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CHAPTER ONE




The eleventh floor of Hargrave Financial wasn’t where Drew usually belonged. His own office sat seven floors lower, not nearly as bright, not nearly as quiet. Up here, everything gleamed—floor-to-ceiling windows, polished marble floors, artwork Drew didn’t recognize but assumed cost more than his car. It smelled faintly of fresh carpet and the citrus cleaner the janitorial crew used after hours.

Victor Hargrave’s assistant, a young woman with straight blonde hair tucked behind her ears, gestured toward the glass double doors. “He’ll see you now, Mr. Clark.”

“Thanks,” Drew muttered, adjusting his tie. His palms were slick. He wiped them down the side of his slacks before pushing the doors open.

Victor’s office was twice the size of Drew’s entire apartment when he’d first moved to the city. A wall of windows framed the skyline behind a desk large enough to seat six for dinner. Victor himself stood near one of those windows, jacket draped over the back of his chair, shirtsleeves rolled up just below the elbow. He was in his early fifties, but his frame was lean, his presence sharp.

“Drew,” Victor said warmly, as though they were friends meeting for drinks. “Come in, sit.”

Drew crossed the room and lowered himself into one of the leather chairs opposite the desk. The chair swallowed him. He smoothed his tie again, tried to steady his breathing. This meeting was important. He’d been preparing numbers, pitches, excuses, anything that might prove his worth. He was ready to beg if he had to.

But Victor didn’t even glance at a single folder. He leaned forward on the desk, forearms resting on the polished wood, eyes locked on Drew like he was considering something far beyond quarterly performance.

“You’ve done well this year,” Victor said. “Really well. I’m impressed.”

Drew swallowed, heat rising in his face. “Thank you, sir. That means a lot coming from you.”

Victor waved a hand dismissively. “Cut the ‘sir.’ Just Victor. We’re men talking here.”

“Yes, Victor,” Drew corrected quickly, though the word felt strange in his mouth.

Victor leaned back in his chair, studying him. “I’ve been thinking about your future with the company. There’s a position opening—one with more responsibility, better compensation, bigger territory. The kind of thing you’ve been pushing toward since day one.”

Drew’s pulse hammered in his throat. He tried to keep his expression neutral, but his chest swelled. This was it. This was what he’d been hoping for.

Victor tilted his head, the faintest smile playing at his lips. “But promotions aren’t just about performance. They’re about trust. About loyalty. About… being willing to give something of yourself when asked.”

Drew frowned. “Of course. Whatever you need.”

“Good.” Victor drummed his fingers on the desk once, then stilled them. “Because there is one thing I want from you. One thing that would make me very confident in moving you up.”

The silence stretched long enough to make Drew’s shoulders tense. “What’s that?”

Victor’s smile sharpened, eyes narrowing with certainty. “A night with your wife.”

The words landed like a slap. Drew’s brain stalled, unable to process the sentence. “I… what?”

“One night,” Victor repeated, voice calm, deliberate. “Anastasia. That’s her name, isn’t it? Beautiful woman. Elegant. I’ve seen her at company events.” His smile broadened. “You’ve done very well for yourself, Drew.”

Drew’s stomach twisted violently. “That’s—” He broke off, shaking his head. “That’s not… you can’t be serious.”

“I am,” Victor said simply. “I don’t joke about business.”

Drew leaned forward, gripping the arms of his chair as though bracing for impact. “You’re telling me… my career depends on—on pimping out my wife?”

Victor chuckled low in his throat, though there was nothing humorous in his eyes. “Don’t cheapen it with words like that. I’m talking about one evening. Discreet. She comes to me, we enjoy ourselves, and then it’s finished. No fallout, no gossip, no mess. Just a deal between men.”

Drew’s heart slammed in his chest. He opened his mouth to protest again, to tell Victor to go to hell, but the words caught. The man across from him radiated confidence, certainty, control. This wasn’t some half-baked joke. He meant it.

“I could never…” Drew began, his voice hoarse.

Victor lifted a hand, cutting him off. “Don’t answer now. Think about it. Take tonight, talk to her, see how she feels. If she’s willing, you’ll both walk away very comfortable.”

Victor slid a crisp folder across the desk. Drew didn’t touch it.

“What’s this?” he asked, though his throat was so dry the words barely carried.

“Outline of the arrangement,” Victor said. “One night. My terms. Your signature.”

Drew stared at the folder as though it might explode. His palms were slick again, his tie suffocating. He wanted to shout, to shove the folder back across the desk. Instead, he stood stiffly, muttered something about needing time, and left the office with the folder still clutched in his hand.

The drive home was silent except for the hum of tires on asphalt. Drew’s mind looped the same line over and over, unable to let go of it. A night with your wife.

By the time he parked in the driveway, his stomach was in knots. He sat gripping the steering wheel until his fingers cramped. Finally, he forced himself out of the car, folder tucked under his arm like contraband.

Inside, the house smelled of roasted garlic and butter. Anastasia’s touch was everywhere—the fresh flowers on the table, the throw blanket draped neatly over the couch, the candles arranged by the windowsill.

She stood at the stove, stirring a pot, wearing jeans and a fitted black top that clung to her curves. She glanced over her shoulder, smiling warmly. “You’re late. Rough day?”

Drew tried to smile back, but it faltered. “Something like that.”

“Dinner’s almost ready,” she said, turning down the heat. She moved with easy grace, her dark hair falling loose down her back. She didn’t look like a bargaining chip. She looked like his entire world.

He set the folder on the counter, staring at it. The words lodged in his throat. He had no idea how to begin.

Anastasia wiped her hands on a towel and came closer, brow furrowing. “What’s that?”

Drew pressed a hand over the folder. “Something Victor gave me.”

Her smile faded at the name. “The boss? What for?”

He hesitated. The lie hovered—some project, nothing important—but he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t keep it from her.

“It’s… an offer,” he said carefully.

Her eyes flicked from his face to the folder and back. “An offer for what?”

Drew’s pulse pounded so loud he was sure she could hear it. “He said… he’d give me something I’ve been working toward. A promotion. Better pay. But only if—” He broke off, jaw tight.

“Only if what?” Her voice was cautious now, soft.

He dragged a hand through his hair, exhaling hard. “Only if you spend one night with him.”

The words hung in the kitchen like smoke.

Anastasia froze. Her mouth parted, but no sound came. She blinked once, then again, as though making sure she’d heard correctly. “He… said that?”

Drew nodded, shame heating his face. “I swear, Ana, I didn’t ask for it. I didn’t encourage it. He just… said it. Like it was nothing.”

She moved slowly to the table, lowering herself into a chair. Her fingers traced the edge of her wine glass, though she didn’t lift it. She looked stunned, but not furious. Not yet.

“That’s… insane,” she whispered.

“I know.” Drew sat across from her, gripping his knees. “I told him it was ridiculous. I left. But he—he handed me this.” He tapped the folder. “Like it was already written.”

Anastasia’s eyes flicked to the folder again, then back to him. She tilted her head slightly, expression unreadable. “And you’re telling me because…?”

“Because I can’t keep something like this from you,” he said quickly. “Because it involves you. Because whatever happens next, we decide together.”

Her lips pressed into a thin line. She didn’t speak right away, didn’t cry, didn’t throw the folder in the trash. She just sat there, thinking.

Finally, she asked quietly, “And what do you want?”

The question gutted him. He should’ve said nothing, of course not, forget it. Instead, his throat worked, and no answer came.

Anastasia leaned forward, searching his face. “Drew.”

“I don’t know,” he whispered. And it was the truth.

She studied him another long moment, then reached out and covered his hand with hers. “Well. I guess we’ll have to talk about it.”

The knot in Drew’s chest didn’t loosen. If anything, it grew tighter. He closed his eyes briefly, then opened them to her steady gaze.

Whatever had just been set in motion, he knew it couldn’t be undone.


CHAPTER TWO




The next morning, Anastasia woke before Drew. The sun had barely risen, a faint gray light leaking through the curtains. She lay on her side, watching him breathe, the crease between his brows still visible even in sleep. He looked troubled, like whatever he had carried home last night was still lodged deep inside him.

Her gaze slid to the nightstand. The folder still sat there, untouched. She hated the sight of it but couldn’t bring herself to shove it away either.

When Drew stirred, she rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling.

“You’re awake,” he murmured, his voice rough with sleep.

“Couldn’t really stay under,” she said softly. “My mind wouldn’t shut off.”

He rubbed his eyes, then reached for her hand across the sheets. “Same.”

They lay there in silence for a long minute, their fingers loosely intertwined. Anastasia wanted to ask immediately, wanted to drag the whole ugly thing back into the open, but the words caught in her throat. Instead, she slipped out of bed first, padding into the kitchen to start the coffee.

By the time Drew joined her, dressed for work, she had plates set out—scrambled eggs, toast, fruit. She poured him a mug of coffee and slid it across the counter.

“Thanks,” he said, but his eyes weren’t really on the food. He glanced toward the folder when he thought she wasn’t looking.

Anastasia noticed. She noticed everything.

“Do you want to talk about it?” she asked finally, her voice even.

Drew froze with his fork halfway to his mouth. “Talk about what?”

“You know what.” She folded her hands, elbows resting on the table. “Last night wasn’t exactly… normal dinner conversation.”

His shoulders sagged. He set his fork down. “Ana⁠—”

“No, I want to hear it,” she interrupted gently. “What exactly did he say? Every word.”

Drew exhaled through his nose, staring down at his plate. “He said there’s a promotion opening. That I’ve been doing good work. And then he said he wanted… a night with you. One night, and the job would be mine.”

The bluntness of it made her cheeks heat again, even though she’d already heard the gist. “Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

Anastasia leaned back in her chair, searching his face. “And you just sat there?”

“What was I supposed to do?” His voice cracked slightly. “If I’d told him off, I’d be finished. If I’d said yes…” He trailed off, jaw tightening.

Her eyes narrowed. “But you didn’t tell him no either, did you?”

Drew’s silence was telling. He rubbed the back of his neck, shame flickering across his features.

“That’s what I don’t understand,” Anastasia said quietly. “Why didn’t you shut it down right away?”

“I—” He broke off, swallowing hard. His eyes met hers for a split second, full of conflict, then darted away.

Anastasia studied him, her chest tight. She expected anger, maybe even disgust. But underneath her shock was something else she hadn’t anticipated: curiosity. Why hadn’t he said no?

She forced herself to keep her tone calm. “So what, Drew? You brought it home to me like an… option?”

His hands clenched into fists on the table. “I didn’t know what else to do. It’s not an option. Not unless you… unless we…” He trailed off again, groaning. “God, I sound insane.”

Anastasia’s lips pressed into a thin line. She wanted to push harder, but he already looked frayed. Instead, she stood and collected the dishes. She washed them slowly, letting the warm water soothe her hands, her thoughts running circles.

When Drew kissed her goodbye a little later, his lips lingered, as though he was afraid it might be the last time she let him. She didn’t pull away, but she didn’t reassure him either.

The house felt too quiet after he left. Anastasia drifted through her morning routine on autopilot, folding laundry, answering emails, watering the plants. But no matter what she did, her mind kept circling back to the same point: he hadn’t shut it down.

And that tiny hesitation, that split-second of possibility, was enough to set her imagination spinning in directions she’d never gone before.

She caught herself at the mirror while brushing her hair, pausing mid-stroke. She studied her reflection. Was she beautiful enough that Victor would risk everything just to have her once? The thought unsettled her, but it also made her cheeks flush.

She set the brush down with a little too much force and walked away.

By evening, when Drew returned, she was no closer to an answer. She had poured herself a glass of wine and was sitting cross-legged on the couch, the folder still untouched on the counter like a silent intruder.

Drew looked at it, then at her. “You didn’t read it?”

“No,” she said. “I don’t need to read it to know what it says.”

He came to sit beside her, his hand brushing her thigh. “Then let’s just throw it out. Forget it.”

Her head turned toward him slowly. “Do you really want to forget it?”

The question landed heavier than she expected. His eyes flicked away, then back, filled with something raw she couldn’t quite name.

She didn’t press further. She only sipped her wine and leaned back against the cushions, letting the silence stretch until it became unbearable.

The silence between them stretched until Anastasia couldn’t take it anymore. She set her wineglass down on the table, turned her body toward him, and tucked one leg under the other.

“Tell me something, Drew,” she said quietly.

He rubbed his palms over his thighs. “What?”

“When he said it… when Victor actually said those words to you… what was the first thing that went through your head?”

His Adam’s apple bobbed. He opened his mouth, then shut it again. Finally, he let out a humorless laugh. “Honestly? That I’d heard him wrong. That no one would say something like that out loud.”

Anastasia studied him, watching the way his fingers twitched like he wanted to grab her hand but didn’t dare. “And after you realized he meant it?”

Drew looked at the ceiling, exhaling hard. “I thought about punching him.”

“Did you?”

He shook his head slowly. “No. I just sat there.”

Anastasia let his words hang. She wanted to press—and why did you just sit there?—but instead she leaned forward, resting her elbow on the back of the couch. “Do you think he meant it about me? Or was it just a power play to see how far you’d bend?”

