the dance floor, her flowing black dress catching light with each movement. Chris watched from the VIP booth as he nursed his second whiskey, pride tinged with possessiveness washing over him as men gravitated toward her. She'd cast glances his way between partners, maintaining their connection even as she teased and flirted. Her newfound confidence both thrilled and unnerved him - a complexity he was still learning to embrace.

The buzzing of Tom's phone caused Chris to shift his focus. He had hung back at the table with Chris talking about the Seahawks chances this year and other forced conversations while Clayton was in the men's room. Tom's jaw tightened as he answered the vibrating phone, stepping away from their table. Chris strained to hear clipped pieces of the conversation through the music. "I told you, the bullying needs to stop." The next few words were lost to the pounding of the bass, followed by, "We'll talk about next week when I get home, son." His voice carried an aggressiveness that made Chris uncomfortable. "If I hear about you picking on him again this week, there will be severe consequences. No, we'll discuss your punishment when I get home."

Chris watched Tom's retreating form, noting how his entire demeanor shifted during the call. Gone was the smooth businessman, replaced by something harder, colder. The threat in his voice when he said "consequences" made Chris's skin crawl. *Who the hell talks to their kid like that?*

Chris's phone lit up - Katie's name flashing on the screen. "I need to take this," he said even though he doubted Tom could hear him. He caught Ashley's eye and held up his phone. She nodded, already swaying to the beat.

He made his way toward the exit. He needed to get outside so he could actually hear her. As he navigated the crowd he spotted Clayton returning from the restroom. His confident stride carried him straight back to Ashley, his hands finding her hips with a familiarity that made Chris's stomach churn. Tom appeared moments later standing in front of Ashley, completing their triangle on the dance floor before Chris lost sight of them in the crowd.

"Katie? Everything okay?" Chris stepped into the cool night air, his mind already drifting back inside. What were they doing? Would Tom take liberties now with Chris out of the way? The questions tormented him as Katie's voice became distant background noise.

"...and the encryption protocols seem to be..." Katie's words blurred together as Chris imagined Clayton's hands on Ashley's hips, Tom pressed against her thigh. His grip tightened on the phone.

"Chris? Are you even listening?" Katie's voice cut through his thoughts.

"Sorry, what was that about the protocols?" He forced himself to focus, though his pulse raced with scenarios playing out in his head.

"I'm trying to help Steve write up his contract, but there are questions about our encryption protocols I've never seen before. Can you just... never mind, I'll figure it out myself."

After ending the call, panic seized him as he reentered the club. The dance floor was a sea of moving bodies, but Ashley, Clayton, and Tom were nowhere in sight. His eyes frantically scanned the crowd until he spotted them in a dark corner booth.

Tom sat impossibly close to Ashley, his lips grazing her ear or neck - Chris couldn't tell which from this distance. Clayton leaned in from her other side, equally intimate. Both men seemed to have their hand under the table, but from his vantage point Chris couldn't be sure. Ashley's eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her face flushed even in the dim light.

Chris rushed over to them, nearly tripping over the bouncer who stood just outside the roped off area. As he approached the table, his emotions a storm of jealousy, arousal and concern. Both men straightened up as he neared, though neither moved away completely.

"Everything alright?" Clayton asked smoothly, as if nothing was amiss.

"Just Katie calling with some security protocol questions," Chris managed, his eyes fixed on Ashley's disheveled appearance. "It's getting late though. I'm beat. Are you ready to head out?" Ashley saw the look of concern in his eyes but also the lust burning even deeper behind them. She bit her lip as she started to stand.

Tom stood as well and before Ashley had a chance to respond he grabbed her hand. "Mind if I steal another dance?"

"Actually-" Chris started, but Ashley was already following Tom to the dance floor, casting a seductive glance over her shoulder.

Clayton stood up from his spot beside Chris, leaning close to speak in his ear over the music. "Tom seems to be enjoying himself." His voice carried that familiar mocking tone as they watched Tom's hands settle on Ashley's hips, his fingers sliding over the front of her thighs.

Ashley's eyes found Chris across the dance floor, she smiled as she pressed back against Tom, her dress riding dangerously high as his fingers splayed across her thighs. Tom's lips found her neck, and Chris watched her eyes flutter closed, her lips parting slightly.

The bass pulsed through Chris's body as he watched them move together, Tom's hands growing bolder with each beat. Ashley's fingers tangled in Tom's hair as he whispered something in her ear, making her laugh and grind harder against him.

"During our meeting today," Clayton's voice cut through Chris's trance, "Tom mentioned pushing the board to approve BitGuardian's European expansion." He paused, watching Tom's hands slide just inside Ashley's thigh. "He thinks Ashley could be quite... persuasive in helping that along. He suggested bringing her along."

Something in Clayton's words sliced through the fog of arousal. The implication turned Chris's stomach.

"No." Chris's voice was firm, surprising even himself. "I told you before, Ashley isn't a bargaining chip. I don't trust Tom and I don't want her spending any more time with him." He turned to lock eyes with Clayton, noting the surprised look on his face. "Unless you're planning to buy me out, all this stuff with Tom and Ashley stops now." He turned to leave before considering something and turning back to Clayton. "It sure as hell just sounded like you were trying to pimp my wife out for this deal. If you ever try that shit again you won't be seeing any more of her either."

Clayton stepped back slightly, genuine surprise flickering across his features at Chris's sudden backbone. For once, his usual smirk faltered. "It isn't like that. I just meant..."

Chris shook his head and turned his back to Clayton, walking onto the dance floor to Ashley. His heart was racing, his fingers clutched into tight fists ready to punch Tom if needed. He inserted himself between Ashley and Tom, his hand finding her waist possessively. "We're leaving." The conviction in his voice brooked no argument.

Ashley's teasing expression shifted as she registered his serious tone. She nodded, allowing Chris to guide her away from Tom's reach.

"Looking forward to our next meeting," Tom called after them, but Chris didn't turn around.


Ashley giggled drunkenly as she fell into the back of the car. She knew Chris was upset, but he had told her jealousy was part of what made all of this fun for him, so she had a feeling he would calm down once they started driving. The Uber driver, a college kid with a Mariners cap sitting low on his head, gave them a soft hello as they slammed the door of the Corolla. His eyes never seemed to leave the rearview mirror as the sound of the club faded in the background, his gaze locked on Ashley's low-cut dress.

"I had fun tonight," Ashley whispered laying her head on Chris's shoulder and her hand on his thigh.

Chris took a couple of deep breaths, closing his eyes and trying to lower his heart rate. He was thankful to no longer have to deal Clayton or Tom. He just wanted to get back to his room, to get out of these clothes and to make love to his wife. Ashley's soft kisses on his neck made him stir and despite wanting to be upset, the anger was melting away with each soft press of her lips.

"You know, seeing how possessive you when he pulled me from the dance floor was so fucking hot." She let her tongue roll over his neck biting softly on it causing Chris to hiss. "I've never had anyone fighting over me before." She gave his thigh a soft squeeze her fingers already registering how taut his pants were. The sudden slamming of the brakes made both Ashley and Chris fly forward in their seat, their seatbelts the only thing keeping them from flying into the front.

"Shit, sorry," the driver murmured his front bumper inches from the car in front of him. Ashley and Chris locked eyes with each other in the rearview mirror, as Ashley raised an eyebrow. Sitting back in her seat Ashley saw the driver's eyes again fall to her chest as she slid her hand from Chris's thigh to pulsing erection.

"Ash..."

"Don't you want to hear about what happened while you were outside on the phone?" Ashley's voice was dripping with desire as she slowly worked down the zipper of Chris's pants snaking her fingers inside them.

Chris wanted to tell her to stop, remind her that Tom was off limits, but as her hand wrapped around his bare cock the words got lost in his throat.

"Mmm already so hard, baby. What are you thinking about?" She gave his shaft a slow deliberate pump as her tongue slid across his ear. "Do you think he was this hard? This big?" Her strokes got faster as Chris bit down on his bottom lip his hips gently raising off the seat with each stroke.

"You were gone for so long, and I was getting so horny. It didn't take much encouragement for what happened next." Ashley pulled Chris's dick free from his pants her eyes catching the driver's in the rearview mirror before she lowered her head to Chris's lap.

"Fuuuuck. I told you, not Tom," Chris choked out as he felt Ashley's warm breath on his shaft.

"Mmm, I don't know if I've ever seen you this hard," she teased as her tongue slowly circled his engorged crown.

"Aaaahhh," Chris brought his hands to her head. He had meant to pull her away, but as the soft walls of her mouth closed around him he found himself gripping her hair, forcing her deeper onto his cock.

"He... hey, I don't want a mess in my car," the driver's voice rang from the front of the car and Chris felt Ashley slowly pull off his spear with a loud pop, replacing it with her hand. He groaned in frustration realizing how badly he needed a release.

Ashley locked eyes with the driver through the mirror, running her tongue across her lips as if to savor the taste of Chris. "Don't worry there won't be a mess. I plan to swallow every last drop." She felt Chris pulse in her hand as she said the words.

"I... still, it's against company policy," the driver stuttered intimidated by the woman in the back seat.

Ashley smirked, a look that looked to close to the one Clayton often gave, as she continued to lock eyes with the driver. "Aren't rules made to be broken?" She asked with a smile.

Chris wasn't sure if she was talking to him or the driver. Before he could work it out, she continued. "It can be our little secret. You won't tell anyone, right?" As she spoke as slowly pulled the straps of her dress down her arms. She had to suppress a laugh as the driver's eyes nearly popped out of his head as her large chest bounced free.

"Holy shit" the driver and Chris seemed to say in unison causing a rush of confidence to wash over Ashley.

Having the driver seemingly subdued she focused back on Chris, lowering her head back to his lap. "Now where was I... Oh yeah, Tom's big cock. Mmmm," She moaned taking half of Chris's length back in her mouth.

The anger Chris felt earlier was back as he imagined Ashley wrapping her lips around his dick. He wrapped his fists in her hair thrusting with a forcefulness he'd never used before with her as his dick hit the back of her throat making her gag. Ashley tried to come up for air, but Chris wouldn't allow it he continued to hammer into her, all his frustrations from the night being taken out on her. He felt her palms pressing against his thighs, heard the gurgling noises coming from her mouth, and in his mind, saw Tom and Clayton using her like a cheap whore.

"Holy shit, dude," the driver's voice caused him to open his eyes, breaking the spell he was under and releasing his grip on Ashley's head.

She shot up spitting and gasping for her. Her mascara was running down her face, mixing with tears. "Fuck, you really don't like him, do you?" That same seductive glint was still in her eyes despite the tears. Chris was ready to apologize, to say he didn't mean to get so rough and out of hand, but the look in her eye told him she loved every second of it.

"Do you mind holding this for me," Ashley said locking eyes with the driver once more as she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She made a show of lowering it from her shoulders, slowly easing the cups away from her chest. Her quarter-sized areolas, flushed and taut with anticipation, framed her hardened nipples that stood proudly against her soft, bare skin, rising and falling with each shallow breath. A shiver of excitement ran through her as she let the fabric fall away, fully aware of how his gaze lingered, drinking in every inch of her as she passed it up to him.

Ashley pushed away from the seat, using the headrest of the passenger seat to balance as she squeezed her body between Chris's legs and seat in front of him.

"How long do you think you were outside on that call?" Ashley asked slipping back into character as she ran her fingers over her chest smashing her breasts together. "Do you think it was long enough for Tom to have me like this?" She held eye contact with Chris as she flattened her tongue and ran it over the underside of his shaft. Her tongue swirled around each ball sucking it gently into her mouth before making her way back up. She heard him moan and watched as his eyes fell shut. Then with a wicked smile, she pinned his slobbery meat between her breasts, fucking him with her chest and taking his head into her mouth. She felt the car swerve, probably from the driver straining to see the action in the back seat.

Chris moaned in delight as he felt the soft flesh of Ashley's chest against his cock. They'd never done this before and he was amazed at just how good it felt. With each thrust he would lift his hips further off the seat determined to get more of his cock past her chest and into her waiting mouth.

Ashley mauled her chest as she felt Chris drive into her face. She felt so powerful, so in control. Between the way Chris was acting and the taboo nature of the driver watching her she wondered if she would be able to make herself cum with just touching her chest. Her fingers rolled over her nipples as Chris pushed more of his meat into eager mouth, her tongue swirling it as he did. She barely registered the car pulling over. The thought of it completely forgotten as she felt Chris begin to twitch.

"Fuck, Ash. Don't stop. I'm so close." Chris's hips began to pump at a fevered pace as his mouth hung open. Not even the dome light coming on overhead or the soft sound of the door opening could break him from the moment. With one final thrust he tilted his hips toward Ashley's waiting mouth and exploded with a huff.

Ashley moaned in delight as she felt Chris's cock expand in her throat. His warm seed coated her throat as she did her best to keep her word and swallow every drop of it. Once she felt Chris's hips drop and a long satisfied sigh leave his mouth, she took one final lick before slowly slipping his deflating member from her mouth.

Momentary confusion ran through Ashley as she opened her eyes and saw light filling the car. Even more so as she felt the cool air race across her exposed skin. Turning her head she saw the rear driver side door open, their driver halfway into the back seat before she noticed him. She raised her eyebrow as him as he stood with one leg in the car and one out.

"I... um... we're here. I just thought..."

Pushing herself up using Chris's thigh for support, Ashley pulled the straps of her dress back up over her shoulders. "Sorry, big boy. The show's over, but you can keep that as a tip," Ashley said with a grin as she nodded toward her bra in the front seat. She then reached up with her left hand and opened Chris's door, crawling out into the night as Chris zipped himself back up.


Ashley danced into their hotel room, still buzzed from both alcohol and adrenaline. "That was incredible," she laughed, kicking off her heels. "That poor Uber driver is going to remember this night for the rest of his life..." She reached behind her neck for her dress zipper, but Chris's serious expression made her pause.

"What really happened while I was outside?" His voice was low, controlled. Now that his head was clear and his release over, all he felt was the jealousy and the anger.

"Oh, you want to hear more details?" Ashley teased, but as she spun around and saw Chris's expression she knew this was serious. The playful energy drained from her face as she recognized his genuine concern. "Chris?"

"At the table," he said, his jaw tight as his hands fidgeted at his sides. "Their hands were under the table. I saw how flushed you were."

Ashley crossed the room to him, placing her hands on his chest. "Nothing happened," she said calmly, pressing a reassuring kiss on his cheek. "We were dancing, maybe a bit more suggestively than you'd like, but that's all."

"But at the table-"

Ashley pressed her fingers to his cheek, forcing him to meet her eyes. "They were being handsy, yes. But nothing inappropriate happened. I wouldn't let it." She kissed him softly. "I promise."

The tension in Chris's shoulders eased slightly. "I just... when I saw Tom with you..."

"I know," Ashley said quietly. "You don't like him." She wrapped her arms around his neck. "But there's a part of it, that makes it all even hotter right? The forbidden fruit."

Chris chewed on his lip, he didn't want to admit that she was right. Ashley saw the hesitation in his eyes and pulled him closer. "This only works if we trust each other completely. I understand Tom is off limits, but unless you say something, the thrill of the forbidden nature of it is too tempting."

Chris wrapped his arms around her, burying his face in her hair. The familiar scent of her shampoo calmed him, reminding him of all their years together, all the trust they'd built.

"I trust you," he whispered. "It's them I don't trust."

She kissed her neck softly. "Then trust that I understand the boundaries, and that sometimes I press those boundaries to get more of a rise out of you. But I know they are there."

Chris let out a long sigh, the tension in his shoulders evaporating as his kissed Ashley softly. "I love you."

"I love you too. Now, help me out of this dress. I need you inside me," she whispered seductively as she rubbed against Chris's body.

Chris's hands found the zipper of her dress, slowly pulling it down as their lips met. The kiss deepened, with Ashley as the aggressor still worked up from the dancing and the car ride back. She shivered as the dress fell to the floor leaving her in just her black silk panties.

"You're so fucking sexy," Chris murmured against her neck, his hands sliding across her skin as if he was trying to carve it into memory. "I can't believe you did that in that car. The look in that kid's eyes..." They stumbled toward the bed, wrapped in each other's embrace.

Ashley moaned into his mouth as she mounted him, her knees pinned against his sides as she sat up straight. "I wonder what he would have done if you would have lasted just a little longer. I mean, he was practically in the backseat by the time I noticed him."

Chris sucked in air as his cock started to come back to life. "I'm not sure, but he certainly couldn't take his eyes off these," he said with a laugh as he reached up and cupped Ashley's chest. She let out a soft moan her hips rocking into him.

A sharp knock at the door made them freeze.

"Ignore it," Chris whispered, leaning up and taking her nipple into his mouth. Ashley moaned in delight rotating her hips as she ground against his growing member as a second louder knock beat against the door.

"They are going to wake up everyone on this floor," Ashley whispered between moans, though her hands continued roaming Chris's chest.

The third knock was more like a pound, impossible to ignore. Ashley pulled away with a frustrated sigh. "I'll get it."

"Like that?" Chris gestured to her state of undress.

Ashley glanced down at herself and shrugged, grabbing a hotel robe. "Nothing a few others haven't already seen today," she teased, barely tying the belt.

She padded to the door, expecting room service or a confused guest. Instead, her gasp cut through the quiet room as she cracked the door open and saw Clayton staring back at her.

Clayton stood in the doorway, his suit from the club replaced with pajama pants and a t-shirt. That familiar smirk playing on his lips. "I trust you had a nice afternoon?" His voice carried that smooth confidence that always seemed to unsettle them both. He entered without waiting for invitation.

"We thought you were done for the night," Ashley said, trying to maintain her earlier confidence. But something in Clayton's eyes made her voice waver.

"Did you?" Clayton circled her slowly, like a predator sizing up prey. "After everything you promised at the airport?" His fingers traced her shoulder, barely touching. "After that little show at the club?"

Ashley's earlier confidence wavered as Clayton's carefully chosen words brought back flashes of the day - his quiet observation at the airport, his calculated advances at the club.

"I was just..." Her voice trailed off as his hands found the tie of her robe. She glanced at Chris, seeing her own uncertainty reflected in his eyes.

The robe hung open, slipping lower off her shoulders as Clayton moved closer, his presence overwhelming her senses. Her earlier boldness felt like a distant memory, a game he'd allowed her to play.

Ashley turned fully toward Chris, her body trembling slightly as she sought his reassurance. "Chris, what do you think..." The words caught in her throat as Clayton's lips found her neck, sending electricity down her spine. Her eyes stayed locked on Chris, trying to gauge his reaction.

"Don't ask him," Clayton murmured against her skin, his hands sliding the robe from her shoulders. "You didn't seem concerned about Chris's permission when you were teasing me at the airport." The fabric pooled at her feet as his words hit their mark. "Or during your little performance in the club." His hands slid around her exposed waist, his fingers pressing into her tight skin as he pulled her against his manhood. Each point landed like a calculated blow to her confidence. "Why start asking now?"

Chris sat frozen on the bed, watching Ashley's expression shift from uncertainty to desire. Her earlier displays of control now felt like moves in a game she hadn't even known she was playing. The woman who had boldly manipulated situations all day seemed to fade away with each of Clayton's carefully chosen words and expert touches.

"And you," Clayton directed at Chris, his lips never leaving Ashley's neck. "Your little outburst at the club was very disrespectful." His hands slid up Ashley's ribs slowly, drawing soft gasps from her lips. "You seem to forget who you're talking to."

Ashley's eyes fluttered between open and closed, her body betraying her as Clayton's experienced touch played her like an instrument. Each caress seemed calculated not just for her pleasure, but for Chris's torment. Her body was on fire, and despite wanting to come to Chris's aid all she could do was melt into Clayton's touch.

"Did you think," Clayton continued, his voice carrying that dangerous edge, "your newfound confidence as it pertains to work changed anything?" His fingers ghosted along Ashley's curves, drawing goosebumps across her skin. "We might be closer to equals in the office now, but here..." He punctuated his point by running his fingers back down Ashley's body. pressing his fingers against the wet fabric of Ashley's thong. She arched back against him with a deep moan. "Here, you know exactly where you stand."

Chris's jaw clenched as he watched Ashley respond, her body betraying how deeply Clayton's touch affected her. He hated the way Clayton was talking to him, how Ashley was responding to him, how his cock was so hard it hurt.

"I take my debts very seriously, Ashley," Clayton's voice dropped lower, his free hand tangling in her hair as the other continued to rub her soaked panties. "And I always collect what I'm owed." With subtle pressure, he guided her downward.

Ashley sank to her knees, her earlier confidence completely shattered. She turned her body so she was once again facing him her hands already reaching for his waistline without being told.

"There we go," Clayton smirked, his eyes finding Chris's. "This is more appropriate, isn't it? A reminder of how things really work between us." His fingers traced Ashley's jaw as he spoke, applying just enough pressure to cause her to part her lips and let his thumb slide across her tongue.

Chris felt his body respond traitorously to the scene before him. Despite his earlier show of strength at the club, he knew deep down this was inevitable. Clayton had always been in control, and some part of Chris had always wanted this - needed this. His growing arousal, and Ashley's growing submission, betrayed how right Clayton was.

Ashley's fingers worked quickly, tugging his pants down just enough to free his already hard cock. She looked up at him, biting her lip as the giant piece of meat sprung free.

Clayton smirked, gripping her hair tighter, guiding her mouth to him. "You missed it didn't you? You've been thinking about my cock all day." He controlled her head as her tongue snaked across his shaft. He made a show of it, pressing the heavy piece of flesh against her cheeks and around her nose before tilting his hips and sinking between her lips.

Chris watched, his heart pounding in his chest as Ashley took Clayton into her mouth. He saw the way she wrapped around him, her cheeks hollowing out as she began to suck. A mix of jealousy and arousal surged through him, his own cock throbbing at the sight. He hated how much this turned him on, how much he wanted to see Ashley pleasing Clayton. With trembling fingers he began to work on the button of his own pants desperate to free his painful erection.

"Good girl," Clayton murmured, his grip on her hair tightening as he controlled her pace. His eyes never left Chris's, the smirk on his face a clear sign of his victory. "See, Chris? This is how she should be. Obedient. Eager to please. She may think she wants to be in control, but in reality she just wants to be treated like a slut." He pushed his hips forward as Ashley tried her best to accommodate more of him. "Isn't that right, Ashley? You enjoy being my cock sucking whore, don't you?"

"Mmmpfh " was the only sound to come from Ashley's mouth as she placed her hands on Clayton's thighs and continued to coat his cock with her saliva. With each thrust of his hips, each word that he spoke, she found her body aching with a need for release.

Chris couldn't take his eyes off them as he shed the last of his clothes. He saw how Ashley's body responded, her nipples hardening, her hips squirming as she knelt before Clayton. He knew she was turned on, that she wanted this. And despite his jealousy, he wanted it too. He wanted to see her submit, to see her taken.

Clayton pulled Ashley off his cock, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "On the bed," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. Ashley complied, licking his lips as his cock sprung from from her lips. She crawled onto the bed, her ass wiggling in the air, her eyes on Chris. The first thing she noticed as she crawled between his legs, was just how hard he was. Despite having cum less than an hour ago, his erection was already at full strength. The second thing she noticed, was the look of pure lust in his eyes. She didn't need to worry about going too far. He wanted this just as bad as she did.

Clayton took his position behind her, his hands gripping her hips possessively. He looked at Chris, his eyes filled with a dark intensity and lingering anger. "I know how much you love to watch," he said, his voice a low growl. "Now you get to watch up close."

Ashley leaned forward, her hands sliding up Chris's thighs as she held his gaze. She wanted to taste him, to feel him in her mouth. She licked her lips with anticipation as Clayton's fingers burned fire down her legs as he removed her last piece of clothing.

Chris watched Ashley's face, his cock throbbing in his hand as she leaned in, her breath hot on his skin. He could see the desire in her eyes, the need to please him even as she submitted to Clayton. He nodded slightly, giving her the reassurance she sought as Clayton slid on a condom behind her.

Ashley placed a soft kiss on Chris's hand as he slid it away from his already throbbing dick. She could feel Clayton's spear pressing against her, could feel his desire and his anger as she coated him with her juices.

"You know what I like most about you, Chris?" Clayton sneered as he applied pressure to Ashley's hips getting her in just the right position. "You're not afraid to share the things you love." Before Chris had time to respond, Clayton drove his hips forward impaling Ashley on his dick.

"Ooohhhh, fuuuuck" Ashley moaned throwing her head back, her eyes widening as he filled her completely. He was somehow bigger than she remembered, and the sudden intrusion sent a shockwave of sensation through her.

Chris watched, mouth agape as Ashley's body adjusted to the sudden intrusion. Once the initial shock wore off, she leaned down, her tongue licking the tip of Chris's cock causing him to let out his own moan.

She tried to focus on Chris, her mouth wrapping around his cock as she began to suck. But Clayton's thrusts were hard and fast, pushing her forward with each movement. She choked slightly, her hands gripping Chris's thighs for support as his cock pushed into the back of her throat.

Chris watched, his breathing shallow and uneven, as Ashley struggled to take him in her mouth. He could see the effect Clayton's rough thrusts were having on her, could see her body shaking with each impact. He reached down, his hands gently stroking her hair, trying to offer some comfort.

Clayton smirked, seeing Chris's attempt at tenderness. He gripped Ashley's hips tighter, slapping her ass as his thrusts becoming even more forceful. "This is what she needs," he growled. "She wants it hard. She needs to be punished." As if to demonstrate his point, Clayton stopped thrusting and let Chris watch as Ashley threw her hips back with such force that Clayton nearly lost his balance. She was fucking herself on Clayton's dick with an intensity Chris couldn't understand. All the while her moans grew louder as they reverberated off his cock, disappearing down her throat.

"You missed it didn't you? You missed fucking me," his eyes locked on Chris's as he spoke. His hips thrust harder into Ashley. He yanked on Ashley's hair, like reins on a horse causing Chris's dick to fall from her mouth.

"Oh... fuck! Yes, yes, fuck ME!" Ashley bellowed as Clayton's words seemed to drive her on like a rancher would a herd.

Clayton swatted her ass again, harder than before as he pushed his hips forward at the exact time she was pulling back. Her velvet grip sank down to the root of his cock causing Clayton to groan in pleasure. He slapped her other cheek, the red handprint dark and angry against the soft glow of her ass.

Ashley took Chris back into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his head as Clayton seemed to pick up steam. She felt like she was about to come undone. She couldn't believe how quickly her orgasm snuck up on her.

"How are you so fucking tight?" Clayton gasped feeling Ashley's walls cave in around him. He pulled on her hair again using it as leverage to push deeper into her core.

Chris's cock sprung from Ashley's mouth. "Fuuuck, Oh my god, don't stop," she pleaded her hands falling from Chris's legs and clutching the sheets as she rested her head against his thigh.

Chris could see Ashley's struggle, could see her attention shifting away from him. He felt a pang of jealousy, but also a surge of arousal. Watching her taken like this, watching her overwhelmed with so much pleasure, was intoxicating.

Clayton leaned forward, his body covering Ashley's back as he fucked her with a renewed vigor. His hands found her breasts, squeezing them roughly as he pounded into her. He rolled and pinched her nipples between his fingers as Ashley cried out lifting from Chris's lap and arching her back.

Chris watched Ashley's face as she rose up, his cock aching as Ashley's attention turned fully to Clayton. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth slightly open as her tongue slid across her bottom teeth. He knew that look well. She was close to coming. He reached down, his hand gripping his cock as he began to stroke himself, his eyes never leaving her face.

Ashley was lost in sensation, her body on fire as Clayton took her. She felt her orgasm approaching fast. She arches her back higher, trying desperately to somehow get Clayton even deeper than he already was. She could feel his anger, his desire, his need to dominate her. And she loved it. She felt his hand leave her hip, his thrust more urgent. She gasped as she felt it wrap around her throat, pulling her even harder into his pistoning shaft. "Cum for me. Show Chris what a slut you truly are." His breath was hot on her cheek, and with a final thrust she began to see stars.

"Ohhh fuck. Jesus, don't stop. Fuck, oh fuck," she pleaded through choked gasps. Clayton released her throat causing her to fall forward on the bed. Through dreamy eyes, she looked up at Chris and saw him stroking himself. A sliver of regret washed over her as she realized she had stopped sucking him. She wanted to give him pleasure, but her body was too tired to move. She lazily reached out, replacing his hand with her as she stroked his cock.

Clayton smirked, looking at Chris as he waited for Ashley's orgasm to subside before picking back up the pace. "This is what she wants, Chris. She wants to be taken, to be used. She doesn't want gentle lovemaking. She wants to be fucked. Her pussy is practically begging, clamping down on me like it can't get enough." As if on cue, Ashley let out another moan. Her fingers tightened on Chris's shaft as Clayton's pace picked back up.

Chris nodded, as if in a trance. He was close, so close. Watching Ashley submit to Clayton, watching her taken so roughly, was the most erotic thing he'd ever seen. Ashley's hand however was barely moving, it was slow and agonizing. Chris began rocking his hips in time with Clayton's thrust in fear that his orgasm would subside.

Ashley's moans grew louder, her body tensing as Clayton picked back up steam. She couldn't believe he was still going so hard. she expected him to finish at the same time as her, but as her moans grew louder and the smell of sex filled the air she knew he was far from done.

Clayton's fingers found Ashley's clit causing her body to come back to life. "Ohhh, fuck. How do you do that?" She moaned, amazed at how Clayton seemed to always know exactly how and where to touch her. Her panting became louder as she opened her eyes and looked at Chris. Her grip on him strengthened as she jerked his cock faster.

"Ahhh, Ashley, you gotta stop or I'm going to..." Chris pleaded feeling his balls constrict. This only seemed to spur Ashley on as she tightened her grip.

"Mmm fuck. In my mouth, baby. Let me take you in my mouth." Ashley felt bad that she wasn't giving Chris more attention. She tried to move her body forward to at least allow him to finish in her mouth.

However, Clayton had other plans. As soon as Ashley tried to move her mouth over Chris's cock his grip on her hips tightened and he picked up his pace, hammering into her with a fury that couldn't be contained.

"Ohhh. Ohhh fuck, Oh God," Ashley wailed as she squeezed Chris's shaft her head falling back down to the mattress in front on him.

"Uuuugh, fuck," Chris roared as he erupted all over Ashley's hand, a few spurts even landing in her hair. Clayton watched with a sinister grin on his face as the last on Chris's seed seeped down Ashley's fingers.

"Ahh that's too bad. I guess you're going to miss all the real fun," Clayton taunted as he slowed his strokes and allowed Ashley to catch her breath. she looked up at Chris, a flash of sadness in her eyes as she released his twitching cock.

"Go and get cleaned up. We could use more space, anyway," Clayton laughed sliding his cock out of Ashley causing her to sigh. For a brief moment, Chris held his ground. This was his room, his wife, Clayton had no right. Ashley's finger's slid across his causing him to lose his focus.

"I love you," she whispered, and just like that the jealousy was gone. He cut his eyes to Clayton one last time, then slid off the bed.

The moment Chris was off the bed, Clayton was pushing Ashley onto her back. "Are you ready to feel what it really means to be fucked?"

"Yessss," she hissed spreading her legs in acceptance.

Clayton grinned, looking smugly at Chris who stood watching from the bathroom door. He licked his lips, admiring Ashley's naked body spread on the bed, her full surrender complete. He leaned down taking her tit between his teeth causing her to moan and buck her hips. His fingers traced up her legs as he released her nipple from her mouth and kissed her neck.

"Mmmm, please," Ashley whispered.

"Please what?"

"Please, fuck me," Ashley whined opening her eyes to see Clayton smiling down at her. Instinctively she wet her lips as she felt his large head press against her clit. He leaned closer, his mouth inches from hers. She tilted her hips, desperate to find his manhood, but it slipped over her clit causing her to shudder. She turned her head at the last minute, denying him the kiss he seemed to crave.

"Just, fuck me," she said again this time with more conviction. She turned her head back looking into Clayton's eyes. She could see the anger, the lust. She didn't know why, but that was the look she craved.

He grabbed her ankles, placing them on his shoulders one by one using a little more force than necessary, folding her nearly in half. Ashley gasped at the sudden change in position, her body now completely at his mercy.

Hold onto the headboard," Clayton commanded, his voice ripe with anger. Ashley complied, clasping the wooden bars behind her head. Clayton leaned forward, his hips meeting the back of her thighs, his cock at her entrance.

"Please," Ashley begged, her eyes locked onto his. She tried to push her hips up, to impale herself on his cock, but Clayton held her firmly in place.

"Begging won't help you, Ashley," he said, a cruel smile playing on his lips. "You like to play games? Well, so do I."

With a sudden, powerful thrust, Clayton buried himself inside her. Ashley cried out, her back arching as much as her position allowed. Clayton gave her no time to adjust, pulling out almost completely before slamming back into her.

“Uhmhmmmmm, Uh fuck,” Ashley grunted. “Oh my God, your cock. It’s, it’s so fucking, fuuuuck.”

Clayton set a brutal pace, causing Ashley's grasp on the headboard to tighten. His hips moved piston-like, driving into her with heavy, rhythmic strokes each one filling the room with the sound of flesh meeting flesh and Ashley's sharp gasps and moans.

"Are you ready to admit you love my cock?"

"Uh, fuck, sooo fucking deep." Ashley felt herself on the verge of another crushing orgasm. The intensity of they way Clayton was fucking her was like nothing she'd ever experienced.

"Say it, say you love my cock."

"Yesssss. Fuck. Yes, I love it. It feels so fucking good."

"Then fucking, prove it!"

At first, Ashley wasn't sure what he meant. Then Clayton leaned down, his body folding Ashley even further. His lips brushed against hers and this time she didn't dare turn away. His tongue found hers in a harsh, demanding kiss. He bit her lower lip, tugging on it as he pulled away, leaving Ashley gasping for breath.

"You feel that, Ashley?" he growled, his hips never stopping their relentless pace. "That's what being fucked feels like. That's what you want, isn't it?"

Ashley could only moan, her words lost amidst the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. Her head lifted from the bed, in search for Clayton's tongue as she sucked it into her mouth like a common whore. Her legs ached from the strain of her position, but the pleasure of Clayton's cock filling her, the pain of his teeth on her lips, the sheer intensity of it all, pushed her towards the edge of another orgasm.

Clayton could feel her contracting around him, could see the signs of her impending climax. He slowed his pace, his strokes becoming deeper, more deliberate. He reached between their bodies, his fingers finding her clit.

"Cum for me, Ashley," he demanded, his fingers drawing tight circles around her sensitive nub. "Show me how much you love being fucked."

Ashley's body tensed as her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave. She glanced briefly at Chris, a soft smile forming on her lips as she fought to keep her eyes open, wanting to hold onto that connection with him. It was a small gesture, but for Chris, it was everything. Clayton might believe he was in control, and maybe, in many ways, he was. But in that fleeting smile, Ashley confirmed that, no matter the intensity of the moment, this was still about her and Chris.

"Yes, ohhh fuck, Clayton. Oh, fuck, don’t stop, baby," she cried, her body convulsing beneath him as her eyes snapped shut. Her inner walls tightened around his cock, pulling him over the edge with her.

"Ugggh fuck, take it!" Clayton roared throwing his head back as he came. His cock pulsed inside her, filling the condom with his release. He continued to thrust, drawing out both their orgasms until they were nothing more than trembling, sweaty messes.

Exhausted, Clayton released Ashley's legs, allowing them to fall to the bed. He collapsed on top of her, his body slick with sweat. Ashley wrapped her arms around him, her tongue once again finding his mouth. They stayed like that for several seconds, the sound of this passionate kissing filling the otherwise quite room.

Chris cleared his throat from the doorway. The gesture seemed to break Ashley from her spell, as she broke the kiss and turned her head to Chris.

Clayton glanced between them, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. "Well," he drawled, letting the silence stretch just a bit too long, "my work here is done. I'll see myself out." His tone was laced with something between a challenge and a jest, lingering in the air like a taunt. Without waiting for a response, he turned and collected his clothes. Once dressed he strode to the door, giving one last amused glance over his shoulder before disappearing down the hall.

The click of the door was loud in the sudden quiet. Ashley exhaled, her gaze trailing after him before she turned back to Chris, worry flickering in her eyes. "Are you okay?" she asked softly, searching his face. "I'm sorry," she said, almost to herself.

"For what?"

"I wanted to please you. I wanted you in my mouth and then..."

"It's not your fault," Chris replied trying to sound comforting. "Clayton knew what he was doing. He wanted to prove that he was in control."

Ashley chewed nervously on her bottom lip, considering what he said. "I... I completely lost it there at the end."

Chris smiled as he walked toward her. "That's what makes it so intense," he replied, sliding onto the bed beside her. "Seeing you like that... watching you completely surrender..." He let out a shaky breath. "It's the thing I love most about this. And hate most about it too."

Ashley lifted her head, studying him. "Really?" A hint of their earlier playfulness returned to her voice. "Even after everything that's happened today?"

"Especially after today." Chris pulled her closer, his fingers trailing along her skin. "Watching you go from being so in control at the airport, to this..." He smiled against her hair. "You're incredible, you know that?"

"God, what is wrong with us?" Ashley laughed softly against his chest. "Normal couples don't do this."

"Since when have we ever been normal?" Chris murmured, kissing her forehead.

They settled into each other's arms, trading soft, lazy kisses. Ashley's entire body felt heavy with exhaustion, her muscles aching pleasantly as she melted against Chris's familiar warmth. Her mind was littered with questions, but she would let them sit for another night. Right now, all she wanted was this tender moment with her husband, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat against her cheek slowly lulling her toward sleep, before getting on a plane in the morning and heading back to reality.


CHAPTER THREE


STEAM ROSE FROM the sink as Chris placed the last plate into the strainer and turned off the water, the distant chatter of reality TV drifting in from the living room. The three weeks since Seattle had brought an unexpected shift in their dynamic, a comfort settling over their relationship that hadn't been there in months. At work, Clayton had become oddly professional, sequestering himself in his office to handle client requests, particularly those from Tom who seemed to have lost all interest in engaging with Chris directly. This suited Chris fine; his client portfolio was expanding, with several promising deals on the horizon that made Tom's silence feel more like a blessing than a slight.

Home life had blossomed in ways Chris hadn't anticipated. Their sex lives continued to thrive with renewed energy, their emotional connection deeper than ever, even without any repeat performances since that night in Seattle. The teasing remained constant though, evolving into something more sophisticated. Ashley had begun openly texting with Clayton, a development that initially raised Chris's eyebrows but quickly became part of their new normal. She'd shared the first few messages with him, relatively tame exchanges where Clayton expressed wanting to see her again or inquired about what she was wearing. Chris noticed how Ashley seemed to flourish under the attention, their own passionate encounters were always more intense on days when Clayton's name lit up her phone.

Ashley curled into the corner of their leather sofa, an impulse buy that still made her smile, knowing they could finally afford such luxuries now that Chris was making real money. Her light blue silk cami clung to her damp skin, the thin fabric leaving little to the imagination as she tucked her bare legs beneath her. She had rushed down, straight from the shower in time to watch her favorite TV show. Her favorite cast member stood frozen, designer dress now drenched in champagne, while Ashley absently chewed her thumbnail, completely absorbed in the unfolding scene.

"How can you watch this crap?" Chris settled beside her, his laugh cut short by her ice-cold feet sliding under his shirt. He jerked away with a yelp, but Ashley dug her toes in not letting him get away.

"That's what you get, mister." A commercial popped up on the screen, something about male pattern baldness as Ashley grabbed her phone and began to scroll.

"Talking to your boy toy?" Chris's attempt to sound casual failed miserably. Ashley raised her eyebrow at his question, mischief dancing in her expression.

"Wouldn't you like to know," she teased letting her foot slide from his stomach down to his thigh. On-screen, the host of the show was back and telling viewers that in just a few minutes votes would be cast to see who went home. Ashley put her phone back in her lap, the playful moment seemed to pass as she focused back on her show.

Biting the inside of his cheek, Chris let out a silent, frustrated sigh. The memories of Seattle lingered, the heart-racing thrill of Ashley being more daring, more... Her giggle broke his thought and he looked over to see she was back on her phone.

"ADD kicking in? You back to watching bloopers on the internet?"

"No sorry, just Clayton being..." She paused, her delicate toes trailing to the inside of Chris's thigh, unsurprised to find his growing arousal.

"Clayton being what?"

Glancing at her screen again, Ashley quickly shot off another message, unable to hide the grin on her face. Her gaze found Chris's, her foot now firmly against the swell of his loose-fitting basketball shorts. "Are you sure you want to know? It looks like your imagination is doing a pretty good job of filling in the blank."