Drew’s eyes snapped back to hers, sharp. “He meant it. I could see it in his face.”

Her lips parted slightly. She felt that same rush of heat crawl up her neck. Victor was bold, shameless even, but there was no mistaking Drew’s certainty.

“And you think he… finds me attractive,” she said, more statement than question.

Drew’s jaw clenched. “Of course he does. Any man would.”

She tilted her head, searching his expression. The compliment had been for her, but there was something in the way he said it that carried more weight. Like he wanted her to know, wanted her to believe it, almost like he wanted her to feel it.

Her heart thudded. She looked down into her glass, swirled the wine once, and set it aside. Then she leaned closer, close enough that her knee brushed his. “You didn’t shut it down right away. That’s what I keep thinking about.”

He winced. “Ana⁠—”

“No,” she cut in softly. “It’s not an accusation. I just want to understand.”

His eyes flickered, and for a moment she thought he might finally spill something, but he shook his head. “I don’t have an answer you’d like.”

She raised an eyebrow, letting the silence stretch again. When he didn’t elaborate, she shifted back into her cushion and let her lips curve into a faint smile.

“Fine. I’ll just have to figure it out myself.”

Drew’s head turned sharply. “Figure what out?”

“Whether you brought it home because you were horrified… or because a tiny part of you wondered what it would be like.”

His face colored immediately. “That’s not⁠—”

She held up a hand, cutting him off. “Relax. I said wondered, not decided.” Her voice was playful now, a deliberate change of tone. “There’s a difference.”

He groaned and buried his face in his hands. “You’re going to drive me insane.”

“Maybe,” she said lightly, her smile widening.

The next few days, she let the subject rest. They cooked dinner together, went for their usual evening walks, watched television side by side. But underneath the surface, the tension pulsed. Every time she caught him staring at her—when she bent to load the dishwasher, when she changed into her nightshirt—she wondered what exactly he was thinking.

By Thursday, she decided to test him.

She dressed carefully for dinner that night, choosing a simple dress she hadn’t worn in months. It wasn’t revealing, not really, but the cut hugged her waist and dipped just enough at the neckline to draw the eye. She left her hair down, brushed smooth and shining.

When Drew walked in the door, his gaze lingered longer than usual.

“You look…” He stopped, swallowing. “Beautiful.”

She smiled sweetly. “You think Victor would agree?”

The way his expression crumpled almost made her laugh. “Don’t⁠—”

“I’m kidding,” she said quickly, though her tone still carried a tease. “Just curious.”

He shook his head, setting his bag down harder than necessary. “I hate that he’s in your head.”

“He’s not,” she said softly. “You are.”

That seemed to soothe him, though his jaw remained tight as he joined her at the table.

All through dinner, she kept her movements deliberately slow, deliberately graceful. She reached across the table often, letting her neckline shift just slightly. Every time his eyes darted downward, she felt a wicked thrill coil in her stomach.

By the time they cleared the dishes, Drew was restless, pacing the kitchen as though he couldn’t sit still. Anastasia leaned against the counter, watching him with her arms folded.

“You’re wound up,” she murmured.

He ran a hand through his hair. “Can you blame me?”

She stepped closer, close enough that she could feel his heat. Her voice lowered, threading intimacy into every word. “If I ever considered it, Drew… it would only ever be for you. Do you understand that?”

His chest rose sharply. He nodded once, but words failed him.

Anastasia touched his cheek, her thumb brushing his stubble. His eyes fluttered closed at her touch, and she felt the weight of the moment settle between them.

The thought still terrified her. But now, it didn’t feel impossible.


CHAPTER THREE




Dinner plates clinked softly as Anastasia stacked them in the sink. The hum of the dishwasher filled the quiet kitchen, its low drone only emphasizing what neither of them was saying out loud. Drew sat at the table still, fingers tapping against his glass of water. He hadn’t eaten much.

Anastasia dried her hands on a dish towel and leaned against the counter, arms crossed. She watched him for a long moment.

“Are we going to keep pretending this isn’t hanging over us?” she asked finally.

Drew lifted his head. The weight in his eyes matched the heaviness in her chest. “I don’t know how to talk about it without sounding like I’ve lost my mind.”

“Then let’s lose our minds together,” she said.

The corners of his mouth twitched, but he didn’t smile. He pushed the glass away and leaned forward, elbows on the table. “I keep running through it in my head. The offer. The way he said it. And then I picture you—” He cut himself off, shaking his head hard. “God, I hate myself for even letting it stay in my head.”

Anastasia came to sit across from him. “Do you think I haven’t been picturing it too?”

His eyes widened slightly, then narrowed. “Have you?”

She nodded slowly, steadying her voice. “I don’t want to, Drew. I don’t like him. I don’t like what it says about the world we live in, that he can even suggest something like this. But once the words were out there…” She exhaled sharply, glancing toward the counter where the folder still lay. “They’re out there. And I keep wondering what it would mean if we didn’t just throw them away.”

Drew’s throat worked. “It would mean I failed you. That I put you in an impossible spot.”

“No.” She reached across the table, covering his hand with hers. “It would mean we decided together. That’s the only way I’d even… consider it.”

His hand trembled under hers. His eyes dropped to their joined fingers, then lifted back to her. “Ana, if I said yes… if we said yes… could you actually do it?”

The bluntness made her pause. She tightened her grip on his hand. “That’s the question, isn’t it? Could you actually watch me walk out that door knowing what I was about to do?”

He winced as though she’d struck him. His free hand dragged down his face, covering his mouth. He was silent for a long time.

Finally, he let the hand fall and answered, voice rough. “I don’t know.”

Anastasia studied him, the raw honesty in his tone making her chest ache. “Neither do I.”

They sat like that for a while, the dishwasher humming in the background, the night pressing in around them.

“Tell me something,” Anastasia said quietly.

“Anything.”

“If I said no, if I told you never to bring it up again, would you feel relieved?”

Drew hesitated. Too long.

Her brows lifted. “That’s what I thought.”

His eyes darted to hers, shame written across his face. “It’s not that I want it. It’s that I… I can’t stop imagining what it would do to us. The way it would change things. The way it would make us—” He broke off, frustrated. “God, I sound crazy.”

“You sound honest,” she said softly.

He exhaled shakily, leaning back in his chair. “And that doesn’t scare you?”

“Of course it does,” she admitted. “But it also… makes me want to understand you more.”

Drew’s hand reached for hers again, gripping tighter this time. “I don’t want him. I don’t even want you to want him. I just…” His voice lowered, rough with confession. “I want to know what it would be like if you let yourself be wanted by someone else, and I had to live with it.”

Her heart skipped. It wasn’t a full confession, not yet, but it was enough to make heat crawl up her neck. She swallowed hard, forcing her voice steady.

“Then maybe that’s what we have to figure out.”

The silence after Anastasia’s words stretched long enough that Drew’s grip on her hand became almost desperate. His thumb moved against her knuckles, restless, searching for something steady.

“Figure it out how?” he asked finally, his voice low.

She looked at him across the table, her eyes clear despite the rush of heat in her chest. “By being honest with each other. No pretending, no brushing it off. If we talk about it, really talk about it, maybe we’ll know if it’s something we can live with… or something we can’t.”

Drew’s lips parted like he wanted to argue, but instead he just nodded.

Anastasia pulled her hand back gently and stood, moving around the table. She slid into his lap, straddling him, her arms looping around his shoulders. His body went rigid at first, then softened beneath her. His hands hovered at her waist as though he didn’t dare grip her.

“Tell me the truth,” she whispered. “If I said yes… what would you picture?”

His eyes darkened, throat working as he struggled for words. “I’d picture you walking into a room I can’t follow you into.”

Her fingers combed through his hair, slow, steady. “And?”

“And I’d picture him touching you.” His voice cracked. “Undressing you. Kissing you. And I’d want to throw up and come in my pants at the same time.”

Her breath caught at the rawness of it. She felt his hardness growing beneath her, betraying his confession. She shifted slightly in his lap, not enough to push things further, just enough to let him know she felt it.

“And if I told you,” she whispered against his ear, “that every second of it would be for you, not him?”

His grip finally tightened on her hips, fingers digging in. “Then I’d believe you.”

Anastasia leaned back, searching his face. His eyes were wild, torn between shame and hunger. It made something inside her twist tight, a mixture of fear and exhilaration.

“Drew,” she said carefully, “I don’t care about him. I never will. But if this is something you need… if this is something that would light something in us we’ve never touched before…” She swallowed hard. “Then I’ll do it. For us.”

His forehead dropped against hers, his breath ragged. “You’d really⁠—”

“Yes.” Her voice was steady now, stronger than she felt. “But only because it’s ours. Not his. Ours.”

For a moment, they just breathed together, their hearts pounding in sync. Then Drew kissed her—hard, hungry, as though the agreement itself had broken something loose inside him. She kissed him back, her tongue sliding against his, her body pressing closer.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t sweet. It was desperate, fueled by the knowledge of what they had just decided.

When they finally broke apart, Drew’s hand cradled her face. “I’ll handle Victor. I’ll make the call. You won’t have to hear his voice, won’t have to read his words. This will only ever come through me.”

Anastasia nodded, her own hands trembling as they rested against his chest. “And when it happens… you’ll know it’s for you.”

His eyes burned into hers. “Always.”

The words sealed it.

The folder on the counter was no longer an intruder. It was a contract waiting to be signed—not between Victor and Drew, but between Drew and Anastasia, a vow that whatever came next, they would own it together.

And for the first time since Victor had spoken the unthinkable, the fear in Anastasia’s chest didn’t feel like a weight. It felt like fire.

The next morning, Drew stood in front of Hargrave Tower with the folder under his arm, his heart thudding like he’d just sprinted. The city bustled around him, strangers moving in every direction, but for Drew the world had narrowed to a single decision.

He rode the elevator up, his reflection staring back at him in the chrome doors. He looked pale, maybe even guilty. But beneath it all was a pulse of heat he couldn’t deny. He was about to sign away something no man should. And yet his cock twitched just thinking about it.

Victor was waiting in his office, jacket off, tie loosened. The man smiled like a cat who already had the cream.

“So,” Victor said, leaning back in his chair, “you’ve made up your mind.”

Drew set the folder on the desk and opened it. His pen hovered over the signature line. His hand shook, not with reluctance but with the weight of what this would mean.

He pictured Anastasia the night before, straddling his lap, whispering that every second would be for him. He heard her voice again, soft and fierce, and it was enough to steady his hand.

With a single stroke, he signed his name.

Victor’s grin widened. “Good man. I’ll make sure the promotion paperwork goes through by next week.”

Drew slid the folder back toward him, his chest tight with adrenaline. “Just remember—she’s still mine. Always mine.”

Victor chuckled, but Drew didn’t flinch. He left the office with his heart hammering, his cock hard against the fabric of his slacks, the image of Anastasia in another man’s bed burning behind his eyes.
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That same afternoon, Anastasia pushed open the glass door of a boutique downtown.

This time, there was no nervous glance around, no pretending she’d wandered in by accident. She walked straight to the lingerie racks, her fingers brushing satin and lace.

She imagined Drew’s face when she showed him. Imagined his pupils darkening, his breath catching, his cock twitching under his pants while he watched her strip for another man. The thought scared her, thrilled her, and guided her hand.

She chose a black lace bra that left little to the imagination, a matching thong, and a crimson silk chemise that whispered over her skin like water. She added sheer stockings and a garter belt, smiling to herself as she laid them across her arm.

In the fitting room, she tried them on one by one, standing before the mirror. Her reflection looked bolder than she felt—cheeks flushed, nipples hard against the lace, her body made for sin.

She bit her lip, lifting her phone as though tempted to take a picture for Drew, but she stopped herself. No—this wasn’t the moment. Proof would come later.

When she paid at the register, the saleswoman wrapped the pieces in soft tissue paper and slid them into a glossy bag. Anastasia took it in her hand, her pulse racing.

She didn’t shop for Victor. She shopped for Drew. Every slip of lace, every strap of silk, was chosen with him in mind.

At home, she tucked the bag deep into her closet. She ran her hand over it once, whispering under her breath, “Every second will be for you.”

That night, they lay in bed facing each other, the dark broken only by the faint glow of the streetlight outside their window. Anastasia traced a finger down Drew’s arm, watching the way his chest rose faster under her touch.

“You signed it,” she murmured.

His eyes held hers. “Yeah.”

“Knowing what that means.”

“Knowing exactly what it means.” His voice was rough. “That another man is going to have you. That I’m going to see proof of it. And Ana… I’ve been hard since I put the pen down.”

Her breath hitched, heat rushing between her thighs. “I thought about it all afternoon,” she admitted. “Not him. Us. You watching, knowing, needing me even more afterward. It made me wet just thinking about it.”

His hand slid up her thigh under the sheets, finding the slick proof of her words. He groaned low in his throat. “Jesus, you’re soaked.”

She bit his shoulder, whispering hotly, “It’s your fault. You did this to me.”

He flipped her onto her back, covering her body with his. “Then let me finish it.”