"I..." Chris's response faltered as he thought about Ashley's response. Her foot casually traveled the length of his arousal, as he tried to work out just how right she was. He hadn't felt this type of anxiety-laced stimulation in weeks. He studied her face, noticing the way her tongue barely poked out past her teeth and her eyes shimmered as she slid her foot inside her shorts pressing it against his growing erection.

The ding of Ashley's phone felt deafening. Her foot flexed, toes curling around his shaft, lifting the screen to her face. Chris was finding it hard to breathe the pressure of her touch intensifying. A laugh escaped her lips as she read the text.

"He asked if I missed him," she paused her movements growing more urgent. "Well, not him exactly. He asked if I missed this." Her tongue darted across her teeth, her foot stroking faster as she turned her phone and he saw Clayton's imposing member on the screen.

Warmth crept up Chris's neck as he struggled to maintain his composure, his judgment clouded under Ashley's unexpected touch. Her movements grew bolder with each passing second, experimenting with pressure and rhythm in ways that made his head spin. "He... he sent you a dick pic?" The words came out strained, barely audible over the blood rushing in his ears.

Ashley watched his reactions chewing on her bottom lip, relishing the way Chris melted under her touch. These moments of control had become intoxicating, more potent than she'd ever expected when they first started this dance with Clayton. With Chris, every gasp, every tremor revealed how completely she could unravel him. It was different with Clayton though; her attempts at being in control with him always seemed to backfire, leaving her breathless and yielding to his dominance. Not that she minded, there was something deliciously freeing about submitting to him, letting go of all control. But this... watching Chris struggle to maintain his composure, knowing she held all the power... this thrill was becoming addictive. Another chime from her phone sent butterflies dancing in her stomach as she wondered what Clayton would say next, how he might try to reclaim control even from a distance. The thought made her pulse quicken, she was caught between two forms of power now, and finding she craved them both.

"He asked what I’m wearing," Ashley said casually. Chris barely registered her words, his pulse thundering in his ears while her toes curled around his length. The soft friction of skin against skin drawing him deeper into a pleasure-hazed trance. He wanted to reach down and remove his shorts but he didn't want to ruin the moment. Each stroke of her foot sent electric shivers up his spine. His hips moved instinctively now, chasing her touch. When her foot suddenly stopped, he let out a frustrated groan.

"Whaaa…"

"The show’s back on," she teased, tossing her phone aside with a smirk and turning her attention back to the TV. The loss of contact left him aching, his skin hypersensitive where her foot had been as she turned her attention back to the TV as if nothing had happened.

Chris’s gaze fell to her abandoned phone, his stomach clenching with that familiar mix of jealousy and desire. The unlocked screen displayed yet another picture of Clayton's swollen cock, his hand wrapped firmly at its base, the tip glistening with need.

"You’re just going to leave him hanging?"

On the screen, the host's voice droned on, stretching each syllable with manufactured suspense. "Interesting," Ashley whispered leaning forward, her breath hitching as the drama unfolded.

"What is?"

Her attention fixed on the TV, anticipation stretching the silence. Finally, she replied, "That you’re more worried about me leaving _him_ hanging than you." Her smirk deepened as she let the statement linger, punctuated by a sharp intake of breath when her favorite contestant narrowly escaped eviction.

"That’s not what I..."

"No?" Ashley cut him off, a playful edge in her voice. "So you don’t think I should show him what I’m wearing?"

She licked her lips, her foot, now warm from her own rising desire, resuming its torturing pace on his member. "How about now?" she asked, slipping the straps of her cami off her shoulders. She gave her torso a teasing bounce, the thin fabric barely clinging to her breasts. Her nipples, hard and pronounced, pressed visibly against the smooth material, the sight enough to steal the air from Chris's lungs.

Chris's fingers dug into the leather, fighting the urge to reach for her. Her foot continued its maddening rhythm as she pulled her phone back into view. There was something intoxicating watching her lips curl into a sneer as she worked him closer to the edge.

"Maybe I should send him a picture," Ashley mused, her voice suggestive. She slid from the couch, the movement causing her cami to slip further down her chest. Chris sucked in air as she crawled seductively between his legs, the silk fabric finally losing its battle with gravity to pool at her waist.

"I mean, if he really wants to see what I'm wearing we should make it special, right?" Her hands slid up his thighs as she lowered his shorts, his pulsing member pushed between her bare breasts making his head spin. She reached for her phone, angling it carefully. "Actually... not yet. I think I should be wearing, something else. Don't you?"

Warmth engulfed Chris's cock as Ashley took his entire length in her mouth.

"Ohhh fuck, Ash..." Chris lifted his hips from the sofa his vision blurring at the sudden explosion of pleasure.

Ashley pulled back slowly, her tongue teasing his tip as she looked up at him with lust in her eyes. "Come on, baby," she purred, her fingers gently stroking his shaft. "Give me something proper to wear."

Chris’s hands, still gripping the sofa, reached for her head. He fisted her hair as he felt his balls begin to tingle with desire. The sight of her, naked except for her blue boy shorts kneeling between his legs was the sexiest sight he could imagine.

She wrapped her hand around his base, stroking slowly, deliberately, as if savoring the effect she had on him. Her other hand slid down her own body, fingertips disappearing between her own legs. "Are you going to cum for me, baby? Do you think Clayton will like my picture?" she teased, her lips ghosting over his length before taking him back into her mouth.

Chris groaned, his head falling back against the sofa as she worked him expertly, her rhythm perfectly in sync with the torturous pressure building inside him. Every flick of her tongue, every swirl, sent jolts of pleasure up his spine. His words were like gasoline on a fire as she urged his orgasm forward.

"Fuck, Ashley," he rasped, his voice cracking with desperation. His hand forced her further down on his shaft, her warm breath tickling his testicles.

Ashley hummed around him, the vibrations sending shockwaves through his body. She felt his cock begin to throb as his moans grew higher. She shook her head free of his grasp, wrapping her chest around his member.

"Come on baby, cum for me," she urged pressing her chest tighter around him as his hips lifted at a rapid pace.

"Uuuggggh fuck," Chris roared as a final thrust caused him to collapse back against the sofa, his body trembling uncontrollably as the orgasm ripped through him. Hot, sticky warmth coated Ashley's chest and face as Chris gasped for air, his head spinning from the sheer intensity of his climax.

Ashley smirked, wiping a finger through the mess before meeting his heated gaze. "Mmm, Good boy," she teased, leaning forward and sucking his deflating head into her mouth one more time before letting it drop with a 'pop'.

The camera clicked, capturing Ashley in all her teasing glory. She was topless, her dark lashes framing a mischievous gaze as her lips hovered inches from Chris's softening member. Her face and chest glistened with his release, while her nipples, barely visible beneath the streaks coating her skin, seemed almost as if they were adorned with white pasties, but the truth was unmistakable.

"You're evil," Chris managed, though his body betrayed how much the idea thrilled him.

Ashley couldn't help but laugh as she pressed the send button. "Maybe," she admitted, the possibility of Clayton's reaction sending a delicious shiver down her spine. "But you seem to enjoy it."

The soft ding of Ashley's phone made her playfulness falter briefly. She knew sending a picture like that to Clayton was playing with fire, that's what made it so thrilling to begin with. As she read his response a gasp escaped her, a subtle shiver running through her body despite it being on fire.

"What did he say?" Chris asked, noticing the shift in her expression.

Desire eclipsed Ashley's eyes as she read the message again, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. The heat building between her legs intensified before she slipped back into character for her husband. "Wouldn't you like to know," she purred, her voice carrying that hint of knowing that drove Chris crazy.

Rising gracefully to her feet, she collected her discarded cami from the floor but didn't put it on. "You know," she mused, stretching languidly like a cat in the TV's flickering light, "You seem to be the only one who has gotten some relief tonight." She backed toward the stairs, her hips swaying hypnotically. "Coming?"

Chris watched her retreat, mesmerized by the mix of confidence and desire in her movements. Just before she disappeared up the stairs, she paused, glancing at her phone one more time. The slight catch in her breath, the way her thighs pressed together, whatever Clayton had written was clearly affecting her.

"Last chance," she called down, her voice carrying both invitation and challenge.

Chris didn't need to be told again. As he followed her up the stairs, his cock had already begun to swell at the thought of what was in those messages. But for now, he was going to make sure Ashley got just as much enjoyment out of the night as he did.


The parking lot was empty when Chris pulled in, the sun barely peeking out from the hills in the distance. He took a slow sip of coffee from Mable's, two creams no sugar, letting the warmth chase away the lingering fatigue. He'd skipped his usual sit down breakfast there to get an early start. The Reynolds account needed attention, especially with their new CEO taking over. His colleague had handed it off surprisingly quickly after Jennifer Reynolds replaced her father. She'd closed the initial deal effortlessly with the former CEO, but apparently his daughter preferred a "different approach."

An odd sense of peace washed over Chris as he spread the Reynolds files across his desk, an old-school habit he couldn't shake. While others juggled multiple monitors, he preferred the tactile sensation of paper, the way information seemed to cement itself in his mind when he could physically touch it. His focus kept wavering though, thoughts drifting to Ashley's photo from last night. She'd been insatiable afterward, their lovemaking reaching new heights, but he couldn't forget the string of ignored messages from Clayton lighting up her phone. These past weeks, Clayton had maintained an almost clinical professionalism at work, all business meetings and client calls. He'd barely mentioned Ashley to him at all. Chris couldn't decide if this separation was comforting or concerning. Last night's provocative exchange left him doubting Clayton could maintain his facade.

Chris quickly fell into a rhythm. The click of his keyboard filled the silence as he reviewed quarterly security events, all down since switching to BitGuardian. The numbers were solid, but like his other clients, there were still concerns about the ethics behind the software. Morning sunlight streamed through the window, forcing him to turn away to avoid being blinded by the glare. He was deep in concentration when the office door burst open, startling him from his analysis.

Katie rushed in, her usual polished appearance, notably disheveled. Her mascara was smudged slightly, as she looked over her shoulder more than once. She clutched her bag close, making a beeline for her desk without her typical morning greeting.

Chris watched as she fumbled with her laptop, hands shaking slightly as she tried to log in. Something was clearly wrong. Katie was always composed, always put together, seeing her like this sent up immediate red flags. Her eyes were rimmed red, and she kept glancing at the door expecting someone to follow her in.

"Katie?" Chris called softly, not wanting to startle her further. She startled at his voice, having failed to see him at his desk. "Everything okay?"

She closed her eyes, shoulders sagging as the tension drained from her body. Having another person in the office seemed to calm her. "Hey, boss." Her voice wavered slightly, but he could see her rebuilding her walls, piece by piece. She smoothed her skirt, adjusted her blouse, small gestures of normalcy that seemed to help her. "I need coffee," she announced, more to herself than Chris.

Chris watched her make her way to the coffee machine, noting how she kept close to the walls, her usual confident stride gave way to hesitation. Gone was the typical sway of her hips that turned heads whenever she crossed the office. She returned with coffee clutched in both hands hoping the warmth could stop their trembling.

"You um..." she glanced at the door again, her voice dropping. "You ever feel like you're being followed?"

"Followed?"

"I know, it sounds crazy, right?" She gave a nervous laugh, her gaze darting to the door for the dozenth time. Her coffee sloshed dangerously close to the rim as she leaned forward. "This car... black or maybe blue. It was a dark color. I swear I've seen it everywhere this week. Every turn I made, every light I stopped at." Her voice cracked slightly. "I tried to tell myself I was imagining it, but then today it followed me all the way to the parking lot entrance before speeding off."

The hair on the back of Chris's neck stood up as memories flooded back, his sudden jolt of realization causing him to knock the neatly stacked papers from his desk. The same thing happened to him before Seattle, the way it would appear and disappear like a ghost. He'd convinced himself he was being paranoid, but now...

"Chris?" Katie's voice snapped him back to the present. "You look like you've seen a ghost." She studied his face, understanding flickered across her features. "What's going on?"

Chris ran his hand through his hair, letting out a slow breath. "The same thing happened to me before Seattle. A dark sedan showed up everywhere I went. I thought I was going crazy. I even almost said something about it to Clayton, but then they stopped and I convinced myself I was crazy."

A worried beat passed between the two, both of them unsure what to do or say next. The sudden burst of voices and laughter from the front entrance made them both jump to their feet, the morning crew arriving all at once. Katie pressed her hand to her chest, letting out a shaky laugh as their nerves calmed.

"God, we're both so jumpy." The familiar spark returned to Katie, warming her entire face. "Thanks though. For listening. For making me feel less crazy."

She stepped forward, wrapping her arms around him. Chris froze as her warmth pressed against him, the subtle scent of her perfume filling his senses. He tried to focus on anything else: the hum of the fluorescent lights, the voices from the lobby. Despite his efforts, his body betrayed him, feeling her soft curves molding against him.

"Mmm," she purred, her breath warm against his ear. "I guess fear really is a natural aphrodisiac."

"I... uh... that's not..." Chris stammered, his face burning as he tried to step back. The movement only seemed to make things worse as Katie let out a playful laugh, clearly back to her old self.

Clayton chose that exact moment to emerge from his office, leaning against his doorframe with that familiar predatory smirk as he watched them spring apart. Katie smoothed her skirt, while Chris took a deliberate step back.

"I... didn't realize you were in already," Chris managed, hating how defensive he sounded.

"Clearly, although I'm not sure why that matters." Without waiting for a response, he disappeared back into his office, the door clicking shut behind him.

Chris knelt down, gathering the scattered Reynolds documents. His hands froze as he reached for one particular page - an executive summary of security concerns. The words seemed to leap off the page: "BitGuardian's autonomous installation capabilities across unknown devices presents significant security concerns. Potential for unauthorized data collection and distribution. Full code audit is requested before continued implementation."


Chris's car was the only one in the parking lot when Clayton arrived at the office. The temptation to turn around and go to see Ashley gnawed at him. His fingers drummed against the leather steering wheel. Thoughts of showing up at their house unannounced danced in his head. Ashley's startled expression, that flicker of desire she could never quite hide. The engine idled as he pulled up last night's photo, his jaw clenching at the sight of Chris marring what could have been a perfect addition to his collection. Still, the way Ashley stared into the camera with that knowing smile, covered in his cum so shamelessly... She'd evolved far beyond that nervous, married woman he'd first met that night at McDuffs. His smile grew wider as he considered all the boundaries left to break, all the ways she'd eventually beg him to cross them. She just needed the right motivation.

Taking a measured breath, Clayton swallowed the desire to act on impulse. The parking garage encounter still burned fresh in his memory - Ashley's initial submission followed by that infuriating flash of defiance before he could claim his prize. No, showing up unannounced would be... untimely. She needed to come to him willingly, to crave the things she knew only he could give her. Appreciation flickered across his face as he studied her perfect chest one last time before shoving the phone back in his pocket. The private entrance at the rear of the building called to him. It would offer the solitude he needed to orchestrate his next move.

Clayton wasted no time settling into his sanctum. The glow of multiple monitors was the only light in the room as he pulled up the live feed for the security cameras. Through the monitor, Chris hunched over the Reynolds files, scribbling notes with the desperate focus of someone drowning in responsibility. He was happy to dump that account into Chris's lap. Not only did it get in the way of his "meetings" with Katie, although those seemed to happen less frequently these days, he knew the stress of the account would be another thing Chris would try to juggle all on his own. Eventually, he would drop the ball and when he did that's when Clayton would strike.

On another monitor, Clayton pulled up his private collection of pictures he'd collected over the months. He nodded in approval as he pulled up some of the first images of Ashley he'd gotten. It was during their trip to Las Vegas. Ashley sent Chris lots of pictures during that trip, none of them intended for Clayton's eyes, but BitGuardian was truly in a league of its own when it came to security and it made short work of their privacy. This one in particular had her posing in the doorframe wearing only the tiniest of lingerie, still innocent to the game she'd eventually learn to play. The images flicked past, each one a trophy. He paused on one he'd actually taken himself, though he wasn't sure if Ashley was even aware of it. In it, she lay in her bed, her light blue teddy pulled to the side as she pleasured herself. Adding the latest photo to his collection, Clayton took one more minute to admire her teasing smile. His eyes narrowed at Chris's intrusion in the frame. "Next time," he murmured, fingertips ghosting across her image, "we'll give you something more... worthy to display yourself with."

His phone buzzed, Tom's name flashing across the screen. The amusement fell from his face, picking up the call with contained irritation. "This is the third call in a week. I'm starting to think you're obsessed with me."

"Save the wisecracks. It's been almost a month and you still haven't told me how you plan to fix this." Tom's voice crackled through the speaker, tension evident. "Seattle was a waste. I expected results by now."

Clayton leaned back, attention lingering on Ashley's photo. "Patience. These things take finesse."

"Finesse?" Tom scoffed. "The SEC filing is coming up, they are going to start asking questions if we dump more shares before the call." Something crashed in the background and Clayton heard a muffled cry. A woman, whether the cry was pain or pleasure was hard to tell, but it was clear Tom was finding creative ways to deal with his frustrations. "Your father assured me you could handle the delicate aspects of our arrangement."

"My methods work," Clayton lashed out, sitting up in his chair. "Push too hard and-"

"And what? She's ready. Chris is the only obstacle, and I have people who can handle obstacles."

Clayton's fingers stilled on his mouse. "That won't be necessary." He clicked through his feeds until he found the current office view, zooming in on Chris comforting Katie. "I have something else in mind."

"We don't have time for your games," Tom growled. "The European expansion meeting is in four months. There are a few board members who don't believe I'm the man for the job. I need proper leverage before then." His breath grew heavier. "Ashley has everything we need - the looks, the charm. A few private meetings with them, some compromising photos... But I need to experience her myself first. Make sure she can... handle the role."

Tension radiated through Clayton's body. He didn't like to share, but he needed Tom just as much as Tom needed him. "And the transfers?"

"Everything's bouncing through the accounts like planned. No trace." Tom paused. "Speaking of which..."

"It's handled," Clayton cut him off with practiced calm. "He's too distracted by his new lifestyle to ask questions, and the details are on my encrypted hard drive at home. No one is looking there."

"And what about the audit the board requested when you were here?" The tension in Tom's voice seemed to melt, a tender moan in the background suggested why. "They were serious about pausing the rollout until they get that. The media coverage has them scared."

"The auditors are scheduled for next week. They won't find anything." Clayton leaned back, his smile growing, confident in his deception. "The remote access module compiles during runtime - completely untraceable. To them, it'll look like what we've always claimed: client-controlled admin access only."

"It better... be," Tom's voice jumped an octave followed by a long pause. "My ass is on the line here, and I've already exposed myself too much for you. If this falls apart..." The threat hung unfinished as a loud slap followed by another cry echoed in the background.

"I've got this handled. You, however, seem... preoccupied. Let me handle this and I'll call you soon with an update."

"This needs to play out." The edge in his voice was back. "If you don't figure it out soon we're doing it my way." Tom's threat hung in the air. "I've invested too much and haven't gotten anything but some lousy photos for my efforts. Get it done, or I'll handle it myself."

The line went dead. Clayton stared at his phone for a long moment before turning back to his monitors. On-screen, Katie pressed herself against Chris, her body language unmistakable. "It's almost too easy," he said to himself. Satisfaction coursed through him while he watched Chris's weak attempt to maintain professional distance even as his hands settled on Katie's waist. It was time to remind them both of their place in his carefully orchestrated dance.

Rising from his chair, Clayton straightened his tie and checked his reflection in the darkened monitor. The private entrance had served its purpose. Now it was time for a more public appearance. He'd let them see him, let Chris wrestle with the knowledge that Clayton had witnessed this intimate moment. After all, true control wasn't about force. It was about making them think it was their idea all along. And by the time he was done, they'd all be dancing to his tune, believing every step was their own choice.


Ashley yanked her scrub top from the dresser with an exaggerated sigh, drawing Chris's attention from his phone. "I hate night shifts." She made a show of pulling off her t-shirt slowly, tossing it at her husband before pulling the uniform over her head.

"Could call out sick." Chris propped himself up on his elbows, watching her through the mirror as she changed. "Maybe send them that picture you took last night. I'm sure they'd understand."

"Something tells me Sarah won't like the picture as much as your boss did." She met his reflected gaze. Her cheeks flushed from the memory of last night's photos.

"He told you he liked the picture?" Chris's attempt at sounding casual failed as he felt his heart rate spike.

Biting her lower lip, Ashley ran her hands over her top seductively. "Oh he told me lots of things," she teased as she walked over to the bed where Chris was lounging.

"What kind of things?" Chris felt the blood rush to his groin as Ashley gave him her bedroom eyes.

"Sorry, lover. I can't be late, and you can't be quick." She gave him a playful squeeze reassuring her thoughts about Chris's current state as she pressed her lips to his.

She pushed Chris onto his back, deepening the kiss for a moment before resting her head on his chest. "I hate being away from you at night. Especially lately..."

"Lately?" His voice was playful, his fingers running through her hair. He tugged on it softly, drawing out a moan from her.

"Don't play innocent. You know exactly what I mean." Her fingers ran through his hair mimicking his movements. "Everything feels so... intense right now. Electric. Like, I can barely keep my hands off you."

"So don't." He let his fingers slide from her hair and into the waistband of her bottoms.

"I'm already running late," she protested weakly. She picked her head off his chest and stared into his eyes kissing his lips again. "As much as I'd love that, my friendly janitor friend already seems upset with me. I'd hate to disappoint him again."

Chris's hardness pressed into her thigh and she gave a faint giggle. "I'll call you later, baby. I love you."

"I love you too," he whispered watching Ashley rise from the bed with a sense of disappointment.

Navigating the hospital's empty halls, Ashley felt her earlier reluctance melt away. Night shifts may not be her favorite, but at least she'd get to work with Jen. They hadn't properly caught up since before Seattle, their schedules rarely aligning these days. The soft glow of monitors greeted her as she rounded the corner to the nurse's station.

"There she is!" Jen's cheerful voice carried across the quiet station. "The world traveler returns to grace us mere mortals with her presence." She spun in her chair, eyes sparkling with curiosity. "So, how was Seattle? Did you bring me back a souvenir?"

Sinking into her chair with a laugh, Ashley typed in her password to take a quick look at her patient files. "It was amazing," she began, relishing the chance to relive those moments. She'd never felt more alive. Seattle gave her a chance to step outside her comfort zone in a way that she never thought possible without needing to worry about ever running into those people again. "The views were incredible, and Chris and I found this perfect little bar near Pike Place Market..."

"Girl, I don't care about the view," Jen interrupted, studying her face. "How was the nightlife? I hear the club scene there is otherworldly. Did you guys get a chance to go out?"

Warmth flooded her neck, memories of that night rushing back. The interaction at the bar, the club with both Clayton and Tom and then everything that happened after.

"Oh my God, you're blushing!" Jen teased slapping her arm playfully. "You little slut, what did you do?"

"Oh my God, stop," Ashley laughed burying her face in her hands. "We did find a club. One of Chris's clients got us VIP access. It was..."

"Hot?" Jen interrupted. "Judging by the look on your face it was hot, or maybe it was the client?"

"It wasn't anything like that," Ashley lied unable to hide the smile on her face. "But yeah, it was hot. You know how easy it is to get lost in the music with the drinks flowing and all those bodies everywhere." Ashley looked at Jen's expression. She was on the edge of her seat, clearly hoping Ashley wouldn't spare a single detail. "And yes, his client was hot. He has this older dangerous vibe to him. It was driving Chris nuts that I was dancing with him."

"I knew it! God, I miss those days."

"Things with Chris have been really good lately," she admitted, moving on from the club scene but unable to completely hide her smile. "It's like... remember when you first start dating someone? That excitement, that spark? Somehow we've found that again. We can't keep our hands off each other."

Jen's expression softened, a hint of wistfulness crossing her features. "You're lucky, whatever you're doing keep doing it." The serious tone in Jen's voice caused Ashley to reach for her friend's hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. "Dave barely looks up from his computer these days. Work from home sounds great until you realize he's working even more and refuses to ever leave the house or put on real clothes."

"We should get together soon," Ashley suggested, recognizing the loneliness in her friend's voice. "I never see you outside of this place anymore. Let's plan a double date and drag the guys along."

"Yeah?" Jen perked up slightly. "That could be fun. I need to figure out a way to get him out of the house."

The next few hours passed in comfortable routine. Ashley checked on her patients, administered medications, and updated charts while trading occasional gossip with Jen. Around 2 AM, the quiet of deep night settled over the ward like a heavy blanket. Even the usual beeping of monitors seemed muted, as if the machines themselves were drowsy.

Ashley's phone buzzed against the desk, sending a jolt of excitement through her body. Her mind immediately went to Clayton, what kind of ridiculous request would he cook up this time? She bit her lip, trying to focus on finishing her charting before checking it.

Finally, finishing her last entry, Ashley reached for her phone, that familiar flutter of anticipation in her stomach. Her excitement deflated slightly seeing Chris's name instead of Clayton's. "Just laying down for bed. Wish you were here." Such a sweet message, she was happy to hear from her husband. Excited to know their marriage was still fun and wild and not flaming out like Jen's, yet she couldn't deny the prick of disappointment she felt alongside it.

"I need to stretch my legs," Ashley announced, stretching her arms over her head, her scrub top exposing the slightest bit of skin as she forced back a yawn. Her muscles ached from sitting, and she felt like she was going stir-crazy. "These chairs are torture devices."

"Don't get lost," Jen called after her, already absorbed back in her work.

The memory of their last late-night chat made Ashley smile as she headed for the door. Her steps echoed in the empty hallway as she walked, mind drifting between memories of Seattle and whatever the rest of this shift might bring. Despite her earlier reluctance, there was something almost freeing about these quiet hospital nights - time to think, to process, to plan. She scrolled through her text messages pausing on Clayton's name, a warm tingling sensation fired in her core as she considered texting him. That would certainly make the night more interesting.


The stairwell door closed behind her with a heavy thud. Night air crept through the concrete space, raising goosebumps on Ashley's skin. Her footsteps bounced off the concrete walls during her descent, seeking a quiet space between floors where she could collect her thoughts. She pulled back out her phone. Her fingers found Clayton's name while descending another flight. A thrill ran through her body and she sucked in air stealing another glance at the picture she sent him last night. The Ashley from just a few short months ago would have never considered sending something so risqué, not even to her husband. However, this version of herself felt the heat building low in her gut. The words burning into her mind Clayton's response for the third time: _Poor Chris, he barely covered any of that perfect canvas. I'll make sure you see how it's truly done next time. When I'm finished with you there won't be an inch of skin that isn't marked. Let's see whose picture turns out better._

Heat bloomed across her skin while rereading his message. Every inch of her tingling with anticipation even as guilt gnawed at her conscience. The competitive edge in his words, the way he casually dismissed Chris's efforts while promising his own dominance, like there was no doubt there would be a next time. She rubbed her thighs together, electricity racing through her veins. She shouldn't be behaving like this, shouldn't feel this surge of excitement at the thought of Clayton having her in such a way. She focused on the picture once more, imagining what it would look like if it was Clayton's cock there next to her face, would he really be able to cover as much of her as he claimed? Her nipples pressed against the fabric of her bra, the rough sensation causing her to shift her weight to the other leg.

The concrete walls seemed to close in around her as she finally paused between floors, leaning against the cold wall in hopes of cooling down her ever-rising body temperature. Her thumb hovered over the picture as if stroking the shaft on screen. The old Ashley would have ignored such a brazen message, would have deleted it immediately, and pretended it never happened. But this Ashley, the one who'd emerged since Seattle, craved more. She used it as fodder to tease Chris last night. Even now, she couldn't help but think about how to respond to Clayton in a way that would get both him and Chris worked up.

"Nice picture."

Ashley's head snapped up, her heart leaping into her throat. The janitor stood mere feet away, his eyes fixed on her phone screen. She'd been so lost in Clayton's message, in her own building desires, that she hadn't heard him approach. She didn't expect anyone to be down here. This was her safe haven, a place to go when she needed a break from all the chaos. Was it just dumb luck he was there now?

Instead of hiding the screen or scrambling to explain, Ashley felt that familiar surge of defiance rise within her. "So you're talking to me now?" Her voice was more angry than she expected, perhaps his cold shoulder last time affected her more than she realized. "Done pretending I don't exist?"

His eyes never left the screen, studying the image with an intensity that made the hairs on her nape stand. "Funny thing about existence," he said, his voice suddenly lower than she remembered. "Sometimes people aren't who you think they are." He took a step closer, forcing Ashley to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. "And sometimes they end up being exactly what you expect." He was close enough now that she could feel his thigh pressed against hers. His fingers circled her hips possessively.

Heat flooded Ashley's cheeks, but she stood her ground. "What the hell does that mean?"

"It means, I saw you." His laugh was harsh, bitter. "Security cameras catch a lot these days. Including things that happen in dark corners of parking structures." He nodded toward her phone. "Though I guess things have escalated since then."

The word "cameras" hit her like a bucket of ice water. "That was... my husband and I just got carried away." The lie felt clumsy on her tongue. She jammed the phone deep in her pocket, needing to do something with her trembling hands.

His fingers dug into her hips, stealing her breath. This wasn't like Clayton's calculated dominance or Chris's loving surrender. This was raw, uninvited - a reminder that for all her games with Clayton, she was still just a nurse in an empty stairwell with a man who could overpower her. "Nice try. But I know what your husband looks like." His voice dropped lower. "That wasn't him."

Her palm stung before she even realized she'd moved. The crack of skin against skin echoed through the stairwell, a sound that seemed to go on forever. Horror crept in as she realized what she'd done - not just the slap, but everything that had led to this moment. She was getting careless. All the teasing and games, she should have known, just like with Clayton, eventually a line would get crossed.

His laugh made her blood turn cold as her mind raced through options. She briefly considered making a run for it, but the upper door would take too long to reach. Maybe if she screamed... but discovery meant explaining herself, meant admitting how she'd ended up in this position to begin with. Before she could decide, he caught her wrist in an iron grip, spinning her to face the wall. The rough concrete pressed against her cheek as he leaned close, his breath hot against her ear.

"See, I know more about you than you realize." His words carried a hint of amusement that made her stomach clench. Each exit strategy dissolved as his body pressed closer, her thoughts fragmenting between fear and an unwanted heat building low in her belly. "Like how you and your husband like to play games with his boss. How your husband likes to watch..."

"That's... that's not..." Ashley's voice trembled, her earlier defiance crumbling. She tried to twist away but his grip held firm. She could kick back, maybe catch him off guard. But rational thought escaped her, responding to his touch just as she did with Clayton.

"No? So you didn't bring him back to your room after a dinner party?" His free hand slid under her top, his fingers tracing her spine, making her shiver. "You didn't say how alive it made you feel knowing you had that kind of effect on two men?"

"Please," Ashley pleaded, though she wasn't sure if she was begging him to stop or continue. His arousal pressed into the cleft of her ass. His fingers traveled up her spine applying just enough pressure to keep her pinned to the wall while simultaneously, making the fire in her core spread like an inferno.

"See, I think your husband gets off on other people enjoying his sexy little wife." His lips brushed her ear before his teeth sank into her neck.

"Ahhh, fuuuuck," she whined although she pressed into his body. Her head was spinning, trying to think of a way to get out of this situation while at the same time wanting to give into the carnal nature of it all.

"Chris..." Ashley's voice wavered as she pressed herself harder against the wall, trying to create distance. "We... we have rules. He wouldn't like not being able to be here."

"Your husband?" His fingers slid across her ribs cupping her chest, making her bite her lip to suppress a moan. "The same husband who watches his boss touch you? Who gets excited seeing you with other men?"

"That's... that's different. He needs to be here, I can't..." Even to her own ears, the protest sounded weak. His fingers pulled down the cup of her bra roughly, his fat digits pinching her nipples causing another moan to escape her lips. His touch was different than Clayton's - there was no careful manipulation, no orchestrated power play. The janitor's movements were primal, aggressive in a way that made her want to submit. Where Clayton seemed to want control, this was pure animalistic hunger. A lump formed in her throat as she realized how much she wanted this different kind of surrender. Clayton made her feel like a prize being claimed, but this... this made her feel like prey being devoured.

"Let's find out." His breath was hot against her wet neck. "Call him. Right now. Tell him exactly what's happening, and if he says stop..." He tweaked her nipple, causing her knees to buckle her panting growing in volume. "Well, we both know what he'll really say, don't we?"

Ashley's hands trembled as she pulled out her phone. She should feel relieved at the opportunity to end this, but instead, her pulse raced with a different kind of anticipation. The janitor pulled back slightly, giving her space, his warm mouth now on her exposed back as he seemed to kiss his way down her trembling body.

"Speakerphone," he commanded as she pulled up Chris's number. "I want to hear everything."

"Fuuu..." Ashley's whines grew as the janitor continued to maul her overly sensitive chest, his lips sliding to the swell of her ass as his free hand began to aggressively pull at the waist of her pants.

The phone rang twice before Chris's sleep-heavy voice answered. "Hey babe. Everything ok?"

"Chris, I..." Words failed her as rough hands slid beneath her scrubs. Her voice dropped to a whisper, "The janitor's here and he's..." A sharp twist of her nipple made her gasp, the phone nearly slipping from her trembling fingers.

"Mmm?" The sound of rustling sheets carried through the speaker. "The janitor?" Interest crept into his drowsy tone assuming this was just another game Ashley was playing.

"He's here." Her words came out breathless as fingers ghosted over her thong-covered ass. "And he... he's touching me."

A sharp intake of breath from Chris. "What's happening?" The sleep was gone from his voice now, replaced by that familiar mix of concern and arousal she'd grown to recognize.

"Tell him," the janitor commanded against her neck. "Tell him everything."

Realization that this was really happening caused Chris to shoot up in his bed. His throat was dry, his vision blurry. "Are you okay, baby? Is he hurting you?"

"N... no. I'm fine," Ashley's strained breathing caused Chris's hand to instinctively reach for his now growing erection. He knew that he should stop this before it got out of hand, but between the sleep and his blood now moving south of his brain ,he wasn't thinking straight.

"Ahhhh, " Ashley cried out as a hard slap landed on her ass. The janitor took a step back admiring her compromised state, a toothy smile lightening his dark features before another hard slap landed on her ass.

"You're wasting time. Tell him!"

"H... He wanted to call you and tell you what's happening and ask if it should s... stop." Ashley was finding it hard to focus. Between the arousal sliding down her leg and the sharp pain of her ass she was struggling to form complete sentences.

A tremor ran through her as the janitor's hands gripped her hips firmly, his fingers digging into her delicate flesh. She could feel his hot breath on the back of her thighs, his lips brushing against her skin as he slowly made his way down. She should stop this. Why wasn't Chris stopping this? But his fingers dug into her hips and coherent thought scattered like ashes in the wind.

"Wha... what's he doing?" Chris felt like he'd swallowed sand as he closed his eyes trying to visualize what his wife was doing. His cock ached as he slid down his pants with shaking hands. Chris gripped the phone tighter, his anxiety spiking and causing his heart to hammer against his chest. With Clayton, he could watch, could see every expression that crossed Ashley's face. He knew exactly how she looked when pleasure overtook her. But now, forced to rely only on sounds and imagination, everything felt more intense yet somehow incomplete. Each gasp, every moan painted vivid pictures in his mind but left him aching to verify, to witness. The distance twisted his usual excitement into something sharper, more urgent. He wanted to be there, needed to see her eyes, to know she was safe even as she surrendered to another man's touch.

I... I can't think straight." Ashley's voice trembled as the janitor's hands slid down her thighs, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of her thong. She felt a tug, and then the cool air of the stairwell hit her exposed skin.

"Tell him what I'm doing, Ashley." The janitor commanded. "Tell him how I'm touching you."

A faint gasp pierced the silence as she felt the janitor's tongue trace a line up her inner thigh. "He... he's pulling down my thong. Chris. He's... oh God, he's kissing my thighs. should, should we stop this, baby? Do you want me to tell him to stop?"

Another moan echoed in Chris's ear making his hand wrap around his shaft. His grip tightened on the phone, shame, and desire blending in his gut. He'd never even seen the janitor's face, yet here he was, rock-hard at the thought of this stranger touching his wife. What kind of husband did that make him?

"Nnnngh, oh fuck," Ashley's words fueled Chris's fantasy. Was he older, maybe mid-fifties? He was probably dirty with a gut, not making enough money to eat healthy or get to the gym. Was he black? Had Ashley ever been with someone of another race, did she want to be? The picture in Chris's mind began to take shape his own breathing growing more ragged.

Each detail he imagined made his cock throb harder, even as a voice in his head whispered that he should be there, should be protecting her. But that was the intoxicating paradox, his physical absence made everything more intense, more dangerous. He was simultaneously powerless and completely in control, letting this stranger touch his wife but not before getting Chris's permission. The thought made him dizzy with desire.

The janitor's tongue reached the apex of her thighs, his hot breath sending shivers up her spine as she bent forward giving him better access to her soaked lips. Ashley's grip on the phone tightened, nearly crushing it. "He's... he's kissing me, Chris. He's kissing my mmmm."

Chris's own moan echoed through the speaker, his voice strained. "Where, Ashley? Tell me where he's kissing you."

Ashley's eyes fluttered closed as the janitor's tongue slid over her sensitive folds, his movements slow and deliberate. The guilt she initially felt subsided briefly when she heard Chris's moan. She knew that sound well these days, he was touching himself. Playing with himself while she gave a play-by-play of being eaten by another man. The thought made her core spasm. "He's... he's kissing my pussy, Chris. He's... oh God, he's licking me. Ugggh God, it feels so good, baby."

"You're so sexy, baby. I wish I was there. I wish I could see the look in your eye right now." Chris was working himself faster, the soft smacking sound of Ashley's juices meeting with the janitor's tongue, and probably his fingers echoed in his ears.

Hearing Chris's encouraging words caused Ashley to not just stop fighting it, but become a more active participant. She pushed her hips back into the janitor, his tongue sinking into her folds, fucking her, as his fingers found her clit. His head nodded up and down, side to side, as he lapped at Ashely's slit. Faster and deeper, he pushed his fingers in and out of her, ensuring to stimulate her G-spot. Her walls were clamping down on him, telling him exactly what her body needed.

"Ah, mhmm," Ashley's fingers slipped from her phone, sending it clattering to the ground, forgotten in an instant. Her palms pressed firmly against the wall, arching her body and allowing the janitor's fingers to delve even deeper inside her. "God, Chris, Jesus," she panted, her breath hitching as waves of pleasure coursed through her. "Baby, I'm close. It feels so, so, fucking good."

Ashley's moans began to sound more distant to Chris, her voice breathy and lost in ecstasy. Yet, the wet, sloshing sounds of her arousal were intimate and close, driving her closer to the edge. He could feel his cock throbbing in his hand, his own sighs escaping his lips and mingling with Ashley's as his orgasm built.

Pushing his tongue deep inside her over-saturated pussy the janitor captured her clit between his fingers pinching and pulling at the swollen nub. He felt her walls clench, her knees buckle as the orgasm washed over her.

“Oh, shit, mhmmmmm, fuuuuck,” Ashley grunted as she felt the rush of heat wash over her body. Her slender legs buckled and she fell to her knees, her fingers sliding down the cool texture of the wall. She held her breath as an orgasm racked her body, “UGGGH. OHHHHH! OOHHH! OH SHIT!”

Her vision blurred as a wave of pleasure seemed to shoot out from the janitor's tongue. Her muscles tensed, and her jaw hung open as a primal groan escaped her lips. Pleasure wracked through her as the janitor continued his assault working her body with the efficiency of an experienced lover.

Chris, hearing the intensity of Ashley's orgasm, felt his own release surge through him. His cock pulsed in his hand, ropes of hot cum shooting onto his stomach as he grunted, his body tensing with each wave of pleasure. "Fuck, Ashley," he gasped, his voice ragged. "That sounded... fuck."

Ashley, still panting, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm, felt the janitor slow down his movements. His tongue gently lapped at her folds, drawing out the last remnants of her pleasure. She took a deep breath, her body relaxing slightly when suddenly, she felt his large hands press against her ass spreading it slowly.

Her eyes widened in surprise. "Oh, God," she breathed, her body tensing again as his tongue slid across the tight hole of her ass. This was a new sensation, something she had never experienced or even considered before.

"Ashley?" Chris's voice was raw with desire. "Is... is he about to...?"

Ashley whined in desire as the janitor's tongue circled her tight entrance, his hands spreading her cheeks further apart. "N... no, Chris. He's... he's licking me," she admitted, her voice shaky.

"Again?"

"N... no, baby. He's... he's licking my ass." Another faint whimper escaped her lips as his tongue danced around her virgin hole.

"He's... what? Oh God," They'd drawn lines, discussed fantasies, but this... this was uncharted territory. His body betrayed him, hardening again at the thought of someone else claiming this virgin space before him. He should feel jealous, angry even. Instead, each of Ashley's whimpers sent fire through his veins.

It felt like sex for the first time, a completely new experience for Ashley. She thrust her ass back towards him, wanting more of what he was doing, no longer caring about how obscene it was. The janitor smiled to himself, this was going even better than he'd hoped. He never missed a beat and continued running his thick tongue around the rim of her asshole, back across it, increasing and decreasing pressure to see how she responded to each. His hand was on her inner thigh, clutching onto her so that his pointer finger was mashed up against her soaked lips.

Ashley was in heaven, she could already feel another orgasm building. “He's, he's tonguing my ass, Chris. Fuck baby, it's so gross. But it feels so good. Soooo fucking good”

Ashley rocked her hips backward, desperately trying to make his fingers push inside her. In doing so, his slimy tongue pushed forward and parted her tight asshole. “Ohhh fucck,” She moaned deeply into the empty stairwell. She had never felt anything like it before. She reached out clawing at the concrete wall, unnerved by just how good it felt. He held her by her thighs as his tongue continued to push into her virgin asshole, making circles as it did, stimulating the pleasure centers Ashley never knew her own body had.

"Tell me," Chris urged, his voice thick with need. "Tell me everything."

She turned, her words dissolving into a moan as nimble fingers found tender flesh. Every touch felt new like discovering her body could sing notes she never knew existed. She couldn't focus enough to describe the sensations - the wet heat of his tongue, the stretch of muscle, the way pleasure built like a gathering storm.

Time seemed to crawl as his tongue ventured deeper, exploring the tight ring of her asshole with deliberate, probing motions. Ashley let out a guttural groan, her body instinctively adjusting to the slow stretch of his intrusion. When it felt like there was nothing more of him to take, the warm brush of his breath caressed her sensitive skin, his hot hand trailing down to press into her swollen, tender labia.

His breaths came heavy as he began to thrust his tongue into her ass, each motion driving her higher. Slowly, he withdrew, only to push back in, swirling his tongue inside her. The rough scrape of his stubbly lips against her sensitive skin sent shivers through her, every sensation amplifying her pleasure. Overwhelmed by the raw intimacy, she rocked her hips backward, a quiet sigh escaping her lips as his fingers slid effortlessly into her slick, eager folds.

Ashley was fully propped on her forearms now, arching her back and offering herself with shameless abandon, her head tilted as her eyes rolled back in ecstasy. The overwhelming mix of sensations coursing through her body was unlike anything she’d ever experienced, as the janitor's tongue worked relentlessly on her ass while his fingers expertly teased her dripping folds. She had never given much thought to exploring anything involving her backdoor, and Chris had always been in agreement with her disinterest. But now, in this moment, she couldn’t help but realize how naive she might have been.

“Mhmmmm gooood, I'm going to cum again,” Ashley announced. She heard Chris's sharp intake of breath on the other end of the phone indicating that he too was once again close. Tremors raced through her as the janitor's tongue delved deeper into her ass, his fingers working magic on her pussy. She could feel the orgasm building, her body tensing, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

Chris, hearing her words, felt his own orgasm building again, his cock throbbing in his hand. "Fuck, Ashley," he groaned, his voice ragged. "Cum for me, baby. Cum for me again."

The janitor's fingers rubbed her clit in fast circles, his tongue fucking her ass with increasing speed. Ashley's body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. She cried out, her body shaking, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. "Fuuuck! I'm cumming! Oh God, Chris, I'm cumming! Oh FUUUCK!"

Ashley's body shook as the janitor's tongue and fingers slowed down, drawing out the last remnants of her pleasure. She felt his tongue slide out of her ass, his fingers gently caressing her pussy, soothing her as she came down from her high.

"My turn," the voice was even deeper than Chris envisioned, he sounded older for sure, maybe from the south. The weak moan of Ashley's post-orgasmic state made alarm bells go off in Chris's head. This was it, the janitor was going to fuck her. He strained to hear what was happening on the other end of the line. The shuffling of feet, the rustling of clothes. Was that a zipper?

"Ashley, you down there!" Jenn's voice echoed from somewhere above making her stiffen. She threw her hand back pressing against the janitor's chest, the spell broken. She shuffled away reaching to her ankles to pull up her pants.

"Ashley!" Jen's voice grew closer, footsteps echoing down the stairwell.

Ashley's hands trembled as she yanked up her scrubs, her heart thundering against her ribs. "J-just a minute!" she called back, voice cracking. Her phone lay forgotten on the floor, Chris's concerned voice barely audible.

"Saved by the bell." The janitor's laugh wormed in her ear, teeth grazing skin still slick with sweat. She felt his smile against her pulse. "We'll finish this later." Not a question. Not even a threat. Just certainty in his touch as his fingers dug into her hip one last time before he melted into the shadows of the stairwell.

The phone was still lying on the ground, near forgotten. Chris's voice crackled through, tight with worry. "Baby?"

"I have to go" Her voice caught. "Jen's looking for me. Love you." She ended the call before guilt could strangle the words in her throat.

"There you are!" Jen's voice caused her heart to drop. "Everything okay? You look..."

"Just needed a minute." Ashley tugged at her scrubs, wondering if there were any visible marks. "Been one of those nights."

"Mrs. Johnson's just got admitted." Jen's eyes lingered a moment too long. "She was asking about you."

Of course, she was. Ashley followed Jen up the stairs on wobbly legs, each step echoing with fresh memories. Mrs. Johnson had guided her through every step of this transformation, from the fantasy with Chris all the way up to the party with Clayton. But this? This raw, unplanned surrender to a man whose name she didn't even know? Some things were better left unconfessed. Even to the woman who seemed to read her sins like scripture.


CHAPTER FOUR


ASHLEY'S MOANS FILLED their bedroom as sunlight began to creep in through the window. Nearly a week had passed since her late shift at the hospital, and every day since had started or ended the same way, with Chris eagerly teasing her ass, using his tongue, his fingers, anything to draw a reaction from Ashley. He was drunk with lust, and Ashley was enjoying every second of the attention.

"Tell me again how it happened." Chris had Ashley on her hands and knees facing the headboard. Her body, already slick with sweat, trembled as his tongue pushed into her tight ring.

"Mmm, oh fuck, baby. He just. Mmm God." Chris withdrew his tongue slowly causing her to sigh. This was his new favorite game. He would have her relive the moment with him. Tease her until she thought she was going to explode then back off while she told more of the story.

Desperate to find some type of leverage, Ashley gripped the sheets tighter and pushed her hips backward in search of his tongue. "He... he just started licking me. I thought he was aiming for my clit again, but he kept sliding further back until..." She rolled her neck. An airplane passed by overhead drowning out her cries of passion. "God, baby, please don't stop."

Chris rewarded her words by pressing his tongue back into her, his hands spreading her wider. He had never been much of an ass man before. He certainly never seen himself doing something like this. The past week had awakened something in him. Every detail Ashley shared about that night, fueled his desire to claim her in new ways. He wasn't sure if it was the jealousy that someone else got to experience it before he did. Perhaps it was the arousal of knowing Ashley had let it happen even when he wasn't there. Whatever it was though, had him feeling like a teenager again.

"What do you think would have happened if you weren't interrupted?" Chris pulled back just enough to ask, his breath hot against her sensitive flesh. His thumb replaced his tongue, teasing her rim as he waited for her response. He loved how honest she became in these moments, how the pleasure stripped away any pretense. He pressed the tip in gently, then nearly bit a hole through his lip as Ashley pushed her ass back plunging, his thumb into her tight opening.

"I..." Ashley hesitated, her voice strained at the intrusion. "I don't know. Probably anything he wanted."

"Anything?" Chris's teeth scraped her hip. He didn't sound mad, just aggressive. Threatening almost. "Would you have let him fuck you?"

She gasped as Chris pushed his finger deeper, overwhelmed by the dual sensation of penetration and confession. "Yesss... ohhhh fuck."

Chris worked his finger slowly and carefully, just as he had all week. He pushed a little further each day as they explored new boundaries together. Ashley's trust in him, her willingness to share every detail of that night, made him want to worship her body even as his possessive urges grew stronger. The way her ass gripped his finger made him shudder. What would it feel like around his dick?

"Play with yourself," he urged, adding more pressure. The thought of fucking her in the ass consumed him. He needed a release. "Play with yourself while you think about him fucking you."

Ashley's thighs trembled as pleasure built inside her. She felt Chris's thumb slip from her ass just as her own fingers found her clit. She felt Chris's weight shift on the bed. The head of his cock momentarily pressed against her virgin hole as she let out a desperate whimper before feeling him shift his body and push into her warmth.

"Your body is on fire." Chris bit down on her neck. His new aggression sent waves of bliss through Ashley as he sheathed himself completely. He pressed his thumb against her tight ring, feeling the small amount of pressure against his cock. The image of the janitor claiming Ashley's ass sent conflicting waves of jealousy and arousal through him. "Would you have let this?"

Ashley's fingers worked faster against her clit as she pushed back against him. Her orgasm began to build inside her. All she could think about now was her own release. She didn't care if she sounded like a slut or even how it made him feel. "Yes, yes," she moaned, sliding her nails along Chris's shaft while he fucked her. "I... I wanted him to," she admitted, her confession making Chris's cock pulse inside her. "When his tongue was inside me, I wanted more. I wanted him to just take me."

Chris's grip tightened on her hip, his control slipping. The image in his head played again. Ashley moaning into the phone while the janitor pushed his large cock into her ass for the first time. "You never told me you liked it." His pace picked up with each word. His aggression was building with each confession. "Never even mentioned it was an option."

"That's... oh fuck... I didn't know. I never thought..." Ashley gasped, her walls clenching around him as pleasure built. "But the janitor... Baby, he was insatiable, like he couldn’t get enough." Her words dissolved into a moan as Chris's thumb pressed deeper.

"And that's what you wanted?" Chris's thrusts grew harder, matching the intensity of their conversation. "To be taken like that? Used?" He didn't mean for the words to sound so harsh, so crude, but Ashley's response told him everything he needed to know. Her body trembled, her fingers moving faster.

"Yessss." The shame in her voice was gone. All that was left now was hunger and need. "I wanted him to fuck my ass, to make me his whore while you listened." She felt Chris's cock pulse again. She could tell her words, her confession were having the same effect on him. Her orgasm neared, drawing another moan from her. "But... fuck don't stop. Oh God... I'm glad he didn't. I want you to be my first."

Hearing her say that did the trick. Chris's orgasm ripped through him without warning. “Ohhhh, fuck, fill me, baby... just like that, just like that! Ahh!” Wave after wave of electricity coursed through her. Her ass clenching around Chris's thumb as he filled her greedy pussy. They collapsed onto the bed a sweaty mess, both giggling from the intensity of their shared experience.

Chris pulled Ashley close, their bodies still trembling from release. "Were you serious?" He kissed her neck gently. "About wanting me to be your first?"

Ashley turned in his arms and smiled weakly at him. The past week had awakened so many new desires between them, but this felt different. More intimate somehow. "Of course," she whispered, running her fingers through his hair. "That's what makes all of this so special. Even when we're playing these games, exploring these fantasies... we're in this together. Finding new ways to connect."

His heart thundered beneath her touch as he processed her words. Even after everything they'd done, all of the games, Clayton, the janitor, she still found ways to make him fall deeper in love with her and to assure him that this was about the two of them.

"You know what I've been wondering?" Chris's fingers slid across her leg to her thigh. "We always talk about what happened after you called me that night, but never about how it started. What were you even doing in that stairwell? Was it planned? Did you go looking for him hoping to give me a show?"

Guilt clouded her afterglow, and Ashley felt her throat tighten. The memory of Clayton in the parking garage flashed through her head, his hands on her body, the way she'd nearly given in. How the janitor had seen all of it and used it to push her buttons. How she had been looking at her message to Clayton when he found her. The truth hovered on her lips, but fear held it back. What if telling Chris about the day changed everything? What if it ruined this beautiful thing they'd built? When she tried to tell him before it came out like another one of her stories. Had too much time passed to tell him the truth?

"Next time, baby," she managed, forcing playfulness into her voice as she pressed a kiss to his chest. "I'm too sore and too tired to go again right now." She rolled away from him, ignoring the hungry way his eyes followed her. "I need a shower."

Chris watched her disappear into the bathroom, his body still tingling with desire. The thought of claiming her ass, of being her first, sent fresh heat through his veins. His softening cock twitched with renewed interest, but reality intruded as his eyes caught the clock. Even when he wasn't anywhere around, Clayton's influence seemed to hover at the edges of their world.

Clayton's request for a weekend meeting nagged at him. These Saturday sessions had become rare as the company flourished, which made today's summons feel heavier. He requested both Chris and Katie be there, but didn't explain why. He thought back to Katie and her worried look. Did this have something to do with that? Was the question of who was following them going to be answered? Chris knew something bigger was going on, he just wasn't sure if he should bring it up to Clayton.

The sound of running water barely masked his growing unease. As he pulled on his jeans he noticed Ashley's cellphone on the nightstand. A flicker of jealousy washed over him. She'd been messaging Clayton a lot more lately. Using it to tease Chris. He considered going through the messages, but dismissed it just as quickly. He trusted her; she was doing this because she knew the angst only made it more exciting for him. With a soft chuckle he pulled on a shirt and rushed downstairs.


The sound of Chris's stomach growling echoed through his car as he pulled into the empty parking lot. After this morning's fun with Ashley, he hadn't had time to stop at Mable's for his usual breakfast. Even worse, he'd forgotten his lunch on the counter. Ashley's chicken and dumplings, his favorite comfort food that she'd made specially for him last night, now sat abandoned next to their coffee maker. He checked his watch as he slammed the BMW door shut. He was already 10 minutes late, not even enough time to grab a coffee.

Clayton's office door was open when Chris arrived. Katie was already there, though from his angle, it seemed like she was on Clayton's side of the desk. Blaming the oddity on his lack of coffee, Chris rounded the corner and saw her clearly seated on the edge of the sofa, although she did look slightly flushed. The sight triggered a memory of his conversation with Ashley. Unsolicited images flashed in his mind of Katie, naked and sprawled across the sofa, while Clayton ravaged her. His throat tightened, along with the front of his jeans, as he struggled to push the image away.

"Nice of you to finally join us." Clayton leaned back in his chair, his calculated confidence radiating from him in waves. "The code audit starts in three weeks. They'll be going through everything. Deployment logs, security protocols, client access records, and of course the entire code base."

Chris studied Clayton's face, searching for any tell that might betray concern. But Clayton's expression remained carefully neutral, reinforcing every troubling headline Chris had read about BitGuardian this week. The software was cutting-edge. Yet beneath its polished surface, experts whispered about backdoor access and unseen vulnerabilities, much like the man sitting before him. Until an audit was done, companies should be mindful of its access. One article even went so far as to say they suspected insider trading with some of BitGuardian's current clients, but failed to give specifics.

Chris considered some of the oddities in his own life. Clayton's perfect timing in certain situations. The way he always seemed to know information Chris couldn't remember giving him. The pictures of Ashley he claimed Chris showed him. While the evidence wasn't substantial, it was enough to make Chris start to question some things. He looked to Katie who seemed to have questions of her own, although her tactics were a bit more direct.

"Who exactly is conducting the audit?" Katie's voice sounded neutral, but Chris caught the slight edge underneath. "Are other companies raising similar concerns?"

Clayton's fingers curled into a fist, then just as quickly flattened on the table. His lips curved into a smirk as he weighed his response. "Just standard procedure. Though Larkin is particularly interested in the results." His eyes flickered to Chris for just a moment, his smile growing bigger. "They want us back in Seattle some time afterward to present our findings to the board."

"And the board's primary concerns?" Katie pressed, shifting in her seat. "Should we be prepared for any particular line of questioning?" Her hands twisted in her lap, drawing the hem of her dress up slightly making Chris bite the inside of his cheek.

"They're interested in our remote deployment capabilities. Specifically our spiderweb technology." Clayton pulled out a folder thick with white papers and client testimonials. "I need you both prepared for any security questions. Chris, you'll take point on the client-facing discussions. Focus on our zero-knowledge architecture, emphasize how client data remains completely siloed."

He slid a document across his desk. "I've prepared responses to the most common concerns. Study these. When potential clients ask about unauthorized access, and they will, redirect the conversation to our track record. Zero breaches, zero data leaks." Clayton's voice carried that smooth assurance that always made Chris uneasy. "Katie, you'll handle the technical presentations. Stick to the white paper. Don't deviate from the approved talking points."

"And if they ask about the media coverage?" There was a flicker in Clayton's eyes. One that suggested he anticipated the question, or maybe that he resented her for asking it.

"Our message remains the same. Those claims are all fabricated. Lies from our competition to undermine our success. Remember, we're not defending our technology. We're showcasing its success." He tapped the folder meaningfully. "Every question about security is an opportunity to close a bigger deal."

"Are they?" Chris cursed himself silently. Why couldn't he keep his mouth shut? He didn't want to ask the question, but there'd been so many unexplained coincidences that he couldn't get past. "Fabricated, I mean."

Clayton's expression shifted subtly, like a predator assessing potential prey. The silence stretched between them as Katie's pen stopped scratching against her notepad. Chris felt sweat bead at the base of his neck, remembering snippets of overheard conversations, that dark car following him, Tom's cryptic comments in Seattle, the way Clayton knew things about him and Ashley that he didn't remember sharing.

"Careful, Chris." Clayton's stare bore into him, his tone bordering on threatening. His eyes darkened slightly, or maybe it was just the light in the room. "I'm not sure what you're implying." His eyes flickered deliberately to Katie before returning to Chris, the gesture itself a reminder of how many secrets filled this room. "But as a part owner of this company, you're liable for any... misconceptions. I suggest you reassess your loyalties carefully."

The threat lingered in the air between them, wrapped in corporate pleasantries but unmistakable in its intent. Chris felt the weight of everything he stood to lose. His career, his newfound wealth, possibly even Ashley, pressing down on him like a physical force.

Heat crept up Chris's spine, flooding his face. "I... I didn't mean to insinuate. I just..." The words died in his throat as he watched Clayton's glare transform into that familiar smirk, the same one he wore when orchestrating their more private moments.

"Just stick to the script," Clayton's voice softened but maintained its edge. "We have nothing to hide here, and anyone who suggests otherwise is... misguided." The pause before that last word felt deliberately weighted, like everything else in Clayton's carefully constructed world.

Chris studied Clayton's face, searching for any crack in the perfect facade. But like always, Clayton's expression revealed only what he wanted seen, his responses feeling rehearsed like pieces in a larger game Chris couldn't quite grasp.

"Is there anything specific we should review?" Chris found himself asking, retreating to safer territory. "Any particular clients or implementations they're concerned about?"

Clayton's smile grew wider. He was happy to see Chris fall into place. He needed to learn that here, just like in the bedroom, his role was to submit to Clayton. He was growing tired of needing to remind him of that. "Just make sure everything's documented properly. We wouldn't want any misunderstandings about our capabilities."

Rising from his chair, Clayton effectively ended that line of questioning. "Katie, would you mind getting those deployment logs organized? I need to discuss the Seattle logistics with Chris."

Katie gave Chris a worried look, then gathered her things. Her perfume lingered as she passed. Chris couldn't keep himself from watching her walk by, noting that Clayton did the same. The office felt smaller somehow as the door clicked shut behind her. He turned to face Clayton, who was already pulling something up on his computer that Chris couldn't see.

"About Seattle," Chris started, his earlier confrontation making him choose his words carefully. "I already told you Ashley won't be-"

"Relax," Clayton cut him off, waving his hand dismissively. "I wasn't going to suggest it. I know how you feel about Tom." He leaned back in his chair, finally looking away from the computer screen. "Though I have to say, all this hostility is surprising." Clayton's eyes grew brighter, more intense. "I thought we had an understanding."

Chris's fingers dug into his thighs beneath the desk. Images of Seattle flashed through his mind - Ashley writhing beneath Clayton while he watched, encouraged, participated.

"Actually," Clayton continued, his tone deceptively light, "I have some business to handle here that week. You should take Katie instead." His eyes met Chris's, daring him to blink. "She can be quite the ally when you let her in."

Chris's head spun as the implications hit him: Clayton here with Ashley while he was hours away with Katie. The arithmetic of it made his pulse race. He found himself torn between jealousy and arousal. Every time he thought he had a handle on things, a new wrinkle would form and make him rethink it all. He opened his mouth to protest, to draw a line, but Clayton's earlier warning about loyalties still hung heavily in the air. Or maybe it was that he didn't know how to respond. Did part of him want to see how things would escalate? Would he be able to bear it? He could just tell Ashley to pause the game while he was gone, but was that really what he wanted? His growing hardness made him unsure.

"Something else on your mind?" Clayton's question carried an edge of triumph, as if he could read every conflicting emotion crossing Chris's face.

Chris swallowed hard, tasting the protests that died in his throat. One confrontation per day felt like enough, especially when he was already on shaky ground. The conversation about boundaries could wait, even as his mind raced with possibilities of what might happen in his absence.

"No," he managed, hating how his voice betrayed his uncertainty. "That's all."


"So... what do you think?" Katie's voice caught Chris off guard as he exited Clayton's office. She leaned against the wall, arms crossed, waiting.

"Not here," Chris murmured, glancing back at Clayton's door. He guided them toward their desks finding it hard to focus on any one part of the meeting. "About the audit, or..."

"All of it." Katie sat on the edge of her desk causing her skirt to ride up past her knee. Her foot bounced touching Chris's leg. "Could they be connected? The audit, the car following us?"

"I'm not sure." Chris's stomach growled loudly, interrupting his response. Katie's laugh echoed in the empty office.

"When's the last time you ate?" She kicked his leg playfully.

"Left my lunch on the counter," he admitted, rising from his chair. "Want to grab a bite? We can talk more."

"Sounds like someone was distracted this morning." Katie gave a knowing wink. The office suddenly felt much too warm.

"I'll drive," Katie said, smoothing out her skirt as she stood. "There's a great little cafe just down the road. They serve the best chicken caesar salads." Her heels clicked against the floor as she fell in line next to Chris. "Perfect way to replenish your energy after a morning... workout."

Chris felt heat flood his face as he held the door, watching Katie glide past him. His eyes rested on the back of her leg where her skirt seemed to ride higher with each step she took. The short walk to her car gave him time to collect himself, though the confined space during the drive did little to ease his growing discomfort.

The lunch crowd's chatter provided perfect cover for private conversation as they settled into their booth. While Chris attacked his salad with obvious hunger, Katie stirred her iced tea, giggling as he practically inhaled his food.

"Clayton wants you to come to Seattle with me," Chris said between bites. "For the board meeting after the audit."

The straw fell from Katie's mouth, clearly not expecting that curveball. "Really? Do you think it's because he's worried about the audit?"

The question made Chris's stomach tighten. He hadn't really considered that possibility. He was too focused on his personal life. His mind wandered to Ashley, home alone while he was across the country. Clayton's earlier smirk replayed in his head, along with images of Ashley stretched out on their bed moaning for more. Was this just about the audit, or was Clayton just looking for an excuse to get Ashley alone?

Chris pushed the thoughts aside, focusing on the woman across from him. "I'm not sure," he admitted. "But it made me realize there's something else I need to talk to you about."

"Why so serious, boss man?" Katie gave her usual playful smile as she leaned in, her chest nearly visible under her low-cut top. "Am I in trouble? Have I been a bad girl?"

A restless tension coiled in Chris's body, his pulse quickening as he willed himself not to lower his gaze. Katie always had this playful thing about her. He told himself it was harmless. She just knew how to push his button. It was part of what made her such a great saleswoman. She had the ability to keep people completely at ease while making them wonder if she was actually flirting or just trying to make the sale.

"Not at all," his voice sounded much calmer than he felt. "Actually, with my ownership stake in the company, I've been looking to offload some responsibilities. We need someone to step up as VP of Sales so I can focus more on the business side."

Katie's playfulness melted into genuine surprise. "Are you saying...?"

"The Seattle trip would be a perfect opportunity to prove yourself," Chris continued, watching her expression shift from shock to excitement. "Clayton already knows your numbers are solid, and you know I think you're great. Prove you can handle a client like Larken and you're all set."

"Oh my God, Chris." Her hand reached across the table, squeezing his forearm. The touch felt like electricity shooting through his body. He shifted in his seat, hoping she couldn't see his discomfort under the table. "I mean, thank you for considering me. This would be... life-changing."

"You know," Katie said, still smiling as she removed her hand. "Maybe I was just being paranoid about the whole being followed thing." She shrugged, but something in her expression suggested she was trying to convince herself as much as him. "I haven't noticed anything since I mentioned it to you."

Chris wanted to believe her, to write it off as stress-induced paranoia. But the same instinct that warned him about BitGuardian's too-rapid success kept that nagging doubt alive.

"Let's talk about something else," Katie suggested, noting his troubled expression. "All this conspiracy stuff is exhausting." She took a long sip of tea, studying him. "Tell me something that doesn't involve work."

"Like what?"

"Like... how'd you end up in sales? You don't strike me as the typical sales bro."

Chris laughed, grateful for the shift. "Actually, I wanted to be a teacher. High school English, if you can believe that."

"What happened? Worried that such a hot teacher would attract the jailbait?"

Chris chuckled nervously, his eyes catching the way she laughed, her lips curling just enough to reveal the faintest hint of a bite. It made his pulse skip, but he forced himself to focus. "Student loans mainly." He cleared his throat. "Needed something that paid better." He shrugged, the memory of those lean early years tugging at him. "Ashley was still in nursing school..."

"God, student loans," Katie groaned. "They nearly ruined me. I was drowning until Clayton..." She trailed off, her expression clouding briefly before she forced a smile. "Well, anyway. Here we are."

"Here we are," Chris echoed, noting how quickly she'd changed the subject. "What about you? How'd you end up in tech sales?"

Their conversation flowed easier after that, trading stories about horrible first jobs and embarrassing interviews. Chris found himself genuinely enjoying Katie's company, her quick wit and easy laugh making the heavy questions about BitGuardian seem distant.

The drive back to the office was comfortable, filled with casual chatter about weekend plans and Netflix recommendations. It felt good, normal, like coming up for air after being underwater too long.


The light floral print sundress hovered just above her knees as Ashley looked herself over in the mirror one last time. Her still damp hair curled softly around her shoulders, and she'd kept her makeup minimal, just mascara and a hint of gloss. The dress's thin straps showed off just enough of her shoulders to be sexy. The fitted bodice hugged her chest tight before flowing into a playful skirt. For a moment she considered changing into something less... noticeable. But it was just errands. Grocery shopping, her nail appointment, nothing that required overthinking her outfit.

Her bare feet padded down the stairs, a mental checklist running through her head. She spotted Chris's lunch forgotten on the kitchen counter. Her chicken and dumplings, his absolute favorite. Picking it up from the counter to toss it in the trash, she paused. Had he not been so... attentive to her needs earlier, he wouldn't have been running late and wouldn't have forgotten his lunch.

"I should swing by and drop it off," she murmured to herself, already reaching for her purse. The nail salon could wait a few minutes. Besides, surprising Chris at work always brightened his day. She pulled out her phone to let him know she was on the way when she saw a text from Clayton:

_what are you wearing?_

She rolled her eyes, but couldn't deny the butterflies that fluttered in her stomach. She looked at herself in the mirror one last time, before tossing her phone back into her purse, deciding both men deserved the surprise of seeing her in person.

"When did I become this person?" she whispered to her reflection, both thrilled and unnerved by the woman staring back at her. That question followed her out the door and into her car, where the coolness of the steering wheel beneath her trembling fingers seemed to seep into her very bones.

The drive to Chris's office was a blur of familiar streets giving her time to reflect on recent changes in her life. Mrs. Johnson's delighted laughter from earlier in the week echoed in her mind, drowning out whatever pop tune was playing on the radio. Her favorite patient, always able to read her like a book. It was like she could see straight through her and read her most intimate thoughts.

"Something happened," Mrs. Johnson had declared the moment Ashley walked into her room after Jen grabbed her from the stairwell. "I know that look. Come on, spill it." Her eager expression reminded Ashley of a teenager at a sleepover, ready for the juiciest gossip.

A red light caught her at Jefferson, giving her mind space to replay their conversation. She'd told Mrs. Johnson everything: the text messages with Clayton, the stairwell with the janitor. She even told her wow it started with her getting caught looking at the picture, and that Chris listened in while the janitor... The older woman's enthusiasm had been infectious, though her wisdom came wrapped in playful warnings.

"Oh honey, that's delicious," Mrs. Johnson had fanned herself dramatically. "Robert and I had so many adventures like that. The thrill of getting caught, the excitement of new adventures..." Her expression softened then, growing more serious. "Just remember why you started this journey together. The minute it stops being about the two of you, about making each other happy - that's when you need to hit the brakes."

The light turned green, but Mrs. Johnson's words lingered. Ashley shifted in her seat, the thin fabric of her dress sliding against her skin. The thought of Chris's reaction made her pulse quicken. How his breath would catch when she walked in, the way he'd struggle to maintain composure when Clayton saw her. She loved watching him come undone, the way their shared secrets made even innocent moments like this crackle with electricity. But lately, she'd found herself craving more than just Chris's reaction. The power she felt when Clayton's eyes followed her, the thrill of knowing she could affect them both, it was intoxicating. Mrs. Johnson's warning about keeping it about each other echoed in her mind, making her wonder if she was still playing their game or starting a new one entirely.

Another stoplight. Her fingers drummed against the wheel as she caught her reflection in the rearview mirror. The woman staring back barely resembled the shy nurse who'd first started this journey. That Ashley would have never sent Clayton such an indecent photo. Would have never let the janitor...

"The tricky part," Mrs. Johnson had said, adjusting her blanket, "is you never know you've gone too far until you're already there. That's why you two need to keep talking, keep checking in. Robert and I learned that lesson the hard way once or twice."

She stole one last glance in the rearview mirror, studying herself with new eyes. The woman who stared back wasn't just Chris's wife playing a role anymore. She was something else, someone else. The question was, could she stop this game if she wanted? Or was she too far gone? Was she too addicted to the thrill of power and surrender to know when to stop?

BitGuardian's parking lot was near empty as she pulled into it. Chris's BMW was parked in front of the building, and Clayton's was off to the side. She eyed his private entrance, and for the slightest second considered entering through his office first. How would Chris react if she appeared from Clayton's office? She rubbed her thighs together laughing at herself as she made her way to the main entrance. She was here for Chris, for them, not Clayton.


The BitGuardian office felt eerily quiet when she arrived. No familiar faces greeted her, no sounds of keyboards clicking or phones ringing. Just silence and the soft hum of fluorescent lights. She almost turned around and walked out, assuming they had already wrapped up for the day.

"Ashley?" Clayton's voice startled her as she turned back toward his office. When he came out of the office to greet her, the first thing that caught her attention was his perfectly pressed white dress shirt. The top two buttons were undone, revealing a glimpse of his muscular chest. His sleeves were rolled up to his forearms, giving him the look of a man who had been deeply focused on something important. Ashley felt a flicker of warmth deep in her core, hating how her body reacted to his devilishly handsome appearance.

He stepped closer, his presence filling the space between them as though he'd been expecting her all along, even though she hadn’t told anyone she was coming. "What a delightful surprise."

Before she could respond, his hand brushed her lower back, the touch casual but undeniably firm, almost possessive. It sent a wave of unwanted shivers racing up her spine, making her head spin.

"I just wanted to drop off Chris's lunch." She held up the container like a flimsy barrier between them. Mrs. Johnson's words echoed in her mind: _The minute it stops being about the two of you..._ She studied Clayton's expression, shifting her weight to her other foot while his confident smile bore into her. She asked herself if she was still doing this for them or if the exhilarating power of Clayton's attention had become its own reward.

"Ah." Clayton's smile widened. "You just missed him. He and Katie went to lunch together." His thumb pressed against her spine causing her to step forward. "They've been spending quite a bit of time together lately. Getting... pretty close actually."

Ashley's stomach clenched, though she refused to acknowledge why. She knew Chris, knew their relationship was stronger than Clayton's insinuations. Yet something about the way he said it, the casual certainty in his tone, planted a seed she couldn't quite shake.

"What do you mean?"

"Oh, probably nothing," he said, waving his hand dismissively.

Ashley raised her eyebrow. She knew what he was trying to do, and she was determined not to let him see how his words affected her.

"Is that supposed to make me jealous?" She kept her voice steady, playful, despite how hard her heart was beating against her chest. After all they'd done together, all the boundaries they'd pushed, she had no right to jealousy. Still, the image of Katie that night in Clayton's office lingered uncomfortably in her mind.

He pulled her body into his, ignoring her question. "You can leave that on his desk. But since you're here..." His lips brushed her ear. "I've been thinking about that picture you sent."

"Picture?" She aimed for innocence, but the sharp intake of breath gave her away instantly. "I don't know what you're talking about." She'd spent hours fantasizing about this moment, imagining Chris's reaction when she recreated that photo, giving him new material for their shared fantasies. But now, facing Clayton's hungry gaze, she wondered if she had once again underestimated him.

"Oh, I see. Playing hard to get, are we?" His tone was condescending, every bit the asshole she knew him to be. Yet something about him not hiding it made it almost endearing. His hand slid down her back slightly to the swell of her hips. Without realizing how she got there, she found herself standing in his office.

"Perhaps I can refresh your memory." His fingertips brushed her hair back and his lips found her neck. Despite herself, she tilted her head giving him better access. "See, I got this picture a few nights ago with this sexy little blonde on her knees smiling from ear to ear..."

Ashley giggled, closing her eyes and enjoying their little game for just a moment. "Sounds like you got me confused with someone else. I'm a married woman. I would never send such a photo."

Clayton's kisses grew hungrier, nipping at her neck. "Oh I could never confuse you with someone else. The way you moan my name when I slide inside you." His fingers slide under the hem of her dress. "The way your tongue slips just past your lips when you're getting close." He gripped the edge of her panties pulling them aside. "The way your pussy clings to my dick when you cum."

"Clayton, stop," she protested weakly, even as her body sought after his touch. She placed her hands on his forearm, pushing it gently to break the contact. "I shouldn't..."

"Shouldn't what?" She managed to push him back slightly. His fingers were still on her side though, bunching the thin fabric of her dress. "Shouldn't be here? Or shouldn't be thinking about what I promised to do to you?" His teeth grazed her pulse point. "Didn't I warn you what was going to happen the next time I got a chance?"

"Yes." She wasn't sure which question she was responding to. Her hands went to his chest, her fingers curling inside his shirt feeling the heat of his skin.

"And now here you are. All alone in my office while your husband is out with Katie, probably admiring how her skirt rides up when she crosses her legs..."

Jealousy twisted in Ashley's gut while an inferno raged in her core. The image of Chris with Katie made her blood boil, even as Clayton's touch made her skin burn. She knew she was being hypocritical feeling this way. But he had insisted this wasn't about him wanting permission to be with someone else, and Clayton's words painted a picture she couldn't ignore.

"Remember what I promised?" His voice dropped lower, his grip tightening. "How I'd mark every inch of you?" His fingers slid back up her body brushing against the front of her dress. Her nipples hardening in response. "Show you what it really means to be claimed?" He pressed against her, pinning her to the door. The hard evidence of his desire made her breath catch.

"Seems like you've been thinking about that picture a lot." Ashley gave a confident smirk, but her body was already humming. She needed to regain some control over this situation, over herself.

"And you haven't?" His fingers hooked the thin strap of her sundress, slowly sliding it down her shoulder as he planted soft kisses in their wake. A shiver of energy ran straight through her body at that tiny point of contact. Her heart lurched in surprise when she didn't pull away from him.

"I've sent so many pictures to so many guys lately," she lied, reaching up to stop the strap at her elbow, but not breaking the contact. "It's hard to keep track." The words were meant to unsettle him, to push back against his dominance. Instead, his knowing smile made her stomach flip.

The scent of mint lingered in the air as Clayton loomed over her, and she couldn’t help but wonder if the door behind her would hold. "Don't pretend." He moved his hand away from the strap on her dress, instead sliding it up inside of her leg. "Like you didn't know exactly what you were getting yourself into. Like you weren't hoping this exact moment would happen so I can give you what even your husband can't."

Ashley's defiance wavered, her knees growing weak. "You seem awfully sure of yourself."

The room felt like it was closing in on her as Clayton's hand slid all the way up her dress to her hip. He pressed his forehead to hers, and for a moment, she thought he may try to kiss her. Instinctively she turned her head. "Do you still think about that night?" His thumb slid across her inner thigh, making her bite back a moan. "When you sat in that closet right there and made yourself cum watching me fuck someone else. You were wishing it was you even then."

She realized she was holding her breath, her body betraying her with each calculated touch. The memory of that night in the closet flooded back - the forbidden thrill of watching, of letting herself get lost in the fantasy. Now here she was, back where it all started. "I should go," she whispered, but her arm was already hooking around his neck, her body arching into his touch.

"First, I believe you have a picture to send." The sudden loss of his touch left her aching and empty. His hands settled on her shoulders, applying firm pressure. Ashley's mind raced with conflicting emotions as the carpet's coarse texture pressed against her knees.

She should leave. Every rational thought screamed it. But images of Katie in this very office, of Chris at lunch with her right now, made her pulse quicken. Chris... she needed to talk to Chris, to make sure this was okay.

"I... Let me call Chris first." Her mouth felt like she'd swallowed sand. Each second she was in here she felt more and more of her walls slip away.

"You will... but only after you send him a picture of your pretty face covered in my cum." His words should have made her storm out angry, but instead, it left her acutely aware of the dampness pooling between her legs.

"We have rules," she protested weakly, her need growing with each passing second. "If you just let me call first..."

"Rules?" Clayton's fingers traced down her neck, making her shiver. "Like the rules you followed in the parking garage?" His touch was deliberate, calculated. His hands glided over her shoulders and down her arm taking the straps of her dress with him. A moan escaped Ashley's lips as he slid them over her exposed chest and pinched her nipple, causing her dress to fall free in the process. "He still doesn't know about that, does he? How close you came to surrendering. How wet you were after just a few short minutes with me."

"That was..." Ashley's resistance wavered as his hand traveled back up her body. His thumb brushing her bottom lip. "That was different. I stopped..."

"Did you stop because of these arbitrary rules?" His fingers curved around her neck like he owned her. "Or because you were scared that once you let yourself go you couldn't go back? Be honest, Ashley. You've thought about that moment every day since. Wondered what would have happened if you'd just let go."

"You're wrong." She sucked on her bottom lip, her gaze lingering on the growing bulge in the front of his pants. The Seattle trip rushed to the front of her mind. Clayton's aggression, the way he commanded the room. Her resolve continued to crumble as she gave into her body's desires.

"Besides," his fingers worked at his belt, the sound making her pulse race, "we wouldn't want to interrupt his lunch date, would we?" The implication stung but she told herself it was just Clayton trying to get a rise from her. "Do you think it's going this well?" Ashley caught herself biting her bottom lip, the metallic taste of blood shocking her back to reality. But it wasn't enough to break whatever spell Clayton had woven. His swollen head hovered at eye level, taunting her.

"Let go, Ashley," he commanded softly. "Stop fighting what we both know you want."

Time seemed to stop for Ashley in that moment. She'd come here to bring Chris lunch, such an innocent gesture. But as the carpet brushed against her knees, she wondered if this was what she really wanted all along. A chance to recreate the photo she'd sent to Clayton. But now, even that "plan" was going completely wrong. When did she stop being in control? She thought she could tease Clayton, the same way she did Chris, but he wasn't Chris. Clayton commanded rather than coaxed. Her body responded to his dominance. This wasn't the playful submission she shared with Chris. This was more raw, darker, and somehow more dangerous. Her heartbeat thundered in her chest as her traitorous body overpowered her rational thought.

"Stop," she whispered, but the word held no conviction. Her eyes fixed on him as he freed himself, her mouth going dry at the sight. Whatever resistance she had left crumbled as she reached forward taking him in her right hand.

"Other hand," he said, fisting her hair, causing her to yelp in response while she switched hands. The moment her fingers wrapped around his shaft she heard him groan. A surge of pride shot through her, even as her ring glimmered in the light. She licked her lips instinctively, her thumb sliding over the tip of his head, smearing the droplet of pre-cum across his impressive length.

The hand in Ashley's hair tightened as her hand worked at a torturously slow pace. She tightened her grip slightly, using Clayton's juices as lubrication as she marveled at the thick piece of meat in her hand. "I think it needs a bit more, don't you?" Clayton pushed on her head sending her face into his cock. He laughed as he smeared it across her cheek, her strokes never stopping.

"Is this how you did it with your husband? So slow and intimate? I think we both know that's not really what you want, is it?" With a chuckle he held her head still by her hair, cupping her chin to open her mouth.