Their mouths crashed together, tongues tangled, hungry and urgent. His hands pushed her nightshirt up, baring her breasts. She arched into him as his mouth closed over a nipple, sucking hard, his teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out.

Her legs spread for him easily, the tip of his cock sliding against her slick folds. She was ready, aching, pulling at his hips. “Don’t tease me,” she begged. “I need you inside me.”

Drew pushed into her in one hard stroke, groaning at the heat that gripped him. “Fuck, Ana… tighter than ever.”

She clutched at his shoulders, nails digging into his skin. “Harder,” she gasped. “Take me harder.”

He drove into her, pounding the mattress, his breath hot against her ear. “All I can see is you in that lingerie… bending over for him… but it’s me you’re screaming for.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her legs locking around his waist. “Yours… always yours.”

Her cries filled the room as he thrust deeper, faster, sweat dripping from his forehead onto her chest. His hand slid down to her clit, rubbing in hard circles until her body arched under him, shuddering violently.

She came with a scream, nails clawing his back, her pussy clenching around him so tight he almost lost control. He hammered into her through her climax, gritting his teeth, then spilled inside her with a guttural growl, collapsing against her with his cock still pulsing deep.

They lay tangled, gasping, sweat-slicked skin pressed together. Drew kissed her neck, murmuring against her skin. “Proof or no proof, he’ll never have what I just had.”

Anastasia smiled faintly, her body still trembling. “No. He won’t. Because every second belongs to you.”

And with that, they drifted into sleep, the decision sealed in more than ink.


CHAPTER FOUR




Anastasia started early. The clock on the bathroom wall ticked loud as she ran steaming water into the tub, steam curling against the mirror. She laid everything out on the counter—her razor, fresh blades, wax strips, lotion, perfume, the new lingerie folded neatly like a promise she wasn’t sure she wanted to keep.

She slipped out of her robe, standing naked in the warm light. For a moment she caught her reflection—breasts full, stomach flat enough, thighs soft but strong—and she thought of Victor’s eyes on her. The thought made her stomach twist, but behind it was Drew’s face, his voice whispering, Every second will be for me.

She lowered herself into the water. It lapped at her skin, hot enough to make her sigh. She worked slowly, shaving until her skin was bare and smooth, the ritual almost meditative. When she finished, she rinsed, then carefully waxed where she wanted to be even softer. Every pull made her wince, but each time she imagined Drew’s hands on her later, feeling how she had prepared.

When she stepped out, steam clinging to her skin, Drew was leaning against the doorframe, his tie loosened from work, his eyes dark. He said nothing at first, just watched her towel herself dry.

“You’re staring,” she murmured.

“I can’t help it,” he admitted, his voice rough. “You’re making yourself perfect for another man.”

Her chest tightened at the jealousy in his tone, but his cock strained visibly in his slacks. Arousal tangled with his bitterness, and she knew he hated himself for wanting it.

She moved closer, towel clutched to her chest. “I’m making myself perfect for you. Don’t forget that.”

His jaw clenched, but his eyes softened. He reached to touch her hip, his thumb grazing damp skin. “I’m trying to believe that.”

She kissed him softly, then pulled away before it deepened. Tonight wasn’t about them, not yet. Tonight was about proof.

Anastasia stood by the mirror adjusting the strap of her red silk dress, the one clinging over the black lace and garter beneath. Drew sat on the edge of the bed, his shirt open at the collar, his tie discarded. His cock strained visibly against his pants, a thick ridge that made her chest flutter.

He dragged his eyes down her body, then back up, his expression torn. She’s mine, every inch of her. And I’m sending her to another man. What the hell is wrong with me? His fists clenched on his knees, but his cock pulsed harder the longer he stared.

Anastasia slipped into her heels, feeling his gaze like a hand stroking her bare thighs beneath the dress. He wants me this way. He wants me jealous, nervous, and his at the same time. He wants me proof. Her own thighs pressed together as her body betrayed her nerves with slick heat.

“You’re… perfect,” Drew said hoarsely, his voice breaking. “Too perfect to walk out that door.”

She turned, meeting his gaze in the mirror. “I’m not walking out for him, Drew. I’m walking out for you.”

His throat bobbed. His cock twitched, a bead of precum wetting the front of his slacks. He wanted to drag her back onto the bed and tear the dress off, to bury himself inside her until she forgot anyone else existed. But the thought of her leaving, of seeing her body through another man’s phone camera, had his heart racing even faster.

Anastasia picked up her small clutch, sliding her phone inside before thinking better of it. She crossed to Drew, bent down, and pressed it into his hand. “Hold it for me until I get there.”

He stared at the device, then at her. “I don’t know if I can let you walk out like this.”

She kissed him, lingering, her tongue brushing his, tasting the need on his lips. “You don’t have to let me. You just have to watch.”

Her words hit him like a jolt straight to his cock. His chest rose in a ragged breath as she pulled away. He stayed frozen, phone clutched in his hand, as she picked up her bag and headed for the door.

When the latch clicked shut behind her, the silence was deafening. Drew fell back onto the bed, groaning, his cock throbbing painfully against his slacks. God help me. I want this. I want every second she’s about to give me.

Anastasia’s heels clicked against the pavement as she crossed the hotel parking lot, her pulse hammering. She could feel the lingerie beneath the dress like fire against her skin, every shift of fabric a reminder of what she was about to do.

I should turn around. I should go home, climb back into bed with him, let him take me until we both forget this madness. But the image of Drew’s face, flushed with arousal and jealousy, stopped her. The way he looked at her as she pulled on her dress — torn apart but impossibly hard — that was proof enough.

Her thighs clenched with every step, her body betraying her nerves with wetness she couldn’t deny. She imagined the moment her phone buzzed in his hand, the photos lighting his screen, his cock in his fist as he watched. The thought made her shiver.

By the time she reached the hotel lobby, her knees felt weak. She lifted her chin, forced herself to move forward, and pressed the button for the twentieth floor.

The elevator doors closed. The floor began to rise.

And Anastasia whispered to herself, so softly no one could hear, “Every second is for him.”

The elevator glided upward, soft music filling the car. Anastasia clutched her clutch in one hand, her phone in the other. Her reflection in the polished steel doors showed her flushed cheeks and nervous smile.

She typed quickly: I’m here. Going up now.

Three dots appeared instantly, then Drew’s reply: Fuck. I can’t breathe. Send me something when you can.

Her heart fluttered as the bell chimed and the doors opened.

Victor answered her knock almost immediately. He stood in a crisp white shirt, collar open, sleeves rolled back. His smile was smooth but not forced, the kind of smile that belonged to a man who’d been waiting.

“Anastasia,” he said warmly. “Come in.”

Her heels clicked against the polished floor as she stepped inside. The suite was wide and glowing, the city stretching beyond the wall of windows. A bottle of champagne sat chilling on the table, two glasses waiting.

“You’re even more stunning than I remembered,” Victor said, eyes roaming appreciatively over her figure.

Her cheeks flushed. “You know how to make a girl nervous.”

“Good,” he said with a grin. He lifted her phone from her hand with a light touch, not demanding, just confident. “Let’s start by letting your husband see what he’s missing.”

He held up the camera, nodding at her. “Give him a smile.”

Anastasia posed lightly, one hand on her hip, the slit of her red silk dress revealing the top of her thigh. Victor snapped the photo and hit send.

The buzz came almost instantly. Drew’s reply: Jesus. More. Please.

Anastasia giggled, the tension in her chest loosening. “He’s eager tonight.”

“Then let’s give him a show,” Victor murmured. He set the phone on record, bracing it in his hand as he stepped closer. His free hand brushed her hip, sliding along the fabric of her dress. “May I?”

Her breath caught, but she nodded. “Yes.”

His lips brushed hers softly at first, testing, then firmer as she leaned into it. The kiss deepened, his tongue teasing hers, his hand stroking lower, curving over her ass.

The phone was angled just right to catch her moan, the way her lips parted against his, the dress riding higher as his fingers skimmed along her thigh.

He pulled back just enough to grin. “That’ll drive him crazy.”

The phone buzzed again. Holy fuck. Don’t stop.

Anastasia’s body tingled, her nerves drowned out by heat. She laughed breathlessly, leaning into Victor’s chest as his hand cupped her breast through the lace beneath the silk. The camera caught everything: her flushed face, her arching back, the way her lips opened for another hungry kiss.

When Victor finally lowered the phone, he set it on the nightstand and murmured against her ear, “We’ll send him more in a minute. But right now, I want to taste you.”

Her thighs trembled at the promise.


CHAPTER FIVE




Victor eased Anastasia back toward the bed, his hand warm on her hip, the phone angled to capture the sway of her dress as she moved. Her chest rose quickly, her breath shallow, but the nerves that had clung to her in the elevator were melting under the heat in her body.

“Stand right here,” Victor said, stopping her at the foot of the bed. He lifted the phone, panning slowly down her figure. “Let him see what I get to unwrap.”

Anastasia posed lightly, her lips curving in a smile she couldn’t help. She lifted her hands to her straps, sliding them down over her shoulders just enough for the red silk to loosen. The dress slipped an inch, then another, baring the top edge of the black lace bra beneath.

Victor snapped a photo and sent it.

The buzz came instantly. Fuck. Don’t make me wait.

Her thighs clenched at the words. She bit her lip, looking straight into the lens as she let the dress slide lower, the silk pooling at her waist, exposing the lace fully now.

Another snap. Another send.

Drew’s reply: More. Need to see all of her.

Victor chuckled. “He’s hooked already.” He looked at her, lowering his voice. “So am I.”

He set the phone to record, then slipped his fingers under the fabric of her dress, tugging it down slowly until it dropped to the floor in a soft heap. Anastasia stood in the lace bra and thong, the garter straps gleaming against her thighs.

Her cheeks burned, but her nipples were already pebbling against the fabric. She tossed her hair back, giving the camera a sultry look she hadn’t even known she could pull off.

Victor captured every detail, then sent the clip.

The phone buzzed. She’s unreal. Pull the bra down. Please.

Anastasia moaned softly at the message, her body humming at the thought of Drew sitting at home, cock in hand, begging for more. She reached up herself, slipping the straps down her arms. Victor caught her movements in the frame as the lace fell away, baring her breasts to the lens.

“Perfect,” he murmured, his hand brushing her nipple just as he clicked the shutter. She gasped at the contact, her body already arching into his touch.

The photo went out. Drew’s reply: Hard as a rock. I can’t stop.

Her lips parted, the words making her thighs slicker, her skin hotter. She let out a breathy laugh, pressing closer to Victor, whispering, “He’s not the only one.”

Victor smirked, lowering the phone just long enough to cup her breast fully, his thumb circling the hard peak until she moaned again, louder this time.

“Let’s give him a video he won’t forget,” he said, lifting the phone again.

Anastasia tilted her head back as Victor kissed her neck, his hand teasing her nipple. The camera caught her moans, her parted lips, the way she squirmed against him.

The buzz came almost immediately. Losing my mind. Show me more.

Anastasia laughed breathlessly, her nerves long gone now, replaced with pure heat. “He’s going to explode before we’re even finished.”

Victor’s grin widened. “Good. Let’s make sure he does.”

Victor set the phone carefully on the nightstand, angling it just right to catch Anastasia’s body in frame. He didn’t touch her right away. He just stood back, his eyes roaming over her bare breasts, the garter belt hugging her waist, the thin strip of lace stretched between her thighs.

The heat in his gaze made her shiver. Not because she was nervous anymore, but because she could feel how much he wanted her. The air between them buzzed, charged, every second stretching tight.

“I didn’t think you’d be this beautiful,” he said finally, his voice low and rough.

Her lips curved. “And I didn’t think I’d like hearing that from you.”

Their eyes locked, and for a beat she forgot there was a camera, forgot Drew was somewhere miles away staring at his phone. All she felt was the hunger pulling between them.

Victor closed the distance. His hands slid down her sides, strong and sure, until he gripped her hips and guided her gently back onto the bed. She lay down, propped on her elbows, watching as he trailed kisses along her stomach, slow and deliberate, like he was savoring every inch.

Her thighs trembled when he nuzzled against the lace covering her, his breath hot through the thin fabric. She gasped, surprised by how much her body jolted at the contact.

“Victor…” Her voice was shaky, half plea, half warning.

He chuckled softly, tugging the lace aside with his thumb. “You’re already wet.”

Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t deny it. She tilted her hips, inviting his mouth closer. God, I shouldn’t be this turned on. Not already.

When his tongue swept across her clit, she cried out, head tipping back against the pillows. It was different from Drew—less familiar, less careful. Bolder. Greedier. And she loved it.

The phone buzzed once on the nightstand, the vibration faint. She caught a glimpse of the screen: Drew’s words simple, breathless. She’s gorgeous. I can’t believe this.

Her heart swelled, the guilt she’d been holding onto dissolving. He was watching, yes, but he was proud too. Proud and aroused. That knowledge set her free.

Victor spread her thighs wider, his tongue working harder now, lapping, teasing, sucking until her hips lifted off the bed. Her moans grew louder, filling the suite, raw and uninhibited.