Ashley's breath caught, it was like her body was on autopilot as Clayton pushed his cock into her warm mouth. Her jaw ached at the sudden intrusion causing her to open wider to take his girth. Her tongue pushed against the bottom of his shaft. She could feel the pulsing of a vein as she yielded to his demanding touch. This was already so much different than with Chris. Like every other encounter she had with Clayton, he was in control, and he was determined to ensure she knew it.

"Chris is going to be so disappointed he didn't get a front row seat to this." Clayton's hands were on the back of her head, more than a quarter of his cock now between her lips. "But at least he'll have the pictures to look back on. Do you think he'll play with his dick while he looks at the picture of you covered in my cum?" Each word stripped away another layer of her resistance. She couldn't help wonder if Clayton was right. What would Chris do with the photo? The thought caused her to close her lips around his member. Her moan vibrating against his sensitive skin.

Her hand trembled slightly as she held the base of it, her eyes starting to water. "Such a good girl," Clayton purred, his grip in her hair maintaining control. "But we both know you can do better. Put your hands behind your back." Ashley's mind raced with conflicting emotions - shame at her eagerness, pride at Clayton's approval, guilt about Chris. Yet somehow the guilt only heightened her arousal.

Spit slid down her chin as she felt Clayton push into her throat. She hollowed out her cheeks pushing her head back against Clayton's hand. She knew she was fighting a losing battle, but she didn't want to give in to his demands yet. She wanted to prove she could still play his game, and set her own rules. She doubled her efforts, determined to make Clayton lose his carefully maintained control. His grip tightened in response, and she knew she was succeeding. She pulled off his cock with a loud pop as she gasped for air.

"I thought you wanted this to be similar to how it was with Chris?" She sucked in air as her hand pumped his shaft faster. She heard him let out a small moan and through tear-filled eyes saw his eyes were half-lidded. She was winning. "I let Chris fuck my chest first, you know. Is that what you want, big boy? You want to fuck my chest?"

Clayton's eyes had drifted shut, his grip loosening in her hair as Ashley worked him with growing confidence. His breathing grew ragged, as he rocked his hips in rhythm with her hand.

"You seemed so sure of yourself earlier," she teased, relishing his momentary weakness. Her free hand slid up his thigh as her chest engulfed his length. "What's wrong, big boy? Cat got your tongue... or maybe it has something else?"

A low groan escaped his lips Ashley pushed her exposed chest over his manhood. For once, she had him on the defensive. Her newfound power was liberating. Her tongue slid from between her lips, teasing his head with each upward movement.

"I thought you were going to show me how much better you were at this than Chris." She squeezed harder, setting her own pace now. "Or maybe you can't handle me the way he does."

That was her mistake. Clayton's eyes snapped open, dark with renewed purpose. Before Ashley could react, his hand fisted in her hair again, this time with bruising force.

"Cute," he growled. The momentary loss of control was gone, replaced by something far more intoxicating. "Hand me your phone."

Her brief triumph evaporated as he yanked her head back, forcing her to meet his gaze. Without breaking eye contact, she fished the phone from her purse and punched in the password before handing it to Clayton. "Hands behind your back," he commanded. "Now."

Something in his tone made Ashley shiver. She'd pushed too far, challenged his dominance, and now Clayton would remind her exactly who was in charge. Her arms trembled as she slowly complied, the inferno blazing in her core intensifying.

"That's better." His thumb swiped away a tear on her cheek, the gentle gesture at odds with his iron grip. "Now, let's show Chris what you really are. What you really need."

Clayton's grip on Ashley's hair tightened as he positioned her head exactly where he wanted it. With his other hand, he held her phone, ready to capture the moment. "Open wider," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Ashley's lips parted, her eyes wide with fear and anticipation as she breathed through her nose. Clayton didn't hesitate, pushing his thick cock into her mouth, forcing her to take him deep. She gagged almost immediately, her eyes watering as he hit the back of her throat.

"That's it," he growled, his hips beginning to move, fucking her face with deliberate, brutal thrusts. "Show me what a little slut you are. We both know this is what you wanted."

Ashley's nails bit into her palms as she fought to breathe. Saliva dripped from her mouth, coating his shaft, making it easier for him to slide deeper. Her mascara ran in dark streaks down her cheeks.

"Hold still," Clayton commanded, the phone's camera clicking repeatedly. "I want to capture that look in your eyes - the one you're afraid to admit to yourself. The one that shows how desperately you need this." Somewhere in the back of her mind, Ashley knew exactly what he was talking about.

She knew when she sent the picture to Clayton something would happen. That had been part of the thrill, imagining his reaction, picturing how Chris's eyes would darken with that familiar hunger when she told him about it later. She'd seen that look in Chris's eyes when she showed him the photo before sending it, felt his arousal at the thought of what Clayton might do. But with each click of the camera, as Clayton documented her submission, she felt herself tumbling past boundaries she didn't even know she had.

This wasn't just about giving Chris fodder for his fantasies anymore. She couldn't hide behind that excuse. Just hours ago, she'd sat in her car, confidently telling herself she was in control, that this was all just a game she was playing. Now, on her knees with mascara-stained tears rolling down her cheeks, she realized how naive that confidence had been.

Each degrading command from Clayton, each demanding touch, sent waves of arousal through her. She told herself she was doing this for Chris. That her surrender to Clayton was just another gift for her husband. But the desperate way her body responded to Clayton's touch, how eagerly she craved his approval while simultaneously hating herself for wanting it, this was becoming something else entirely. The thought of showing Chris how far she'd gone, of confessing every degrading detail while he touched her... She moaned around Clayton's length, transforming her submission into an active choice rather than mere surrender. She pictured Chris's desire as she retold the story. She could almost feel him inside her, twitching with need as she laid out this exact moment in agonizing detail.

Every photo would show Chris exactly how she'd lost herself, yet somehow that only heightened her arousal. The rational part of her mind screamed to remember her boundaries, to maintain some illusion of control. But each time she thought she'd found a line she wouldn't cross, Clayton's words would slice through her resistance, and she'd find herself stumbling eagerly into new depths of submission - not just because Clayton demanded it, but because she desperately wanted to see that familiar hunger in Chris's eyes when she told him about it later.

"Look how much you love this." He pulled his cock from her mouth, a string of saliva connecting them. Ashley gasped for breath, her chest heaving, her lungs burning. Clayton's control was absolute now, his earlier moment of weakness forgotten. Clayton gave her no respite, slapping his cock against her cheek, her lips, her tongue.

"Lick it," he commanded, his voice dripping with malice. "Lick it like a good little slut."

Ashley's tongue darted out, licking his shaft, her puffy eyes never leaving his. She could see the hunger in his gaze, the raw desire that mirrored her own conflicting feelings. The same look Chris would give her later. Perhaps in a way this was her own form of control.

"That's right," he taunted, his hand reaching down to squeeze her breast roughly. "You love this, don't you? You love being treated like a whore."

"I don't..." she started, but her actions contradicted her words as she leaned forward, seeking him out. She was too far gone to pretend anymore, having crossed lines she never thought she would. The war between desire and dignity played across her face as Clayton documented every moment of her submission.

"You can't get enough of it can you? You love the way my cock makes you feel." He didn't wait for a response, instead he grabbed the back of her head and forced her down on his length until her nose was pressed against his skin. She spluttered, her eyes watering as he pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat with a relentless rhythm.

"There you go," he grunted, his hips moving steadily, fucking her face with harsh, unyielding strokes. "Show me how much you can take."

Ashley's body revolted, her mouth aching to accommodate him. Her gagging sounds filled the room, wet, choking "glug, glug, glug" that echoed with every thrust. Saliva spilled from her mouth, dribbling down to her heavy chest. Her eyes looked up at him with both a hint of defiance and one of resignation.

Clayton's grin was cold, calculating. "You're a mess, Ashley," he sneered, his free hand closing around her jaw, forcing her to look at him. "But you love it, don't you? You love being used like this."

He pulled his cock out for a brief moment, allowing her a gasping breath before he slammed back in, resuming his punishing pace. Ashley's moans were muffled, her body trembling with arousal.

"Look at you, gagging on my cock," Clayton growled. A cruel amusement threaded through his tone. "You should see yourself, tears streaming, makeup ruined. This is what you've been craving, isn't it?"

Ashley's response was a garbled mess, her words incoherent as he continued to fuck her face. Her body convulsed with each thrust, the primal sounds coming from her throat filling the room.

Clayton pulled her off his cock, as spit rolled down her chin. Ashley gasped, her lungs burning as she sucked in air. Her chest heaved, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Clayton gave her a moment to recover, his cock twitching in anticipation.

"Good girl," he murmured, his thumb brushing her cheek. The words sent shivers down Ashley's spine. "Now, it's time for your reward."

Ashley looked up at him, her eyes wide with eagerness. She knew what was coming, and despite the brutal treatment, she couldn't deny the thrill coursing through her veins, her body humming with anticipation.

Clayton's lips curved into a smirk. "Play with yourself." He watched the wheels turning in her head as she comprehended the command. "Play with that needy little pussy while I fuck your tits."

She complied without hesitation, her hands trembling not from fear but from desperate arousal. She'd never been treated this way. Had never been talked to this way, but she couldn't deny the way her body felt. Her fingers slid beneath her dress. She was soaked, her pussy slick with arousal. She began to rub her clit, her eyes locked on Clayton's as he positioned his cock between her breasts.

"That's it," he grunted, his hips beginning to move, his cock sliding up and down between her tits.

Ashley moaned, her fingers moving faster as she watched Clayton's cock thrust between her breasts. The sight of his thick shaft, glistening with her saliva and his pre-cum, sent waves of pleasure through her.

The physical sensations blurred together as Ashley lost herself in the moment, her mind clouded with a fog of pleasure and submission, conscious thought giving way to primal need. Clayton's words of degradation should have offended her, should have made her stop. Instead, they pushed her closer to the edge.

Clayton's movements grew more urgent, his control slipping. "Fuck, Ashley," he groaned, his body tensing. "I'm going to cum. I'm going to cover you in my seed."

Ashley's fingers worked faster, her own release building. She was so close, teetering on the edge of ecstasy. But Clayton had other plans. His hand shot down, grabbing her wrist and pulling it away just as her pleasure peaked.

"Not yet," he commanded, his voice thick with cruel amusement. "Not until I tell you that you can."

"Please," the word escaped before Ashley could stop it, need overwhelming her pride. "I'm so close." She bit her lip, her face was red. Her body was overstimulated and in need of release.

Clayton's smile grew darker. "Close to what, Ashley? Tell me exactly what you want." His hips continued to rock, his own release imminent.

A moan escaped Ashley's lips as Clayton's cock slid over her nipple. "Let me finish," she managed, trying to maintain some semblance of control even in her begging. "Please, I need..."

"Need what?" His free hand gripped her chin. "My cock inside you? Is that what you're trying to say? You want me to fuck you?"

"Yes," she said weakly, and her fingers found her clit again. "Fuck me... Please... Please fuck me, Clayton."

"No." Clayton's breathing grew ragged as he felt his own pleasure build. "Put your hands behind your back." His commanding tone left no room for argument. "Now stick out your tongue like a good girl. Show me how badly you want it."

Ashley complied hesitantly, yielding the last shred of her dignity as she assumed the position he demanded. Her tongue extended past her lips as she looked up at him through her lashes with desperate need.

Clayton erupted with a roar, the first hot burst landing across Ashley's extended tongue before painting thick stripes across her flushed cheeks. Wave after wave followed as he continued to thrust, each pulse marking new territory - dripping from her chin, coating her neck, pooling in the hollow of her throat. She gasped at the sheer volume, overwhelmed by how thoroughly he was claiming her. True to his earlier promise, not an inch of her chest remained untouched as his release seemed endless, glazing her breasts and running down between them in rivulets. Through it all, she maintained her pose, hands clasped behind her back, tongue extended, accepting each burst as both punishment and reward. The warmth of his dominance covered her completely, transforming her from the confident woman who'd entered his office into exactly what he'd promised to make her... his slut.

Ashley knelt there as time seemed to stop, his release cooling on her skin. She hadn't even realized she was still holding the pose until Clayton raised her phone. "Perfect," he murmured, capturing her in this moment of complete surrender. "Don't move." The camera clicked several times, documenting her submission from different angles. Only then did his voice soften with approval. "Good girl. Now swallow my cum and send these to Chris. Let's show him I do everything better than him."

Ashley trembled as she obeyed, her own denied pleasure making her hyper-aware of every sensation. His cum glistened on her skin, evidence of her complete submission. Her carefully applied makeup was ruined, mascara-stained tears mixed with his seed, her dress stained beyond salvaging. The command sent a shiver through her. She'd yielded completely to his will, following his demands without conscious thought.

Her hands shook as she stared at the images. Her submission captured perfectly in pixels, each photo showing a different angle of her degradation. Her heart thundered against her ribs as she pressed send, knowing this moment would replay endlessly in both their bedrooms.

"If you want me to fuck you," Clayton's words cut through her daze like a knife, "then you'll have to wait." He paused, letting the implications sink in. "Tomorrow night, come to my house. Alone."

Her mouth fell open as Mrs. Johnson's warnings crashing back into her consciousness.. "You never know you've gone too far until you're already there." Was that what this was? Had she already gone too far? Was she about to? This was different than their previous encounters. No pretending she wasn't going to let something happen, no Chris there to tell herself she was doing it for him. Just her and Clayton, alone in his home. The thought sent equal waves of terror and desire through her body.

How would Chris react? He'd always been adamant about his comfort with their game, but this felt different. More intimate. Until now, Chris had always been present, maintaining some illusion of control over their shared fantasy. But going to Clayton's alone would shatter that pretense completely. Would Chris be excited by such a bold escalation? Or would this be the step too far that Mrs. Johnson had warned about - the moment they couldn't come back from?

The scariest part wasn't the invitation itself. It was how quickly her body had responded, how desperately she wanted to say yes despite every warning bell in her mind. Worse still, she knew that whatever Chris's reaction, part of her would be disappointed if he said no. Earlier that day, she'd wondered if she could stop this game if she wanted to. Now, covered in Clayton's cum and aching with denied pleasure, she had her answer. She was in too deep, too addicted to the thrill of submission to walk away. The woman who'd confidently driven to surprise her husband at work was gone, replaced by someone who craved things she'd never dared admit before.


Laughter echoed from the empty parking lot as Chris held the front door for Katie. The afternoon had flown by, pushing thoughts of audits and mysterious cars temporarily aside.

"I swear," Katie said as they rounded the corner to their desks, "if he sends one more email about..." Her voice died as sounds filtered through Clayton's closed door. Wet, desperate gagging followed by muffled praise.

Chris hadn't realized he'd stopped breathing until Katie's warm exhale tickled his neck. His feet refused to move as more sounds filtered through. The unmistakable rhythm of passion punctuated by choked gasps and Clayton's commanding tone.

The sounds from Clayton's office made his throat tighten, his collar suddenly constricting. His mind struggled to process what he was hearing. Was Ashley here? He didn't see her car in the parking lot, but then he'd been talking and not really paying attention. Did she come here for Clayton? Jealousy raced through his body, even while his cock throbbed against his jeans.

"Such a good girl," Clayton's voice carried through the door. "Now it's time for your reward." Each word sent electricity down Chris's spine as his imagination painted vivid pictures of what was happening mere feet away.

"Oh my God," Katie whispered. "I wonder what's going on in there." Chris didn't even register the playfulness in her voice until he felt her soft curves press against his back. He was suddenly very aware of her presence. "Sounds like someone is really enjoying lunch." Her breath was like fire on his neck. Her fingers traced up his arm, leaving trails of fire in their wake while the sound of gagging echoed from just beyond the door. "Did he go out and buy a hooker while we were gone? God, she sounds like such a slut."

Chris's mouth opened but produced no sound, his weight shifting nervously as his heart thundered in his ears.

Another loud gag followed by desperate gasping filtered through the door. "Please," a woman's voice begged. A voice Chris knew all too well. "I need you to fuck me." The raw desperation in the plea made Chris's hands curl into fists, his cock straining painfully against his slacks.

"Mmm, that's so fucking hot." Katie's lips pressed against Chris's neck, causing him to bite back a moan of his own. "Do you want to know a secret, boss?" Her hands were on him now, pulling him back into her. Her fingers slid down his chest and across his abs. Chris closed his eyes, trying to picture what exactly was happening behind the door.

"I know exactly how she feels right now." Katie's words were pulling him deeper into the image in his mind. He knew he should pull away, that he should stop whatever this was, but as her fingers slid across the front of his thighs he saw Ashley sprawled out on the couch in Clayton's office. Begging him to fuck her. He could see the desire in her eyes, the way her juices flowed down her leg.

"I've let him fuck me. Felt the way he feels inside me." Katie's confession ripped through Chris and his closed fingers pressed against the bare skin of her legs. It was accidental, but the contact seemed to ignite something in Katie. Heat radiated between them as she pressed closer, her nipples hard points against his back.

"Mmm, you're almost as big as him... almost." Katie's fingers ghosted over the front of his jeans. The tips of her fingers sliding across his painfully hard length.

Chris knew he should step away, should create distance between them, but his body betrayed him. Every moan from behind the door, every brush of Katie's exploring fingers, pulled him deeper into a fog of desire. His breath caught as her hand cupped him fully through his slacks.

"Mmm, it's incredible the way he's able to hit spots most men can't even dream of. Are you enjoying the show as much as I am?" she teased, her stroke becoming faster and more urgent. "Or is that all for me?" She pulled down his zipper as the sounds from behind the door seemed to stop. "God, you're so hard..."

His phone buzzed in his pocket, the vibration making him jerk away from Katie's dangerous touch. Reality crashed back, as he stumbled forward, knowing exactly what message awaited him. The spell broken, he turned to Katie trying to catch his breath.

"I need... I'll be right back," he managed, already retreating from Katie's flushed cheeks.

The bathroom door clicked shut behind him as Chris fumbled with his phone, his hands trembling so badly he had to enter his passcode twice. When the image finally loaded, his breath caught in his throat. Ashley knelt before Clayton, hands clasped behind her back, tongue extended and glazed with his release. More of it dripped from her chin, painted thick stripes across her cheeks, and pooled at her throat. His heart hammered against his ribs, remembering how different she'd looked this morning - playful and flawless as he explored her body with his tongue. But now, she looked... Katie's words echoed in his ears, "she sounds like such a slut". Chris licked his lips, his pulse racing as he tried to tear his eyes away from the screen, only to find himself drinking in every detail. She did look like a slut, but he also couldn't remember a time she looked sexier. Her eyes, though half-lidded, sparkled a look in her eye that Chris was certain was meant only for him, that same mischievous gleam she'd given him this morning before making him late for work.

The angst in his chest grew, his mind flashing back to Katie's touch just moments ago. His fingers shook against the phone screen as he couldn't help but wonder what she would look like in a photo like this. The guilt twisted in his gut, even as his arousal grew, not because of what Ashley had done, but because of how much they both clearly enjoyed this dangerous game they were playing. His cock throbbed painfully as he studied the photos again, wanting to look away but unable to stop himself from imagining every moment that led to this. He couldn't wait to get home to hear all about it.


The cold water running down his face did little to cool the burn of shame he felt. Ashley was getting bolder, sexier. He stared at his reflection in the bathroom mirror listening to the beat of his heart, ringing deafeningly in his ears. He was supposed to be angry, wasn't he? After all, not only had Ashley met up with Clayton without even talking to him first, she'd done it in his office. Anyone could have seen them, heard them—hell, Katie did. She thought it was some slut that... His erection throbbed, a painful reminder of what just happened. Was it the line he suddenly thought Ashley crossed that had his stomach twisted in knots? Or had it been what just happened with Katie? The hypocrisy of the situation made him laugh at himself as he snatched a handful of paper towels and wiped off his face. He needed to get back out there and... and what? Knock on Clayton's office door and ask for permission to talk to his wife? Tell Katie what they just did was a mistake because he had been too worked up hearing his wife act like a complete slut for Clayton? He chewed on the inside of his cheek, staring at his reflection, afraid to blink knowing the images he would see the moment he closed his eyes. The images he desperately wanted to see again.

When he finally emerged from the bathroom, the office felt different. It all seemed darker and quieter now. Chris's palms grew sweaty the closer he came to Clayton's office. The door was still shut, and it seemed the light underneath was off. He felt panic start to well up in his chest, his footsteps echoing off the walls. Were they still in there? He hadn't heard anything else since he had left the bathroom. Had they gone to Clayton's house? To Chris'?

"I think they left. I heard his private door shut just after you... disappeared." Katie's voice pierced through his stupor. He made eye contact with her; she actually sounded insecure—the confidence she usually had replaced by vulnerability and shyness. The scent of her perfume was the same, he drew closer to her, bringing him right back to here just moments ago. Her breath on his neck, the feel of her chest against his back while her fingers slid across his...

"We probably should discuss what just happened." She wasn't wrong, but not now. He needed to get home. He needed to see if Ashley was there, and if she was alone.

"I... need to go," Chris said, snatching up his keys and almost pushing his papers off his desk in the process. "I'll see you Monday."

The parking lot was deserted by the time Chris got outside. The only car in the lot, other than his was Katie's. Did they leave together? He thought to himself as he pulled out his phone. He stared at the image of Ashley again, his chest tightening with angst while his cock begged for release against the confines of his pants. Her smile was genuine, almost as if there wasn't a ridiculous amount of cum covering her face. Her mascara had run down her cheeks, her eyes puffy. Had she been crying, or was that the face of a woman who'd experienced real sexual satisfaction? Was she seeking out Clayton because Chris wasn't pleasing her the way he thought? He was spiraling, he knew that. He just needed to get home and talk to her, and then it would all make sense. It always made sense after they talked, that's why this worked so well.

The drive home wasn't much better. Chris couldn't stop thinking about the picture, about Katie and their upcoming trip to Seattle. Maybe he could get out of it, but how? The thought of leaving Ashley alone for any period of time with Clayton felt dangerous especially given recent events. But now, could he trust himself to be alone with Katie? He glanced at the picture on his phone again, Clayton's erect member was in the frame. He tried not to make it a habit of looking at other men's junk, but he couldn't help be impressed by it. There was little wonder why Ashley went seeking it out, why she came so hard every time they were together. His foot hit the brake with a sudden jerk as traffic stopped abruptly, and the car behind him laid on the horn, narrowly avoiding the collision. He waved a cursory apology into his rearview mirror, powering off his phone to devote his attention to the road.

His mind was already filled with images, even without the aid of the pictures. Ashley on her knees in Clayton's office, Katie's small fingers wrapped around his shaft. He rolled down the window for some fresh air and turned up the AC. If this was what a couple of hours felt like, how would he ever make it through an entire day, or two in another city? His groin pulsed with excitement while his heart raced hard enough he wondered if he was having a heart attack. Ten minutes later, he was pulling into the driveway. Ashley's car sat in front of him, no other cars to be seen.

Relief coursed through him at the sight of her car right where it usually was. She must have come straight home. The knot in his chest released, loosening. At least she hadn't gone anywhere else with Clayton afterwards. His hands shook as he turned off the car. The engine hummed to a stop while his heart quickened. Jerry was waving at him from the lawn next door. The cut-grass scent came to partly calm his nerves as he got out of his car and returned the greeting in an overly chipper manner, like he hadn't just received one of the most salacious but hottest messages less than an hour ago. He took a deep breath, reaching to open the front door, having no idea what he might find inside.


The house was silent as Chris opened the door. He did a quick mental check on everything. Nothing seemed disturbed. It was all as he had left it just a few hours earlier. So why did that make him disappointed? Their wedding photo still sat on the entry table, Ashley's smile frozen in time. Back when it had all been easier. Before he'd awakened something in both of them that could not be put back to sleep. He took the stairs, two at a time. The sound of running water caused a slight drop in tension in Chris's shoulders as he made his way into their bedroom. Steam from the shower formed sweat beads on his face. Or maybe they were there already?

He pondered undressing and joining her in the shower. He had forgotten the last time they had shower sex. The thought was short lived, however, because the water shut off. Chris was nervous. He was suddenly unsure as to what to say when he was face to face with her. He for some odd reason felt like he was trespassing. He clawed at the sheets as nervous energy filled his chest.

"You're home early," Ashley said, one hip leaning on the door frame. She was wrapped in a white, cotton towel. Her hair was still dripping down her back, her eyes sparkling when she looked at him, her smile perhaps wider than he'd ever seen. She was perfection. Chris studied her face for any hint of Clayton, but there was none. The sins were washed away before he made it home. In their place stood this goddess of a woman he got to call his wife.

"See something you like, big boy?" Ashley teased, biting her lip as she tugged at the hem of the towel, letting it fall in a soft pool around her feet.

Chris’s mouth went dry, and an audible gasp escaped him as Ashley sauntered across the room toward the bed where he sat. His gaze swept over her, drinking in every inch of her body. Her full chest sat perfectly on her frame, her nipples a soft pink, hardened into peaks that begged for attention. He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing as he leaned back on his forearms, unable to look away.

Ashley closed the gap between them, climbing onto the bed and straddling his lap. Her bare slit, freshly shaved, glistened with unmistakable desire.

"Did you like the picture I sent you?" Her voice was low and hungry, dripping with need; like she wanted him even more than he wanted her. Her hand slid between their bodies, her fingers brushing against his painfully hard member. "Mmm, I take that as a yes?"

Chris's breath caught. How was it possible to want someone this much? To feel simultaneously desperate to consume every part of them while terrified of the flames that threatened to burn them both? They were Icarus, flying dangerously close to the sun, neither able nor willing to turn back. "You looked..." Chris struggled to find the words as Ashley's tongue slid over his neck, her fingers threading through his hair. Her hips rolled against his manhood, her warmth evident even through his pants.

"God, I was so bad, baby." She reached for the button of his pants. "I couldn't stop thinking of you. About how much you'd love it." She stroked him through his boxers. Her fingers desperate to find his bare flesh.

The admission should have sent him ablaze. He should be pinning Ashley against the wall and reclaiming her. He knew that's what she wanted. Instead, it felt more like a punch to the gut. Like the air was being sucked out of the room causing the walls to close in around him. "You... you went there for him? You planned the whole thing?"

Ashley couldn't see the hurt on his face. She was too consumed with fishing out his cock and biting his neck. "Mmm, is that what you want to hear, baby? That I went to your office desperate for Clayton to fuck me?" Her teeth captured his ear causing him to shudder. "That I barely even made it in the door before I started to undress?"

Chris's shaft sprung free, hard as iron. The room was spinning, everything was happening too fast. He grabbed her hips as she lifted them off his lap, aiming his steel pole at her dripping core. "Fuck, wait. Wait a minute, Ash!" He pushed backward on the bed causing her to stumble. "Jesus, we need to talk about what happened."

Color painted Ashley's face as she finally looked up and saw the pain in Chris's gaze. She felt foolish, like nothing but a common whore. Tears welled in her eyes as her lip began to tremble.

"Did you go there for him?" Chris asked again, his voice cracking. "Did you plan this whole thing?"

Ashley wiped the tears off her cheek, sitting back on her heels. The fire that was blooming out of control just seconds ago evaporated in an instant, making her feel more exposed than ever. "Of course not." There was more hurt in her voice than anger. "How could you even think that?"

She rose to her feet, reaching for the discarded towel. "I came because you forgot your lunch and I wanted to surprise you." She twisted the fabric around her body wishing she had more to cover herself with. "He cornered me and started saying all this stuff about you and Katie."

Chris's heart skipped a beat at the mention of Katie. The guilt pressed on his chest like a weight. Here he was angry that she went to the office to see Clayton, all the while he was getting a hand job from his subordinate. He needed to come clean. "What kind of stuff?" He hoped Ashley didn't hear the panic in his voice.

"Just dumb stuff to get under my skin. You know Clayton," she said rolling her eyes. "He said you two were at lunch and was talking about the way you were looking at her." She ran her entire hand across her cheek as her breathing started to return to normal. "I knew it was BS but then he started..." She closed her eyes and took a breath, she needed another shower. "I started thinking about the picture I sent him and your reaction to it. I just thought it would be fun if you got one too. I didn't mean to... For this..." She started crying again.

Guilt tore through Chris. Of course she came there for him. How could he be so stupid to think it was anything other than that? "He... he wants me to go back to Seattle. After the audit." Ashley wiped her eyes again, sniffling. "He wants me to take Katie this time."

He watched her for a reaction, as he wondered why it was so hot in the room. A smile formed on one side of her face and she managed a chuckle. "Well, I guess that explains why he was trying to get under my skin." She smiled up at him, her eyes puffy and red. "It didn't work, Chris. I trust you completely."

That was a dagger through his heart. He didn't think he actually winced, although he wouldn't have been surprised if he did. How could he sit and accuse her of so much, meanwhile he just told her he was going out of town with another woman and she didn't even flinch. A woman who threw herself at him, who had her lips on his neck and her hand around his... He couldn't tell her now, could he? She would be the same anxious mess while he was gone that he'd been all day. The only difference was it wouldn't have the same erotic blend as it does with him. It would break her. It would break them.

"I can't believe you'd think I'd..." she shook her head, moving to the dresser to find real clothes. "This was your fantasy, Chris. Not mine. And while I admit I'd discovered some things about myself along the way, it's always been about you. About us." She opened the dresser drawer, but Chris reached out grabbing her hand and spinning her around.

"I'm sorry. I overreacted." He squeezed her hand relief flooding him when she didn't pull away. "Don't get dressed, please." He pulled her to him trying to decipher the look on her face. "I just... Seeing you like that and then knowing that you did it without any input from me." He trailed off, searching for words to explain the tornado of emotions he'd experienced.

"I'm sorry too." Her fingers locked around his sending sparks through both of their bodies. "I got carried away. I thought you'd enjoy it. I thought I finally had this figured out." She swallowed hard, her eyebrows pinching together as she thought of what to say. "Maybe we should call it off. Just say Bay-"

His kiss silenced her, before she could get the word out. She wasn't sure if she was happy he did, or worried, but as his tongue pushed past her lips she allowed it.

"Don't," he whispered pressing his forehead to hers and taking in her familiar scent of coconut shampoo and lavender bodywash. "We just need to communicate better. To trust one another." Fuck, I really need to tell her about Katie.

She pulled back slightly, pressing her hand to his face. "Clayton wants me to come over tomorrow." She paused biting her lip. "Alone."

Chris watched emotions play across her features - desire, uncertainty, hope. He could tell she wanted him to say yes, even if she didn't want to admit it. His own feelings warred within him - arousal battling with anxiety. The past hour had been simultaneously the most erotic and most stressful of his life. Could he handle more? Would saying no push her away?

"I told him I needed to talk to you first," she added quickly, her fingers tensing against his cheek. "I wouldn't... not without..."

"I don't think it's a good idea." The words felt heavy between them. He saw the disappointment flash in her eyes before she could hide it with a smile. Something inside her seemed to dim, like a candle being slowly smothered. She nodded, more to herself than him, while her hand dropped from his chest to fidget with the edge of her towel.

Chris pulled her down beside him, her leg sliding over his as they faced each other. His hand found her hip, his fingers dancing at the hem. "Tell me about the office," he whispered, trying to recapture their earlier heat. "What happened?"

Ashley's hand covered his, stilling his movement. "Maybe later," she murmured, kissing his forehead. "Just... hold me?"

She was grateful he couldn't see her expression when she laid her damp hair onto his chest. She knew Chris was right, going to Clayton's alone was a step too far, this was supposed to be about them, Clayton was trying to cut Chris out of it. Despite that however, she felt the disappointment crash over like a cold wave forcing her to confront an uncomfortable truth. She was a wife, for God's sake, devoted and loving. Not some... Her pulse quickened at the thought, shame and excitement colliding inside her. Slut. Clayton's word echoed in her mind, making her body tingle with excitement even while her mind told her she should recoil. When had that word stopped being an insult and started feeling like permission? Like... freedom? When had it become a trigger for desires she never knew she had?

Chris drifted off with Ashley tucked against him, his breathing evening out into soft snores. But sleep didn't come as easily for her. Her mind raced with images of Clayton early at the office. The way he managed to not just manipulate her, but make her completely surrender. The way it was so easy for him to bring out a side of her she never even knew existed. Chris's hand slipped off her hip as he drifted into a deeper sleep. She rolled onto her back, berating herself for thinking that going to Clayton's house alone would be a good idea, trying to ignore the heat building inside her at thoughts of tomorrow's possibilities. The things he would say to her, what he would do to her. Her body tingled with disappointment, with anticipation. What would he have done to her? Would he tie her up? Would he spank her with more than just his hand? Her breathing grew shallow as her fingers slipped under the towel. The possibilities were endless.


Katie fell back onto the pillow-top mattress, her bare chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. Teeth marks covered her nipples, and continued down her flat stomach. "Wow, someone was extra aggressive today." Her hair was matted on her face as she sat up, looking around the room for her panties. "It's been so long since we had our little sessions. I thought maybe you moved on."

The sun was just starting to set beyond his bedroom window. Clayton had to shield his eyes as he sat up, a cocky smirk already visible on his face. "What can I say, I didn't want you to forget me."

She rolled her eyes, giving up her hunt for her panties as she grabbed her skirt and slid her leg through it. "I think we both know you're... hard to forget." Katie's eyes darted between his legs. Even under the blanket she could make out the size of it, causing heat to bloom through her body. Part of her wanted to stay, to take it for another ride. But that wasn't really their style. She knew what this was, and she was ok with that.

"Judging by the sounds coming from your office, I'm pretty sure I know the real reason you called." Katie spotted her bra draped across the mirror on the other side of the room. Her bare feet padded against the cool wood floor as she went to retrieve it.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and froze. Fresh marks bloomed across her shoulders and neck, vivid against her skin. She was definitely going to need more concealer. Her lip was swollen and purple, and dried cum clung to strands of her hair. The walk of shame was beginning to take on a whole new meaning.

Clayton's smirk widened showing a glimmer of his teeth. "Oh, you heard that? I thought maybe you and Chris were too... preoccupied with each other to come back so soon." He was baiting her, she could sense it. "I've seen how close the two of you have gotten lately."

"Chris is a gentleman," Katie shot back, smoothing her skirt while she scanned the room for her blouse. She wasn't sure how she always seemed to lose so many articles of clothing when they were together but it was starting to get expensive. "Unlike you, he doesn't take advantage of his employees." She meant it to sting, but Clayton just laughed. She spotted her blouse under the chair in the corner, amazed that her clothes seemed to end up in every corner of the room.

"Didn't hear you complaining about me taking advantage of you ten minutes ago." He stretched his arms, entirely comfortable in his nakedness as the blanket slipped lower on his body. "In fact, I distinctly remember you begging me to-"

"We both heard what was happening in your office," she cut him off, refusing to let him derail her, even if she did manage to steal another glance of his naked form. "You're lucky the building next door didn't hear you." She sat on the corner of the bed putting on her heels.

"Careful, you almost sound jealous," Clayton retorted, feeling his cock start to stir, but not because of Katie.

"Please," she scoffed walking to the door. "I heard her begging you to fuck her." She paused at the door looking over her shoulder seductively. "I didn't need to beg."

"Oh, I distinctly remember you doing plenty of begging." He ripped the covers from his body and stood up, causing Katie's heart to thump a little faster in her chest as she watched his powerful member swing between his legs.

She clicked her tongue and drew her eyes away. "I just like to know what I'm getting myself into. I don't need to get tested, do I?"

"I'm clean." He sounded more playful than annoyed. "But if you’re that eager to know what you’re getting into, maybe I should introduce you two properly." He planted a palm against the wall beside her head, daring her to look away. "Tell me, do you eat pussy as well as you suck dick?"

The crassness of his words should have offended her, but instead, she let her gaze drift down his body. Slow, deliberate the way he'd done to her so many times. When she met his eyes again she stepped closer, her nose nuzzling the stubble on his jaw. "I went to an all-girls high school. And let’s just say… I graduated with honors."

There weren't many times when Katie could say that she surprised Clayton, but this was one of them. She felt him twitch against her thigh, the smirk on his face disappearing for just a second. "Goodnight, Clayton," she said with a giggle as she left him speechless. Her hips swaying to either side as her heels clicked down the steps. If that didn't make him call her again soon then nothing would.

Clayton watched her go down the stairs, just as impressed as ever by her transformation. Speaking of transformations, he walked back to his bed as he heard the front door shut from downstairs. Images of Ashley earlier in the day flashing through his mind. Her submission had been his best work yet, and the fact that Chris was actually just outside the door witnessing it was the icing on the cake.

Tomorrow would be the real test, however. He knew that if she came to his house alone she was truly his. There would be no more half-steps or hesitations. She would be admitting to herself that he owned her. The question wasn't whether she'd show up, he'd seen it in her eyes today that she'd already made up her mind. No, the real question was how much she would embrace it once she was here. The way she'd responded to his touch today, how eagerly she'd followed his commands... His body stirred at the memory.

Chris was the only real wildcard in all of this. Sometimes he played his role perfectly, today was one of those times. But other times, like Seattle, he had to be reminded of his place. The Katie situation could help on that front. She may deny there was something going on there, but he had the tapes that suggested otherwise, even if they were slightly altered.

By this time tomorrow all of his plans would fall into place. There was nothing Chris, or Katie could do. He knew Ashley wouldn't disappoint him. He just needed to figure out what to do to keep Tom at bay.


Chris watched from the bathroom doorway, fixing his tie while Ashley put on her earrings. They were small diamonds, less than a carat. He'd gotten them for her on their second anniversary and had to save most of the year in order to afford them. Now he could buy a pair twice the size without checking their account balance. The irony wasn't lost on him. Not even a year ago, their biggest concern had been making ends meet, their marriage a steady anchor despite the financial pressures. Now, money flowed more freely, but their relationship sailed through uncharted waters, each new wave bringing thrills and uncertainties that left them breathless with anticipation and anxiety.

"I'm glad we're doing this," Ashley said, catching his gaze in the mirror. "Everything's been so complicated lately. It's nice to get away and just be... us." She had that same sparkle in her eye when she looked at him. The one that reassured him when he didn't know how they were going to cover their mortgage, that told him they were in this together even while Clayton was buried inside her. It was even there in the photo she sent. It had always been the constant, so why did he keep questioning it?

"I really am sorry," Chris said, walking toward her while she applied a bright red lipstick. "I know the picture was supposed to get me excited. I just... got in my head." He laid his chin on her shoulder, letting her run her fingers through his thick locks.

"Regardless of how it may look or sound at times, I promise it's always about you, love. About us." She turned her head kissing his cheek, giggling as her lips stained his skin. "Besides, if the result is you taking me to the most expensive French restaurant in the city then who am I to complain?"

"You are certainly spoiled." He laughed, breathing in her scent before standing back up straight to wipe away the mark on his cheek while Ashley fastened the straps on her heels.

"Please, we both know you have ulterior motives." She stood in front of him and ran her palm over the front of his slacks. Of course he was already hard. "Now, how do I look?"

Beautiful didn't feel nearly adequate enough to describe her. The heels she was wearing made her stand almost as tall as Chris. Her black dress clung to her chest and had a slit up one side. The sleeveless design and high neck lent a sense of modesty, but what made Chris's temperature spike was the keyhole front. In this dress, with Ashley's full chest, her cleavage was devastating.

"You're staring," Ashley said, her laugh carrying none of the self-consciousness it might have held even just a few months ago.

"Wow. You look... wow."

"Alright, Shakespeare. Let's head out before traffic gets too bad." She grabbed her clutch off the dresser, her heels tapping down the hall. Chris watched her walk away, admiring the sway of her hips while she did. She radiated a sexual confidence that left him feeling both underdressed and underprepared, already anticipating the eyes that would follow her all evening, his arousal tightened against his pants in anticipation.

At the restaurant, Chris laughed to himself as the waiter stumbled over his words every time his eyes would drift toward the front of Ashley's dress. Maison de Lumière was known for a lot of things, but the subtlety of the waitstaff didn't seem to be one of them. "I think someone has an admirer," Chris teased, taking a sip of wine.

Ashley's smile carried that newfound confidence he still wasn't quite used to. She adjusted her neckline, allowing more of her chest to show. "Think he'll like that better?"

"The Ashley from a year ago would have died of embarrassment just thinking about that." He shook his head, in awe of the woman in front of him.

"Mmm." Her foot found his leg under the table, sliding upward with evil intent. "There's a lot the Ashley from a year ago would never do that she does now." Her eyes remained locked on his, her lip curling into a smile as she enjoyed her wine, and the tortured look on her husband's face.

"Like sending her husband pictures of her covered in another man's cum?" Chris expected to see her flinch, but her confidence surprised him. Instead, she leaned back in her booth, allowing the tip of her exposed toes to slide up the front of his stretched pants. He sucked in air, squinting his eyes as he chewed at the corner of his lip.

Ashley opened her mouth to retort, Chris could tell by the look on her face it was something that would send his heart racing even more, but her face changed at the last second. A grimace that came and went so fast he thought he imagined it. She sat back up in her booth, her foot breaking contact, a smile still painted on her lips. "Let's not go there right now." She didn't sound hurt or angry. She kept her tone light, playful. "Tonight is about us - no Clayton, no janitor. Just you and me."

The waiter returned with their Hors d'oeuvres and neither Ashley nor Chris could stifle their giggle as they watched his eyes nearly bulge from his head. Chris had to clear his throat to regain the waiter's attention as he refilled their wine, nearly overflowing the glass.

"I should speak to the manager. They'll probably comp our meal after that."

"Don't you dare," Ashley laughed as she eyed the food. "He's no worse than you. At least he has the excuse of not getting to see them on a regular basis."

"What can I say, I'm a lucky man." Chris reached for a piece of bread smiling in a way he hadn't for a long time.

"Speaking of lucky," Chris cocked his eyebrow and smirked at Ashley amused by her segue. "Not like that, you perv." She tossed her napkin at him laughing.

"I was telling Jen about our trip to Seattle last time we worked together." She bit into her food, dropping a little of the topping that she quickly caught with her hand. "She and Dave want to get together for dinner soon. I told her I'd run it by you."

"Remind me what Dave does again?" They'd hung out a handful of times in the past, but they were more Ashley's friends than his. Dave seemed like a nice enough guy, a bit of an introvert, but Chris liked him well enough.

"Something with computers. Coding, I think?" Ashley took another bite. "Why?"

"Just curious. Maybe next weekend?" His mind was racing. If Dave was a developer, then maybe he could get him to look at the code before the audit. But he needed an excuse. Before he could come up with anything though their waiter was back at the table taking their dinner order. To his credit, he did a better job hiding his gaze, though when Ashley bent down to scratch her leg it was obvious to everyone in the restaurant what he was looking at.

"They're trying for a baby," Ashley said as the waiter took their menus and disappeared into the kitchen.

"Oh." Chris's voice was higher than he meant it to be. He locked eyes with her, a million unspoken thoughts passing between them.

"We could, you know," he said carefully. He felt like he was talking slower, did she notice? Could she hear how fast his heart was beating? "Try, I mean. I make enough now that you wouldn't have to work. That was always the main thing holding us back."

Neither of them spoke for what felt like an eternity. The air was heavy with implications, of what trying for a baby would mean for their... game. Their glasses of wine sat forgotten as the usual restaurant bustle faded away. Ashley's fingers slipped over her earrings, a reminder of simpler times. A time when she would have jumped at the opportunity to be a mother. "We'll see," she finally offered, unsure of what she really wanted.

The playful banter and wine continued through the course of the meal, leaving both of them feeling a comfortable sense of normal they hadn't felt in a long time. Chris watched Ashley savor her coq au vin, stealing playful glances down her shirt whenever he got a chance. She'd give him a teasing smirk whenever she caught him, but she made no real effort to stop him.

"Oh," Ashley dabbed her mouth with a napkin. "Mr. Edwards stopped by yesterday. His beagle got out again. I caught him digging holes in the backyard."

"That's the second time this week," Chris said finishing the last of his wine. The warmth of the alcohol settled pleasantly in his chest, and judging by the slight flush of Ashley's cheeks, she was feeling equally relaxed.

"You really should go over and offer to help with his fence. You know he's too stubborn to ask."

Chris nodded, tossing his napkin onto his empty plate. "The man is a Vietnam vet. He'd probably rather wrestle that beagle himself than accept help."

"Maybe," Ashley let her fork fall to her plate indicating she too was finished. "But it doesn't hurt to ask. Plus the thought of watching you get all sweaty while working with your hands is pretty hot."

"There it is. I'm just some piece of meat you can flaunt around, you know."

"Says the man who hasn't looked at my face once during this conversation." Ashley's laugh rang out, genuine and uninhibited, drawing appreciative glances from nearby tables. The sound reminded Chris of their first date, when she'd laughed so hard wine came out her nose. Some things, thankfully, never changed.

Once they finally got their laughter under control, Chris signaled to the waiter for the bill. "So, Clayton wants you to come over alone?" He tried to keep his voice light, despite the adrenaline running through his veins. "Any idea why?"

Ashley chewed on her lip, her foot gently rubbing Chris's ankle under the table. "I think we both know why." For a moment they held each other's gaze daring each other with possibilities. "But I already told you, we're not discussing him right now." She reached for her wine, finishing it with a deliberate slowness. The sight of her throat working, combined with her foot teasing his leg brought him back to today's photo. The way she looked, the sparkle in her eyes, Katie's... He gritted his teeth. Tonight had been perfect. He needed to come clean about what happened with Katie. He needed to clear the air.

"Ashley, I-" The words died in his throat as her foot slid higher up his leg. He could see the mischievous smile behind the wine glass, the sparkle in her eye.

"Take me home," she whispered, leaning forward just enough to remind him why the waiter had been so distracted all evening. "I want to show you just how much I appreciate the effort you put into this."

The guilt retreated, overwhelmed by desire and the need to preserve this moment between them. Katie could wait. Clayton could wait. Right now, watching his wife with that newfound confidence that drove him wild, Chris couldn't think of anything but getting her home and seeing what exactly she had up her sleeve this time.


The front door had barely shut before Ashley pushed herself against him, her teeth clipping at his neck while her hands explored his chest. Chris closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation of his wife's soft features pressed against him, her perfume mixing with the sweet smell of wine to help overload his senses and make his head swim.

"I haven't seen you this eager since..." He let the words die, not wanting to risk upsetting her by bringing up Clayton again, but he was pretty certain by the way her tongue slid across his ear she knew exactly what he was referencing. His hands slid behind her back in search of the zipper for her dress.

"You've been staring down the front of my dress all night," she teased, sliding her hand through her hair and tilting her neck to help give him better access. "Time for you to get to see what's underneath."

Ashley took a step backward, a mischievous grin on her face as she let her dress fall to the floor and crumble. When it did, Chris's jaw nearly went with it. Standing in front of him Ashley was now completely naked. When had his shy wife become this confident seductress? The transformation still caught him off guard sometimes, in the best possible way.

"You mean..." His voice roughened as realization dawned. "All night? At the restaurant?"

Her laugh was prideful, sexy. In that moment she almost looked like... Katie. Just like that, the guilt he'd been fighting all evening surged back, even as his cock throbbed so hard it hurt. "Took you long enough to notice," she bit her bottom lip seductively eying her husband. A look that further blurred the line between his wife and the woman whose touch caused him to run to the bathroom like a scared child. "I bet the waiter noticed." The playfulness in her voice threatened to drown him in fresh waves of guilt, but Chris pushed the thought aside. He'd already ruined this moment once today, he wasn't going to let it happen a second time.

"You look overdressed. Allow me," she teased as she locked eyes with Chris while sinking to her knees in front of him. Her nails ran over his thighs, tracing the outline of his already hard manhood. "What was that you said about being eager?" Her giggle filled the air like surround sound, and when her lips pressed against him through his slacks, he felt the last of his guilt evaporate. Even through the layers of clothing, he could feel the warmth of her mouth making him shudder. His fingers trembled with anticipation as he helped Ashley with his belt, her red lipstick staining his pants.

The sound of his zipper seemed deafening in the stillness of their empty house, but Chris couldn't focus on anything except Ashley's teasing smile as she freed him from his constraints. She never broke eye contact, even while her lipstick left a trail of crimson kisses up his length. This wasn't the desperate hunger from the pictures he saw earlier, this was something else entirely, something deeper that only the two of them shared. When she finally took him into her mouth, the warmth of her tongue made his knees buckle.

"God, Ashley," he groaned, one hand tangling in her hair while the other braced against the wall for support. Her mouth felt like a vacuum, her enthusiasm making it clear this wasn't performance, this was pure desire. She hummed in response, the vibration sending shivers through his entire body. His hips jerked involuntarily when her fingers joined her mouth, working in perfect harmony to drive him wild.

The taste of his precum seemed to spur her on even more. She slid her tongue across his head, pressing it into his hole as the salty taste assaulted her tastebuds. She wanted more. Needed more. She tightened her grip around his shaft, pumping him slowly as her soft tongue flicked at his opening.

When she finally pulled back, she left her hand on his cock, her strokes growing more urgent. "I want you so bad, baby," she moaned, leaning forward and taking his sensitive sac between her lips. Her gaze never wavered from his. The connection felt more intimate than the actual physical touch. Chris's fingers trembled against his shirt buttons, each one seeming to take an eternity as Ashley's ministrations threatened to overwhelm his concentration.

"You taste so good," she teased, taking the other large orb into her mouth. Her stroke grew more urgent. She could feel Chris withering in her hand as he frantically tried to undress. She didn't just want to suck him, she wanted to worship him. She needed him to know, or perhaps she was trying to convince herself, that whatever happened with Clayton didn't hold a candle to what they had. Her tongue lapped from his base up to his tip before slipping her lips around his cock and swallowing it until her lips gripped around the rim of his mushroom head.

"Fuck, you're so good at that." Chris closed his eyes allowing the sensation of her lips to consume him.

Ashley released his cock with a loud pop, grinning mischievously at him. "What can I say. I've had lots of practice." She felt his dick swell in her hand at her words before giggling and taking half of it into her throat.

"Uuuhh fuck." When he finally shrugged the shirt from his shoulders, Ashley released him again with a soft pop that echoed in the quiet house. Her lips glistened in the dim light, her smeared lipstick making him pulse with a deeper hunger. "I need to feel you inside me," she breathed, getting back to her feet and pressing her mouth to his. The kiss was loud and sloppy - lips smacking, teeth colliding, tongues wrestling. When they finally broke the kiss, Ashley pressed her forehead to his, staring into his eyes. "I need you to fuck me, Chris."

They stumbled up the stairs, unwilling to break contact even for a moment. Ashley's bare skin pressed against Chris's chest, making each step a delicious torture of friction and need. Her hands seemed to be everywhere at once - in his hair, on his chest, teasing the tip of his cock. His own hands, slid over her back her chest. He teased her nipple making her gasp as they crashed into the bedroom door with enough force he worried it may break from the hinges.

When they finally got inside their room, they were met with total darkness. Neither of them made a move for the light switch, instead, they moved with the urgency of high-school lovers, falling into bed together with a laugh. Chris pulled Ashley back against him, his lips immediately finding her shoulder, making her squirm against him. Her arm hooked his head, pulling his kiss deeper into her skin while his hand pressed against her stomach.

"I love you so much, Chris," she purred, pressing her body into his. Her sex was practically dripping. The heat from it calling out to his length as she felt it pulse between her thighs. His teeth found her ear, drawing another whimper from her as she melted into his touch. The darkness made every sensation feel heightened and more intense. Her fingers found his cock as she felt his palm press against her clit. She lifted her top leg, wrapping it around his to give him better access.

She was soaked, her body coating Chris's digits as he pushed them inside her. "Yessss," she hissed at the invasion, guiding his thick shaft to her entrance.

"You feel so good." He pushed his digits deeper into her causing Ashley to arch her back and lose her grip on him. He slipped across her core, craning her neck to allow himself access to her mouth. "You're so fucking wet."

"I've been this way all day," she panted, surrendering to his exploring tongue. "Ever since... Ugggggh." Her words dissolved into a moan as Chris pushed a third finger inside her. His length throbbed between her cheeks as unbidden images of her and Clayton flashed behind his eyes, making him grip her tighter, need her more.

"Ever since..." he felt Ashley line him up, the heat of her core beckoning him forward. His fingers pressed into her clit, anticipating what was coming.

"You let Clayton cum all over you?" He thrust forward, punctuating the question by burying himself to the hilt. They gasped in unison - Ashley at the sudden fullness, Chris at the way her body gripped him like a vice.

"Yes, oh fuck, yes," she moaned, grinding back against him. The admission seemed to ignite something in them both. Their familiar game forcing its way back into their intimacy. "God, I was so turned on. I couldn't wait to get back to you." Her words dissolved into a cry as Chris withdrew almost completely before driving back in.

"I heard you in there," he growled against her neck, his fingers circling her clit with increasing urgency. Ashley gasped at his admission, her walls clenching around him as realization hit. "Heard every gasp, every moan." His hips slammed forward, punctuating each revelation. "Heard you beg him to fuck you." The words should have sparked jealousy, but instead fed their shared hunger. His breathing grew ragged as her perfect ass met each thrust, their shared fantasy driving them both wild, the darkness making it easier to lose themselves in the moment.

"I was such a slut for him," she gasped, meeting his increasingly urgent pace. "Part of me loved how it made me feel," she gasped, turning to seek his mouth in the darkness. Her tongue found his, desperate and hungry. "But mostly because I knew what it would do to you."

"You love it too, don't you baby?" Ashley panted between moans. The slap of skin on skin echoed through the house. Their bodies were covered in sweat as they urged each other on. "Having your wife act like such a slut." Chris's fingers worked faster, her admission spurring him on. Her hips rocked between his thrusting cock and circling digits. "Letting other men look at her." She grabbed his wrist. "Letting them touch her." Her nails dug into his flesh, biting at his flesh the same way her words bit into his ears. "Oh God... Oh fuck, baby don't stop." He could feel blood start to rise from her nails. "Letting them... Oh, oh God. Fuck me."

He wasn't sure if the last part was a command or her finishing her thought, but as he felt her walls pulse around him and her body tremble he knew it didn't matter. She came with the force of a freight train. Her cries spilling from her lips causing a dog somewhere in the distance to start barking. Chris slowed his thrusts, giving Ashley time to recover.

As she floated back to earth, Chris's gentle kisses peppered her shoulder, his hardness still throbbing inside her. She reached back, threading fingers through his hair as their breathing slowly steadied. "I want more," she whispered, voice thick with renewed desire. "I want you..." she slid forward dislodging herself from him causing them both to sigh. Chris opened his mouth to protest when he heard the bedside table open and then close. "I want you to fuck my ass." She pressed a container into his hand. He didn't need to be able to see in the dark to know what it was.

Chris's mouth fell open. This wasn't happening. It was a dream. It had to be. And yet, his fingers seemed to work on their own. He smeared lube along his length, gasping at the chilled sensation. He felt Ashley press her body back into him and his lips met hers. The kiss was gentle, tender. "Are you sure?" He asked silently pleading that she didn't change her mind.

"Put your dick in my ass, Mr. Parker." The formal use of his surname caught Chris off guard, sending an unexpected surge of heat through his core. There was something deliciously taboo about hearing Ashley say it like that - like they were strangers playing roles instead of husband and wife of five years. Yet somehow it made the moment more intimate, more theirs. The contradiction spurred him forward, his hand landing a playful swat against her ass that made her whine in delight.

"Mmm yes, take it, baby. Take me." The way she shifted from formal to intimate in an instant, from Mrs. Parker to Ashley, nearly overwhelmed him. Each version of her was equally authentic, equally his.

Chris put another glob of lube on his hand, this time rubbing it into Ashley's asshole. She wiggled at the invasion, but otherwise didn't protest. His teeth found her ear as he guided himself to her puckered opening. "I love you, Ash," he whispered, slowly inching his hips forward.

Whatever Chris expected next, paled in comparison to reality. The grip he felt when he slipped past her ring was instant and unlike anything he'd ever felt before. Ashley's moans bordered on wails as he pushed deeper into where no man had ever been. "Slower... go... slower."

"You feel so good, baby. So fucking good." Chris ran his fingers over her cheek, combing away the matted hair. He slowed his movement the best he could without completely stopping, trying to lessen the pain with soft kisses to her cheek and neck. At last, he slid home, balls-deep in Ashley's ass. He paused there for a moment, letting her get used to the intrusion and catch her breath.

"How do you feel, baby?" he asked.

"Oh, my... so... fuck. So full."

A wave of pride washed over Chris hearing those words. He drew back slowly, the friction of the movement drawing a scream from Ashley. It took a moment to realize it wasn't one of pain, or if it was pain it was a hell of a lot of pleasure, too.

"My dick is in your ass, Ashley. Does it feel good?"

"Ngh, huh..." she moaned, twisting her body like a pig on a spit.

Chris slowly accelerated into a rhythm. Ashley's cries grew louder, more primal. She seemed to be right on the edge of too much. As Chris's pace began to pick up, his eyes adjusted just enough to the darkness to allow himself a quick glimpse of Ashley's face. He wanted to remember that expression for the rest of his life- it was pure, unadulterated lust.

Ashley squeezed his hand, pulling it between her legs. "Make me cum again, baby," she whispered, causing Chris to nearly lose it. His hand sought out her vacant pussy, thrusting his fingers deep inside it trying to match the tempo of his hips.

"I'm not going to last much longer, Ash. You feel so good. too-fucking-good." This seemed to spur her on and she slammed her ass into his hips, her fingers working in tandem with his.

"Oh God. Do it baby, cum for me." Ashley pushed herself into him harder. She could feel him swelling inside her. "Cum for me, Chris. Cum in my ass." Ashley's fingers worked faster against her clit as Chris's efforts seemed to focus on pushing as deep inside her as he could. "Yes, yes... oh god, Chris! Oh fuuuuck" Her body seized as pleasure crashed through her, her climax triggering his own. Chris drove deep one final time. She could feel his warmth filling her in a way she'd never felt. Their cries grew into one unified sigh as she felt him soften and slip out of her.

Chris wrapped his arms around her, pulling her as close to him as he could. He inhaled her scent his body slick with sweat. Ashley could feel his heart racing through her back. The intensity of their shared release was like something neither of them had ever experienced. They stayed like that for several minutes. Neither of them speaking as their hearts slowed back into their natural rhythm.

"You should do it," Chris whispered against her neck, he surprised himself with how calm he sounded. The words emerged from somewhere deeper than conscious thought. The way she had given herself to him, the trust she had in him. He kissed her shoulder blade.

"Mmm, do what, baby?" Ashley's voice was drowsy with satisfaction, her fingers reaching back to gently caress his leg. Even spent and satisfied, her touch sent goosebumps up his leg.

"Go to Clayton's tomorrow." He felt her body tense slightly against his, then relax - a microcosm of their entire journey together. His heart began to race, unsure of what she would say. Unsure of what he wanted her to say. He knew the anxiety he would feel tomorrow would be unlike anything he'd ever felt before. But if it led to even a fraction of what happened tonight then wouldn't it be worth it?

Ashley shifted in his arms, turning to face him though the darkness masked her expression. Her hand found his cheek, thumb brushing against his stubble. "You don't have to say that." She paused feeling his smile even through the darkness. "That wasn't what this was about."

"I know," Chris whispered, catching her hand and pressing a kiss to her palm. The doubts he had earlier seemed to fade in the face of their connection. He was still worried about all the stuff with Katie. He needed to find a way to tell her about that before he left for Seattle. But the fear of her choosing Clayton over him was gone. It should have never been there in the first place, he realized that now. It just took a night of reconnecting with his wife to remind him of it. "I trust you," he murmured against her skin. "More importantly, I trust us. What we have... it's bigger than any game we play."

Ashley was quiet for a long moment, her breath warm against his chest. When she spoke, her voice trembled slightly. "I love you so much." Her lips found his in the darkness, the kiss deep and searching, carrying promises words couldn't express.

When they broke apart, Chris felt her smile against his mouth. "You need a shower," she whispered, her tone shifting from tender to playful, though an undercurrent of desire remained.

"Right now?"

"Right now." She was already sitting up, tugging at his hand. "That is, if you expect to have me again tonight." Her lips brushed his ear. "You don't want me going to see Clayton with too much energy, do you?"

Her words were a shot of espresso for Chris who jolted out of bed. Every day Chris wondered what new adventure would be in store for him. And every day Ashley found a way to completely surprise him.


CHAPTER FIVE


"WOW, YOU WEREN'T kidding about them having the best eggs," Ashley said, taking another bite while her bacon soaked up the yolk that was pooling around her toast.

The breakfast rush at Mable's had mostly cleared, leaving behind a few stragglers and late risers. Chris was usually there before nine, but given how much energy they had exerted last night neither of them was out of bed today before ten. When they pulled into the parking lot, he was worried they would have to wait for a table, but Mable just greeted them with her usual half smile before leading them to a booth near the back that was faded from decades of sitting in the sun.

Chris was glad he had finally been able to bring her to his favorite breakfast spot. They were both big foodies and loved discovering new places together, but lately, they had been so consumed with everything else in their lives that he hadn’t had the time.

"Told ya. This might be my new favorite breakfast spot," he laughed, watching Ashley take another bite of eggs. A drop of yolk slid down her chin, and her tongue darted out past her lips to capture it. A shiver ran up Chris’s spine. He had seen her make a similar gesture just last night under much different circumstances.

"You should've brought me sooner," she said, swiping a piece of bacon from his plate and plopping it into her mouth.

"Worked up quite the appetite last night, huh?" Chris's voice was low enough Ashley barely heard him, but his eyes darted around the near empty diner to ensure no one was listening to the conversation.

Ashley bit her lip and giggled softly as she put the last of the bacon in her mouth. She wasn't sure what surprised her more. The fact that Chris was so eager to go again last night when they got in the shower, or the fact that her body seemed to already be primed to go this morning despite it. Still, she loved playing this game with her husband, loved the way she could make him squirm so effortlessly. "Maybe I'm just storing my energy because I know how much I'll need it later."

Coffee nearly shot out of Chris's nose having not expected such a sharp retort from his wife. The familiar cocktail of arousal and anxiety flooded his system making him far more energized than any cup of coffee. Ashley's cries of passion flooded his ears as images from last night flooded his mind. Would she be just as vocal with Clayton? Would she be even louder?

Ashley saw the way his expression shifted, how he suddenly couldn't keep his hands from fidgeting on the table. She reached across, taking his hands in hers and noting how clammy they felt. "That is, if you're still okay with me going."

Before Chris could respond, Mable appeared at their table with a fresh pot of coffee. Her gaze went from Chris to Ashley then back to Chris. "She's a lot prettier than the last person who came in looking for you."

"I'm sorry?" Chris said confused, putting up his hand to stop her from adding too much coffee to his cup.

"Couple days ago. Older fella, gray hair and a beard. Asked if you'd been in recently."

Chris's mind raced, he had no idea what she was talking about, but judging by the look on her face it didn't seem like there was much to be worried about. He looked at Ashley who seemed to have the same confused look. "Did he say why?"

Mable gave a shrug, "nope that was it. Seemed like a nice enough fella." Then walked away having lost interest in the conversation.

"What was that all about?" Ashley asked.

Chris swallowed hard, debating how much to share. The last thing he wanted was to worry Ashley when she was already navigating so much. Thoughts of Katie crept into the corner of his brain, but he shoved them away. Yet another conversation with Ashley he was putting off until later. "Probably just someone looking to do business," he said finally, though the way his voice cracked left him wondering how convincing he was.

He made a mental note to check in with Katie when he was back at the office. Something told him this was connected to the car that was following him, that was, if he could even dare to look at Katie again. When did everything get so complicated?

"So, should I text Clayton and tell him I'll be over tonight?" Her tone was teasing, but her stare was looking for reassurance. She knew this was a big step for them, she didn't want Chris to agree to it unless he was sure.

Chris exhaled. She seemed to have moved on. A small victory, and yet a new anxiety filled the void. "You'll... you'll be home tonight, right?"

Ashley's eyes went wide. She hadn't even considered the possibility of an overnight. Was that something Clayton would want? Would she? For a moment, she allowed her mind to go there. To think about what a night with Clayton would feel like. She pictured Clayton's bedroom, imagining what it would be like to wake up there instead of beside Chris. Would she even get any sleep? Heat pooled in her core as she imagined all the ways he would take her. All the ways she would let him have her. She reached across the table, taking Chris's hands back in hers. "Of course, baby. I'll be home before morning. After all, you need a chance to reclaim me, right?"

Now it was Chris's turn to shift uncomfortably in his seat as he thought about Ashley coming home to him. He wasn't sure why, but this felt so much different than her and Clayton being together while he was there. Even though he knew he didn't have any real control, just being in the room with her made it feel so much safer. His cock began to swell as he thought about Ashley coming home. How late would it be? Would she be too tired for him? All the thoughts that would make a normal man burn with anger caused him to burst with anxiety.

"Then, yeah, you should text him," he said finally, squeezing her hand.

Ashley nodded, relief visible in her shoulders. She reached for her phone beside her plate, frowning at the blank screen.

"He's been unusually quiet," she said, tapping into her messages. "I actually haven't heard from him since I was..." Chris watched as she shifted in her seat. "Since your office. I usually have to put my phone on silent to ignore all his messages."

"You sound disappointed," Chris teased. Although he did wonder how often they were actually texting. He wasn't worried about Ashley crossing a line, but the way she said it made him realize it was way more frequent than he realized.

A flush crept up Ashley's neck, turning her cheeks pink. "I'm not—" She stopped herself, rolling her eyes. "It's just weird, that's all. When have you ever known Clayton to be the silent type?"

Chris nodded, she had a point. He watched as she typed out a message, her lower lip caught between her teeth in concentration. She showed him the message before pressing send: "Chris and I talked. I'll be at your place around 8. Do you have an outfit in mind for me?"

She set the phone down, taking a sip of coffee while trying not to stare at the screen. Chris noticed the shift in her posture; shoulders tense, eyes repeatedly darting to the phone despite her attempts to appear casual.

The phone screen lit up briefly. Ashley's hand shot out to grab it, then froze as she saw three typing dots appear and disappear, then appear again.

"You okay?" Chris asked, watching her brow furrow.

"He's typing... then stopping." She placed the phone face-up between them so Chris could see. "He's acting weird."

Chris felt a strange mix of emotions watching her fixation on Clayton's response. Jealousy tangled with excitement as he observed her anticipation. Part of him was excited that Ashley had embraced her role and got as much enjoyment from this as he did. But, as she continued to stare at the screen he worried if maybe this was starting to become more than just sex for Ashley. He felt a sickness in the pit of his stomach, not the usual anxiety that had become almost pleasurable, but something heavier. Dread. This arrangement had always hinged on the physical. The primal thrill of sharing and being shared. But what if Clayton was offering something Chris couldn't? What if Ashley was developing real feelings for Clayton? Chris wouldn't be able to live with himself if that happened. He opened his mouth to speak. To ask Ashley what she was feeling, but before he could get the words out her phone buzzed, a single word appearing on the screen: "OK".

"That's it?" Chris couldn't mask his surprise. "Just ok? Nothing about what to wear or some snarky comment?"

Ashley stared at the message, her expression a mixture of confusion and disappointment. She hated that she felt as disappointed as she did. She shouldn't care about attention from someone like Clayton. Still, after what had transpired in his office she couldn't deny the way she felt when she had pleased him.

"Maybe he's just busy." Chris wasn't sure why he was trying to cover for Clayton. If he couldn't see what a good thing he had going then that wasn't Chris's problem. "I mean, we do have the audit coming up in a few weeks. The company seems to be growing by the second. There's a lot going on right now."

"Yeah, maybe," Ashley's voice sounded distant like she was already planning her next move. "I guess that means I need to make sure that I make tonight unforgettable for him." A smirk formed on her face, a plan forming right before Chris's eyes.

Chris raised an eyebrow. "And what exactly does that mean?"

Ashley's smile turned mischievous as she leaned across the table. "It means tonight just got more interesting." She reached over, stealing his last piece of toast. "And it means we need to go shopping."

Chris felt his pulse quicken at the gleam in her eye. This wasn't the reaction he'd expected. She seemed to switch from disappointment to competitive in the blink of an eye. Something about the whole situation didn't sit well with him, and it must have shown on his face.

"Would you rather I cancel?" Ashley asked, her voice louder as her confidence grew.

Chris looked up, meeting her gaze. Despite everything, there was that familiar spark between them, the one that had ignited long before Clayton entered their lives. He knew he was playing with fire, but he couldn't deny Ashley when she gave him that look. He wanted to see where all this was going to go.

"No," he said, surprising himself with the firmness in his voice. "I want this. I want—" he lowered his voice "—I want to hear every detail when you get home."

Ashley's smile returned, her teeth catching her bottom lip. "Careful what you wish for, mister."


Shopping bags were littered across the king-sized bed, making it nearly impossible for Chris to find a spot to flop down. What he'd thought was going to be a quick trip to the store had turned into an all-day adventure of racing around the mall buying enough lingerie to open a brothel.

"If I never have to walk again it will be too soon," he complained, slipping off his shoes by pulling at the heel with his toes. "When you said a few items, I didn't realize you meant from EVERY store."

Ashley tossed a smaller bag onto his stomach, laughing when he let out an exaggerated "oof."

"Are you really complaining that your wife bought enough lingerie to give you your own private show every day for the next year?" She couldn't see Chris's face, but judging by the lump in the front of his pants he was beginning to see her point. Had he looked up, he would have noticed that she was already eagerly slipping out of her pants excited to start trying everything on, and she knew exactly which outfit she wanted first.

"Well, that is certainly one perk to it, but don't pretend like you did it all for me. Clayton's silence really seemed to bring out your competitive streak." He tried to keep his voice airy and playful. He didn't want Ashley thinking he was having second thoughts. He just wanted her to recognize her behavior. When she didn't respond right away he sat up on his elbow to see what was going on.

"Still think I'm just doing this for Clayton?" She was standing between his legs, her hand on her hip and a flirty smile on her face. She had slipped on a light blue teddy while he was complaining. One that looked strikingly similar to the one she was wearing when Chris found her and Clayton in this exact bed. The lace half-cup bra lifted her breasts just enough to make it nearly impossible for Chris to focus on anything else. But when he could tear his gaze away, his eyes traced the smooth curve of her toned stomach, leading down to the sheerest pair of boy shorts he’d ever seen. The near-transparent fabric clung to her like a veil, leaving just enough to the imagination; though his was already working overtime.

"Holy..." Chris blinked several times, like he couldn't decide if he was dreaming or not.

Ashley took a half step forward, her attention fully on him. She reached out gripping the waist of his jeans. "You're way too overdressed. How am I going to know if you really like something or not?" She tugged down his pants, giggling as his already hard cock snagged on his boxers before snapping free. "Mmm, much better," she teased, dropping to her knees in front of him, refusing to break eye contact. Her fingers circled his smooth shaft, her grip frustratingly light. "Now do you think this is something he'd like?"

Chris groaned, his hips rocking to maintain contact with her hand. She was close enough that he could feel her hair tickling his thigh and her breath on his shaft. "You look so fucking perfect, Ash," he whispered breathlessly.

"You're so sweet," she giggled, sticking her tongue out to trace the vein that ran along the underside of his cock. He hissed in approval as it ran slowly from his base to his head, stopping just short of taking it into her mouth. "So you think I should wear it for Clayton?"

He held his breath, desperate for her to take his engorged head into her mouth. After nearly chewing a hole through his lip he released it. "N... no. Save that one for later. For when you get home and I make you mine again."

"Good answer," she teased before lowering her head and taking the dark mushroom head into her mouth. She placed her hands on his thighs, her tongue circling the sensitive tip, teasing him mercilessly. Chris tried to push deeper into her mouth, his excitement mounting. But she released him with a loud pop, her lips lingering teasingly against him. "But it's awful bold of you to assume I'll have any energy left when Clayton's done with me." She watched it swell and pulse angrily at her words, then placed another playful kiss on the tip before rising to her feet. "Guess I need to find another outfit then."

The statement hit Chris like an electric shock, his body was responding faster than his brain could process. Before he could even formulate a response to Ashley's teasing comment she had already grabbed another bag and disappeared into the bathroom. He tried to catch his breath, he knew she was just working him up. It just amazed him at how effortlessly she was able to slip into that persona these days. He sat up on the bed, his gaze drifting to the chair in the corner of the room. He could still see the discarded lingerie in the corner. His breath grew more shallow. He could feel the lace wrapped around his fingers, the coarseness of it against his cock. He closed his eyes, hearing Ashley's cries of passion as Clayton devoured her taking her to heights Chris had never seen.

The creaking of the bathroom door opening broke Chris from his thoughts. He turned his body to see Ashley, this time she was wearing what appeared to be a school girl outfit. The plaid dress entirely too short, the white button down shirt tied off just below her chest showing off her midriff, and see-through enough to tell she wasn't wearing a bra. Her hair was fixed in two ponytails that came down just past her shoulders.

"What about this one?" Ashley purred, as she gave a little twirl in front of the mirror. Chris's mouth fell open as the skirt lifted just high enough to confirm his suspicion. She wasn't wearing any panties underneath it.

Ashley caught his eye in the mirror, her grip tightening on the edge of the vanity. God, she loved the way Chris looked at her. She knew he loved her and found her attractive, of course, but the look of pure need in his eyes was like a drug to her now. She wiggled her heart-shaped ass teasingly at him, stifling a laugh as he nearly tripped over himself leaping from the bed. "Do you think Clayton will want to teach me something tonight?"

Chris was on her in a flash, his hands sliding up her toned, bare legs and resting on her hips. His mouth pressed against her neck. "You've been a very bad girl, Mrs. Parker."

"Mmm. Yes sir, I think I need to be spanked." She hooked her arm around Chris's neck, the other keeping hold of the vanity for support as she craned her neck and pulled her husband into a deep kiss.

"You'd like that too much," he whispered breaking the kiss. "I don't think that would be much of a punishment do you?"

The sudden burst of control, surprised Ashley. She was used to Chris letting her drive the conversation. But she was hardly going to argue as he broke away from her grip and slid to his knees.

"I think it's time you got a taste of your own medicine." He pushed lightly on her back making her fall forward onto her forearms as he gripped her ass.

"Ohhh God," Ashley whined as Chris's tongue slid against her folds. She was already soaked, and the way his tongue slid into her core pressing against her walls made her push onto her toes. "Fuck baby."

Chris was in absolute heaven. He couldn't believe how wet Ashley was. He pushed his tongue deeper into her, sighing softly as Ashley's fingers tangled into his hair. His withdrew it from her slowly, snaking it around her body and circling her clit.

"You feel so good baby. So fucking good." Ashley was panting now, her eyes half-lidded as Chris lapped up her juices. She knew he was turned on, but she never expected this. This was something they were going to have to explore again in the very near future.

The sounds Ashley was making only encouraged Chris to go further. What had started as a playful tease was dissolving into abandonment. He licked across her clit, then traced along her lips teasing her opening once more before pulling past it. His grip on her ass tightened as he spread her cheeks allowing his tongue to push against her tight ring.

"Unnnggh, God, Chris. Right there, baby. Don't stop."

He grinned against her backside, falling just short of pushing inside her perfect ass and instead sliding back down to her dripping pussy, driving his tongue deep into it. He could tell she was getting closer. She was rocking back and forth on the balls of her feet now, matching the rhythm of his tongue as it teased both of her sensitive holes.

He was ready to let her cum, to make her remember exactly what he was capable of. But instead, he pulled away at the last minute, not ready to let their little game end just yet.

"I think that outfit is a little too... cliche, don't you?" It took Ashley several seconds to open her eyes and realize her husband had stopped and was speaking to her. When she finally caught his gaze in the mirror, he had a huge shit-eating grin on his face.

"You're going to pay for that," she said laughing, as she caught her breath and stood up straight.

"I'm looking forward to it," he replied as she sauntered away and back into the bathroom for a wardrobe change.

After what felt like forever, Ashley finally emerged from the bathroom again. This time, however, she hid behind the door, so that just her head was hanging out. "So um... this one may be a bit much." Her voice sounded more vulnerable than usual making Chris's stomach flip in anticipation.

"It must be really bad if you're nervous. I thought we were past that sta..." Before Chris could finish the thought she pulled the door the rest of the way open. He could practically feel the drool hanging from his mouth making Ashley blush with appreciation.

The outfit, if it could even be called that, consisted of thin leather straps that crisscrossed her body, framing her breasts without covering them at all. Her chest looked even larger than normal, her nipples a perfect shade of pink that stuck out like an eraser. Each strip of the "outfit" seemed to draw a path for his eye to follow, emphasizing the curves of her body while exposing everything. A matching collar circled her neck, connected by a small chain that ran between her chest and attached to a thin belt at her waist. Below that, she wore nothing but a tiny G-string and thigh-high boots that Chris hadn't even noticed her purchase.

"Holy fuck," he managed, his voice strangled.

Those two simple words seemed to give Ashley the confidence she needed to step deeper into the room. The boots made her nearly as tall as Chris and gave her a sense of authority she hadn't realized she needed. Each step seemed to echo off the walls as she held his gaze swaying her hips with each click of the platform. She circled him slowly, like a predator about to pounce on its prey.

Chris never let his eyes off of her, watching her reflection in the mirror as she walked. Her ass was framed just as perfectly as her chest. The tiny string not visible in the deep valley of her cheeks. His erection pressed against his belly button throbbing in anticipation.

"So you approve?" She paused in front of him, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her exposed skin. "You think Clayton would like it?"

The question caused him to audibly gasp. His pupils dilated further, his breathing shallow. Ashley could see him struggling to process what he was seeing; his wife, essentially naked except for strategically placed bondage elements, preparing not just to present herself to another man, but to submit to him fully.

"I..." Chris swallowed hard, his eyes traveling over the leather straps, lingering where they crossed her nipples, which looked almost as hard as he was. "You can't be serious."

Ashley's smile grew devious, she pushed him onto his back on the bed, straddling him as the leather creaked from her movement. She lowered her face, her lips barely touching his as he placed his hands on her bare hips.

"What's wrong?" she whispered against his lips, feeling him push against the tiny string. "Mmm You're so fucking hard." She rolled her hips, coating his hardness with her arousal. Her fingers traced the tightness in his jaw, her eyes never leaving his. "Are you thinking about what this collar means? How it means I want to be the perfect little slut for you?" She felt him pulse beneath her at the words, his breathing quickening. "Or are you picturing Clayton not even needing the collar because I'll give him exactly what he wants anyway?"

"Fuck, Ash." Chris's fingers dug into her hips, he was ready to explode and they hadn't even done much yet. He suddenly wished he was going with her tonight. Not because he was nervous to let her leave, but because he could tell by the way she was dripping all over his legs that she was more worked up than she'd ever been. Her body was so exposed, she wasn't even trying to pretend that she didn't want this anymore. And the most dizzying part of all, the part that made him shamefully blinded by lust... she was going to share all that pent up sexual energy with someone else. And fuck if that didn’t make him harder than he’d ever been in his life.

"This is—" He struggled to find words that wouldn't betray too much of his reaction, which was simultaneously intense arousal and possessive panic. "You'd wear this... for him?"

Ashley smiled, and ran her fingers over her chest before sitting up straight, capturing his hardness between her thighs. She had soaked through the thin fabric of her g-string causing it to bunch up.

"You don't think he'd like it?" she mused, her fingers sliding over chest and abs while she continued to roll her hips.

"Fuck, baby." Chris tried to keep his breathing under control as Ashley continued to grind against him. "I think if you showed up like this you wouldn't even make it in the house before he was on you."

"Mmm, why haven't we ever fucked outside?" Ashley reached down placing her hand on the other side of Chris's cock pushing it harder into her soaked mound. "Do you think his neighbors would hear me? Maybe they'd watch."

"Dressed like that, they'd probably join."

"Ohhhh fuuuuuck," they moaned in unison. Her soaked panties had given way pulling away just enough to let Chris slip into her inferno. "Don't... oh fuck, don't move."

The buzz of Ashley's phone from the dresser shifted Ashley's focus. Her eyes darted to her phone before she realized it was just a news alert. Nothing from Clayton. She was thankful Chris's eyes were closed otherwise he would have noticed her... what exactly? Disappointment? Anger? She pushed the thought away focusing instead on the way Chris felt inside her.

"I'm so close. I want you so fucking bad," Chris's fingers were white from he was clenching her so hard. It took every ounce of restraint he had, but he did as Ashley asked and didn't move. His dick was pulsing with pleasure, desperate for the release she was denying him. He knew she could feel it too. He could tell by the way she squeezed her eyes shut. The way she felt, like a vice grip covered in baby oil. He couldn't remember a time she felt so tight and so hot.

"You can't... we can't..." Her pussy was twitching. All Chris had to do was tilt his hips and he knew she'd come unglued. "Not until I get back. I want you this fucking hard, this worked up when I get back." Her eyes fluttered open as she got her body back under control.

"You feel so good, Ash." He released his death grip on her hips letting his fingers trace up her arms. "Better than our first night together. Like a virgin."

"Wait," she gasped, slowly rising off of Chris leaving herself feeling empty. "I just figured it out."

Chris blinked, confusion momentarily overriding arousal. "Figured what out?"

"What I'm going to wear." She pushed herself up on shaky legs, eyes bright with excitement despite her flushed cheeks and rapid breathing. "It's perfect."

"This is perfect," Chris argued, trying to figure out what was going on in his wife's head.