She grabbed the sheets, nails digging into the fabric. “Oh, fuck…”

He glanced up at her, lips glistening, eyes dark with heat. “You taste incredible.”

The words sent another rush of slickness between her thighs. She hadn’t expected this, hadn’t expected to need it. But now her body was surging toward climax, too fast, too hard.

Victor slid two fingers inside her as his tongue circled her clit, and that was all it took. She shattered, crying out, her thighs clamping around his head as her whole body shook.

The phone buzzed again, the screen lighting with Drew’s reply to the short clip Victor had managed to record mid-orgasm. Oh my God. She’s never sounded like that.

Anastasia’s chest heaved as she came down, her skin damp, her nipples hard, her body still twitching. She covered her face with her hands, laughing breathlessly. “I can’t believe I just did that.”

Victor kissed her inner thigh, his grin wicked. “And we’re only getting started.”

Victor wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then leaned down to kiss the soft inside of Anastasia’s thigh. His cock throbbed hard against his zipper, straining for release. He hadn’t expected to get this worked up so quickly—he’d thought tonight would be a game, a perk of power. But hearing her moan, tasting how wet she was for him, seeing her lose control under his tongue… it wasn’t just business anymore.

She’s sex itself, he thought, his pulse hammering. Drew doesn’t know what he’s been hiding from the world.

He glanced at the phone, still buzzing faintly on the nightstand, Drew’s latest reply glowing on the screen. A grin tugged at Victor’s lips. The husband was watching, stroking himself raw, and Victor had the real thing spread out beneath him, trembling and soaked. The thrill of it twisted sharp in his gut.

Anastasia lowered her hands from her flushed face, catching his gaze. Her lips were swollen, her chest heaving, her eyes glassy with lust. She looked wrecked already—and he hadn’t even fucked her yet.

Victor licked his lips, savoring the taste that still lingered there. His cock throbbed again, painful now, eager to be buried inside her. She’s ready for more. And I’m going to give it to her until neither of them can forget tonight.


CHAPTER SIX




Anastasia was still trembling when Victor kissed his way up her stomach. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, nipples hard, skin glowing from the heat of his mouth. She reached for his shoulders, her fingers curling against muscle, shocked by how strong and warm he felt under her palms.

Victor paused above her, his eyes dragging down her body. Not smug. Not clinical. Just hungry.

“You’re even better than I imagined, Anastasia,” he murmured, his thumb brushing the side of her breast.

Her lips parted, her breath catching. “You’ve been imagining this?”

“Since the first time I saw you,” he admitted, kissing the corner of her mouth. “And it doesn’t compare.”

Her stomach clenched. She thought of Drew, of his eyes on his phone, watching. Her skin flushed hotter at the thought that he was seeing this in real time.

Victor seemed to sense it. “He’s watching you right now. Loving it, isn’t he?”

Her throat tightened, but she whispered, “Yes.”

Victor kissed her again, slower, deeper, until she moaned into his mouth. She slipped a hand down between them, gasping softly when she found how hard he was through his trousers.

He groaned at the contact, his hips pressing forward.

“God,” she whispered against his lips. She gave him a firmer squeeze, her eyes widening. “You’re so big.”

Victor chuckled, though his jaw flexed at her grip. “And you’ve barely touched me yet.”

Her cheeks burned, but instead of pulling away, she stroked him again.

He lifted her phone, angling it toward them, catching the flush on her cheeks and the way her hand pressed into the bulge of his pants. He snapped the shot and sent it off.

The reply came almost instantly. Drew’s words lit the screen: Baby you’re making me so hard. Don’t stop.

Anastasia’s thighs squeezed together, arousal slicking her panties. Knowing Drew was stroking himself while she teased another man made her dizzy with need.

She tugged at Victor’s shirt. “Take this off.”

He stripped it quickly, baring his chest. She ran her hands over him, tracing muscle, heat rising between them. She leaned in, kissing his collarbone, his throat, the hard line of his pecs.

Victor angled the phone again, catching her kisses, her hair spilling across his skin. He snapped another photo and sent it.

Drew’s reply: You look incredible, Ana. I’m dying for more.

Victor propped the phone on record at the nightstand, freeing his hands to slide into her hair. “Show him how much you want this.”

Her pulse hammered. Slowly, she sank to her knees between his thighs. She undid his belt, slid his zipper down, and freed him. His cock sprang up thick and heavy, flushed and rigid.

She gasped softly, her hand wrapping around him. “God… you’re huge.”

Victor groaned, his head tipping back as her hand stroked him slowly. “That feels fucking amazing.”

The camera caught it all — her lips parting, her eyes wide as she bent down and took the head of his cock into her mouth. She licked, sucked, sliding him deeper inch by inch, her cheeks hollowing as she worked him.

Victor’s hands tightened in her hair, a rough groan spilling from his throat. “Jesus, Anastasia…”

On the nightstand, the phone buzzed again. Drew’s message glowed: That’s my girl. You look so fucking hot on your knees.

Her pussy clenched at the words. She moaned around Victor’s cock, taking him deeper, wanting Drew to see her like this — his wife, bold, hungry, beautiful.

Victor hissed, hips lifting slightly. “If you keep that up, I’ll lose it in your mouth. And I want to fuck you first.”

Anastasia pulled back, lips swollen, breath ragged. Her body trembled, not with nerves anymore, but with a sharp, undeniable want.

And from the look in Victor’s eyes, he felt the same.

He pulled her up from her knees, kissing her hungrily, his cock still slick from her mouth pressing hard against her stomach. He walked her backward until the back of her knees hit the bed, then guided her down onto the sheets. She sprawled out, breasts rising and falling, garter straps taut against her thighs, her lace thong damp and clinging.

“Look at you,” he groaned, hovering above her. “You’re trembling already.”

Her lips parted, a shaky laugh escaping. “I can’t believe I’m about to let you…”

“Yes, you can,” he cut her off gently, his thumb brushing her lower lip. “Because you want it.”

And she did. God help her, she wanted it so badly her thighs ached.

Victor hooked his fingers in the waistband of her thong and slid it down slowly, peeling it away to bare her swollen, slick pussy. He tossed the lace aside, his eyes darkening as he spread her thighs wide.

“Fuck,” he muttered, running his thumb through the wetness glistening there. “You’re dripping for me.”

Anastasia gasped at the touch, her hips jerking. “Oh God…”

He leaned down, kissing her inner thighs, nipping gently, teasing her until she squirmed beneath him. Then he straightened, tugging his trousers down his hips until his cock sprang free again, thick and hard, flushed dark at the tip.

Her eyes widened. “Jesus, Victor…”

He grinned. “You like what you see?”

Her cheeks flushed hot. “It’s… so much.”

“You’ll take it,” he promised, stroking himself slowly over her, smearing her wetness across the head. “You’ll love it.”

Her body clenched at his words, anticipation twisting deep inside her.

He pressed the head against her entrance, sliding just an inch inside. Her pussy stretched, tight and hot around him, and she cried out, gripping the sheets.

“Fuck,” Victor groaned, eyes squeezing shut. “You’re tight as hell.”

He pushed deeper, slow and steady, until he was buried to the hilt. Anastasia gasped, her body stretching, filling fuller than she’d ever been.

“Oh my God,” she whimpered, nails digging into the mattress. “You’re… you’re too big.”

Victor leaned down, kissing her hard. “No, baby. You’re perfect. You’re taking me so well.”

He pulled almost all the way out, then slid back in, harder this time. Her moan broke free, high and desperate.

“Victor…” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist. “Don’t stop.”

He set a rhythm, long hard strokes that made her breasts bounce, her body arch off the bed. Her moans filled the room, loud and raw, each one sending a jolt of heat straight to his cock.

“You feel so fucking good,” he groaned against her neck. “So wet for me. You love this, don’t you?”

She squeezed her eyes shut, shame mixing with overwhelming pleasure. “Yes,” she cried. “Oh God, yes.”

Victor thrust harder, his hips slamming into hers, the sound of skin on skin filling the suite. Her pussy clenched around him, milking him with every stroke, her moans turning frantic.

Her hands roamed his back, nails dragging down muscle as he fucked her harder. Her head tipped back, mouth open, eyes glazed. She had thought she would be nervous, thought she might not even be able to go through with it — but here she was, being pounded by her husband’s boss, her body on fire, every nerve alight with sensation.

Victor reached for the phone, angling it toward them for just a moment. He hit record, capturing the slap of his cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy, her thighs spread wide, her moans filling the room. Thirty seconds — no more. He stopped the video, sent it with a smirk.

The phone buzzed almost immediately. Drew’s reply: Holy fuck Ana… I can’t believe how hot you look. I’m losing it.

Her pussy clenched at the words. She moaned louder, arching into Victor’s thrusts.

“That’s it,” Victor growled. “Give him a show. Let him hear how much you’re loving this cock.”

“I am,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I’m loving it!”

He flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up until she was on her knees. He slammed into her from behind, gripping her hair in one hand, her ass slapping against his thighs with every thrust. She screamed into the pillow, her body jolting forward, her pussy stretched and filled.

“God, you’re fucking tight,” Victor groaned, hammering her harder. “Drew’s a lucky man.”

Her eyes rolled back, her nails clawing the sheets. She had never been taken like this, never felt so completely fucked. Her body shook, her pussy squeezing him, pleasure crashing through her in waves.

“I’m gonna come,” she cried, her voice muffled against the pillow. “Oh God, I’m gonna⁠—”

Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and overwhelming. She screamed, her whole body convulsing, her pussy clenching around Victor’s cock in wet, desperate pulses.

Victor groaned loudly, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Fuck, Ana—” He slammed deep inside her one last time, his cock twitching, hot ropes of cum spilling into her.

They collapsed together onto the bed, slick and panting, her body trembling under his. His chest pressed against her back, his breath hot in her ear.

“Jesus Christ,” he murmured, kissing her shoulder. “You were incredible.”

Anastasia lay gasping, her skin damp, her mind spinning. She had never come so hard in her life — not even with Drew. And that thought made her both guilty and impossibly turned on.

The phone buzzed again. Drew’s final message for the night glowed on the screen: You’re mine, Ana. Don’t forget that.

Her lips curved into a shaky smile as she closed her eyes, body still humming. “Always,” she whispered under her breath.


CHAPTER SEVEN




The room still smelled of sweat and sex. Anastasia lay sprawled on the wide hotel bed, her chest heaving, her body damp and trembling from the violent climax Victor had wrung out of her. Her garter straps had twisted, her stockings were slipping, and her hair was a wild mess against the pillow. She looked ruined, yet a flush of pride lit her cheeks — she’d just taken another man’s cock, and Drew was on the other side of it all, watching.

Victor kissed her shoulder before rolling onto his back beside her. He dragged a hand through his hair, his cock still half-hard and glistening with their mingled fluids. He let out a low laugh. “Christ. You nearly broke me.”

Anastasia giggled breathlessly, covering her face with one hand. “I can’t believe I just did that.”

“You mean, did that for the camera,” Victor teased, nodding at the phone resting against the lamp base on the nightstand. Its screen still glowed faintly, a notification banner lingering with Drew’s last message.

Her hand slipped from her face. Her eyes flicked to the phone, her stomach tightening. The reminder made her thighs press together. He saw everything. Every sound, every thrust. He knows exactly how hard I came.

Victor leaned over, grabbed the phone, and scrolled. “He’s definitely enjoying himself.” His grin spread as he read one line aloud: “Ana, you’ve never sounded like that.”

Her face burned hot. “Don’t read it out loud.”

“Why not? You should know how much he’s loving this.” Victor set the phone back down, closer this time, as though it belonged in the bed with them. His gaze drifted down her body again. “And I think he deserves more than just thirty seconds.”

Her lips parted. “More?”

“More than a tease. He wants to see you. All of you. Not just getting fucked, but showing him what it does to you. That’s what will drive him insane.”

Anastasia’s chest rose sharply. She chewed her lip, heat flushing down to her core again. “And you think I should… put on a show?”

Victor’s grin softened, but his eyes stayed dark. “You already are, Anastasia. The only difference now is you do it knowing he’s watching.”

Her pulse thudded, hot and quick. She turned on her side, resting on her elbow. “And what exactly are you picturing?”

Victor shifted closer, his hand sliding along her thigh, fingers brushing the damp lace of her garter. “I’m picturing you on top of me, facing the camera. I’m picturing you riding my cock, bouncing those perfect tits for him, moaning his name while I stretch you open.”

Her breath hitched. The image slammed into her mind — herself straddling Victor, looking directly into the phone, gasping her husband’s name while another man’s cock pumped inside her. The thought made her dizzy, her pussy aching with sudden need.

She laughed nervously, brushing her hair back. “God, you’re dangerous.”

“No,” Victor said, sliding his hand higher until his fingers grazed her bare folds, slick again already. “You’re dangerous. Look how wet you are just thinking about it.”

Her hips jerked at his touch. “Victor…”

He leaned in, kissing her hard, his tongue sweeping into her mouth. She moaned, clutching his shoulders as his fingers teased her slit, stroking slow circles around her clit until her thighs trembled.

The phone buzzed once on the nightstand, startling her. She broke the kiss, glancing over. Drew’s name glowed on the screen with just two words: Still stroking.

Her heart clenched, her pussy clenched harder. She grabbed the phone herself this time, staring at the message, imagining her husband at home, cock in hand, desperate and messy, watching her like she was his favorite porn star.

She turned the screen toward Victor with a shaky smile. “He’s not going anywhere.”

Victor’s grin was pure hunger. He rolled onto his back, hands folded behind his head, his cock standing hard again, thick and proud against his stomach. “Then let’s make sure he gets a show worth finishing to.”

Anastasia sat up slowly, her body humming, her mind spinning with arousal and disbelief. She straddled him, settling her knees on either side of his hips, her wetness smearing against his shaft as she ground down teasingly.

Victor groaned, gripping her waist. “Fuck, Ana. That’s it.”

Her hair spilled forward as she leaned down, kissing him, tasting his moan as his cock throbbed between her thighs. When she pulled back, she reached for the phone herself, propping it against the lamp so it faced the bed directly.

Her chest rose in a deep breath, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “Okay,” she whispered, voice husky. “Let’s give him more.”

Anastasia steadied herself over Victor, her thighs braced against his hips, the camera glowing quietly from the nightstand. She could see her own reflection in the black glass — her flushed cheeks, her breasts rising and falling, her hair wild from their earlier frenzy.

Victor’s cock pulsed against her slick entrance, hot and thick, the sheer size of it still shocking her even after the way he’d already stretched her. She lifted her hips just enough to position him, then glanced toward the phone. She smiled faintly, nervous and aroused all at once. “He’s watching…”

Victor’s hand slid up her waist to her breast, squeezing gently. “Then let him watch you take me.”

She sank down slowly. The head pushed inside first, thick and unyielding, and her pussy clenched tight around it. She gasped, throwing her head back as inch after inch filled her.

“God, Victor,” she moaned, bracing her hands on his chest. “You’re so fucking big.”

The phone buzzed once — Drew’s name lighting the screen with a single reply: Fuck, baby… watching you stretch around him. Can’t breathe.

Her pussy squeezed harder at the words. She pressed lower, finally taking him all the way to the hilt, her thighs trembling with the effort. The sensation was overwhelming, her body stretched to the limit, yet she never wanted to stop.

Victor groaned under her, his hands gripping her hips tight. “Jesus, Anastasia. Look at you. Taking every inch of me.”

She rocked her hips, testing the movement. The thick slide of his cock inside her made her cry out. “Oh my God… it feels so good.”

Victor reached for the phone, tilting it slightly to capture her from the waist down. The lens caught the gleam of wetness on his cock as she began to move, lifting and sinking, her pussy swallowing him with slick, obscene sounds.

She leaned forward, planting her hands on his chest as she found a rhythm. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples hard, her hair falling around her face. She looked directly at the phone, lips parting in a moan. “Drew… oh, Drew…”

Victor groaned louder. “That’s it. Say his name while you ride me. Let him hear you.”

“Drew!” she cried, her voice breaking with a mix of guilt and pleasure. “I’m riding him, baby… oh God, I’m riding his cock…”

The phone buzzed again, a blur of words on the screen. You’re killing me. Don’t stop.

Her thighs burned as she bounced harder, Victor’s cock slamming deep, filling her again and again. She was soaked, dripping down his shaft, the wet slap of their bodies echoing in the suite.

Victor gripped her ass, lifting her higher, thrusting up into her with sharp, deep strokes. She screamed, her nails digging into his chest. “Yes! Fuck me harder!”

“You’re a fucking dream,” he growled, pounding her. “Your husband doesn’t know how lucky he is.”

Her vision blurred with heat. She couldn’t think, couldn’t process anything but the way his cock hit deep inside her, grinding against her walls. “Oh God, I’m gonna come…”

“Then give it to him,” Victor rasped. “Come for your husband while I’m buried in you.”

Her body obeyed. She ground down hard, her clit rubbing against his pelvis, her pussy clenching around him. The orgasm ripped through her, violent and unstoppable, her cry tearing from her throat. “DREW!”

Victor grabbed the phone, snapping a final short video as she convulsed, her body arching, her pussy milking his cock.

The phone buzzed with Drew’s reply seconds later: Holy fuck, Ana… I just came so hard. You’re unbelievable.

Victor groaned, his cock swelling inside her. He flipped her onto her back in one swift motion, still buried deep. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, driving into her with relentless thrusts.

Anastasia’s body jolted with every stroke, her breasts bouncing, her cries filling the room. “Yes! Victor, yes!”

He slammed deep one last time, groaning loud as he came, spilling hot inside her. She gasped at the flood of warmth, her pussy still clenching greedily, milking every pulse of his cock.

When he collapsed against her, their bodies slick and trembling, Anastasia turned her head toward the phone. Her lips curved into a breathless, wicked smile. “Did you like that, baby?”

The screen buzzed. More than anything. You’re mine, Ana. Always mine.

Her heart squeezed at the words even as Victor’s cum trickled down her thighs. She closed her eyes, body humming, knowing she had just crossed another line — and loved every second of it.


CHAPTER EIGHT




Heat still clung to the sheets. Anastasia lay on her back with her legs open and limp, the garter straps skewed over her hips, the red dress somewhere on the floor. Her chest rose in slow, shaky pulls. A lazy pulse throbbed deep inside her where Victor’s cum warmed her, a slow slide that made her thighs squeeze together on instinct and then relax again.

Victor kissed the inside of her knee and sat up. He took his time. No hurry. He poured champagne into two flutes, the bubbles hissing softly, and handed one to her. His knuckles brushed her wrist. “You were incredible.”

She accepted the glass and smiled because it was true and it scared her how true it was. “I surprised myself,” she said, voice husky.

“You surprised me,” he said. His gaze moved over her like a touch. Not greedy now. Content. Proud. “You liked showing him. I could feel it.”

Her cheeks warmed. She took a sip to hide her smile. The champagne tasted bright and cold after so much heat. She looked toward the nightstand. Her phone rested there, screen dark, the faint smear of her gloss printed on the case. She could almost feel Drew through it. Breathless and greedy. Hers.

Victor lifted his glass toward hers and tapped the rim lightly. “To first nights.”

She laughed under her breath and clinked. “To first nights.”

They drank. She let her head sink into the pillow. The city shone beyond the glass wall, a thousand small lights blinking far away, but the room felt like a warm cave. The smell of sex and champagne. Her skin sticky with sweat and his mouth. A string of wet slid over her entrance and her body clenched around nothing, a ghost thrust she could still feel.

“I want to see,” she whispered, almost shy all of a sudden. “What we took.”

Victor reached for the phone and unlocked it. The gallery opened to a neat little parade of images and short clips. Her in the red silk. Her on her knees. Her riding him. Her mouth open, head tipped back, eyes gone, a woman caught up in the thing she promised she would do. He didn’t play them yet. He just let the thumbnails glow between them.

“Text him,” Victor said softly. “He’s probably pacing a groove in his floor.”

Anastasia laughed, then bit the inside of her lip. She slid up, propped on an elbow, and typed.

Still here, baby. I can’t feel my legs.

Three dots appeared at once.

I’m shaking. I keep rewatching that thirty seconds. I love you. Holy fuck. Are you okay?

Her heart tugged. She typed slower.

I’m okay. I liked it. Maybe too much. I’m sore. I’m messy. Thinking about you.

A minute went by. Then:

Come home when you can. I want to smell you. I want to kiss everywhere he touched. I want all of you back on me.

She smiled so hard her eyes went wet. “He’s being sweet,” she said.

Victor brushed a strand of hair off her cheek. “He sounds like a man who knows what he has.”

She set the phone back down without closing the gallery. One of the clips auto-looped silent for a heartbeat. The image of her hips dropping, his cock disappearing into her, her mouth forming Drew’s name. She had to look away, breath hitching again.

“Easy,” Victor said, amused, and set his glass aside. He slid down and lay on his side next to her, head propped on his hand. “Tell me what surprised you.”

Anastasia stared at the ceiling while she searched for the right words. “I thought I’d be more in my head. I thought I’d focus on the wrong parts. I thought I’d freeze. But the minute I heard him reply… I don’t know. My body just took over.” She looked at him. “And you. You didn’t make it weird.”

He laughed. “I try not to make great sex weird.”

“I mean you didn’t rush me,” she said, and a small, grateful look flashed across her face. “You let me find it.”

“I wanted to watch you find it,” he said, honest and simple.

They were quiet for a while. He poured more champagne. She tucked her legs together, not out of modesty but to savor that full, slick ache. The room hummed with a slower kind of charge now, like a current running under the floor.

From home, another text.

Send me one still. Just you. I want your face.

She angled the phone to her chest and lifted it. Victor reached out, steadied her hand, and held the sheet just under her breasts so the frame caught collarbone, flushed cheeks, swollen lips, tangled hair. A face after. A face he’d recognize even if the rest was hidden forever. She snapped it and sent it.

His reply came so fast she laughed.

Fuck. Beautiful. I’m hard again.

“Of course he is,” she said softly.

Victor tipped his head, smile crooked. “He has taste.”

She swatted his bicep with the back of her hand. “Don’t collect compliments you didn’t earn.”

He stretched on his back and stared at the ceiling. His breathing had calmed but the outline beneath his open fly said he could give her more if she asked. He looked over at her like he could hear the thought forming.

“I can’t,” she said, gentle but sure. “If I start again I might not stop. And he’s waiting.”

He nodded. “No pressure. This was a lot.”

She rolled onto her side, facing him. “What were you thinking when I was on top?” Her voice went low. Curious, not coy.

“That your husband is a very, very lucky man,” he said at once. The compliment carried no edge. It landed warm. “And that your body was made to be watched.”

It should have embarrassed her. It didn’t. It lit her from the inside. “It felt like that,” she admitted. “Like I wanted him to see every little thing.”

He traced a lazy line over her thigh, careful, friendly, done taking. She eased closer for just a second, taking a comfort she didn’t expect to need, then eased back again. A soft reset.

“Shower?” he asked.

“In a minute,” she said.

She texted Drew again.

I’ll rinse and come home. Do you want me to… keep it on me?

She stared at the line after she sent it. Her stomach did a little drop.

He answered with a voice note instead of text. She put the phone on speaker. Drew’s voice came through low and wrecked and tender all at once. “Leave it. Please. I want you like you are. I want the smell on you. I want to kiss the taste out of you.” He stopped, breath catching near the mic. “I love you.”

Her eyes closed. She held the phone to her chest and breathed in. “I’ll come straight home.”

“Tell him he can relax,” Victor said. “You’re not staying.”

She lifted the phone again and typed.

Leaving soon. I need you.

I’m here. Lights on. Door unlocked.

She set the phone down unopened to anything else. If she kept reading, she’d lie back, spread her knees, and beg for more. She knew herself now. That was new.

Victor stood, buttoned his trousers, and offered his hand. She took it and let him guide her up, her thighs wobbling. The sheet slipped down and he paused, looking at her the way men do after they’ve already had you. The look that says they could talk for an hour or take you again without a word. He was polite. He turned toward the bathroom and started the shower for her.

In the mirror, the woman staring back wore lazy satisfaction in her eyes. Her nipples dark and tight, faint red kisses dotting her chest, a smear at the corner of her mouth she wiped with her thumb and tasted without thinking. Clean salt, heat, champagne. She smiled at herself and shook her head, a private little laugh.

Steam filled the glass stall. She stepped under and let hot water roll over her shoulders. She didn’t scrub hard. She was careful where she touched. She ran a washcloth over her neck, behind her ears, the line of her jaw, her breasts. She let the water rinse her thighs but she didn’t chase away everything. She wasn’t going home empty.

When she came out wrapped in a towel, Victor had her dress folded neatly on a chair. He held out the black lace thong and arched a brow. “Souvenir?”

“Not wearing that home,” she said, grinning. She tucked it into her clutch. The garter belt followed. She stepped into the red dress with a little wince, sore in a good way, and smoothed it over her hips.

“Sit,” he said, and she did while he slid on her heels like someone who had done that before. The simple intimacy of it made her throat tight. He straightened, tucked a stray curl behind her ear, and kissed her cheek. Nothing dirty in it. Something respectful.

“Thank you,” she said, meaning it.

“You’re welcome,” he said. “Tell him he has good instincts. And if either of you wants a replay, you know where to find me.”

She flushed. “We’ll see.”

He picked up her phone and passed it over like a gift. The screen lit her face. She skimmed the gallery. There were more stills than she remembered. The angle where her mouth was open and her eyes were half-lidded. The close frame where her hand held him and his veins stood out hard against her palm. The shape of her on top, back arched, hair wild, a woman doing something she swore she’d never do. Her stomach flipped in a way that felt like falling and landing at once.

“Car?” he asked.

She nodded. “Please.”

He tapped a few times on his own phone. “Give it two minutes.”