"Trust me," she insisted, turning away from him and giving him a view of her perfect ass. "I need to shower and get ready... alone." She caught his frustrated expression in the mirror and softened. "Don't look at me like that," she laughed. "If you stay, I'll never leave this room, and as much as I'd love that..." She trailed off, letting the implication hang between them.

Chris flopped back on the bed with an exaggerated groan. "You're killing me, Ash."

She walked back over to the bed to plant a quick kiss on his lips, careful not to let it deepen. "Consider it motivation to be ready for when I get home."

As she turned to head to the bathroom, Chris called after her, "At least tell me what you figured out!"

Ashley paused at the doorway, looking back at him with a secret smile. "Sorry, love. He gets to see this one first."

With that cryptic statement, she disappeared behind the bathroom door, leaving Chris to process the conflicting emotions surging through his system. Frustration, certainly. Arousal, definitely. But beneath those, a current of anticipation that made his heart race in the best possible way.

Whatever Ashley had planned, he knew one thing for certain. It would be worth the wait.


Chris paced the kitchen for what felt like the hundredth time in just as many minutes. Although in reality, it was probably less than twenty. The bourbon he poured himself sat untouched on the counter, the soft glow of the kitchen light reflecting off a single ice cube that seemed to mock him with its slow melt. It had the decency not to immediately evaporate into a puddle of sweat, something Chris seemed to be failing at with every second that passed by.

The sound of heels clicking against the hardwood floor made him rush into the living room. He turned to see Ashley standing at the top of the stairs, wrapped in a long black trench coat tied at her waist. The only clue to what she might be wearing beneath it came from her white thigh-high boots. They were sleek, zippered on the side, with heels that had to be at least four inches tall. Her hair had been styled into loose waves that hung just past her shoulders, and her makeup was subtle, almost effortless. All except her lipstick. It was a bright red shade, a color that screamed seduction.

"Well?" she asked, walking toward him slowly and wrapping her arms around his neck. "Last chance to change your mind."

Chris's throat tightened. "Are you even wearing anything under that?"

Ashley's laugh filled the air, making the angst in Chris's gut subside at least for a moment. "You'll have to wait until later to find out." She pressed her forehead to his, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath. "Or we can call the whole thing off and you can untie my coat right now."

Chris closed his eyes, feeling the weight of the moment. Ashley's perfume filled his nostrils. It was something new, something he hadn't bought her, which meant she bought it... for Clayton. The anxiety was back in his gut, and so was his erection.

"If you want to back out, you can," he said finally, opening his eyes to meet hers. "But I'm okay with everything so far. I mean that."

Her lips found his, soft at first then deeper. When she pulled away, her fingers traced down his chest, grazing the front of his pants. She leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

"I want you exactly like this when I get home," she whispered. "No touching yourself until then."

The jingle of her keys broke the moment. "I'll text you when I'm on my way back."

Then she was gone, the front door closing softly behind her.


Ashley's heart thumped wildly against her ribs as she navigated through the quiet neighborhood. It was only 7:30 and yet, she couldn't help but feel like it was the middle of the night and a neighbor would spot her passing car and know her dirty little secret. Her hand trembled slightly as she changed the station on the radio. The soft hum of a familiar song doing little to distract her mind from racing faster than her car.

Should she text Clayton that she was on her way? She glanced at her phone in the cup holder. He seemed almost uninterested that she was even coming. The shift from a constant stream of messages that would make her blush in public to now, near radio silence bothered her more than she knew it should, but she convinced herself it was just her competitive streak coming out, nothing more.

The GPS announced another turn. Twenty minutes to her destination.

She had given Chris an out. Given herself an out. She should have untied her coat as soon as she came down the stairs. There was no way Chris would have been able to resist her. She rubbed her thighs together, remembering just how little she had on. Heat bloomed through her body as she thought about just how exposed she was right now.

"What am I doing?" she whispered to the empty car.

Was this her being a good wife, expanding their horizons together? Or was it a step too far? Would she come home and hate herself? Worse, would Chris hate her? The word "whore" rang through her mind, Clayton's word, but in her own voice now. It didn't cause the same reaction in her like "slut" did, but it also didn't feel inflammatory anymore.

A stoplight bathed the car's interior in red. Ashley turned her head to the left, where a man in his late twenties sat idling beside her. Their eyes met. His smile was warm, friendly even.

Did he know? The thought slithered into her mind before she could stop it. Could he see it in her eyes? Could he see what she was about to do? What she had become? Heat rushed to her cheeks. But it wasn't embarrassment. It was arousal.

She shifted in her seat feeling her dampness grow at the very thought of this stranger looking at her.

The light changed.

As she accelerated, she glanced into the rearview mirror, her eyes catching the man from the light. A smile spread across her face, fantasies of the stranger catching a glimpse of her flooded her mind. Would he follow her? Pull up beside her again just to see if she'd roll the window down? Would he ask her to show him what was underneath the coat, or would he simply reach into her car and tear it off of her? Would he call her a whore? A slut? Tell her she deserved it for dressing like that? And she did, didn't she?

Maybe he wouldn't do any of those things. Maybe he would just force himself on her. Would she even stop him?

Her breath hitched, afraid of answering the question. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with her?

The man’s face shifted into Clayton’s, and the panic in her chest melted away making her feel... safe? Clayton’s touch was just as demanding, just as forceful, but it wasn’t unwanted. It was possessive. Controlling. Everything she wanted, needed in this moment. Her foot pressed down harder on the accelerator.

Ten minutes.

Fear. Excitement. Guilt. Desire. Each emotion crashed into the next like waves against rocks. The closer she got to Clayton's house, the more the anticipation built, drowning out everything else. She glanced at her phone again. Still no notifications, nothing from Clayton.

His neighborhood appeared ahead, modern homes, all with multiple stories. She wouldn't call them mansions, but even with all the upgrades she and Chris had made lately, their home paled in comparison to these. The calm voice of her GPS announced that her destination was on the right, causing Ashley to laugh. Calm. She certainly didn't feel calm. Maybe she should have changed the voice to something more appropriate. But then, what exactly was the appropriate voice for a woman dressed in next to nothing, on her way to visit... no, fuck, her husband's childhood friend with his knowing permission?

Two Minutes

Ashley adjusted her coat, feeling the delicate material beneath it brush against sensitive skin. Whatever happened tonight would change things. Not just between her and Clayton, but between her and Chris too. She'd crossed boundaries before, but always with Chris present. This was different. Deliberate. Her choice alone. And deep down, past the guilt, and the anxiety, all she felt was excitement and determination.

One Minute.


Ashley sat in her car looking up at the imposing house in front of her. The engine clicked as it cooled down, transferring its heat straight to Ashley's body. She'd only been there once before, with Chris. She thought back on that night. She and Chris had drunk too much and slept on the pull-out. Only they didn't do much sleeping. She remembered seeing Clayton come down the stairs, the way he looked at her, the hunger in his eyes, the size of his... She took a deep breath and opened the car door. She'd come this far already, she couldn't turn back now.

The chimes of the doorbell rang through the house as Ashley tightened her coat, eagerly waiting for Clayton to answer so she could get inside. She glanced over her shoulder, the other houses were far enough away that she couldn't see anyone outside, but she didn't want to take any chances.

She shifted her weight, the white boots creaking slightly against the polished stone of Clayton's front porch. Her foot bounced with nervous energy. Had he forgotten? The thought seemed impossible given what they'd arranged, yet his silence throughout the day made her wonder. She glanced back at her car, calculating the distance if she needed to make a quick retreat.

Just as her hand raised to knock, the door swung open.

Clayton stood in the doorway wearing dark jeans and an unbuttoned white shirt that revealed his toned chest and abs. His hair was slightly disheveled, as if he'd been running his fingers through it. The casual confidence of his stance made Ashley's mouth go dry.

His eyes flicked to his watch. "You're early."

Ashley raised her eyebrow, not the greeting she expected. "It's 7:57."

A smile formed at the corner of Clayton's mouth. "Eager, aren't we?"

Heat rushed to her cheeks as she realized she'd fallen into his trap. By defending herself, she'd admitted to monitoring the time, to caring about their arrangement. She hated how cocky he was... and how much it turned her on.

"Are you going to invite me in?" She glanced over her shoulder again. A light had come on in the house across the street.

"Not yet," Clayton smiled, taking a step forward and placing his hands on the belt holding together Ashley's coat.

"Wha... what do you mean, not yet?" She tried to keep the panic from her voice, but the wide-eyed expression on her face gave her away.

"I mean—" his voice dropped lower, not because he didn't want people to hear, but because he wanted her to know how serious he was. "First, I want to see exactly what you pictured when you were preparing to come over here."

So, that was his game then? The lack of contact wasn't because he was busy. It was because he wanted to see exactly what she would come up with? How far she would go. "Here? But, what if someone sees?"

Clayton's eyes sparkled with mischief. "That's the point." He pulled at the belt of the coat allowing it to open. "Now, show me." His voice grew more urgent, more demanding.

"I'm not—" Ashley started, her eyes darting around the quiet street. "Clayton, this is crazy."

"Is it?" He tilted his head slightly. "Crazier than going to your husband's office and letting me cum all over your body knowing that anyone could have walked in?"

"Don't be an asshole," she hissed. "You know that was different." She balled her hands into a fist. This was a mistake. She should turn around and leave. Go back to her husband, the person who actually respected her, not treated her like a... Her traitorous body warmed to the thought.

"What are you afraid of?" It wasn't a challenge as much as a genuine question. "You've been dancing around this for too long. Just admit to yourself what this is. What you actually want." His hands were still on the belt of her coat, holding it open just enough to where if he wanted to he could see, but he didn't.

She opened her mouth to answer, ready to tell him to go to hell, but the words didn't come out. He was doing it again. Saying the exact things she knew but was afraid to admit. Seeing through the carefully constructed walls she'd put up exposing her darkest desires.

"Fine," she whispered, anger and arousal battling within her. "But I swear to God, if someone sees—"

"Then they'll see a woman who is finally unafraid to admit what she wants." He lowered his hands, letting the belt dangle at her sides, and took a step back, giving her space.

With trembling fingers, Ashley took a deep breath and cupped the lapel of the oversized coat. The night wind brushed against her exposed flesh, causing goosebumps to pepper her skin as she pulled it off her shoulders. It fell effortlessly onto the stone porch, leaving her feeling even more exposed than she thought.

As much as he wanted to, Clayton couldn't keep his composure as she let herself go. He sucked in air, the image in front of him better than anything he could have possibly imagined. His eyes traveled over her body with a slowness that made Ashley shift in place. He was making a show of looking at her, and it was having its desired effect on her.

She stood before him in a classic white angelic lingerie set that was anything except pure. The delicate floral lace barely contained her curves. The demi-cup bra sat provocatively low, its soft edges allowing the fullness of her breasts to spill slightly over the trim. The cups pushed upward, forming perfect crests that caught the porch light, the pale pink of her nipples just visible through the intricate pattern. A sheer garter belt hugged her slim waist, connecting to stockings that rose to mid-thigh. Nearly every inch of her was both exposed and decorated in a way to put her sexiness on full display.

Clayton's tongue slid from between his lips, wetting them as his eyes traced to the junction of her thighs. Ashley wore matching panties, a paper-thin fabric that revealed more than it concealed. A thin, deliberate cutout sat at the center of them. A cutout that Clayton may have missed, if Ashley wasn't already so aroused. Her pale, pink lips blossomed slightly, a perfect compliment to the white fabric. The moisture gathering there caused the surrounding fabric to cling even more insistently to her contours, outlining every curve and fold with unflinching honesty.

The most enticing piece of it all was the white lace cuffs that sat on each wrist. They had small silver rings attached to them that seemed like they were mostly decorative, but something told Clayton he could find a practical use for them. When Clayton's eyes finally met Ashley's again she was blushing, unwilling to meet his gaze.

"Tell me why you came here tonight." Clayton reached out grabbing her chin and forcing her eyes to meet his.

"You know why." She crossed her arms, accidentally pushing her breasts higher against the low-cut bra. "Chris and I talked and..."

"Bullshit." Clayton's interruption boomed down the street. "This," he waved his hand around her outfit, "has nothing to do with Chris anymore. This is about you. About what you want."

"That's not true." But she couldn't look him in the eye. "I'm doing this for him. For us."

"It may have started like that, but not now." He nodded at her outfit. "Was this for him?"

Ashley swallowed, the truth uncomfortably close to the surface. "Please, just let me in before someone sees me."

"Tell me why you're here."

"I told you. We had breakfast and Chris said..."

Clayton's hand shot out, gripping her chin with startling swiftness. Her eyes went wide, not from fear, but just the unexpectedness of it.

"Stop lying to yourself." His thumb brushed against her lower lip, the tenderness of it mixed with the sudden burst of aggressiveness caused Ashley to shiver. She tried to turn her head, to deny him, but his grip was too tight.

"Look at what you're wearing," he continued, his eyes traveling down her body before returning to her face. "Look at how wet you already are just standing here. And you want me to believe this is all for him? For his little fantasy?"

Heat flooded her cheeks, the evidence of her arousal impossible to hide in the sheer white fabric. She was quickly regretting her outfit choice.

"What do you want from me?" she whispered, her voice shaky.

"The truth." His grip softened, but the intensity in his eyes didn't waver. "Say it, Ashley. Say what you're really here for."

"I can't." The words were barely audible.

"I hate that word." His thumb pressed against her lower lip, parting her mouth slightly. "Can't implies you don't have a choice, and you do." He released her chin, but his hand hovered. "You can tell me the real reason, or you can pick up your coat and leave."

Ashley's breath quickened, her pulse thundering in her ears. The threat of being sent away created a surge of panic that surprised her with its intensity. She didn't want to leave, not after all of this.

"I..." she began, the words sticking in her throat as heat pooled in her core.

Clayton waited, he knew she wouldn't disappoint him, she never did. This part was critical. She had to get there on her own.

"I want you," she finally admitted, the words rushing out before she could stop them. "I want you to fuck me. Are you happy now?"

Clayton's expression shifted. A smile curved at the corner of his lips. One of both satisfaction, but also hunger. His eyes shifted and Ashley realized this was the look he had given her that first night she was here with Chris. The night everything changed. His hand slid to the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her hair.

"Again," he commanded softly. "Say it again."

Ashley swallowed, the last of her resistance crumbling under the weight of her own desire. "I want you to fuck me, Clayton. I came here because I want you to fuck me."

His grip tightened in her hair, pulling her head back slightly as he leaned closer. His lips hovered just above hers, not quite touching. She could feel his breath, warm against her mouth. She was panting now. She wasn't sure when she started but suddenly it felt like she couldn't get enough air.

"Good girl" he whispered, his voice a low rumble that she felt more than heard.

With that, she pulled away from his grip, crashing her mouth onto his in a kiss that obliterated any remaining pretense. In that moment she forgot about everything and let Clayton claim her in a way she never had. As her tongue danced against his she forgot all about how exposed she felt standing there. She wrapped her arms around his neck, the sound of their lips smacking together echoing through the night. She forgot about Chris, about how he would react when she went home. Clayton was right. Right now, it wasn't about him at all. It was about this; the electricity that had sparked between them from the first moment, and recapturing it without regard for anyone or anything else.

When he finally broke the kiss, Ashley was breathless, her body humming with need. Clayton had the same cocky grin on his face that she hated. The same one that drove her to his doorstep wearing next to nothing.

"Now you can come inside," Clayton said with a devious grin, taking a step to the side and extending his arm to allow her to walk past him.

The confidence in her stride surprised her. With each click of her heel, she felt electricity wash over her. She watched Clayton from the corner of her eye knowing he was waiting for the moment she passed him so he could see her from behind. A triumphant smile formed on her lips as the heel of her boots clicked onto the hardwood floor of his home. She hadn't even gotten completely past him before his eyes dipped lower breaking their stare, a small victory for her.

If Clayton thought the front of Ashley's outfit was provocative, the back was downright sinful. His gaze traced the length of her spine, lingering where the garter belt's thin straps disappeared into the valley between her shoulder blades, only to reappear lower, framing the curves of her ass like a sexy picture frame. He bit down on the inside of his mouth to keep from audibly gasping as he followed the thin, white string between the perfect swell of her ass before it disappeared completely between her cheeks in an obvious invitation.


On instinct, Ashley ended up in the kitchen standing at the same island she stood almost a year ago as Chris and Clayton went shot for shot. She turned her head slowly toward the living room, the sofa where on that same night their game seemed to cross over from fantasy to reality. Her pulse quickened as her mind transported her back to that night with Chris, the way they'd started innocently enough on that couch before Clayton had appeared on the stairs. She rubbed her thighs together thinking about the way Clayton looked at her, the way Chris felt inside her as Clayton exposed himself to her.

The press of Clayton's body against her back pulled her abruptly into the present. His chest was warm against her shoulders, his breath stirring the hair near her ear as he reached around her, offering a drink. The simple act of being bracketed by his body sent a fresh wave of heat through her core.

"Still thinking about that night, I see," he murmured, his lips close enough to brush her earlobe.

Ashley took the glass, grateful for something to do with her hands. "Don't flatter yourself," she replied, but the attempt at nonchalance failed as her eyes remained fixed on the sofa. She took a large drink, the vodka burning a clean path down her throat.

Clayton's laugh confirmed he knew she was full of shit, but he didn't press the issue, he didn't need to. His fingers closed around her free hand, her left hand, as he pulled away from her and led her out of the kitchen.

"Where are we going?"

"Upstairs." The single word carried enough weight to make her pulse jump.

"Now who's eager?" Ashley teased with a laugh as they ascended the first step and her gaze finally broke from the sofa.

He didn't bother with a response. Instead, as they reached the top of the stairs he pulled her off to the right. The hallway wasn't very long, and after passing two other closed doors they arrived at the end of the hall.

The room wasn't actually much bigger than hers. She wasn't sure what she was expecting, but the hint of familiarity seemed to settle her a bit. Much like his office, it was clear a guy lived here, but it didn't really put off the alpha male vibe Clayton seemed to carry. The walls, an off grey color, were mainly bare of any pictures or personal belongings. A large dresser sat next to the closed window with light blue curtains. Across from it a bathroom similar to the one at home. In the middle of the room sat a four-poster king sized bed. Ashley's mouth went dry thinking about everything that's probably happened on that bed, and why someone like Clayton would have a four-poster bed with no canopy.

Next to the bed was a full-length mirror, angled just right to capture everything that might happen on the expensive-looking mattress. Heat climbed up Ashley’s spine. She’d never done anything in front of a mirror before. It was exciting. Terrifying. Exposing. She let go of Clayton’s hand and walked toward it, drawn to it like it had gravity.

She stood before the glass, staring. She barely recognized the woman looking back at her.

She was supposed to feel shame. Supposed to feel disgust. But all she felt was heat.

Clayton appeared behind her, their eyes meeting in the reflection.

"You enjoy all the attention you’ve been getting, don’t you?" His hands rested on her shoulders.

"All those men wanting you. Wishing they could see you like this. Wishing they could fuck you."

_“Slut. You’re a fucking slut... and you love it.”_

Her eyes fluttered closed. A tremble ran through her lips as her tongue traced them. She smiled.

Ashley’s body was molten, on the verge of combustion. She didn’t want to talk anymore. She didn’t want games. She wanted to be taken. Her thighs were already slick, the evidence of her desire sliding down her leg. She pressed her ass into the bulge in Clayton’s jeans, a soft whimper escaping her throat.

She nearly whispered, “Please,” But stopped herself. She wasn’t ready to beg. Not yet.

She whispered his name. No answer.

He stepped back.

The sudden absence of his body made her gasp and snap her eyes open, the mirror still staring back, reflecting a woman who didn’t look confused anymore.

"Touch yourself." It wasn't a question, it was a demand. Ashley caught his gaze in the mirror, her fingers trailing down her stomach. She'd never done this for Chris before, at least not like this.

"Don't look at me. Watch yourself." Her fingers paused on the top of her thigh, the soft fabric of the stocking making her touch feel foreign. She wanted to hide. What Clayton was asking was so... intimate. Not only had she never done anything like this for Chris, but she'd never watched herself while she did it. Her attention was always on him, his enjoyment. Clayton reached out touching her wrists. His touch was soft and caused her to shudder. Her movements continued, her fingers grazing her sex finding it drenched.

"Good girl," Clayton whispered against her ear. He fought the urge to press into her, to show her just how much he was enjoying the show. "Show me how you touch yourself when you're alone. When you're thinking about me."

A soft moan escaped her lips at his presumption, though she couldn't deny its accuracy. She circled her clit, thankful that it wasn't hidden underneath the fabric. She wanted the skin to skin contact, she just wished it was Clayton's skin. Her movements were tentative at first, then grew more assured as her body responded. Her eyes flickered closed, her sensitive nub hardening against her touch.

"Eyes open," Clayton commanded. He watched her fingers work, the cutout in her panties allowing him to watch unburdened as her lips parted, her fingers dragging against her pink flesh.

The cool air against her exposed flesh made her shiver, or perhaps it was the intensity of Clayton's gaze in the mirror as she played with herself. She massaged two fingers between her folds, her knees growing weak as her arousal grew. Her eyes flickered to his, and she pushed a finger deep inside her slit, whimpering with need. She watched him, watching her, but all he did was smirk. That stupid cocky smile driving her mad with lust.

She straightened her legs, fighting the urge to once again close her eyes. Standing in boots and stockings, the garter belt and crotchless panties framed her lewdness rather than concealing it. She felt more exposed than if she'd been completely naked.

Her reflection showed the evidence of her arousal glistening on her inner thighs. The sight should have embarrassed her; instead, it fed something primal within her. She saw the look in Clayton's eyes, the hungry look of a man consumed with lust.

Ashley's right hand continued between her thighs, her fingers gliding through the wetness gathered there. Her left hand moved to her breast, fingers tracing the lace edge of her bra before dipping beneath it to find her hardened nipple. In the mirror, the sight was undeniably erotic, her flushed skin, her parted lips, Clayton watching over her shoulder with dark, hungry eyes.

"I want you so bad," Ashley whispered, the tension in her belly growing, the act of performing for Clayton seemed to heighten her arousal. "I want you to fuck me."

"Kneel," he ordered, and Ashley dropped to her knees so fast she was sure she'd be bruised in the morning.

She began to turn as he stepped to her side, their profiles visible in the mirror. She reached for his belt, but his hands caught her jaw between his thumb and pointer finger making her look into his eyes instead of the bulge in his pants.

"Your mouth would feel amazing right now, but that's not what I want."

A small tremor rocked Ashley's core from his words and she licked her lips. Clayton let go of her jaw as he slowly shed the unbuttoned shirt he was wearing. Somewhere off to the side, Ashley could hear Clayton's phone buzzing, but they ignored it too caught up in the moment to care.

"Turn back around and face the mirror," he ordered walking behind her. She did as instructed, tracking him through the mirror as she did. She watched as he undid his belt, stepping out of his pants and removing a condom from his pocket. The bulge in the front of his boxers was huge and Ashley smiled to herself, a sense of accomplishment washing over her having known that was all due to her performance.

As he began to slide his boxers down his strong legs, he tossed the condom at her side. Once he was completely naked, he kneeled behind her.

The heat from Clayton's chest pressed against her back, making Ashley moan in delight. He pulled her closer, and Ashley's body responded — her hips already moving, desperate to find him. His lips dusted over the shell of her ear, and she trembled, her need nearly unbearable.

"Stop teasing me and just fuck me already." Ashley barely recognized the words coming from her mouth. She couldn't remember the last time she had been this desperate for sex.

"You're not in control here, Ashley. I am." His breath was like fire on her neck. She could feel his cock, pressed against the swell of her ass. It felt different through the fabric of her garter belt, more delicate and somehow more menacing at the same time. His hand slid between her shoulder blades, pushing her forward.

The soft buzzing on his phone had returned. Someone really wanted to get ahold of him. For a long second, Clayton's hands froze on her back, focusing on the buzz. Then they continued their descent over the curve of her ass.

"Spread your legs a little wider," he commanded, and Ashley leaned forward onto her arms more, shuffling her knees to the side. When she did, his entire hand slid between her thighs, dipping two fingers inside her.

"Ohhh, fuck," Ashley's arms nearly gave way. Her walls immediately gripping his digits and covering them in her juices.

"So fucking wet already, and we've only just begun." His voice is low, taunting. Yet, instead of making Ashley angry it just made her want more. She pushed her hips back, taking more of his meaty fingers inside her and sighing in pleasure.

With his fingers deep inside her sex, Ashley began to work her hips. It wasn't lost on her that Clayton wasn't moving at all — he was making her do all the work. But that was fine with her. She dropped her hips, grinding and wiggling them against him. "That feels sooooo fucking good," she cooed as she used his fingers like a toy.

When Ashley opened her eyes, she saw Clayton staring back at her. The scene in front of her was like nothing she'd ever experienced. She felt like a voyeur, watching as some pornstar worked herself into a frenzy on the fingers of her male co-star. Except the pornstar was her.

Each time she pushed her hips back, her eyes raked over a different part of her own body — her cheeks, red with flush and desire; her chest, half-hanging out of her bra, nipples hard and taut; her pussy, bald and glistening as it stretched around Clayton's thick fingers. She watched her own face contort in pleasure, and she could feel it building. "Please..." she whimpered, her hips picking up speed. "Please fuck me."

She didn't look at him when she said it. She watched herself — the lips of a wife, a whore, a slut, begging another man to fuck her — and it made her quiver with need.

Clayton pulled his fingers out of her, slick with her arousal. He caught her stare in the mirror and, without breaking eye contact, sucked his fingers into his mouth, tasting just how much she wanted him. She watched him, her gaze never faltering. Not when he grabbed the condom and rolled it on. Not when he took his position behind her, his fingers digging into her hips. Not even when he rolled his hips forward and sank into her. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, her walls stretching around him, but her eyes never left his.

"Uunngh you're so fucking tight," Clayton was the first to break eye contact, his cock bottoming out inside her warmth, begging him to push even further. He wrapped his arm around her pulling her hips to him as he gave her only a second to adjust.

"Fuck yes, yes. Fuck me." Ashley could already feel the orgasm approaching as Clayton touched places inside her only he could. She groaned in delight as Clayton teased her by pulling almost completely out, only to slam back into the dripping, molten heat of her slit. His teeth found her neck sinking into it and sucking hard.

"Mmmm uuungh." Ashley pressed her neck into his teeth. It was going to leave a mark, but she didn't care. All she needed right now was for him to keep fucking her.

Clayton adjusted his position slightly, propping his right leg up to give him more leverage. The results of the new position were instant.

"Ohhh God. Mmmm fuck. Don't stop. Fuck, Don't Stop." The new position allowed Clayton to drive a little deeper into Ashley, hitting that sweet spot inside of her that seemed to make her mind go haywire and her entire body go lax.

"I'm going to cum." she announced, her pussy squeezing Clayton with new force.

"Not yet. Your body looks too fucking perfect for this to end yet." Clayton slowed his pace down, keeping Ashley frustratingly close to the edge but not able to get there.

"Please... Fuck, please let me cum." Ashley was done pretending she was too good to beg. She was so close, her entire body hummed with need. She would have done anything Clayton asked of her in this moment.

Another buzz from the dresser broke her concentration and she groaned in frustration, her orgasm slipping further away. She saw Clayton's brows furrow in the mirror before turning toward the source of interruption.

"Don't answer it... please. Just let me..." She didn't even get to finish the thought before Clayton pulled out of her with a loud plop. Being derailed by something as mundane as a phone call felt almost cruel in her current state.

"It will be quick," Clayton said, his voice firm. "Don't you dare cum without me."

The phone buzzed again. Clayton moved toward the dresser, unbothered, like he hadn’t just been deep inside her seconds ago. Ashley’s reflection stared back at her. Her skin was flushed, streaked with sweat. Spit dangled from her bottom lip, glistening under the light. Her left tit hung completely free, the nipple diamond-hard and desperate for attention. She looked like a whore. And God, it made her even wetter.

Clayton glanced at the screen, his expression darkening instantly. "Fucking Tom," he muttered, his thumb hovering over the screen.

Ashley's mind flashed to the man from the club. Tom's hungry eyes following her across the dance floor, Chris's unmistakable discomfort. What could Tom possibly want at this hour? And more importantly, what could be so urgent that Clayton would answer rather than finish what they'd started?

"I need to take this," Clayton said, grabbing his pants off the floor and peeling off the condom. "Don't move," he commanded as he opened the door.

With that, he accepted the call, stepping into the hallway. "This better be important," she heard him growl before the door closed behind him.

Ashley sat frozen, the abrupt shift leaving her disoriented. She'd bared herself completely only to be abandoned for a phone call from Tom. The same Tom who made Chris uncomfortable. Why was he calling Clayton so late? And why did the thought of him being off-limits send a jolt of electricity straight to her core?

Her arousal intensified, combined with a new sense of curiosity.

Clayton's voice faded, his footsteps carrying it further down the hall. Ashley couldn't make out any words, but Clayton sounded angry. Curiosity piqued, Ashley looked away from the mirror and crept closer to the door. She stepped softly, determined not to let the heel of her boots give her away. One way or the other, she was determined to figure out what could possibly be more important than her giving in to Clayton's every demand.


Clayton pressed the phone to his ear as he pushed into his office, pushing the door shut behind him, although it didn't close completely. He turned on the lights, as he walked over to his computer, all three monitors coming to life at the same time.

"It better be life or death, Tom." The edge in his voice would have intimidated most people. Tom wasn't most people.

"Why isn't Ashley coming on the trip to Seattle?" Tom's words were slurred. He'd been drinking. Tom was hard enough to deal with sober. Clayton didn't have the time or energy to deal with him if he was drunk.

Clayton rubbed his temples with his thumbs. He should have ignored the call. Pressing a few buttons on his computer, he transferred the call there, allowing him to go hands-free. If Tom was drunk, he would say something stupid, and Clayton wanted to record it, just in case he could use it for leverage later.

"I already told you, Tom. She's not going because your neanderthal approach with Chris spooked him. He doesn't want his wife anywhere near you." He dropped his phone back into his pants pocket, declining the on-screen dialogue that asked if he wanted to turn on video.

"But he doesn't care that you fuck her? That you are setting him up every ste—"

"Spare me the lecture. Why are you calling? I'm busy." Clayton was growing impatient. He needed to cut this call short and get back to Ashley before he lost all the headway he'd made today.

"Busy? What could you possibly... wait," Tom chuckled on the other end of the line. Not a normal humorous laugh, but something dark, sadistic. "She's there, isn't she?"

"You're drunk, Tom. And what I do on my personal time is no concern of yours."

"Personal time?" Tom cut in. "Son, there is no such thing as personal time. Not when you're missing deadlines. Not when the audit is weeks away and you're playing house with the wife of the very person who could bring everything crashing down around us."

"I told you, I have things handled. You want her ready for the board members, I'm getting her ready. When it's time, you'll have all of them under your thumb." Clayton responded, settling into his chair and pulling up the encrypted files on his screen. This entire phone call would end up on the encrypted drive, just one more assurance that Tom wouldn't blow the entire thing up. "And Chris is exactly where I want him. He's distracted, conflicted, and completely under my thumb. This method works better than your sledgehammer approach."

"Your method is taking too long," Tom hissed. "I'm tired of moving money around, covering tracks while you indulge your obsession with her. Hell, you can't even get them to agree to let me fuck her. You really think they will agree to passing her around the board?"

Clayton blew out a breath of frustration. "My method is taking exactly as long as it needs to take. And no one is passing anyone around. We agreed on a few compromising photos you can use as leverage. Stop pushing so hard or you'll destroy all the progress we've made."

"Don't lecture me about blowing things up when you can't keep your dick in your pants," Tom snarled. "she was ready months ago, we both know that, but you've grown attached and would rather fuck her than see this thing through."

Clayton slammed his fists down on the desk making his keyboard bounce. "You're so full of shit. I don't need this. I'm going. And tell your goons to stop following me and my people. You're making everyone nervous. "

"I can fucking end you, Clayton. Don't you ever forget that." The slur in his voice was gone. The intensity of the conversation having seemingly sobered Tom up. "And I don't know what the hell you're talking about. Nobody is following you."

Clayton's eyes went wide. If Tom wasn't the one following them, then who? Before he could process the information, a soft creak from the doorway caught his attention. Clayton's head snapped up, his body tensing as he caught sight of Ashley. She looked every bit like a woman who had just been ravaged. Her eyes were wild, desperate and begging for more. He wasn't sure if she'd overheard any of the conversation or if she had simply stumbled down the hall, driven by her own lingering need. But as their eyes met, a dark thought crept into his mind. Perhaps he could make the best of a bad situation.


"Didn't I tell you to wait for me in the bedroom?" Clayton's gaze pinned Ashley to the door. She had pressed too close, trying to hear their conversation more clearly. Instead, all she got was fragments. Someone was being followed, but it didn't sound like they were sent by Tom. She thought back to the diner earlier with Chris. Someone had been asking about him. But who? Chris had brushed it off like it was no big deal, should she be worried?

"I..." Ashley's heart was racing, she didn't know exactly what she'd walked into, but she knew whatever it was she wasn't supposed to hear it. "I was lonely. You were taking so long, and I was so horny." Her voice was seductive, the same tone she'd used with Chris when playing their game. She bit her bottom lip as Clayton's eyes roamed her body. It helped that she wasn't completely lying.

A muffled laugh came through the speaker on Clayton's computer. "Is that her?" Tom's voice slurred slightly. "Your little project?"

Heat rushed to Ashley's cheeks as she realized what she'd just done. Tom knew her voice, he knew she was there, knew what she was. A different type of exposure washed over her as she considered the ramifications.

"Always so eager." the amusement in Clayton's voice made her shift in place. His expression darkened as he rose from his chair causing Ashley to look back at the door. "Don't move," he commanded as he took a step toward her. When he reached her, his lips brushed her ear. "Eavesdropping deserves punishment, wouldn't you agree?"

Ashley stood frozen, her nipples hard against the low cup of her bra. She wanted to be mortified, not just that Tom knew she was there, but now he heard the way Clayton was talking to her. Instead, her body was already anticipating what was coming.

"Have you gone mute?" Tom's impatient voice cut through the tension causing Ashley to look toward the screen thankful that at least the camera was off. "She's in there, isn't she?"

Clayton's hand pressed against the small of Ashley's back, the heat from his body encouraging her to respond. He guided her toward the desk, each step feeling like she was walking to her own firing squad. "Watch your tone, Tom. Don't forget who you're speaking to."

"We have bigger issues right now that you should—"

"Ashley needs a lesson in boundaries," Clayton interrupted, positioning her in front of the desk. He put his hands on her shoulders, applying just enough pressure to make her bend forward.

Her mind was screaming at her to run out of there. Whatever game Clayton was playing, it had gotten too risky. Chris had told her Tom was off-limits; he shouldn't even know she was there. But the taboo nature of it all seemed to propel her forward. Before she realized what was happening, her palms were resting on the cool surface of the desk, her exposed ass stuck in the air — framed as a perfect target by her garter belt and stockings — on full display for Clayton.

He took his time, admiring the view of Ashley's heart-shaped ass, and the juices that continued to leak down the inside of her thigh. She was getting off on this. Not just the submission, but being on display. Even Tom seemed to add an element of desire to the situation that made her body heat rise.

The first slap against her exposed butt wasn't painful. She knew it was coming, Clayton had actually slapped her harder than that before. It was more like a declaration, a hint of what was to come. However, it was when his digits slid down her cheek and the tip dipped between her wet folds that caught her by surprise and made her gasp.

The next slap was harder, firmer. It caused her to cry out something between a scream and a moan. Clayton's fingers again dipped lower, massaging the outer walls of her lips and making Ashley push her ass further back into his hand. She'd never experienced anything like tonight. Every cell in her body was like a sexual live wire. All of the anticipation coupled with the lack of control, the teasing, the unexpected phone call from Tom.

"Somebody talk to me, Goddamn it. What's happening?" Tom's voice sounded so close. Like he was in the room, right in front of her.

"Tell Tom what's happening," Clayton instructed, his voice calm despite the power behind his slap.

Ashley shook her head, the thought of acknowledging Tom's presence out loud was too mortifying to contemplate. Another strike landed, this one carrying more weight behind it. The sharp sound seemed to echo through her entire body.

"Ooohh," Ashley's head flew back as two of Clayton's fingers pushed inside her. The sound of her arousal dripping over his fingers filled the room. She could already feel her orgasm building. She was so close earlier and now he was touching her again. Even his fingers felt like they were stretching her.

"He can hear how you moan," Clayton growled in her ear. "He can hear how fucking wet you are just from my fingers. Tell him what I'm doing."

"Ffffuck, Clayton..." It wasn't a protest. She wasn't sure what it was, really. Just an acknowledgment of the power he had over her. Her chest pressed further into the desk as Clayton pushed more of his fingers into her. She spread her legs giving him better access. Wanting him to push her over the top. She knew Tom was a line that shouldn't be crossed. But then, he wasn't actually in the room. He couldn't see her, couldn't touch her. It was just a little teasing.

He pulled his fingers out just as abruptly as they had entered her. His hand once again crashing down on her ass causing a ripple throughout her body. She gritted her teeth, dizzy with adrenaline and need.

"Christ," Tom muttered, his tone hovering between disgust and fascination. "This is how you spend your time instead of preparing for the audit? At least have the decency to include me."

Blood tinged Ashley's tongue and she realized she'd been biting down on her lip. Not from the pain, but from the desire to cry out. To tell Tom exactly what was happening. To give him every sexy detail shamelessly.

"Ummfff, please," Ashley's eyes rolled to the back of her head as Clayton's magical fingers found her clit. Her knees buckled, thankful for the support of the desk as her pants grew more desperate. He plunged his fingers back into her core, thrusting them deep until he hit her G-spot.

"Yes, yes, oh fuck," her toes curled inside her boots, she was so close. A desperate sigh left her lips as Clayton once again pulled his dripping fingers from her cunt. The emptiness she suddenly felt was the real punishment. Ashley whimpered in frustration tears stinging the back of her eyes.

"Tell him," Clayton demanded, his breath warm against her ear. "Give him what he wants and you'll get what you want." He left his hand on the inside of her thigh, burning his touch into her soul.

"Fuuuck," Ashley blinked her eyes in quick succession. "He's..." She tried to gather her thoughts.

"Louder!" Another swat landed on her ass causing her to jump. "He needs to hear you."

"He's spanking me," she cried out, each word sending another zap to her core and making her pussy drip with need. "He's disciplining me, for not staying in the bedroom."

Tom chuckled into the phone, but instead of making Ashley self conscious it seemed to fuel her desire. "And? What else is he doing? What's he doing to make you moan like a bitch in heat?"

The words burned Ashley's ears, but Clayton was already taking advantage. The heel of his hand pressed against her engorged nub making her head spin. His fingers were back inside of her, fucking her, hard and fast. Exactly what she needed.

"Fuuuck yes, oooohhhh God. He's..." She sucked in air thrashing her head from side to side. "He's fucking me... with his fingers."

His lips were on the back of her neck. Sucking and biting at her exposed skin as he pushed her closer to the orgasm he'd denied her since she arrived.

"Tell him how it feels," Clayton commanded, his rhythm never faltering.

Ashley opened her mouth to speak, but she wasn't sure what came out was actually words. Instead it was a series of grunts and noises that seemed more animalistic than human-like. Clayton wrapped his arm around her waist pulling her closer as he worked her into a frenzy. Her hips bucked against him and shuddered as her eyes roll further back in her head.

The heat in her core had built to a boiling point, pressure mounting beyond what seemed physically possible. She'd never felt anything like this before, the sensation was too much. A tightness gathered low in her pelvis, different from her usual climax; more intense than she was used to.

At the last second, Clayton pulled his fingers away. Rather than stopping her release, the sudden absence of pressure triggered something explosive. It felt like a dam breaking inside her.

"Ooooohhhh God. Fuuuuck. Ugggh," Ashley cried out as her body convulsed. A sudden gush of warm liquid released from her, spraying across the floor in an arc that shocked her even through the haze of pleasure.

Her legs trembled violently, unable to support her weight as the sensation continued to pulse through her in waves. Confusion mingled with ecstasy. Had she just...?

"Whaaa—" she gasped, trying to make sense of what had just happened, embarrassment beginning to creep through the pleasure as she came down from the ultimate high.

Clayton's grip was the only thing keeping her from collapsing onto the desk completely as the aftershocks continued to ripple through her body. "Perfect," he murmured against her ear, he didn't sound judgmental, or even cocky at all. He sounded... proud. "Absolutely perfect."

"What the hell was that?" Tom demanded, his agitation growing from the lack of participation.

"It seems Ashley here is a squirter," Clayton chuckled against her skin kissing her still sensitive neck. He ran the tips of his fingers over her back, calming her as she started to regain her senses.

"I've never... How did you?"