They stood by the door. She looked back at the bed. The sheets were a wreck. The low lamp made the room look like it was breathing. She could hear Drew in her head, that raw voice note. Leave it. Come home.

Victor opened the door. “Goodnight, Anastasia.”

“Goodnight,” she answered, and walked out.

The hallway felt cool on her skin. The elevator took forever to arrive and when it did she stepped inside, leaned back against the mirror, and let her head fall. She slid her phone open.

On my way, she typed.

Three dots. Then:

I’m at the window. Hurry. I want to see your face first. Then everything else.

She smiled and slid the phone into her clutch. The elevator chimed and the lobby opened to the night. Outside, the car waited at the curb. She slipped in and the city began to move past in streaks of light, quiet and fast.

Her thoughts didn’t quiet. They bounced between images. Victor’s mouth. Victor’s weight. The heavy stretch that had made her teeth sink into her lip and her hands clutch the sheets. The camera’s tiny glass eye winking at her while she said her husband’s name. Her body squeezed again, a small aftershock she pressed her thighs against. She laughed softly at herself and shook her head.

Traffic lights slid green to yellow to red. At every stop she lifted her phone and stole another look at the still Drew had asked for. Her face after. She’d never seen herself like that. Not staged. Not posing. Bare. Wanting.

Another text arrived.

I keep smelling you in my head. I’m going to lose it when you walk in.

She typed back without thinking.

Put your hands on the door when I open it. I want to feel them before I see you.

Done, he sent.

She tucked the phone away and stared out the window. Soon. Home. His hands. His mouth. The way he would push her back and bury his face between her legs to taste what he’d watched from a screen. The thought sent a shiver up her spine and left a warm trail all the way down.

Beside the hotel, Victor rode an elevator back up alone. He loosened his cuffs and looked at the wrecked bed with a small satisfied exhale. His cock stirred again at the memory of her riding him while she looked into a phone like it was a lover’s eyes. He poured the last of the champagne and drank it standing up, the city bright in the window. Then he turned off the lamps one by one.

Across town, Drew paced from window to couch and back again. He had showered and then not bothered to put on more than sweats. Every few minutes he grabbed the phone and flicked to the gallery and told himself he’d only look one more time. He hovered over the thirty-second clip and forced himself not to press it. His chest was tight with love and jealousy and the kind of hunger that makes you a little crazy.

He stopped by the window again and watched the street, palms pressed against the cool glass. A car turned the corner and his heart leapt like he was twenty again and waiting for his girlfriend on a Friday night. He laughed at himself and didn’t care.

The car rolled to the curb. Anastasia’s shape stepped out, dress hugging her, hair down, heels quick on the walk. He didn’t move. He waited like she told him. He put his hands on the door. The key turned. The bolt clicked.

The door swung. Her face was there. Flushed. Eyes bright. Mouth soft and swollen. He didn’t say a word. His hands slid to her hips. She went up on her toes and kissed him like she’d crossed an ocean and found land.

“Hi,” she whispered against his lips.

“Hi,” he said, voice breaking. He smelled her. He shut his eyes like a man who finally got what he prayed for.

He didn’t ask a single question then. There would be time to talk, to rewind, to gasp and groan and fall apart all over again with the phone playing on the nightstand. For now he just put a palm to her cheek and another to the small of her back and drew her in, breath shuddering, as the afterglow carried them both down the hall.

No proofs. No rules. Just two people who had done something wild and were about to turn it into something only they could understand.


CHAPTER NINE




The car ride home felt unreal, like the city had slipped into slow motion just to torture her. Anastasia stared out the tinted window as lights blurred past, her body still humming from Victor’s weight, her thighs sticky with the proof of what they had done. She pressed her knees together, then apart again, restless, unable to keep still.

How am I going to look at Drew? she wondered, her stomach twisting. How am I going to walk into our house carrying him inside me?

Her phone buzzed. She yanked it from her clutch with trembling fingers.

Lights on. Door unlocked. Hurry.

Her chest clenched. Not a question. Not an accusation. Just pure need. She pressed the phone to her lips and shut her eyes, her heart beating so hard it made her ribs ache.

By the time the car pulled into their driveway, her pulse was pounding everywhere — temples, wrists, between her thighs. She stepped out, heels clicking on the concrete, clutch clutched tight under her arm. Her legs shook as she crossed to the door, her body screaming with anticipation and dread all at once.

The door swung open before she touched the knob. Drew stood there, barefoot, sweatpants hanging low on his hips, his chest bare. His hair was messy, his eyes wild. His cock strained the fabric of his sweats, the outline thick and urgent.

“Jesus, Ana,” he breathed.

He grabbed her hips before she could speak, pulling her inside and slamming the door behind them. His mouth was on hers instantly, hot and desperate. His kiss wasn’t gentle — it was claiming, wet, his tongue thrusting into her mouth like he couldn’t wait another second. She melted against him, clutching his shoulders, tasting the salt of his sweat.

“You smell like him,” Drew rasped, pulling back to press his nose to her neck. He inhaled hard, groaning low in his throat. “God, you smell like sex.”

Her cheeks burned. “I didn’t clean everything.”

His eyes flashed, jealousy and arousal warring. “Good. I don’t want you clean. I want you filthy. I want you just like this.”

He pulled her toward the living room, his hands rough on her ass through the silk dress. On the coffee table, his phone glowed, paused on the video Victor had sent — her astride another man’s cock, mouth open, eyes gone.

Drew grabbed the phone, thumb pressing play. The room filled with her moans, with the obscene slap of wet skin, with Victor’s low growl. The video looped, showing her bouncing, breasts heaving, crying out a name. Drew’s name.

“Look at you,” Drew said hoarsely, holding the phone close beside her face. “Jesus, baby, look at yourself. You look wrecked. You sound like you were begging.”

Anastasia’s stomach twisted. Heat flooded her skin as she stared at the screen. That was her — wild, wanton, taking Victor so deep her eyes rolled back. She couldn’t deny it. She had begged. And the sound of her own voice turned her on all over again.

Her thighs pressed together on instinct. “Drew…”

“You liked it,” he whispered, his lips brushing her ear. “Don’t lie to me, Ana. You fucking loved it.”

Her throat caught. The truth burned. “I… I did. God, I did.”

His cock twitched hard against her hip. He shoved the phone down on the couch cushion, still playing, and pushed her back until she tumbled onto the couch. He yanked her panties down her legs and tossed them aside. His sweats hit the floor a second later, his cock springing free, thick and flushed, slick at the tip.

She gasped when she saw him — not because she hadn’t seen it a thousand times, but because tonight, after another man had stretched her, Drew’s cock looked impossibly right.

He pressed the head to her soaked entrance, his eyes locked on hers. “Tell me who you thought of when he was inside you.”

Her lips parted. The truth tumbled out before she could stop it. “You. Always you.”

He slammed into her in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. She cried out, her body jolting, nails digging into the cushions. His cock felt different, familiar, thicker in all the right places. She clenched around him, a sob spilling from her throat.

“Fuck,” Drew groaned. “You’re dripping, Ana. Jesus, you’re a mess. I can feel him inside you.”

Her face flamed with humiliation and desire. “Oh God…”

He pulled almost out, then drove in again, harder. “Say it. Say you’re mine.”

Her back arched. “I’m yours!” she cried. “I’m fucking yours, Drew!”

The video moaned beside them, her recorded voice blending with her live one. Drew glanced down at the screen, syncing his thrusts with the clip, pounding her in time with the sounds. The obscene rhythm filled the room — video and reality colliding, doubling her arousal until she thought she’d split open.

“Look,” he growled, grabbing the phone and holding it above her. “Look at yourself getting fucked. You’re perfect, Ana. You’re mine.”

Her head tipped back, her hair a mess, her body writhing under him. Shame battled with the rush of power. She wanted to look away — wanted to bury her face and pretend she hadn’t loved every second with Victor. But she couldn’t. Watching herself moaning, watching Drew’s face twisted with hunger beside hers, was too intoxicating.

“God,” she gasped, tears in her eyes. “I can still feel him, Drew. I can feel him and you at the same time.”

His jaw clenched. Jealousy flashed hot in his eyes, but his cock twitched harder inside her. “Good. Then remember it while I fuck it out of you.”

He pulled her hips to the edge of the couch and flipped her onto her stomach. Her cheek pressed into the cushions as he slammed into her from behind. His hands gripped her ass, spreading her wide, watching himself disappear into her swollen pussy.

“You’re soaked,” he panted, pounding her. “You’re taking me like you were made for it. No one else gets this, Ana. No one.”

Her nails clawed the cushions, her cries muffled. “Yes, yes, yes⁠—”

He yanked her up by her hair, forcing her arch, making her look at the phone again. The clip showed her riding Victor, her tits bouncing, her face flushed with ecstasy. Drew’s thrusts hammered into her in time with the loop.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” he groaned in her ear. “God, baby, look at you. Riding him while thinking of me. And now you’re mine again. Mine.”

Her body trembled violently. Her orgasm built fast, overwhelming, unstoppable. “Oh God, Drew—I’m coming, I’m⁠—”

Her scream filled the living room as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock in wet spasms. She sobbed his name, her body convulsing, thighs shaking. Drew groaned, thrusting deep, holding her tight as he emptied inside her, filling her until she felt the hot spill mix with Victor’s.

They collapsed together, tangled, sweaty, shaking. The phone slipped from Drew’s hand onto the cushions, still looping the video silently now.

Anastasia lay limp against his chest, her face wet with tears and sweat. Her body ached, her thighs sticky, her heart pounding. Drew stroked her hair, his breath hot against her ear.

“I don’t care what you let him do,” he whispered, voice rough. “You come home to me. You give me this. That’s all that matters.”

She kissed his chest, tasting salt. Her voice was faint but sure. “I’ll always come home to you, Drew. Always.”

He pulled her tighter, burying his face in her hair. The screen beside them glowed, forgotten, but neither of them needed it anymore. Their bodies were proof enough.


CHAPTER TEN




The afternoon sunlight spilled in stripes across the bedroom floor, the blinds half-closed. Anastasia sat cross-legged in the middle of the bed, the red dress from the night before folded neatly on the chair in the corner. She had showered, she had put on fresh clothes, she had told herself this morning that she was going to reset — but the phone on the nightstand was a weight she couldn’t ignore.

She reached for it like someone giving in to a vice. Just one peek, she told herself. Just one clip. She unlocked the screen, her thumb moving without hesitation into the folder Victor had sent.

The thumbnails lined up like little taunts. Her face flushed as she tapped one.

The screen filled with movement. Her own body, naked but for the garter and stockings, bouncing hard in Victor’s lap. The sound poured out: her moans, raw and loud, her own voice screaming Drew’s name while her hair flew around her shoulders.

Anastasia’s stomach clenched. She put a hand to her mouth, as if she could muffle the sound even though she was alone. God, was that really her? Did she really sound like that — shameless, wild, hungry? She had thought of herself as careful, maybe a little shy. But the woman on the screen was unrecognizable and impossibly hot.

Her thighs squeezed together. She let the phone rest against her knee and slid her free hand up under her shirt. Her fingertips grazed her breast, the nipple already stiff. She sighed, biting her lip.

Don’t. Don’t do this. But her body ignored her protest.

Her hand drifted lower, slipping under the waistband of her shorts. She gasped when her fingers found how wet she still was, as if watching herself had unlocked the ache all over again. She rubbed slow circles over her clit, eyes locked on the screen.

The video looped. She watched herself ride Victor faster, breasts bouncing, moaning so loudly she almost reached to turn the volume down. Instead she spread her knees wider and let her fingers slip lower, pressing inside.

“Oh God…” she whispered to the empty room.

The bed creaked with her movements. Her breathing grew ragged. Every thrust on the video made her hips grind down into her own hand, desperate to match the rhythm. Her mind split: part of her reliving the way Victor had filled her, the other half burning with the knowledge that Drew had already seen this and would see her like this again.

Her orgasm built fast. Too fast. She curled her toes against the sheets, biting down on a moan. Her body trembled as pleasure rushed through her, hot and sharp, her fingers soaked.

When it ebbed, she lay back on the pillows, panting, the phone slipping from her knee onto the mattress. She pressed her forearm over her eyes. What am I doing? What the hell am I doing?

And still, the loop played, the sounds of her own moans filling the room, daring her to reach down again.

The loop kept playing. Anastasia hadn’t stopped it, even though her climax had left her shivering and breathless. She lay sprawled on her back, one hand limp on her belly, the other sticky with her own wetness. Her chest rose and fell, her nipples still hard beneath her shirt. She told herself she would close the video in a second. Just one more look at the way her head tipped back, the way she moaned Drew’s name like she was possessed⁠—

The bedroom door creaked.

Her heart lurched. She snatched the phone to her chest and scrambled up, tugging her shorts down. “Drew⁠—”

He stood in the doorway, one hand braced against the frame. His hair was mussed, his jaw tight, his chest still bare from earlier. His eyes dropped from her flushed face to her trembling thighs, then to the phone she clutched like contraband.

Neither spoke for a moment. The only sound was her own voice moaning from the phone’s still-playing loop, muffled against her palm.

Drew’s lips curved into something between a smirk and a groan. “Caught you.”

Anastasia’s cheeks burned. “I—It’s not what it looks like.” The words sounded ridiculous the second they left her lips. Her breath hitched. “Okay, it’s exactly what it looks like.”

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “Watching him?” His voice was low, rough. “Or watching yourself?”

Her fingers tightened around the phone. She couldn’t meet his eyes. “Both.”

Silence stretched. Her stomach twisted, bracing for anger, for disappointment. But when she finally looked up, his gaze wasn’t cold. It was hungry.

“I’ve been watching them too,” Drew admitted, voice hoarse. He ran a hand down the front of his sweatpants, where his cock strained visibly. “Every chance I get. In the shower. At work. I can’t stop.”

Her mouth parted. Relief and arousal surged all at once. “You… you like them that much?”

“Like them?” He barked a laugh, shaking his head. “Ana, I’m obsessed. Watching you on that screen—seeing what you did, how you looked, how you sounded—fuck, it’s driving me insane.”

Her blush deepened. Her thighs pressed together instinctively. “I thought… maybe you’d be angry if you caught me touching myself to it.”

He closed the space between them, leaning down until his breath brushed her cheek. His hand cupped hers, prying the phone gently from her grip. He set it back on the bed, screen facing up, the clip still looping with her cries.

His lips brushed her ear. “I’m not angry, Ana. I’m hard. Show me what you were doing.”

Her stomach flipped. She bit her lip, torn between shame and the thrill of his command. “Drew…”

“Come on.” His fingers slid under her waistband, brushing the wetness she hadn’t even wiped away. He groaned. “Jesus, you’re soaked again. You want it just as bad as I do.”

She shuddered, her pulse thudding in her throat. “I can’t help it. Watching myself—watching what I let him do—it’s like I’m addicted.”

He pulled back just enough to look her in the eyes. His were dark, blazing. “Then let’s be addicted together.”

Drew didn’t wait for her answer. He pulled his sweats down and sat back against the headboard, cock thick and flushed, veins standing out along the shaft. His fist wrapped around it in a rough, urgent stroke, precum already beading at the tip.

“Take your shorts off,” he said, voice low and shaking with restraint.

Anastasia’s breath caught. She pushed them down over her hips, tossed them aside, and lay back beside him in just her shirt. The hem bunched up around her waist, baring her thighs, glistening still from earlier.

Drew picked up the phone from the blanket and held it between them. The screen glowed bright in the dim room, filling their faces with the sight of Anastasia riding Victor, her tits bouncing, her voice loud and shameless.

“Touch yourself,” Drew rasped, his eyes locked on her, not the phone. “Do it the way you were when I walked in.”

Her cheeks burned, but her hand slid down between her thighs anyway. She spread herself open, two fingers circling her clit. Her body clenched instantly, the heat flooding back. She gasped, her thighs twitching.

“Fuck,” Drew groaned, his hand moving faster over his cock. “God, Ana, watching you finger yourself while he’s inside you—Jesus, I can’t⁠—”

Her eyes flicked to the phone, to the version of herself bouncing in Victor’s lap. Her moans on the video layered over her real ones, filling the room until she felt dizzy. She dragged her fingers lower, dipping inside, then pulling them out slick and shining.

She held them up for Drew, her lips curling into a shaky smile. “You like that?”

His eyes burned. “Rub it on my cock.”

Her stomach flipped. She reached over, her wet fingers wrapping around his shaft over his hand, slicking him with her arousal. He hissed through his teeth, thrusting into her touch.

“Jesus, Ana. I can smell you on me. You’re fucking everywhere.”

Her body clenched. She slid her hand back down to herself, moaning as she rubbed her clit harder. Drew groaned, watching every twitch of her thighs, every rise of her chest.

On the phone, the loop showed her crying his name, her back arched, her pussy swallowing Victor whole.

“You looked so hungry,” Drew growled, his strokes growing rougher. “Look at you on the screen. Look at your face. You’re losing your mind on his cock.”

Her breath came ragged, shame and arousal twisting together. “I was thinking of you,” she gasped, circling faster, her hips lifting off the sheets. “Even when he was inside me—I was thinking of your cock, Drew.”

He groaned loud, precum spilling over his fist. “Say it again. Say you wanted me.”

Her body jolted with pleasure. “I wanted you. I wanted your cock.”

His free hand shot out, grabbing her wrist and dragging her soaked fingers to his mouth. He sucked them deep, groaning at her taste. Her pussy clenched hard, her moan sharp.

“Oh God,” she whimpered. “That’s so fucking hot.”

He released her fingers with a pop, his eyes blazing. “Touch me. Do it with me.”

Her hand replaced his on his cock, her grip slick and trembling. He groaned, his head tipping back, his chest heaving. At the same time, his hand slid down her stomach, between her thighs, two fingers thrusting inside her soaked pussy.

They moved together, stroking each other in sync, their breaths quick and shallow, the phone balanced beside them still spilling moans into the room.

“God, you’re tight,” Drew rasped, curling his fingers inside her. “Even after him, you grip me like you don’t want to let go.”

Her hand tightened on his shaft, her thumb smearing his precum over the tip. “You’re so hard, Drew. You’re leaking all over me.”

His hips thrust up into her fist, his teeth gritted. “I can’t stop. I’m gonna—fuck, Ana⁠—”

Her thighs shook violently as his fingers hit just right, her climax slamming into her. She cried out, head tipping back, her voice breaking. “DREW⁠—”

Her orgasm triggered his. His cock pulsed in her hand, thick streams spilling over her knuckles, coating her wrist. He groaned her name, his chest arching, his body trembling hard.

They collapsed side by side, panting, covered in each other’s mess. The phone slipped onto the blanket between them, the video looping silently now, her image frozen mid-cry.

Drew reached over, cupping her cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear of release. His voice cracked with honesty. “We’re fucked, Ana. We can’t stop.”

Her lips curved into a shaky, blissful smile. “I don’t want to stop.”

He kissed her hard, sloppy and raw, both of them trembling, both of them knowing exactly what they’d just admitted without saying the word.

The room smelled of sweat, sex, and faint perfume from her skin. Anastasia’s hand still glistened with Drew’s cum, sticky across her knuckles, the warmth cooling as she lay back against the pillows. Her thighs trembled, damp and aching from the orgasm his fingers had wrung out of her.

For a moment, neither of them moved. Just ragged breaths. The glow of the phone screen painted their flushed faces, the frozen loop of her bouncing in Victor’s lap a silent witness.

Drew finally chuckled hoarsely, dragging a hand down his face. “Fuck. Look at us. We’re wrecked just watching it.”

Anastasia turned her head toward him, still panting. “We’re wrecked because of me.” Her voice was small but edged with pride. “Because of what I did.”

He turned onto his side, propping himself on an elbow, eyes blazing down at her. “Don’t you dare say it like it’s only guilt, Ana. You have no idea what it does to me.”

Her lips parted. “Tell me.”

He licked his lips, breath uneven. “Watching you… watching you spread yourself on another man’s cock, screaming my name—fuck, it makes me harder than anything I’ve ever seen. Even now, after I just came, I’m still hard.”

She swallowed, heat pooling low again. “It makes me wet all over again too. I watch it and I can’t believe that’s me. I look like someone else. Someone shameless. And I like it.”

He groaned, pressing his forehead to hers. “You’re not someone else. You’re mine. And that’s what makes it so fucked up, Ana. You’re mine, and I still want to see you like that.”

Her breath hitched. “You want me to keep giving you that?”

His jaw tightened, his hand sliding over her stomach, resting just above her mound. “I don’t just want it. I need it.”

She gasped softly, her body shivering at the word need.

The phone buzzed weakly as if to remind them of its presence. Anastasia reached over and tapped the screen, the clip starting again. Their moans filled the room, her own voice echoing back at her. She locked eyes with Drew as the image of her riding Victor replayed.

“I get wet hearing myself,” she whispered, cheeks flushed. “Is that sick?”

Drew groaned, sliding his hand lower until his fingers grazed her clit again. “It’s perfect. It means you’re addicted, same as me.”

Her thighs spread automatically, welcoming his touch again despite the ache. Her hand slid over his cock, still sticky, finding it already swelling back to life under her palm.

They both groaned, both shocked at how fast the hunger had returned.

“I can’t stop,” she whispered. “Even when I came earlier, I wanted more. Watching it just makes me want you harder.”

He pressed his lips to her ear, voice dark and raw. “Then we won’t stop. Not until we break ourselves on it.”

Her body shivered at the promise. She wanted it. God help her, she wanted every word of it to be true.

They lay there with the phone between them, the screen a little ghost of the night that wouldn’t stop replaying. Outside, a siren wavered and moved on; inside, time felt like a slow melt. Drew’s hand rested over the small of Anastasia’s back, fingers splayed, holding her like he could pin her to the world. She could feel the rumble of his chest under her ear, steady now but still carrying the quick drum of excitement.

“You said we’d be careful,” she murmured, turning her face into his shoulder. Her voice was soft, a confession dressed as a whisper. “I thought I could make this a thing we tried once and left it behind.”

“And?” His thumb drew lazy circles on her spine, deliberate comfort in every small motion.

“And it isn’t like that.” She twisted so she could see him, watching his face in the half-light. “I keep wanting to watch. I keep wanting to hear myself. I keep wanting you to watch me.” Four short words, and the truth felt like a warm, dangerous flame.

Drew’s eyes were honest, a kind of hungry relief unfolding there. “I’ve watched the clips at work. In the bathroom. When I should have been on a call. I rewinded the thirty seconds you told me to, then replayed the bits where you moaned my name until I could barely breathe.” He let out a breath that was almost a laugh. “I wasn’t proud of it at first. Then I realized I liked how it made me feel — protective, jealous, turned on all at once.” He swallowed. “I think I’m… hooked.”

She watched the muscles in his jaw flex as he said it, watched him own it. The word hooked should have sounded ugly, shameful. Instead, in his mouth, it sounded like an admission that made space for both of them. She reached up and kissed him then, long and slow, a seal on something neither of them could put back in a box. When she pulled away, her eyes were wet and fierce at the same time.

“If we’re addicted,” she said, voice steadying as the idea settled between them, “we need rules. We don’t let anyone else write the ones we live by.” She spoke quickly, practical suddenly, like the only sane way to hold onto the messy thing they’d created. “No names beyond the first night, no repeat nights with Victor unless we both decide. We choose the men if we keep playing. We never let it come between us.” Each line was a promise; each promise a small anchor.

He nodded slowly, thumbs still rubbing that small circle on her back. “And you have to tell me how it felt. Everything. If you enjoyed it for any reason other than us, you tell me. Same from me. If I ever feel like I want to push it too far, you have to say stop.” His voice dipped low. “And we always, always finish this with us. No matter what else happens.” The last sentence was raw, urgent, and it steadied her more than anything else he’d said.

They laughed then, a short, shaky sound that drifted into a deep exhale. Laughter became a soft exchange of dirty details — not to brag, but to fold the night back into a shared memory. She told him about the small, ridiculous way Victor’s cuff brushed her hip and how a little cruelty in a look made her gasp. He told her how seeing the sheen of sweat on her upper lip in the clip had undone him at his desk. The details were intimate, sharp, and they fit together like a map they were learning to read.

When silence came again, it was comfortable, not empty. They spoke in quieter terms, the types of practicalities they both needed to feel safe. How often did they want to watch? When would they let it be a private thing, and when would they let it leak into the world? They talked boundaries: no surprises, full consent every time, and an agreed signal — a single word — to end anything immediately. Drew offered a handshake, half-joking, half-serious; Anastasia grinned and took it, their palms sealing the pact.

The confessions didn’t strip away the haze of arousal; instead, they braided it into something bigger. Admission made room for honesty, and honesty made room for want. They rolled toward each other until their limbs tangled, and Drew’s hand found what used to be a wound and now felt like a territory reclaimed. He kissed the place Victor had kissed her, slowly, making the touch possessive and tender at once. “You were mine the whole time,” he said into her skin. “You’re mine now.”

Anastasia’s reply was a soft moan folded into a smile. “I want it. I want us.” She reached for the phone, thumb hovering over the gallery. The clips were small evidence of a night already becoming legend between them. She didn’t press play. She didn’t need to. The images were there in her body where they mattered most.

They lingered like that for a long time — hands exploring old and sacred places, words traded that sealed new rules, both of them leaning into the delicious knowledge that this obsession was theirs and theirs alone. The thought wasn’t tidy, and it wasn’t pretty by any outside measure, but inside their dim bedroom it felt like permission. Permission to want. Permission to watch. Permission to come back together and do it all over again.

Finally, Drew rolled onto his back, pulling her with him so she nestled against his chest. Her hair fanned across him; his arms tightened, a slow, steady pressure. “We’re in it,” he said simply. “We’ll keep it ours.” He sounded like a man making a vow and a promise at once. “And we’ll take care of each other while we burn.” His thumb skimmed a slow path across her sternum. “Deal?” he asked.