"Not me. That was all you, Ashley." Clayton's kisses on the back of her neck grew in intensity making her lean into them. "That's what happens when you finally let go and stop caring about everything else around you." His hands moved to his belt, the metallic sound of the buckle releasing bringing her sharply back to the present moment.

"What are you doing?" she whispered already knowing the answer.

"Picking up where we left off earlier."

"But Tom..."

"Tom already knows you're here. He's already heard you cum." His pants fell to the floor with a thud as the belt crashed against the floor. "Do you really care if he listens to me fuck you?"

After everything that had just happened Ashley's body seemed to have a mind of its own. As soon as she felt Clayton's length press against the valley of her ass she pushed against it. Wanting it, needing it. "But Chris..."

"Isn't here." He dipped his hips lettings Ashley's juices coat his shaft. "Tonight you're all mine. I make the rules."

"Ahhhh," Ashley's head was spinning. Her body responding not just to his actions, but his words. Everything Clayton did seemed to set her off. She couldn't control it even if she wanted to, and right now she didn't. Not after she just had the most mind blowing orgasm of her life.

"And my first rule," The crown of his large cock pressed against her clit making her cry out. Clayton's smile widened triumphantly, this was it. He drew his hips back one final time. "Is no more condom."

Before Ashley could process his words, he slammed into her. The sudden intrusion was intoxicating, stretching her to her limit. He felt even bigger than she remembered, wider, filling spaces inside her she didn't know existed. The raw sensation of skin against skin sent electric currents racing up her spine, her body betraying her mind's desperate attempt to understand the implications of what was happening.

"Ohhh fffuuuuccck," Ashley's walls clenched Clayton's invading cock, not wanting to let it go. Her fingers clawed at the desk, desperate to find something to hold, to get leverage and drive him deeper. "We shouldn't... Oh God you feel so good."

Clayton's fingers dug into her hips. "You're so fucking tight," he grunted through clenched teeth. "So much better without a condom."

"Uuungh," Ashley's walls spasmed at his words. He was right, of course. This felt so much better. Every nerve ending in Ashley's body was on fire, like her own personal brand of heroin. "This is... oh fuck... this is so wrong."

"Feels just right to me," he moaned pushing a little deeper into her and being rewarded with another moan. "Your cunt looks so fucking good wrapped around my cock."

Despite her climax just moments ago, Ashley could feel another one building. Clayton's words were having a bigger effect on her than she cared to admit. She pushed herself up slightly from the desk, wrapping her arm around his neck to allow him to get even deeper.

From the computer speaker, Tom's ragged breathing mingled with her own, a voyeuristic presence that should have horrified her but instead intensified everything. For a second she had forgotten about him, too lost in her own desire, her own discretions. "Turn on the camera. Let me watch." Ashley's breath hitched, praying Clayton didn't hear him, even though she knew it was impossible.

Clayton's left hand slid around her body, tugging the thin fabric of her bra and nearly ripping it off. He toyed with her sensitive nipples causing her to grip him tighter. "You hear that. He wants to watch. I know how much you love an audience."

Liquid fire leaked from her pussy, her words more accurate than she cared to admit. She shook her head silently, throwing her body backward onto his hard spear. "Please," she begged craning her neck desperate to find his lips. "Fuck me. God, just keep fucking me."

Clayton never broke his rhythm as his eyes darted around the room, searching. His gaze finding the chair he kicked away from his desk when he led Ashley over. His fingers dug deeper into Ashley's hips, his teeth brushing against her ear.

"You feel so fucking perfect," he whispered, his voice rough with desire. "So wet, so tight." He bit down harder just below her earlobe, making her shudder around him. "I want to feel you cum around my bare cock."

The word bare echoed in her mind, sending a rush of heat through her body. Her pussy pulsed in response, betraying her, as the reality of what was happening hit her all at once. Too much was happening too fast, and her mind couldn't keep up. Her mind raced with guilt and confusion, but her body, aching and needy, didn’t care. She couldn’t stop herself from responding to him, couldn’t stop her hips from pushing back into him, craving more. Even while she tried to consider Chris, her walls clenched around Clayton's shaft, a primal, desperate urge that made her head spin. She didn’t know how to feel, ashamed, aroused, both? Yet all she could focus on was the overwhelming sensation of him inside her, raw and real.

Without warning, he withdrew completely, leaving Ashley empty and whimpering at the sudden loss. Before she could protest, Clayton dropped into his chair, spinning it to face the computer. His cock stood proudly at attention, glistening with her arousal.

He grabbed her waist, forcing her to face away from him. To face the screen where Tom's voice was coming from and sheathing himself into her glistening slit.

"Unnngh," Ashley cried out in pleasure as her hips dropped into his lap. From this angle he felt even deeper, his cock curving just enough to smash against her g-spot.

"Tom has been so patient. Don't you want to give him a little show?" Ashley bounced freely on Clayton's lap, her eyes shooting open at his words. The monitor in front of her remained black, Tom's presence only there through sound, nothing else. Her back arched, pressing her chest closer to the monitor as her left hand cupped and played with her nipple.

"Show him what a good little slut you've become for my cock, Ashley." He let go of her hips, his hands sliding between her knees and slowly pulling her legs apart. When her legs were fully spread his hand left her legs inching closer to the computer.

"Fffuck, fuck," Ashley pleaded. She was grateful for the added height they gave her. It provided the leverage she needed to pull up Clayton's shaft before driving back down and impaling herself on his magnificent meat. Her mind barely registered his words as she worked toward her release.

"Just say the word and I'll stop," he whispered as Ashley drove herself closer to another mind shattering orgasm.

She should stop him. This had all gone too far already. She felt the fire in the pit of her stomach grow. She had already crossed so many lines tonight. Done so many things she shouldn't have. Things she would have to try to defend to Chris when she got home.

"Ohhh fuck, oh God," she rotated her hips as Clayton's bare cock pressed against her cervix. But then, what was one more line crossed after she had done so much? "Oh fuck, I'm so close. Don't fucking stop. Don't you dare fucking stop."

Clayton took her words for what they were, permission. With the flick of his wrist a small green light appeared on the laptop and Tom's smiling face appeared on the monitor right in front of Ashley.

Her eyes locked with Tom's on the screen, her body freezing mid-motion as the shock of his sudden appearance registered. For one suspended moment, the only sound was her ragged breathing and the subtle creak of the office chair beneath them. Time seemed to crystallize around her; the warmth of Clayton still buried inside her, the cool air against her exposed skin, and now Tom's hungry gaze drinking her in. This was so wrong, so fucked up, and yet, her body was responding in a way she'd never imagined.

"Well, hello there, Ashley," Tom's voice purred through the speakers, deeper and more resonant than when it had been disembodied. His eyes, cold and calculating, swept over her nakedness with predatory appreciation. "Aren't you just full of surprises?"

Shame and arousal collided within her, neither winning outright but instead merging into something altogether new. She should cover herself, protest, flee, anything. But instead she remained, sliding up and down on Clayton's magnificent cock, her legs spread wide for Tom's eyes to feast.

"Even better than the pictures," Tom joked, his hand disappearing below the frame momentarily before returning. Ashley's eyes widened, unsure of what that meant. Had Clayton shared pictured with him? Had Chris?

Before she had time to formulate a question Tom adjusted his camera, tilting it downward to reveal his excitement, thick and imposing in his grip. "Thought you may want to see exactly what your little show was doing to me."

Tom had a nice cock. It wasn't nearly as big as Clayton's, but it looked similar to her husband's in length. It was veinier than Chris's and had a slight bend to it. Instinctively Ashley licked her lips wondering what it would feel like.

Clayton's hands found her wrist, steadying her trembling form. His touch was grounding, almost tender compared to Tom's abrasive presence. "It's okay," he whispered against her shoulder, his breath warm and reassuring. "You're doing so well, Ashley. You feel incredible." He guided her hand to her clit. With her legs sprawled out like this Tom had a perfect view of it. He could see the exact shade of pink it was, how swollen and needy it was. It was almost as good as being in the room with her.

Almost involuntarily, her body responded, lifting slightly before sinking back down onto Clayton's length. Her fingers teasing her clit, lightly at first then with more force. The sensation sent sparks racing up her spine, momentarily eclipsing the reality of what was happening.

"That's it," Clayton murmured, his voice becoming raspy. "God, you feel so fucking good. Let yourself enjoy this."

"Look at you," Tom growled, from above the camera as Ashley watched wide eyed as he fisted his cock. "Clayton's perfect little whore. I bet your husband has no idea what you're really capable of." His words should have been like ice water, but instead, they stoked the fire building inside her.

Ashley's pace quickened, her body finding a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure coursing through her. She leaned back against Clayton's chest, changing the angle to take him even deeper. She turned her head, her tongue desperately searching for his.

"Don't you dare look away," Tom's voice boomed causing Ashley to startle just as her tongue swiped with Clayton's. She turned her attention back to Tom. On the screen his cock pulsed with pleasure. She licked her lips, wondering what it would taste like. What it would feel like.

"Fuck yes," Clayton hissed in her ear, his hands sliding up to cup her neck. "You're so perfect like this. I can feel how much this turns you on."

He was right, of course. She couldn't explain it, but it had felt like she had one mini orgasm after another. Each one building on the other, another massive one slowly building inside her.

"Play with your tits," Tom demanded, his breathing growing more labored. "I bet you wish I were there right now, don't you?"

"Yesss, oh fuck. Yes. I'm getting closer."

Ashley's fingers teased her nipples as she found herself arching forward, offering herself to Tom. She continued to tease the sensitive bundle of nerves between her legs. Her fingers extending and grazing Clayton's balls as he hammered against her.

"That's it," Tom's voice was rougher now. "Such a good little slut. Better than I imagined. You love to be fucked, don't you? You can't wait to be shared."

"She feels incredible," Clayton told him, his voice cracking as he felt his own orgasm nearing. "So tight, so responsive." His lips found the curve where her neck met her shoulder, teeth grazing the sensitive skin.

"Ahhh fuck." The dual sensations, Clayton's physical touch and Tom's virtual presence, created a perfect storm of stimulation. Ashley's movements grew more urgent, chasing the building pressure in her pussy. The wrongness of it all, letting Tom watch, letting Clayton fuck her bareback, heightened everything until she could barely distinguish pleasure from shame.

"Yessss, oh fuck." Ashley gasped, darkness starting to form at the edge of her vision. "Cum for me... fuck... cum... cum with me." Ashley's eyes were glued to the screen. She wasn't sure who she was talking to. It didn't really matter. All that mattered in that moment was the release she was climbing to, not as big as the one earlier but already more powerful than anything she'd experienced before.

"My pleasure," Tom answered, his hand working at a frenzied pace on the screen. "I can't wait to cover your slutty little face with it."

Clayton's arms wrapped around her, supportive and possessive all at once. "I'm going to fill you," he whispered, it wasn't a question. "I'm going to pour my cum into your tight pussy."

Their words were the exact thing Ashley needed, not just to push past the ledge, but to rocket past it to glorious new heights. Her fingers worked frantically against her clit, her other hand braced against Clayton's thigh as she rode him.

"Yes, yes, oh fuck, I'm cumming," she cried out, her voice higher than normal, almost unrecognizable to her own ears. Her body surrendered completely, walls clenching around Clayton's bare cock as pleasure crashed through her in relentless waves. "Don't stop," she begged.

Tom's ragged breathing synchronized with her own as his hand moved frantically on screen. "Look at me," he commanded, his voice tight with approaching release. "Watch my dick as I cum for you."

Ashley's gaze fixed on the screen, mesmerized by Tom's intensity as Clayton's hips bucked beneath her. The office filled with the sound of skin against skin, their collective breathing, and primal groans.

"Take it," Tom demanded, his hand slowing on screen as his release began. "Take it all, you greedy little—"

"Fuuuck," Clayton roared, cutting off Tom's words as he slammed Ashley down onto him one final time. She felt him pulse inside her, the warmth of his seed flooding her core as Tom's own climax played out on the screen before her.

"Ooooh Gooood. Ohhh fuuuuck," she cried as she rolled her hips and hung onto Clayton's neck. Her body quivering as it greedily sucked every ounce of cum from Clayton's cock.

The three of them remained connected in their shared moment, Ashley impaled on Clayton, both watching Tom's satisfied expression through half-lidded eyes. Time seemed suspended, the only sound their collective struggle to catch their breath.

The spell broke when Tom chuckled, wiping his hand on something off-camera before adjusting himself back into frame. His composure returned with startling speed, the vulnerability of moments ago replaced by his usual calculating demeanor.

"Well," he said, with a smirk, "that was certainly more productive than our usual meetings." His eyes roamed over Ashley's flushed skin once more. "We'll have to arrange something in person next time I'm in town. I'll see you soon, Ashley."

Ashley's mouth opened, but no words emerged. Before she could respond, Tom's expression shifted to something more business-like. "Clayton, we'll discuss the audit preparations tomorrow. I need to know you have this under control." With that, the connection ended, the screen returning to its default black glow.

The sudden absence of Tom left the room feeling larger and quieter. Ashley remained frozen in Clayton's lap, the evidence of their encounter cooling against her thighs as the magnitude of what she'd done began to settle over her.

Clayton's arms wrapped around her, surprisingly gentle as he brushed damp hair from her face. "You were incredible," he murmured, his lips pressing softly against her shoulder. "And so incredibly sexy."

The tenderness in his voice created a strange contrast to the raw intensity of moments before. Ashley leaned back against his chest, uncertain whether to find comfort in his embrace or recoil from it.

"I can't believe that just happened," she whispered, more to herself than Clayton.

"I got you something," he said finally, his lips brushing against her ear. "A gift, because I knew you'd do so well tonight."

Ashley turned slightly, confusion flickering across her face as she tried to study Clayton's face. This wasn't like him. He wasn't a gift giving kind of person. "A gift?" Her body felt boneless, mind still hazy from the intensity of her release.

"It's in the bedroom." Clayton gently lifted her from his lap, both of them wincing slightly as their bodies separated. Their combined juices trickled down her inner thigh, and puddling around her stocking. "Can you walk?"

"I think so," she mumbled, legs trembling as she found her footing. She grabbed onto Clayton's arm for balance. The way it flexed against her touch made her wobble and he hooked his arm around her waist for added support.

"Sit," Clayton instructed, guiding her to the edge of the bed as they entered the room. Her eyes gravitated to the mirror. She looked every bit the slut she felt. The mattress dipped beneath her weight as he moved to the dresser, pulling open the top drawer.

Ashley watched him retrieve a small black box, her exhausted mind struggling to process what was happening. The dynamic between them had shifted again, Clayton's dominating presence replaced by something almost... tender. It seemed strange, this sudden softness after everything they'd done.

He returned to her, kneeling before her as he placed the box in her hands. "Open it."

"Are you about to propose?" she quipped as she lifted the lid.

"After that performance, I just might."

Nestled against dark velvet was a small silver anklet with links that sparkled in the light. In the center hung a small charm, a tiny key edged in black with a heart subtly worked into the design. The craftsmanship was exquisite. Ashley wasn't much of a jewelry person, especially anklets, but she could tell it was an expensive piece.

"It's beautiful," she whispered, running her finger along the cool silver. She had no idea why Clayton would give her jewelry, but her mind was still too fuzzy to question it.

Clayton took the anklet from the box, his fingers brushing against hers. "Left ankle," he instructed. "Let's see how it fits."

She complied without thinking, extending her left leg as Clayton fastened the cool metal around her ankle. The charm rested against the delicate bone, unfamiliar but not unwelcome. She admired it for a moment, the way it glistened against her skin.

"I should go," she said, looking back up into Clayton's eyes. "Chris is expecting me."

Clayton's smile never faded as he rose from his kneeling position. His hands found her shoulders, gently but firmly pressing her backward onto the mattress. "First we should make sure it doesn't chafe," he laughed, his weight settling between her thighs.

Ashley's playful giggle transformed into a gasp as Clayton sank into her again, her body molding around his.

"How are you still..." the question never made it past her lips as Clayton's tongue claimed her mouth.

The anklet glinted in the dim light as her legs wrapped around him, the charm dangling lightly off her ankle as her cries of pleasure began to fill the room.


CHAPTER SIX


THE ENGINE TICKED softly as Ashley stared at the single light that was on in the back of the house, trying to gather the courage to go inside and face her husband. Her breathing was uneven as she looked at herself in the rearview mirror. Her mascara was smeared, her hair still damp from her shower at Clayton's. She turned her head, a dark mark sat just above her collarbone and stood out from beneath the trench coat.

Ashley closed her eyes. She could still feel Clayton's touch, his mouth on her neck, biting her, claiming her. She never considered herself the type of girl who would enjoy rough sex. But after tonight... holy fuck. Her knuckles gripped the steering wheel, white with force. She could feel Tom's eyes on her, examining every inch of her exposed body as Clayton... Her eyes snapped open, tears stinging as memories flooded back and she squirmed in her seat. She'd broken so many rules tonight. Was she even going to have a marriage after it was over?

The car door swung open and Ashley willed herself to step out and face her fears. The weight of the anklet suddenly felt heavier. With each click of her boots on the concrete, she could feel it burning against her flesh. A constant reminder of her sins that night. Her hands shook as she reached for the lock, the keys slipped through her trembling fingers and clattering against the concrete. "Shit," she muttered, the sound seeming too loud in the quiet neighborhood. She hesitated, suddenly aware of how exposed she felt in just the trench coat. The fabric shifted as she bent down, threatening to give the neighbors the same show she'd given Clayton.

The keys glinted mockingly in the dim porch light. Her fingers brushed the cold metal when a creak from above made her freeze. The front door swung open, spilling light across her vulnerable position.

Chris stood in the doorway looking down at her. She could smell the bourbon wafting through the front door. When she finally grasped her keys, she looked up at him through glassy eyes, trying to read his expression.

"You're home," he whispered, his words were slightly slurred. He didn't sound drunk, but it was obvious he'd spent most of the time she was away drinking. Not that she could blame him.

"I am," she said, standing up straight. "I-"

He didn't let her finish her thought before grabbing her and pulling her inside. Ashley gasped, a giggle escaping her lips at the sudden outburst as she fell into his arms. Before she could regain her balance, the door slammed behind them with a thunderous crack. Her back hit the cool metal as Chris pressed against her.

"I missed you," he whispered, his lips already brushing hers.

Her stomach twisted with guilt as she threaded her fingers through his hair. "I missed you too, baby. But we should talk first."

"No more talking. We can talk while I..." His words caught in his throat as he pulled open her coat. The fabric parted slowly, revealing Ashley's nakedness inch by inch. His sharp intake of breath echoed in the quiet room. Ashley stood in just her boots and stockings in front of him. Her chest and thighs peppered with bite marks and bruises.

"Oh fuck..." He took a step back, his eyes darkening as they traced over her exposed flesh. His fingers felt like fire as he traced over a particularly dark mark just below her breast. "Are you okay? Where are your clothes? What happened?" The questions were pouring out of him quicker than his brain could process them. When Ashley left the house earlier this evening she looked sexy. Put together in a way that looked both alluring and confident. Now she just looked...

"We um... we got a little carried away. The outfit didn't make it." Her voice wavered as Chris's thumb brushed over a sensitive bruise on her hip. The bourbon on his breath mingled with her own rising desire as he pulled her closer, his eyes never leaving the canvas of marks across her skin.

"Fuuuck." The word came out gentle, but Chris could feel the power behind it. A muscle twitched in his jaw as he shed his shirt, letting it fall beside her discarded coat. When his mouth claimed hers again, there was nothing gentle about it. His teeth grazed her lower lip, making her flinch, but she wouldn't deny him. She'd left him tortured for hours while she...

"Oh, God." Chris's mouth found her nipple, still hard and raw, sucking it into his mouth painfully. His hands were everywhere. Her ass, her hips, her thighs.

"How many times?" he asked , his tongue soothing against the cracked skin on her diamond hard nub. She whimpered softly, although she wasn't sure if it was from pain or desire.

"How many times, what?"

"How many times did he fuck you?" This wasn't his usual, playful banter. There was bass in his voice, anger.

The harshness of his words made her moan. He was never this blunt, this assertive. His fingers brushed her smooth slit, finding it puffy and wet. Before she could protest, he pushed two fingers deep inside her.

"Ugggh fuck," Ashley's nails dug into his shoulders causing him to hiss through clinched teeth. "Th... three."

Her words were like gasoline to the fire. She felt him tense at the admission, his fingers pushing deeper, harder into her used cunt. He bit down on her nipple causing another shock of pain to rip through her body. Her juices coated his fingers telling him exactly what he already knew.

"First in his office. This his... oh fuck, gentle baby, please."

He drew his teeth away from her nipple, kissing back up her body where she eagerly accepted his tongue into her mouth. They stayed like that for several seconds, kissing and reunited. She could feel him press against her thigh. He was throbbing. She'd told him he wasn't allowed to touch himself until she returned, and she could tell he hadn't.

"Where else?" he asked, breaking the kiss. His fingers never slowed their assault. His thumb sliding over her clit causing her knees to shake.

"Fffuck," she groaned, wishing he was still kissing her. "His room... then again in the shower." The confession was equal parts arousing and shameful for her. There was so much they had to talk about. So much he had to know, but he was making it clear, that could wait.

Chris went to his knees, his lips never leaving Ashley's body. She gripped his hair, desperately trying to pull him up as fear began to replace her arousal. She could still feel Clayton's seed inside her. If Chris got much closer he'd be able to see it, smell it... taste it. The thought of it drove her mad. She wasn't the type of person to come home with another man's cum inside her, so why did the thought of it make her leak with need?

"What about this? Did he do this?" She could feel his breath on her clit. Her hips lurched forward on reflex even as her death grip held his face away from her.

"N... no, but wait a minute, please."

"I've been waiting. You didn't make Clayton wait did you? How long were you there before he was inside you?" Chris wasn't usually the jealous type. Even when he watched Clayton and Ashley together he never had this type of reaction. But, something about the waiting, the not knowing, it consumed him. He swiped her hands away as panic began to build in her chest.

"He... he came inside me." Chris's body went rigid, his hands frozen against her thighs. She couldn't see his face, couldn't read his reaction, and that terrified her more than anything. Her fingers trembled against the back of his neck as tears threatened to spill over.

"I'm sorry, baby." Her voice cracked. "Everything was happening so fast, and I just... I lost control. I shouldn't have let him..." She was rambling now, desperate to fill the silence, to understand the storm of emotions she felt radiating from her husband. They both knew what going there meant, where the night would lead. But she allowed things to go too far. Somehow that always seemed to be the case with Clayton. Despite going there for Chris, for their shared fantasy, she'd still managed to cross another line. The ultimate submission to another man.

Just when she thought she couldn't bear the tension any longer, Chris's response shocked her to her core. "OH. Oh fuck. Oh GOD" Chris leaned forward sucking her clit into his mouth before pushing the entire length of his tongue into her sloppy hole.

Chris growled against her sex as he lapped up her juices. She felt different. Looser, wetter. Her sweet taste now carried a sour tang, or was he imagining that? Everything she was saying to him made him crazy with jealousy and lust. She'd let another man inside her bare. Not only that, she let him finish inside her. Chris's mind felt like it was short circuiting. His jaw starting to grow sore as he pushed his tongue deeper inside his wife.

"Mmm fuck, oh God," Ashley held his hair with both hands, grinding her pussy into his face. She could feel her juices smearing against his oral assault. He began to fuck her with his tongue, short, fast thrusts that made her toes curl.

He pulled back slightly, his fingers digging into her thighs as he rotated her hips in search of his tongue. He examined her bare cunt more closely now. It was glistening both from his spit and her own arousal... or was it even more than that? It was red and puffy, used and open. He could see the bruising around it and for some reason that made him painfully hard. He reached down, freeing his steely erection, leaning forward as he ran his tongue over the length of her slit again.

The sound of Chris's pants hitting the floor was music to Ashley's ears. She released his hold on his head, her nails sliding across his back. "Yessss. Fuck me, baby, please. God, put it in me."

"Is that what you said to him? Did you beg him to fuck you?" He rose to his feet, and at the same time she reached for his shaft pumping him in her hand.

"I was so bad, baby." Her voice was seductive, but it had a different tinge to it. A guilt Chris didn't register in his hyper-aroused state. "I was such a slut for him, Chris. Oh God, he fucked me so hard. So fucking good." She placed the head against her slick folds, and gritted her teeth as he pressed against her sore, swollen clit.

"Fuck me!" she hissed. It wasn't a question.

Not needing to be told again, he grabbed her, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh. She wrapped her leg around his waist, steadying herself on on foot as he slammed home.

"Yesss. Oh God, Chris." Her lips were on his ear, her forehead already slick with sweat.

He fucked her with a relentless pace. It wasn't their usual love making. It wasn't even the sex they had after she'd played before. This time was different. Harder, more primal. He clung to her as his grunts filled the air, wanting to smother himself in her body.

"Oh God. Oh Jesus." Her hands were on his back, his arms. She was flailing, trying to find something to hold onto. "Harder, baby. Punish me. I deserve it. Oh Fuck. I'm such a dirty slut. Ugggnh yes."

His mouth claimed hers in a vicious kiss. Their tongues lashing until their teeth collided. She bounced on her toes, breaking the kiss and arching into him as his teeth found her neck. He bit down, adding his own mark just above Clayton's. She clenched handfuls of his hair, her nails sliding down to his back, her nails breaking the skin as they both howled at the assault.

"Yes baby. That's it, fuck me. I can't get enough of it, oh fuck." The walls of her pussy were beginning to come alive. Despite the night she had with Clayton, the rough treatment by her otherwise gentle husband was having an effect.

"I'm going to cum, baby. I'm going to be the second man to cum inside you tonight."

"Uugggh fuck. Oh God!" His words seemed to be exactly what they needed to reach their shared climax. Ashley's moans filled the room, and Chris grabbed her head drawing her into another deep kiss, silencing her. Her body shook with each jet of cum inside her. Her bloody fingertips pulled on Chris's shoulders, begging him to stay connected with her.

Finally, with a low sigh, she felt his cock deflate and slip from her iron grip.

Chris let go of her legs, and stumbled backward. "Jesus, fuck," he stammered trying to catch his breath.

Ashley slid down the door onto her butt as she gasped for air.

"You... you really let him cum inside you?"

Ashley opened her eyes. Chris was leaning back against the sofa in a similar position as her. His legs bent slightly in front of him, his deflated cock glistening and leaking against the floor. She chewed on her bottom lip as she felt his release drip from inside her. There was so much she had to tell him. So much he didn't even think to ask.

She didn't answer at first, she wasn't sure how to answer. The question hung in the air like a weight between them. Ashley studied his face. He didn't look mad or upset, just... conflicted. Like he was in disbelief. She tilted her head backward onto the door, not wanting to look him in the eyes as she gave her final confirmation and nodded slowly. "I didn't plan to. Everything just-"

"Happened so fast. Yeah, you said that." Chris ran his hands over his face trying his best to process the information the best he could now that he wasn't dying for a release. He wanted to be pissed at her. God, why couldn't he be pissed at her. He felt his cock start to swell, despite himself, as he asked his next question. "Did... did you like it?"

Ashley's breath caught. That wasn't the question she was expecting. She pulled her head away from the door and looked toward Chris. His gaze was piercing her, but he didn't look angry. In fact, he... She looked between his legs. He was already hard again. She ran her tongue across her upper teeth trying to make sense of what that meant. "I... I did. Fuck Chris. It felt so much better. So much... bigger."

She watched his reaction carefully, smiling to herself as she saw his manhood swell to it's full size. His breathing became shallow as his eyes grew darker. Chris's mouth was hanging open slightly, like he couldn't believe she was telling him this, which was fair, because she couldn't believe it herself.

Using the door handle for leverage, Ashley stood up, her legs shaking beneath her. Nothing about this night had gone the way she'd thought it would. As she made her way to the stairs, Chris looked over at her. "Where are you going?" He asked, standing up.

"To bed," she paused giving him a mischievous grin. "Clayton really wore me out."

He was on her before she made it to the third step. His arms around her waist, his teeth on her neck. "I'm not done with you yet. You left me here, hard and alone while you..." He bit the back of her shoulder making her arch into him. "while you let him cum inside you."

A whimper left her lips as Chris pushed her forward making her catch herself on the stairs with her hands. His lips were trailing down her back. His hands were on her ass, his cock pressed against the slick on her thighs. "Did he fuck you like this?" His voice was a low growl. Ashley could feel it reverberate through her back making her core pulse.

"Yes," she whispered. "He fucked me so hard like that."

A slap echoed through the house as Ashley let out a surprised scream. "You were a slut for him. A married fucking slut!" He slapped her ass again, harder this time. He wasn't usually into spanking, he never saw the appeal. But something had come over him. He couldn't help himself.

Ashley pushed her hips backward, lowering herself onto her forearms as she tried to slide Chris back inside her. "Yes, baby. I was so fucking bad. I was a whore for him and he used me like that's all I was." She rolled her hips, but she couldn't find the right angle. "Fuck me, lover. Fuck me like Clayton did. Give me your cum again." She bit her lip. "The way he did."

Chris's grip was bruising as he pushed inside her. "Ooohhh fuck. Oh yessss." He slipped inside her with ease. His cock pushing cum out as he hammered his hips into her.

Ashley was sore, but she didn't want to deny Chris, she owed him that. She'd never seen this side of him, and despite her exhaustion, her body seemed to crave the rough treatment. "So good, baby. Oh God, Clayton fucked me so hard."

Her words seemed to ignite a fire in Chris. His thrusts only getting harder, deeper. He could feel the cum pushing deeper into Ashley, slicking his dick with it. The thought of not knowing for sure whose cum it was drove him mad with desire as his body continued to crash into hers.

"Did you beg for it?" Sweat was dripping onto Ashley's back as he continued his relentless pace. "Did you beg him to cum inside you?"

"Ooooh, Oh fuck." Her pussy contracted around him, pulling him deeper. Her body was on fire. His words adding fuel to the fire, like hers had so many times before. "Uhhh fuck. That feels so good," she admitted the shame of it all somehow heightening her arousal as Chris's hand snaked around her body and found her clit.

"Oh God. Ohhh ffffffffff." The attention on her clit was too much, causing her orgasm to sneak up on her and hit her like a tidal wave. Her walls contracted around Chris's cock. His fingers matching the pace with his thrusts as she continued to ride out her orgasm. she grabbed his wrist, his continued attention drawing her orgasm out longer as her pussy tightened around him.

The thrusting slowed but never fully stopped as Chris removed his dripping fingers from her clit. Ashley's entire upper body was pressed awkwardly against the steps as she struggled to breathe. "Did he make you cum harder than that?"

Heat bloomed across Ashley's cheeks. Part of her wanted to lie, to tell Chris that what she did with Clayton didn't hold a candle to this. On some level that was probably true. There was a connection with Chris, an emotional bond that Clayton could never touch. Perhaps it was the competitor in her, or the part that loved to get Chris riled up. She bit her lip and slowly nodded her head.

She heard the low snarl come from behind her, felt the way his fingers dug a little deeper, a little harder into her skin. His slow thrusts paused, his fingers, still wet from her juices, pressed against the tight ring of her ass, making her eyes shoot open.

"Did he fuck you here?"

"Aaaahhhh," Ashley moaned, shaking her head gently as she felt the fat digit push into her ass.

Ashley's moan echoed up the stairs as Chris's finger pushed deeper into her ass. The sensation was intense, a mix of pleasure and discomfort that sent sparks between her legs. She could feel his cock throbbing inside her, his body tense with a mix of jealousy and need.

"No, baby," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their ragged breaths. "He didn't... he didn't try."

Chris's grip on her hips loosened slightly, his finger moving in and out of her in a slow, deliberate rhythm. He could feel his cock moving inside her, heightening the experience. "But you wanted him to, didn't you?" he growled, his voice thick with lust. "You wanted to feel his big dick inside your ass"

Ashley's body trembled at his words, her pussy clenching around his cock as another wave of pleasure washed over her. She hadn't thought about it actually, but now that he'd put the image in her head, her body jerked at the thought of it. She had only just recently realized she enjoyed anal. Could she really handle a cock like Clayton's? "Y-yes," she lied, her voice shaking.

Chris's cock throbbed at her admission, his hips moving faster as he fucked her with renewed vigor. He could feel her tightening around him, her body on the brink of another orgasm. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back as he whispered in her ear.

"I'm going to do it. I'm going to fuck your ass again, Ashley." With that, he pulled his finger out of her ass making her whimper at the sudden empty feeling.

"Please, baby. Do it... fuck my ass. Take me how Clayton has never been able to."

Chris leaned down, peppering her hips and cheeks with kisses before sliding his tongue against her opening.

"Mmmmmm Ohhhh." She rocked her hips back as his slimy tongue pressed against her. She wanted it deeper. Wanted him to take her in ways only he could. She could feel the thick tongue circling her rim before dipping inside her making her toes curl.

"Ohhh God, baby. Yesssss."

Chris slid his hands down her legs, burying his tongue in her ass.

"Oh fuck, Chris," she moaned, her fingers clutching at the stairs beneath her. "That feels so fucking good."

Chris's response was a low chuckle, vibrating against her sensitive flesh and sending shivers down her spine. He could feel her body trembling, her muscles tensing as the fire between them continued to burn into an inferno. He slipped his tongue from her ass, positioning himself at her entrance, using their juices as lube. His gentle thrusts stopped abruptly, his hands resting on her ankles where something cool was pressing against his skin.

"What's that?" he asked, breaking Ashley from her spell at least momentarily.

The hair on the back of her neck prickled. The anklet, she'd completely forgotten about it. She wiggled her foot allowing it to dangle loosely. "Clayton gave it to me before I left. He said I... earned it."

The possessive grip was back on her hip as the head of Chris's cock nudged her ass. "Oohhhh," Ashley whined, balling her hands into fists.

"For being such a slut for him?" He pushed the tip of his spear into her ass slowly, allowing her time to adjust.

"Ahhh ohh God." Ashley chewed on her lip. Chris wasn't wrong, it was because she had been a slut for Clayton. But that was only the half truth. She felt him drive deeper into her ass, trying to relax her muscles as he claimed the one spot no one else had been.

"Yes. Oh God, baby, I was such a slut." She felt his heavy sac press against her folds, and she knew he was all the way inside her. It felt incredible. Slightly less painful than the first time they'd tried it, but she still felt so completely full.

"Did he give it to you because you let him cum inside you? Did you take his cum all three times?" She felt his cock flex inside her ass as he started to pick up a slow rhythm.

"Ohhh God baby. You feel so fucking big." She brought her hand between her legs applying gentle, steady pressure to her over sensitive nub. "Ffffuck, I feel so full."

"Is that why he gave you the gift?" Chris insisted, his pace picking up. Ashley rubbed her clit faster to match the speed. She could already feel another orgasm building.

"Ohhh fuck, oh yes." she could hear Chris's labored breathing, he was running out of steam. They'd been fucking like rabbits since the second she walked in the door. "But there's also... there's something else I haven't told you."

She felt Chris slow down and she held her breath. She had to get it out. Had to tell him about Tom, she had to absolve herself of that guilt. "In his office. When he... Tom was there."

"WHAT!?"

"OW!" His fingers dug into her hip hard. Adding another bruise to the ones already there. "Not there... but, he was on a call or something. I didn't know at first and then. He.. saw me. He watched us, fuck."

The world felt like it was spinning too fast. Chris felt the whiskey he had been drinking earlier threatening to come up. He wanted to hit something, to scream, to cry. Instead, all he could do was push his hips forward. Pushing his dick into Ashley's ass hard, no longer concerned about her comfort or orgasm.

"Uuunnnngh," Ashley's head fell forward, her head hitting the step above her with each powerful thrust.

"You let Tom see you? Let him watch Clayton fuck you?" His words were dripping with venom. Tom was the one line he'd told Ashley repeatedly not to cross.

"I didn't plan—" Her explanation cut off as Chris slammed into her, stealing her breath.

"Did you like it?" he demanded, his voice raw. "Did it turn you on knowing he was watching you? Knowing he could see everything? Knowing how it would make me feel?"

Ashley's fingers dug into the carpet of the stairs, her mind spinning between pleasure and the guilt pulsing through her veins. she was starting to see stars. Her orgasm building to perhaps the biggest of the night. She should lie, should try to salvage what was left of their boundaries, but she couldn't. Not now.

"Yes," she admitted. "God, oh fuck. Once it started. Once I saw the way he was looking at me. It was so intense so... OHHHHHH!"

Chris's rhythm faltered at her confession, his dick pulsing, buried inside her ass. He hated everything about this. Hated that Tom had seen her, hated that now Tom knew about her and Clayton, hated that she'd broken their one rule. And most of all, he hated how his cock throbbed painfully inside her. threatening to unleash a firehose of cum at her admission.

"I'm sorry baby." She rolled her hips. "Please..."

"Please what?" Chris couldn't hide the anger, or the hurt in his voice. "Please forgive you?" His hand cracked down on her ass causing her head to shoot up in surprise. "Please keep fucking you so you can cum?" Tears were dripping down his cheeks as his hand found her exposed neck. He used it for leverage, pulling her body into him and choking her slightly. "Please treat you like the fucking slut you were for Clayton...for Tom?"

"Fffffuuck, Oh God Oh fuck OOOOO..." Ashley's vision blurred. Her fingers rapidly stroking her clit as her orgasm tore through her. "Yes... yes. Fuck yes to all of it. Ugggh."

Ashley's ass clutched around Chris like a vice. His tears were flowing freely now, dripping onto her back with each powerful thrust as her body convulsed in bliss. "Fuck, Ashley. I love you so fucking much it's killing me," he groaned, the confession ripped from somewhere deep inside him. "I can't lose you. Not to Clayton, not to Tom, not to any of this."

"Cum for me baby. Claim me again. Make me yours. I'm yours. I'll always be yours, no matter what."

"Unnngh," Her walls clenched around nothing, her ass gripping his cock in pulses that triggered his own release. With a final thrust, Chris emptied himself inside of her. He collapsed on top of her, his cock still spasming as rope after rope filled her bowels.

What came next was silence, broken only by their ragged gasps for air. They remained tangled together on the stairs, their bodies covered with sweat and spent fluids. The smell of sex mingled with the lingering aroma of bourbon as the intensity of what just happened washed over them.

He slowly, carefully, pulled out of her. The friction made Ashley whimper, a low sound of discomfort that sliced through the haze in Chris’s mind. The familiar cocktail of jealousy, anxiety, and arousal had a new ingredient. Guilt. He looked over Ashley's used body, her eyes still shut trying to recover from the things her body went through tonight. He shifted, gathering her into his arms, cradling her against his chest. Her skin felt feverish, bruised. He could feel the rapid beat of her heart against his ribs, or maybe it was his own. He hadn't even asked if she was okay when she got home. He felt like the world's biggest asshole.

Ashley burrowed into his hold, her cheek pressed against his damp skin. Her entire body was sore. She'd never felt so exhausted, both mentally and physically in her life. But at least Chris knew everything. About what her and Clayton had done, about Tom. He knew it all and yet he didn't leave. At least not yet, anyway. Instead, he got possessive, and a little rough. A thrill ran down her spine. She had loved how he'd lost control. How he had a primal need to take her, to make her his again. _fuck, what is wrong with me?_

Minutes passed with neither of them moving. Chris stared past Ashley's head into the darkness, his thoughts a storm of chaos. Clayton had cum inside her... and she liked it. He wasn't sure what to make of that. She was on birth control, so there was no real risk there. A fresh stab of pain, twisting into the knot of love and fury in his chest. Then there was Tom. He'd seen her, seen Clayton with her. He wasn't sure what that meant just yet, but he knew he didn't like it. Why was Clayton even talking to him so late on a weekend? The entire situation seemed to give him more questions than answers.

"I'm so sorry, baby. For everything. I was so stupid," Ashley whispered after a long silence, her fingers running through his matted hair.

Chris turned his head, looking at her, his thoughts a jumbled mess. "It's not your fault. I sent you over there. But damnit, Ash. We have rules. And Tom..." He pulled her tighter, inhaling her hair before recoiling at the foreign scent. "I told you to let go, you were only doing what I asked."

"I took it too far." Her hand found his, their fingers intertwining. "What are we doing, Chris?"

He had no answer for her. The rules they'd set seemed meaningless now, the boundaries blurred beyond recognition. The anklet glinted in the dim light of the stairwell, a silent reminder of how far they'd already gone.

"I've never seen you like that," she continued, after it was clear he didn't have an answer. "So... aggressive."

"I didn't know I could be like that," he admitted. "Tonight was...a lot." _Understatement of the century._

She pressed her cheek into his chest wanting to somehow feel closer to him. "Yeah."

They stayed there, cramped and uncomfortable on the stairs, the adrenaline slowly ebbing away, leaving behind a residue of confusion, pain, and a strange, unsettling intimacy. For now, suspended in the dim quiet of the stairwell, surrounded by the evidence of their volatile passion, this twisted, broken version of love was all they had. Their new normal.


Chris groaned in pain, turning to his side to avoid the light that was piercing through his curtain like a knife driving straight into his skull. Reluctantly, he blinked his eyes open, his mouth tasting like he'd been chewing on cotton balls all night. "Ugh," he complained again, the jackhammer in his head feeling like it was on full blast.

With tired eyes, he looked around the room. He was in bed, next to Ashley. He had no memory of how they got here. The last thing he could recall was collapsing on the stairs after...

Pain shot through his stiff neck as he turned toward his sleeping wife. She looked so peaceful, almost innocent. Chris chuckled at the thought, then immediately grabbed his head, regretting it. Last night had been anything but innocent.

His eyes scanned her body, barely covered by the thin white sheet. Purplish-red marks marked the base of her neck. Her chest bore similar constellations, along with light scratches that trailed down to her ribs. He lifted the sheet, careful not to disrupt her. Her thighs, slightly parted in sleep, showed fingerprint bruises where he'd gripped her too hard. Dried fluids crusted on her inner thighs—his, Clayton's, her own.

Looking at her made his stomach twist with conflicting emotions. Guilt. Arousal. Possessiveness. Pride. _I want this._ That's what he'd said to her yesterday when they started talking about her going to see Clayton on her own. Had he known it was going to get so out of hand would he have still said it? He was too ashamed to answer his own question. Despite everything that happened, the sex last night had been other-worldly. It always was, after Clayton and now, there was a whole new dynamic he couldn't process.

Light reflected off something at the bottom of the bed that caught his gaze. The anklet. He hadn't gotten a good look at it last night, just feeling it beneath his fingers in the heat of the moment. Now, in daylight, he could see it clearly. A silver chain with a small key charm, black-edged with a heart in the design.

_He said I earned it._ That's what Ashley told him last night. But what did it mean for Clayton? Clayton never did anything that didn't also benefit him, so what was the catch? Chris closed his eyes imagining all the ways she must have worked for it. He felt his body responding, blood rushing downward despite his hangover. The betrayal of his own body made him grimace.

Chris eased himself from the bed, careful not to wake her. She needed rest. God knows she'd been through enough last night. He pulled on a pair of sweatpants and padded downstairs. He needed coffee.

As the coffee brewed Chris rubbed his temples, thankful that the smell of it was already lifting the fog. What the hell happened last night? He wasn't entirely sure what exactly he was asking. If it was curiosity about what Clayton and Ashley did, or if it had to do with the animal he had become. What had started as a fantasy was beginning to feel like something they wouldn't be able to come back from.

The coffee maker beeped, drawing Chris from his thoughts. He poured himself a cup, black and scalding, hoping it may burn away some of the shame he felt.

Clayton came inside her. He closed his eyes envisioning the moment it happened. Trying to picture Ashley's face the moment she felt his seed inside her unprotected womb. _It felt so much better. So much bigger._ Her words echoed in his mind as his cock stood at full staff.

Should he put a stop to all of this? The rational part of his brain screamed yes. This had gone too far, crossed too many boundaries. They were playing with fire, and one or both of them was bound to get burned.

But he couldn't deny the truth. He didn't want to stop. Even now, hungover and sore, sitting in his kitchen surrounded by the wreckage of last night, he couldn't bring himself to want it to end. The image of Ashley with Clayton, of her being used and enjoyed by another man while he waited. While he watched. It still set his blood on fire.

But Tom... that was a different story. That made his blood boil in the worst possible way. He'd never liked the way Tom looked at, or even mentioned Ashley. There was something about him, something dangerous that caused the hairs on the back of Chris's neck to stick up. But what? Tom had seen her. Had watched Clayton with her. He knew their dirty little secret and something told him Tom would try to exploit it.

That still didn't answer the most burning question though. Why were Tom and Clayton even on the phone? Chris thought about the upcoming audit, about the pressure Larkin, or maybe just Tom, was putting on BitGuardian to ensure a clean audit. But why? What did it all mean?

The caffeine helped cut through some of the fog, but there were still pieces of the puzzle that were missing. Something larger was at play and Chris was worried he and Ashley were just pawns in it all.

"Good morning," Ashley's voice from the bottom of the stairs broke Chris from his thoughts. She still looked just as beautiful as ever. She had on one of his old Metallica t-shirts that hung just past her knees. Her hair was a tangled mess, and her eyes were puffy, her make-up smeared, but in that moment she looked angelic.

"Hey," he replied, standing to pour her a cup of coffee. "How are you feeling?"

She shuffled to the table, the jewelry around her ankle catching Chris's stare and making his chest tighten. "Like I've been hit by a truck." She gave him a seductive smile. "A very sexy, out of this world truck."

He placed a cup of coffee in front of her, cream, more sugar than coffee, and a hint of honey, just the way she liked it. Their fingers brushed as she accepted it, the small contact sending an electric current through him even now.

"Thank you," she said, taking a cautious sip and closing her eyes as the warmth spread through her. "For everything, I mean. Not just the coffee."

He cast her a confused look, and she brought her foot up to rub his calf. It wasn't meant to be suggestive, but simply to feel his closeness.

"I know last night got out of hand," she reached out lacing her fingers in his. "But the fact that you had enough trust in me to let it happen. Most couples would never-"

"I think we've established we're not most couples," he said with a laugh, trying to break the tension.

Ashley smiled warmly, her gaze locking with his. "I thought you were going to hate me when I got home and you saw me."

"I could never hate you, Ash. You're the most important person in the world to me."

She squeezed his hand. "And you are to me. I just... I always think I have control. But then when I'm with him I just-"

"Let go and lose yourself."

"Yeah." She stared into her coffee, watching the swirl of cream dissolve like her dignity had. "It's like he has this power over me. One minute I know exactly what I'm going to do, I'm the one in control, and the next..." She shook her head. "And that's not fair to you, and it's not an excuse, but-"

"I get it, it's like a superpower of his." Chris smirked imagining for a moment what it would be like to have a super power like that, then dismissed it. "I've been in a similar situation, when I'm watching the two of you." He took another sip of coffee to gather his thoughts. "I don't blame you. I'm the one who is always telling you to let go. You were only doing what I asked."

"This was different."

Chris nodded, letting go of her grip so he could take another drink of his now cold coffee. "You're right it was different." He smirked. "It was also the craziest sex I think we've ever had."

Ashley felt heat creep up her cheeks. She'd done things last night she never would have dreamed. She was sore, exhausted, confused... and maybe more than a little aroused. She pushed the thought aside. "We need to talk. Really talk, about what happened last night."

His smirk faltered, he heard the sincerity in her voice. He knew she was right, he just wasn't sure if he was ready to try to make sense of it all. "Look, no matter what happens, no matter how far this goes, I love you, Ashley. That hasn't changed. That won't change."

"So..." Ashley chewed on the inside of her cheek. "you don't want to stop?"

Chris exhaled slowly, considering his words carefully. He knew the question was coming. Hell, he'd thought the same thing, nearly screamed out Bayberry last night. "I don't know," he admitted. "Part of me thinks we should stop before we get in too deep. But another part..."

"Doesn't know if you can," she finished for him, the blush in her cheeks confirming she felt the same.

"Yeah." He squeezed her hand. "The Tom thing, though, that crosses a line for me. I hate that he saw you like that, that he watched you with Clayton."

Ashley tilted her head, studying him with curious eyes. "That bothers you more than Clayton coming inside me? Not once..." Her foot started to slide up his calf. "Not twice." It traveled higher as she watched his reaction. "But three times." She giggled feeling just how hard he was already.

He grabbed her foot, holding it against his member for a moment longer before nudging it away. "I know. It sounds insane. I... I'm embarrassed to say it out loud because I can't even make sense of it." He set the mug down too hard, coffee sloshing over the rim. "Any normal husband would be furious. Hell, part of me is. But..." He ran his hand through his hair, unable to meet her eyes. "When you told me, when I could taste him on you..." His voice dropped to a whisper and he chewed on his lip. "I've never been so turned on in my life, and I fucking hate myself for it."

The silence stretched between them, heavy with things still unsaid.

"I don't understand what's happening to us," Ashley finally said. "What we're becoming."

Chris shook his head. "I don't know, I'm still trying to process everything. But, about Tom." He ran his fingers through his hair trying to control his emotion. "That crossed a serious line for me. I told you he was off limits. And then he watched you..." he couldn't finish the sentence.

"I'm not trying to excuse what happened with Tom," Ashley said, dropping the flirtatious tone. "But Chris, you're sending mixed signals. You tell me he's off-limits, then you nearly break the bed when I tell you about it." Her fingers drummed against the table, frustration evident in every tap. "You say there are boundaries, but every time I cross one, you're harder than you've ever been in your life. How am I supposed to know where the actual lines are?"

Chris's mouth opened, then closed. He had no answer.

"Last night, when I mentioned Tom, you didn't stop. You didn't use our word. You fucked me harder," she continued, her voice breaking. "We both came harder than ever before. What do I do with that? How am I supposed to know where the actual lines are?" She trailed off, confusion etched across her face.

"I don't know what I want anymore," Chris admitted, the confession wrenched from somewhere painful. "When it's happening, when you're telling me about it, showing me, I want everything. I want you to push every boundary, cross every line. Then after, when I can think clearly again, I'm terrified of what we're becoming."

"I don't know what I'm supposed to do with that. And it's not fair that I'm the bad guy when I get it wrong." Tears stung the back of her eyes, but she blinked them away. "Do you want to stop?" The question hung between them, loaded with implications.

"No," he said after a long moment. "God help me, I don't. But we need better rules."

"I think it's clear we don't follow the rules, even when we're the ones that make them."

"So what then?" He felt anger, or maybe it was fear, burning in his chest. "We just take all the rules off the table? That doesn't sound like much of a solution."

"Of course not." She gazed into his eyes trying to convey the way she felt about him without words. "We communicate. We tell each other everything and then sort through it." Her fingers traced the rim of her mug. "Because right now, I don't think either of us really knows where our boundaries are anymore."

Chris nodded, he wasn't sure how he felt about the plan, but he didn't have a better one. In a lot of ways it felt like Ashley was just looking to absolve herself of future discretions. His dick throbbed. Future discretions... here he was trying to set rules so something like last night won't happen again and at the same time he's already thinking about the next time. Why was he like this?

"There's more," Ashley said, leaning forward making him focus back on her.

"What do you mean more?" He wasn't sure he could handle another confession.

"I heard parts of their conversation when I... When I met Clayton in his office."

Chris's eyes lit up, his arousal finally taking a backseat. The missing piece of the puzzle.

"It wasn't much, but they were talking about the audit, something about moving money around. Does that mean anything to you?"

His instincts were right. This did have something to do with the audit, but what? It still didn't make sense. Why would they need to move money unless they were using it to pay people. But who? Why? "Did you hear anything specific?"

"I... I don't think so?" Ashley closed her eyes, taking another sip of the liquid sugar she called coffee to clear her head. "I don't think so, but..." She paused, her expression troubled. "I did see a thumb drive in the computer. Like one you would use to back up files." She stirred her coffee absently, as she bit her lip. "I didn't get a good look at it though. I was... distracted."

And just like that, Chris's arousal was back trying to take control of the driver's seat. His mind wandered, imagining exactly what Ashley was doing that had her so distracted.

"Chris?" Ashley's voice pulled him back. "Should we be worried?"

He reached across the table, taking her hand. "No," he said, though uncertainty gnawed at his gut. "I'm sure it's just pre-audit stress. Everyone gets tense around these things."

Ashley squeezed his fingers, accepting his explanation, no matter how flimsy it felt. It made his chest ache, she had no idea she was caught in the middle of whatever game Clayton and Tom were playing. Neither of them did, really. But at least he was starting to see the edges of it.

"Now," he said, forcing lightness into his tone as he pulled her toward him. "I believe you still owe me details from last night."

"Mmm later," Ashley said standing up and kissing his lips. "Right now I'm way too sore for it to be any fun." She locked eyes with him, giving him a seductive smile as she peeled off his shirt leaving her naked. It still drove her crazy that after all these years together he still had that same hunger in his eyes when he saw her naked. "I'm going to shower"

She turned toward the steps, hearing Chris's chair scrape against the kitchen floor. "Alone."


Clayton kicked his feet up on his desk as he fired up his computer. Last night had gone better than planned. He'd expected Ashley to submit to him, sure, but the way she did it with such... eagerness made the front of his sweatpants strain. He pulled up the footage from last night, Ashley bent over the desk as he fucked her, raw. He zoomed in on her face the moment he pushed inside her, watching as it shifted from shock to utter bliss. She fucking loved it. His pants grew tighter as he fought the urge to text her, or maybe log into her phone to see how exactly Chris was handling the aftermath.

Clayton couldn't pinpoint the exact source of his growing satisfaction. Was it Ashley's gradual surrender, the way she fought his influence even as she yielded to it, her attempts at manipulation only making her submission sweeter? He had to admit, there was something intoxicating about her resistance, how she tried to maintain control even while falling deeper into his web. Or perhaps it was the masterful way he kept Chris perpetually off-balance, always believing he had a handle on things right before Clayton changed the rules of the game. Both scenarios fed different parts of his ego.

His phone buzzed, breaking him from his thoughts before he could further examine them. Tom's name flashed across the screen causing Clayton to roll his eyes and pause the video on screen just as Ashley was about to cum.

"I'm starting to think you're obsessed with me," Clayton said, answering the call.

"Don't flatter yourself." Tom's speech was perfect, no trace of slurred speech or hangover. "Last night's show was... eye opening."

Clayton sat up in his chair, taking a screenshot of Ashley, moments before her release.

"I'd say she's more than ready to meet the board members."

Clayton's jaw tightened. "Stick to the timeline, Tom. After the audit we can discuss a strategy to introduce her."

"Why wait? I can be there by Tuesday. We can have introductions over video chat" The hunger in Tom's voice made Clayton's fingers curl into a fist. "She seems to love video chat."

"You're starting to sound careless. You'll ruin months of careful work," Clayton snapped. "She won't take well to someone like you-"

A low chuckle crackled through the line. "Someone like me? Oh this is rich. Don't tell me you're actually developing feelings for your little play thing."

The hairs on Clayton's arms stood up. Why did he suddenly feel warm? He wasn't going to let someone like Tom get under his skin. He was better than that.

"I'm protecting our investment," Clayton replied, trying to keep a level head. "Unlike you, I understand the value of patience."

"Patience?" Tom's amusement only grew. "Is that what you call raw-dogging her in your office?" Tom's voice dripped with condescension. "You're getting sloppy, Clayton. Letting your guard down. There's a reason all of my projects start with a good old-fashioned spanking."

"No one is letting anything down," Clayton hissed, a bit too defensive. "This isn't some 50 Shades book where you can take her into one of your play rooms and have her submit to your every whim. She's more delicate than that."

"I think you're greatly underestimating my ability to train my girls. Or maybe you're too delicate." There was a slight pause, Tom's labored breathing carrying through the phone. "What's wrong, worried she may not look at you with those same puppy dog eyes after I'm through with her?"

Clayton's skin felt like it was on fire. Yet, he couldn't stop himself from pressing play and zooming in on Ashley's eyes as she was cumming. "Stick to the plan, Tom. I don't do well with liabilities."

"And I don't do well with partners who forget their place." Tom's anger was pouring through the phone, causing Clayton to hold it away from his ear. "Because I can promise you this. If you can't deliver when the time comes, I'll handle Ashley myself. And I can assure you the things I do to her will make last night's little display look like child's play."

The line went dead. Clayton stared at his phone, rage building in his chest. The picture of Ashley still displayed on the screen, her face contorted in pleasure. He'd orchestrated this masterfully, each move calculated to achieve maximum impact. He couldn't let Tom go rogue and mess it all up. He needed collateral. He needed a backup plan.

He stored a copy of the audio file from the call onto his external drive. He'd examine it more closely later. If Tom wanted to think he was the one calling the shots Clayton would let him. He could use that. After all, if he could make Ashley dance to his tune so perfectly, imagine what he could do with someone as predictable as Tom.


Chris couldn't help but smile when the host's eyes went wide as the couple approached, unable to keep himself from scanning Ashley's body. The short black dress she was wearing was a last minute decision, the same one she wore on her first date with Chris. The fabric clung to her chest, cut just low enough to tease anyone who may be looking, and everyone was looking.

He had watched her get ready. Another layer to their game neither of them even realized they were doing. He marveled at how she could apply just the right amount of concealer to make the bruises and marks on her neck and arms disappear. He'd feel himself start to swell as she applied a layer of lotion on her long legs, her gaze locking with his in the mirror. Then, when she actually picked out the dress, pairing it with a pair of six-inch heels that made her legs look endless, he knew he'd be adjusting himself all night. She even decided to keep Clayton's anklet on for the night. A minor detail that kept the fresh sting of jealousy burning in Chris's gut. Another reminder of what they'd become, what she'd become - somehow even more desirable for it.

"It's about a thirty minute wait," the host said, his eyes glued to Ashley, as if Chris didn't even exist. "You can grab a drink at the bar if you'd like."

They'd barely made it to the bar area when a man in a fitted shirt slid next to Ashley, matching her stride. "Mind if I buy you a drink?"

He was a good looking guy, mid-twenties who looked like he could have been in town for a convention or something similar.

Ashley didn't answer him immediately. Instead she turned to Chris, arching her eyebrow. She was almost shocked to see the smug look on his face. No hint of jealousy or trepidation at all. Just the look of a man proud to be standing next to a woman getting so much attention. For a moment she considered the request, wondered how Chris would respond to her openly flirting with a complete stranger in a bar.

"I'm good, thank you." She pressed her body closer to Chris, who wrapped his arm around her waist. A look of disappointment flashed over the man's face before nodding and then disappearing into the crowd of people surrounding the bar.

"That's the second guy to hit on you since we left the house," Chris murmured against her ear. "Have I ever told you that you're the sexiest woman in the world?"

Ashley turned in his arms, pressing against him and feeling his excitement. "You may have mentioned it once or twice." Her lips brushed his neck. "You almost look disappointed I turned him away."

"Not disappointed," he pulled her close. "I just can't blame them for trying."

"In that case, maybe I won't be so quick to turn the next guy away." There went her competitive streak again, always needing to not be the first one to blink.

"I love you, Ash." He pressed his lips to hers, ignoring her attempt to goad him. "Find us a spot at the bar. I'm going to hit the bathroom before your friends get here."

Ashley watched him leave with a smile on her face. How did she get so lucky?

It didn't take long for her to find a couple of open chairs at the end of the bar. Ashley pushed her way past the growing crowd claiming the spot for her and Chris. She flagged the bartender down, ordering a gin and tonic for herself, and a bourbon, neat for Chris.

Ashley stirred the lime wedge in her glass, savoring the cool tang of gin as a man slid into the chair she was saving for Chris. He was a little older. Tall with broad shoulders.

"That seat's taken," she said, her smile more inviting than warning. "My husband will be back any minute."

"I'm sure he won't mind if I keep it warm for him. Keep all the vultures at bay." He had dark skin and the same cocky smile that she hated about Clayton. The same one that caused heat to flood through her system.

Ashley leaned forward, letting her dress ride up slightly, allowing him to see just a hint of thigh. "Looks like you might be too late for that." She wet her lips, imagining Chris watching from somewhere in the crowd. The thought sent heat coursing through her.

His eyes traveled down her body, lingering on her legs, not backing down from the challenge in her tone. "I like to think of myself as more of a hawk."

A laugh escaped her lips. "And why is that?" she brought her hand to his arm, impressed by the firmness under his shirt.

He smiled, his teeth a perfect shade of white that seemed to brighten the room. He leaned into Ashley like he was about to tell her the biggest secret in the world, his hand landing on her exposed knee. Ashley felt that familiar spark of excitement. "Vultures circle endlessly, afraid to make their move." His hand traveled up her leg slowly. "I prefer to swoop in and take what I want."

"And what is it you want?" Ashley asked, biting her lip as his fingers traced higher. Her eyes darted around the crowded bar, searching for Chris while praying no one else was paying attention to the exchange. She grabbed his wrist, not pulling away but halting his advance as he reached the top of her thigh.

"He's probably out there right now, you know, watching." His smile never faltered as he kept his gaze trained on her. "Getting himself all worked up watching my hand slide higher."

Her breath caught, her grip on his wrist loosening. How did he know? Were they putting off some kind of signal? Was this more of a common thing than she realized?

"Those marks on your neck, are they from him, or another lover?" His breath was warm against her ear. Ashley closed her eyes, imagining the man's mouth on her neck adding his own mark. An electric pulse shot through her at the thought and she released his wrist.

Her legs slipped open a little wider, his fingers now grazing the front of her silk panties. "Girls like you are all the same." His teeth grazed her ear. "Spreading your legs at the first hint of attention. Just begging for a guy like me to swoop in and fuck you the way your pathetic husband can't."

The words were like a bucket of ice water. Ashley's eyes shot open, her hands pushing on his shoulders. "What the fuck?"

He barely flinched. His laugh mocking her. "Come on now. Don't act so offended. I've met plenty of sluts like you. Women that—"

Fire flashed in Ashley's eyes as she grabbed her drink tossing it in the man's face. "You don't know the first fucking thing about me."

The man jumped up, his perfectly ironed purple shirt now covered in alcohol. "What the hell. You fucking bitch!"

"Everything okay here?" Chris was beside her in a flash, his hands balled into fists, his eyes dark.

"This crazy bitch—"

Chris stepped forward, placing himself in between Ashley and the man. "Is my wife, so watch your mouth."

They stood like that for what felt like an eternity. The two men chest to chest, neither breaking eye contact with the other.

"Whatever, man. I don't need this shit." The man threw up his arms and stormed off into the crowd.

Chris turned to his wife. "Are you okay?"

She nodded, her heart thundering in her chest as she stared up at Chris. Shame burned her cheeks as she thought about what the man had said, how quickly the conversation shifted from flirty to disgust. Yet, watching Chris stand up to him, seeing the more aggressive side of him, the protective fire in his eyes...

She threw her arms around his neck, pushing her tongue into his mouth as they made out in front of everyone at the bar. "I've never seen you like that before," she whispered, her forehead pressed against his. "That guy was an asshole. But God, it was so hot seeing you react like that."

Chris held her waist, letting the moment wash over them. "I was watching from the other side of the bar. It looked like things were getting fun until he said something to set you off."

Ashley rested her head on his chest, feeling his arousal pressed against her thigh. "I'm just glad you were there to protect me."

"I'm always here to protect you. No matter what."

"Gross, get a room you two!" Jen's excited voice cut through the moment. She rushed toward them, her purse still on her shoulder like she'd just arrived. Ashley giggled, pulling away from Chris to greet her friend. She caught movement at the bar next to Jen. Dave was lifting his half-empty whiskey to signal the bartender for another round.

The host appeared beside them, drawing Ashley from her thoughts. "Your table is ready."


They were led to a circular booth near the back of the restaurant. Dave slid in first, followed by Jen, while Chris held Ashley's hand as she settled into her seat across from them. After the scene at the bar, Ashley was a bit more self-conscious about what she was wearing and she made it a point to hold her dress in place as she took her seat.

"So," Jen leaned forward, wine menu already in hand. "Any more big work trips coming up? Ashley was telling me all about the Seattle trip. It sounded amazing."

Chris smiled, but a pang of guilt rushed through him. He needed to tell Ashley about Katie. He was running out of time.

"Seattle was great," Chris said keeping it vague. He was unsure exactly how much Ashley had told Jen. "But Vegas was even better."

"Vegas?" Jen's eyes lit up as she threw a napkin at Ashley in mock disgust. "God, I would kill for Dave's company to send him somewhere, anywhere." She nudged her husband's shoulder. "When's the last time you actually left the house Mr. Work-from-Home?"

Despite the smile on Jen's face, Chris could feel the tension in her question.

"Some of us prefer stability. Spending the night in our own bed, next to our own spouse." Dave's eyes were fixed on the menu but something in his words made Chris shift uncomfortably.

"It's not all fun," Chris added, trying to control the situation. "Jet lag is real and there's plenty of times I have to go without Ashley."

"And what does Ashley do those nights you're gone?" Dave was suddenly much more involved in the conversation. "Just sit around the house bored and alone?"

The hair on the back of Chris's neck was standing up. He needed to change the subject. "Yeah usually." He laughed, placing his hand in hers in hopes of defusing the situation. "Ashley says you're a programmer of some kind, Dave. Is that right?"

The waiter appeared at the table allowing the situation to simmer for a moment while he poured everyone a glass of wine.

"Security software mostly," Dave took a sip of his wine. "Penetration testing, vulnerability assessments. Making sure the bad guys can't get into places they shouldn't."

"All I ever see him doing is watch YouTube videos when he should be working," Jen jabbed causing Chris to groan.

"Why do you always have to..."

Chris's phone buzzed against the table distracting him from the rest of the pending argument. Katie's name lit up the screen.

Katie: Sorry again about the other day. We should really talk about what happened.

"Everything okay?" Ashley asked, noticing the look of panic on Chris's face.

"Oh... um, yeah, sorry. Just Katie, asking about the audit and Seattle and stuff." He wanted to be sick. He couldn't believe he was lying to her again, but there was no way they could have this conversation in front of their friends.

"Audit?" Dave asked, his argument with Jen seemingly subsiding.

"Yeah, I was meaning to ask you about that, actually." Chris put on his best sales smile. "We have an audit coming up in a few weeks and I'd love to get your opinion on it beforehand. See if there's anything that looks... off."

Dave's eyebrows lifted slightly. "BitGuardian, right? Been hearing some interesting things about your security protocols lately. But don't you have a company doing the audit for you?" He finished his glass of wine, refilling his and Jen's glasses. "Seems weird for a guy in sales to be soliciting outside help."

"I'm actually part owner now," Chris said, it was a stall tactic more than a brag. "And we do have another company doing the audit. I just thought it may be best to get a preliminary review... given all the news about the company."

Before Dave was able to respond, Ashley gasped from beside Chris causing everyone at the table to look at her.

Her face turned scarlet as she viewed the message from Clayton. A photo of him stepping out of the shower filled her screen. Drops of water covered his chest, not that his chest was the main part of the picture. His manhood stood like steel between his legs. The head purple and angry as it pointed directly at the camera. But it was the message beneath that made her stomach flip: "All cleaned up and ready for round two. Think you can handle it?"

Chris's heart raced as he saw the photo over her shoulder, felt her grip tighten on his hand, and noticed the way she squirmed in her seat, struggling to put her phone away.

"Everything alright over there?" Jen asked, seeing their shared reaction.

"Fine," Ashley managed, her voice higher than normal. "Just... work stuff." She caught Jen's confused look as she put her phone away, thankful she didn't push the issue.

"Seems like everyone's getting work messages tonight," Dave noted, his tone casual but his eyes remaining on Ashley. "I'm a little disappointed I'm not part of all the action."

Ashley opened her mouth to speak, but Dave continued, turning his attention to Chris.

"Why don't you two come by next weekend? Jen's birthday is coming up and she's been hounding me about getting in the new hot tub. Send me the files this week and I'll look them over. Give you a full report then."

"That sounds like so much fun," Jen brightened, clearly relieved to shift away from work talk. "I got a new suit I've been dying to try on."

"Saturday work for everyone?"

They spent the rest of the dinner making plans, and catching up like old friends. The tension between Dave and Jen seemed to vanish as she seemed more than happy that he was making an attempt at being more social. Chris couldn't shake the feeling that something else was going on though. Between the smug look he would give Chris and the way his gaze would stay on Ashley just a beat too long made him think there was more going on than met the eye. Regardless, the dinner ended without issue, and as Ashley and Chris said their goodbyes, she looked like she couldn't be happier.


Ashley's shoes were off before the door closed behind them. "God, my feet hurt." She set them next to the door, sighing as the coolness of the hardwood floor soothed them slightly. "I'm not sure I've ever worn heels this much before. Someone is going to owe me a foot massage," she said, poking Chris's side.

"I'll happily massage any part of you that you want," he said with a smile, hanging his coat on the hook by the door. He turned toward her admiring again how good she looked in that dress. "You really are the most beautiful woman in the world."

Heat shot up to Ashley's cheeks, coloring them red. "Apparently half the city agrees with you," she mused. "I don't know if it was a full moon tonight or what, but I definitely got way more attention than I'm used to." She shrugged it off. "It was nice to see Dave and Jen though. I don't work enough shifts with her anymore."

"Believe me, you get that kind of attention everywhere you go. You've just never noticed."

"I don't know, this time felt different. That guy at the bar." She gave Chris a worried look.

"Seemed things with him were going great before he decided to be an asshole." Chris gave her a smile stepping towards her.

"So, you were watching." Her teeth caught her bottom lip as she replayed the events from earlier.

"Trust me, I've become an expert at watching other men around my wife." He pressed his lips to hers, feeling her body respond to his words.

He broke the kiss and moved to the kitchen, pulling two glasses from the cabinet. "Nightcap?" He already had the bottle of vodka in hand, not waiting for her answer.

"Please." Ashley followed him, leaning against the counter. "Dave seemed... different tonight. More riled up than I remember."

"Yeah," Chris poured the vodka into two glasses, not bothering to measure. "He didn't seem to love the way Jen views his job. He was pretty short with her."

Ashley accepted the glass, taking a small sip. "You noticed that too? I'll ask her about it next time I see her at work. I think I have another night shift next week." She sloshed the alcohol around in her glass. "Maybe spending some more time together the four of us will help. She seemed pretty excited about the idea of us coming over."

"Couldn't hurt to expand our social circle a bit I guess."

"Speaking of..." She set her glass down, stepping closer to him. "Clayton texted me at dinner."

"Oh, I saw." Chris took a long swallow of his drink, the ice clinking against the glass. "Does he always send you pictures... like that?"

Ashley studied his face, trying to read his reaction. "Not usually." Did she sound disappointed, or was he imagining it? "Most of the time he doesn't send pictures at all just messages with... innuendo."

"Did it turn you on?"

Ashley considered lying, but what was the point? After all wasn't that exactly what Chris wanted? "Yes," she admitted. "If Jen and Dave hadn't been there I may have texted him back and shown him exactly how excited it made me."

Chris felt his pants strain, his eyes lingering over Ashley like he'd seen so many other men do today. He finished his drink, trying to push his arousal to the side. "It kinda felt like a power play. Like he wants you thinking about him, about last night, even when he isn't here."

Ashley felt warmth start to pool low in her belly. If that was Clayton's intention, it certainly worked. The picture he sent immediately took her back to his shower, to the way he had pinned her against the wall and taken her from behind. She felt her arousal start to leak. "Maybe," she said, as casually as she could. "You asked Dave to look over the code before the audit. Are you afraid something may come up?" It wasn't the smoothest redirect, but it was all she had to work with.

"I don't know," he admitted, truthfully. "But Clayton has been acting off lately. Add that to the cryptic conversation you overheard and I'd rather be safe than sorry." He saw the worried look in Ashley's eyes. "I'm sure it's nothing to worry about. Just business stuff. I want to make sure we don't take any more bad press."

Ashley smiled, walking over to her husband and beginning to work on the buttons of his shirt. Her lips found his neck. "Speaking of," her hands slid across his chest. "Are you ready to hear all the dirty little details about how your wife was a complete slut last night?"

For a moment, Chris felt the familiar tug of desire at her words. The thought of hearing every detail of her submission to Clayton, of picturing it all as she described it... His body responded instinctively, a pavlovian reaction they'd cultivated over months.

But something else rose within him, something quieter yet more insistent. A need for connection, for something untainted by Clayton's presence.

"Not tonight," he said, surprising them both. His hands framed her face, tilting it up to meet his gaze. "Tonight I just want you. Just us. No stories, or games. Just... this." He kissed her lips softly.

There was a hesitation in Ashley's response. Was it disappointment? Anger? A smile spread across her lips before he could read further into it. "Really?"

"Really." He kissed her, soft and lingering. "We've had enough of Clayton for one day, don't you think?"

"More than enough," she giggled, pulling him deeper into a kiss.

He lead her upstairs, taking the steps two at a time like a couple of college kids. As they reached the bedroom, Chris spun her around in his arms, kissing her again. This was a different kind of kiss from the one last night. This was slower, deeper, a rediscovery more than a reclaiming. His hands slid to the zipper of her dress, easing it down her body as his hands traced every inch of her.

As her dress slide down her body, his lips followed. He bit her collarbone with a tenderness that wasn't there last night. As her chest came into view, he could still see the fading marks from Clayton's encounter. Instead of stoking his jealousy or arousal, he felt a sense of pride wash over him. She was all his.

Ashley pulled him back to her lips as she stepped out of the dress, her tongue snaking into his mouth. He pulled her closer, his hands gentle on the curve of her ass as she undid his pants and pushed him backward onto bed.

"You're so beautiful," he whispered, kicked his pants free as he looked up at Ashley in just her lace bra and panties.

"You think so?" she teased, unclasping her bra and tossing it onto his face. She leaned forward, her nails raking against the bare skin of his legs as her mouth hovered over his boxers. "Mmm still as hard as I remember. Or maybe it's Clayton's cock I'm remembering?" She watched it flex at her words as she beamed in satisfaction before pulling the waist band from his hips.

"No Clayton talk," Chris reminded her, lifting his hips and letting the fabric slip down his legs. He pulled Ashley onto him, discarding her panties in the process. He didn't want to dwell on Clayton or feel sorry for himself. He deepened the kiss, trying to make her forget about everything but him.

Each kiss grew more passionate, their tongues colliding with one another. Chris could feel her breath become more rapid, sensing the same longing from her that he was feeling.

Ashley reached between her legs and gripped Chris shaft, her fingers tracing the large vein on the right side of it. "Mmmm I've missed this so much," she cooed. "I've missed... us."

She lowered her hips onto his cock, both of them sucking in air as their bodies connected. He leaned up, pressing his lips to her neck, his warm breath dancing over her skin and making her shiver.

"You feel amazing," Chris whispered, as Ashley's hips continued their descent, swallowing more of his cock. She released her grip on it, pushing her hips further and claiming the rest of his shaft inside her velvet heat.

"I love you, baby," she whispered, intertwining her fingers with his and pushing them above his head on the bed. She used them for leverage, raising her hips until just his head was inside her then, slowly, with a gentleness that she'd almost forgotten, lowering herself back down until her hips brushed against his.

With each deliberate movement, she felt her walls give way. Chris's dick pushed deeper inside her, slickening with her juices. "You feel perfect, Ashley. Just the way you always feel." He captured her ear in his teeth causing her to moan out as she pushed off from his wrists into a more upright position.

Wet heat continued to flood her pussy as she swayed her hips. Chris watched awe struck at the beautiful figure undulate above him. Her hair seemed to shine in the moonlight creeping in through the window, her lips parting just slightly as a small moan of pleasure escaped her lips.

Each motion seemed to fuel the sparks of lust more and Ashley's hips began to pick up their pace.

Chris's hands found her hips, his fingers barely brushing her skin, more to feel her than to guide her movements. His eyes stayed open, watching as Ashley's tongue traced her bottom teeth, her breathing becoming more erratic. He wanted to capture every detail, to remember her exactly like this. Their connection felt deeper now than it had in months, their bond somehow stronger than ever.

"Fuck, baby. You feel so good inside me. So perfect. Make me cum, lover."

Chris nodded, despite her eyes being closed. His hands slid up her sides, over her ribs, to cup her breasts. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, circling the sensitive peaks until they hardened under his touch. "I love you, Ashley," he said, his voice filled with emotion. "I'll always love you. No matter what."

"Ahhh yes, right there. Oh God." Her hips rolled with more urgency as Chris felt her walls start to shake, her pussy getting warmer. Her hands clawed at his chest, her nails digging into her skin.

"Cum for me baby," Chris lifted his hips to match her pace. "Open your eyes and cum for me."

Her eyes fluttered open, and for a moment they looked distant, lost. Then her gaze locked with his and a smile spread across her face.

"Oh God... Oh... Oh Fuck. Chris... Unngh God, baby. I'm about to... I'm-"

Ashley's body convulsed on top of him as her orgasm ripped through her. She tried her best to hold her eyes open, but as the sensation grew, it eventually overtook her and her eyes fluttered shut as her walls pulsed around his steel dick.

As her orgasm began to subside, Ashley collapsed onto his chest, trying to catch her breath.

The touch of Chris's fingertips across her back caused the hairs on the back of her neck to stand. "That was quick," Chris said, teasing.

"You have that effect on me," she laughed. She pulled her hips up slightly, before letting them fall again. "You haven't finished yet."

It wasn't a question, but a statement. She pressed her forehead to his, her eyes locking with his. "I want to make you feel as good as you make me feel." She forced her tongue into his mouth, moaning against his lips.

She broke the kiss and sat up, her hands pressing against his chest as she began to move in earnest. Her hips rolled and ground against him, her body taking him deeper with each motion.

"I love your cock Chris. It feels so good. You feel so fucking hard." She could feel him throbbing inside her She leaned back, her hands resting on his thighs, and changed the angle of her hips, taking him even deeper.

"You feel incredible," Chris groaned feeling his orgasm near.

"And you feel like you're holding back," she teased. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his ear. "Don't hold back, baby. Give me everything you've got. Give me your cum."

His arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her body deeper into him. He felt his cock bottom out inside her, their chemistry in full reaction. "Oh fuck, baby. Your pussy feels amazing. I'm going to cum soon."

His words seemed to drive Ashley's hips into high gear, her hips swaying with reckless abandon. "Do it baby. Cum for me, Chris. Ohhh fuck, I want to feel it."

Wet slurping noises filled the room as Chris continued to fuck Ashley, her eager pussy sliding up and down his throbbing cock. He felt his balls begin to tighten, doing his best to hold out a little longer.

"Oh Fuck. Oh God you feel so good. So fucking good. I'm going to cum again baby." She slipped her hand down to her clit, rubbing at a fierce pace as her walls quivered around his shaft.

"Oh God, Oh fuck. I'm going to cum."

"Uuungh fuck. Do it, baby. Cum with me. I want to feel it. Oh Fuck. I love you, Chris!"

Ashley's pussy continued to spasm drawing the cum from Chris with a powerful roar. His hips lifted from the bed, suspended in time, as he flooded her pussy with his seed.

The expansion of his cock, along with the sensation of him exploding inside her, sent Ashley into another powerful orgasm. Her entire body shook from the intensity of it. For a blissful moment, her mind felt blank. Like she was a computer in need of a hard reset. The entire world ceased to exist.

Cum was leaking out of Ashley onto Chris leg, a sensation that he didn't seem to mind. Ashley was already asleep on his chest, her body slick and glistening in sweat. This may not have been the most physically intensive sex they'd ever had, but it was certainly the most emotional. As he laid there, holding his wife, he felt complete. At times it may have felt like the two of them were standing on uneven ground, but right now, in this moment, everything about their life felt right. Like they were exactly where they needed to be.


As usual, Chris woke up before Ashley. She was still lying peacefully on his chest. He did his best to slip out from under her without waking her, and for the most part, he succeeded, although she stirred slightly. The movement caused the blanket to shift, revealing her leg slipping out from beneath the sheet. His eyes caught the glint of the silver anklet just above her foot. A knot formed in his stomach. He should have asked her to take it off last night before they made love.

After a long hot shower and getting dressed he still had plenty of time to stop by Mabel's before he needed to be at the office. Or maybe he was just stalling, afraid to be face-to-face with Katie again after what happened. He'd tell Ashley about it tonight when he got home. She'd understand why he didn't say something sooner. Even if she was pissed, she'd forgive him.

Grabbing his keys, he headed out the door, careful not to let it slam so as to not wake up his wife. Morning traffic was lighter than normal and he found himself day dreaming about everything that had transpired over the course of the year. He was making more money than ever before, he and Ashley were doing great, and they'd discovered a new sense of sexual freedom they never knew they needed. Sure there were some... complications, some lines being crossed but overall it had been one hell of a year.

The parking lot at Mabel's was nearly empty when he got there, giving him yet another perfect excuse to sit down and delay going to the office a little bit longer.

"Hey, hon. The usual?" Mabel's voice shouted from behind the bar, already jotting down his order on a note pad.

"Yes, ma'am." he replied cheerfully, as he slid into the same faded booth he was in last time he was here.

As he waited for his food Chris lost himself in thought, trying to decide how to handle the Katie situation. He was probably just over reacting, he told himself. They walked into a hot situation at the office and emotions got the best of them. It didn't mean anything. Even while he thought it, he could still feel the press of Katie's body against his back, so different from Ashley's. He could feel the hard press of her palm against his cock her fingers wrapping around its length.

His day-dream was shattered with a man with graying hair and a beard slid into the booth across from him.

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

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