“Deal,” she breathed, and the word felt both thrilling and true. They kissed, soft and long, not like the frantic claim of an hour ago but like two people centering one another. Outside, the evening deepened. Inside, the small glow of the phone dimmed and then went dark. They let the silence settle over them the way a blanket settles over a bed — warm, heavy, and utterly theirs.


CHAPTER ELEVEN




The smell of coffee filled the kitchen, warm and rich, curling into every corner of the house. Morning light slanted through the blinds, softening the edges of the countertop, the stack of unopened mail, the half-empty fruit bowl. It should have been an ordinary Tuesday — Anastasia barefoot in one of Drew’s T-shirts, hair pulled into a messy knot, moving quietly as she poured two mugs. Drew hunched at the table, scrolling his phone with the distracted air of a man trying to focus on anything but what had burned into his brain the night before.

Anastasia slid his mug across the table, her fingers brushing his. The touch lingered longer than necessary.

He looked up at her, eyes bloodshot but bright. They’d slept, technically, but only in bursts between hours of touching, whispering, playing those cursed videos over again until they had both lost count of how many orgasms they’d wrung from each other.

“Thanks,” he murmured, fingers curling around the mug. He took a sip, then winced at the heat. His gaze drifted from the phone back to her legs as she crossed the kitchen, the hem of his T-shirt brushing the tops of her thighs. His cock twitched at the memory of those same thighs wrapped tight around Victor’s hips.

He swallowed hard and looked back at his screen, forcing himself to focus. But the thoughts didn’t leave. They didn’t even fade.

Anastasia leaned against the counter, sipping her coffee, her eyes flicking toward him, then away. She chewed her lip, fighting a smile. She knew what he was thinking about. She was thinking it too.

The silence stretched. Not uncomfortable, exactly, but heavy — like both of them were waiting for the other to break it.

Finally, she set her mug down with a soft clink. “Did you dream about it?”

Drew froze mid-sip. He lowered the mug slowly. “About…?”

Her eyes met his, steady, daring. “About me. About him. About what you watched.”

His throat tightened. He wanted to deny it, but lying seemed pointless now. “Yeah.” His voice was low, rough. “I dreamed about it. And about you coming home after. About the way you looked at me when you walked in.”

Her cheeks flushed, her lips curving. “I dreamed about it too.” She traced her fingertip over the rim of her mug, as if writing the memory in circles. “Except… in mine, you were there. Watching. Touching me while it happened.”

Drew groaned, running a hand through his hair. “Fuck, Ana.”

Her laugh was soft, nervous and aroused all at once. “It’s insane, isn’t it? We can’t even make coffee without it bleeding into everything.”

“It’s not insane.” His eyes locked on hers, intense. “It’s us now.”

She bit her lip again, heat swirling in her stomach. His words grounded her and turned her on in the same breath.

They drank in silence for a while longer, but the quiet was thick with unspoken things. Every rustle of fabric, every accidental brush of fingers was electric. They were pretending at normalcy, but the obsession buzzed between them like static, impossible to ignore.

Anastasia picked up the mail, flipping absently through envelopes. None of it registered. All she could see in her mind’s eye was the clip of herself bent over the hotel bed, Victor gripping her hips. She swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together under the oversized shirt.

Drew caught the motion and groaned under his breath. “Don’t do that.”

Her head tilted. “Do what?”

“Press your legs together like that. I know what you’re thinking about.”

She smirked, leaning back against the counter. “Then maybe you should stop staring and eat something.”

He pushed his mug aside, leaning forward on his elbows. “What I want to eat isn’t on that counter.”

The heat between them flared. For a moment, it seemed inevitable that they would abandon breakfast and end up tangled again on the floor. But then the sharp trill of Drew’s phone cut through the room, jolting them both.

The screen lit up on the table.

Anastasia’s breath caught. The name made her blood run hot and cold all at once.

Victor.

The ringtone cut through the kitchen like a blade. Both of them froze, eyes locked on the glowing screen where his name lit up bold and unmistakable.

Victor.

Drew’s first instinct was to silence it, to shove the phone face down and pretend it wasn’t happening. He could already feel the knot forming in his stomach, that same mix of dread and hunger that had followed him ever since the night in the suite. But his hand didn’t move. He just stared, jaw tight, until the ring stopped.

Then it started again. Persistent.

Anastasia swallowed, her palms flattening against the counter behind her. Her heart beat so loud she swore he could hear it. “Answer it,” she whispered.

Drew dragged a hand over his face, muttering, “Christ.” He swiped the screen and lifted the phone. “Hello.”

Victor’s voice was smooth, casual, the same tone he’d use to discuss quarterly numbers. “Clark. Good morning. Did I wake you?”

“No,” Drew said flatly, though his throat was dry.

“Good,” Victor continued. “Because I thought it was time we had another conversation. I wanted to congratulate you again on how… well things went the other night. You proved you’re a man who understands loyalty. I reward loyalty.”

Drew’s knuckles whitened around the phone. He wanted to snap, to say fuck your rewards, but his body betrayed him — heat spread through his chest, down his stomach, lower. He could feel Anastasia’s eyes on him, wide and unblinking.

“What are you saying?” Drew asked, keeping his voice even.

“I’m saying the company has room for another promotion in your department. Another step up for you, more money, more influence. You’ve earned it,” Victor said, then let the pause linger. “And I’d like to propose another arrangement to seal it. Another evening with your wife.”

Drew’s stomach dropped. He knew this was coming, had half-dreaded and half-expected it, but hearing the words spoken aloud again sent a bolt through him. He shut his eyes, pressing his thumb to his temple.

“I—” he started, but his voice cracked. He glanced up. Anastasia was watching him intently, her hands gripping the counter like she needed it to stay upright.

Victor’s voice came smooth as silk through the receiver. “Don’t act surprised, Drew. We both know you’ve thought about it since that night. You’ve replayed it. She’s replayed it. Why pretend otherwise?”

Drew swallowed hard. His mind spun. He wanted to deny it, but his cock stiffened under the table, traitorous, and Anastasia’s flushed face told him she knew it too.

“Talk to her,” Victor suggested, his tone darkly amused. “See if she’s interested. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Drew’s throat closed. He couldn’t form the words. His eyes met Anastasia’s, helpless.

And in that hesitation, everything shifted.

Drew’s hand trembled as he pressed the phone tighter to his ear. His other hand curled into a fist on the table, knuckles blanching against the wood. Victor’s words replayed in his head like a taunt. Another step up. Another evening with your wife.

Part of him wanted to slam the call down, to put an end to this before it started. He’d already proven enough, hadn’t he? He’d taken the humiliation, the thrill, the gnawing ache of watching his wife with another man. Shouldn’t that have been enough?

But another part of him — the part that had spent sleepless nights replaying the clips, the part that had stroked himself raw in the shower remembering Anastasia crying his name while riding Victor — that part wanted more.

His chest heaved as he stared across the room. Anastasia’s eyes locked on his, wide and unblinking, her lips parted as if she were the one holding the phone. She looked nervous, yes, but beneath that nervousness was something else. Excitement. Anticipation.

Drew’s voice came out rough, torn in two directions. “Victor, I don’t know if⁠—”

He broke off. His throat was too tight. His cock was hard under the table, his jealousy spiking, his desire twisting. He didn’t know if he could say yes. He didn’t know if he could say no.

Anastasia straightened, pushing off the counter. She crossed the kitchen slowly, her bare feet silent on the tile, her T-shirt swaying around her thighs. She didn’t look away from him, even as his pulse hammered harder with each step she took.

When she reached him, she didn’t ask. She slid her hand over his, prying his fingers gently from the phone. Her skin was warm, her grip steady.

“Let me,” she whispered.

Drew froze, heart slamming against his ribs. He wanted to protest — to tell her she didn’t have to, that he should be the one to handle this — but the words lodged in his throat. He was too stunned by the look in her eyes. Confident. Hungry. Almost playful.

Anastasia lifted the phone to her ear, her voice calm. “Victor.”

There was a pause, then Victor’s chuckle rolled through the line. “Ah. The lovely Mrs. Clark. I was hoping you’d speak up.”

Her lips curved, though her stomach fluttered. “You said you wanted another arrangement.”

“I did.” Victor’s tone warmed, pleased. “And I meant every word.”

Drew’s jaw clenched as he watched her. His wife, holding the phone, speaking directly to the man who had fucked her into the hotel sheets. His jealousy flared so hot it made him dizzy — but under it was an undeniable rush of arousal.

Anastasia tilted her chin, her voice clear. “Then you’ll need to be generous. Last time was… intense. If you want another night, it won’t be cheap.”

Victor laughed, deep and smooth. “I like a woman who knows her value.”

Drew gripped the edge of the table so hard it creaked. His cock strained against the fabric of his sweats, the mix of humiliation and pride threatening to undo him.

Anastasia’s eyes flicked to Drew, holding him as she spoke into the phone. “Send the details. We’ll consider them. But if it happens again, it’s on our terms.”

Anastasia ended the call with a simple, decisive tap of her thumb. The line went dead, Victor’s voice cut off mid-smirk. She set the phone down on the counter like it weighed nothing at all.

Drew stared at her, chest rising and falling fast. His jaw was tight, his hands still curled on the edge of the table. He couldn’t decide if he wanted to shout, kiss her, or throw the phone across the room.

“You just—” His voice cracked. He shook his head, words tangled. “You just took the phone. You didn’t even ask me. You just… agreed.”

Anastasia leaned back against the counter again, crossing her arms under her breasts. Her lips curved faintly, not quite a smile but not an apology either. “You froze, Drew. I saw it all over your face. You couldn’t decide. So I decided.”

The blunt honesty made his cock twitch. He groaned, dragging a hand down his face. “Fuck, Ana. Do you realize what you just did?”

“Yes.” Her eyes were steady, her voice calm. “I took control. I told him it would be on our terms. I didn’t let him dictate everything. That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? For this to be ours, not just his game.”

He shoved away from the table and stalked toward her, bare feet silent against the tile. When he stopped in front of her, he was so close their bodies almost touched. His chest heaved, his eyes blazing.

“Goddamn it,” he whispered harshly. “I should be furious. I should be losing my mind that you jumped in like that. But all I can think about is how wet you probably got while you were talking to him.”

Her breath caught. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, betraying her. She didn’t look away. “I did,” she admitted softly.

He groaned, gripping the counter on either side of her hips, boxing her in. “Jesus Christ.”

She tilted her head, her voice low, teasing. “You liked it too. Don’t lie. Watching me tell him what I wanted, hearing me take charge—look at you, Drew. You’re hard as a rock.”

He glanced down at himself, cock straining against the fabric of his sweats, a dark wet patch spreading at the tip. He cursed under his breath. “You’re turning me inside out, Ana.”

Her smile grew bolder. “Good. Maybe that’s what we need.”

He groaned again, forehead pressing to hers. His voice was ragged, needy. “You’re mine. Even when you’re saying yes to him, even when you’re wet just from talking to him—you’re mine.”

“I know,” she whispered, her lips brushing his. “That’s why I can do it. Because I’m yours.”

Drew’s breath shook. The knot of jealousy in his chest didn’t disappear, but it twisted into something else—something darker, hotter, impossible to resist. Pride. Desire. Obsession.

Drew’s lips crashed into hers before she could say another word. It wasn’t soft or questioning; it was hungry, frantic, like he had to devour her to quiet the storm inside him. Anastasia clutched his shoulders, gasping into his mouth, her body arching off the counter as if she’d been waiting for this exact explosion.

He tore her T-shirt upward, baring her breasts. His mouth moved down, teeth scraping over a nipple, his hand squeezing her ass hard enough to make her gasp. “You negotiated with him like you were already his,” he growled against her skin. “And it made me so fucking hard I couldn’t breathe.”

She moaned, head falling back, her voice breathless but teasing. “Then take me, Drew. Show me who I really belong to.”

That was all it took. He yanked her shirt over her head, tossed it aside, and shoved her panties down her thighs until they dropped to the floor. Her ass hit the cool countertop as he lifted her onto it, spreading her legs wide.

His cock was already out, flushed and slick at the tip, precum smeared from how hard he’d been straining. He didn’t waste time. He pushed inside her in one rough thrust, groaning loud as her heat swallowed him.

“Fuck!” she cried, clutching the edge of the counter, her back arching.

He slammed into her again, hips snapping, the sound of skin against skin echoing off the kitchen walls. “Mine,” he rasped. “You’re mine. Not his. Not ever his.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders, her cries rising with every thrust. “Yes, yes, I’m yours, Drew! I love how jealous you are. I love how much you want me even when I’m talking to him.”

Her honesty nearly undid him. He growled, driving deeper, harder, his cock stretching her in ways no one else ever had. He pressed his forehead to hers, sweat dripping down his temple. “Say it again.”

Her lips brushed his. “I’m yours. I’ll always be yours.”

Their rhythm grew frantic, her body shuddering, his cock pulsing deep. She came first, the orgasm ripping through her, her cry raw and sharp. Drew followed instantly, burying himself to the hilt, groaning her name as he spilled inside her, filling her until it leaked down her thighs.

For a long moment they stayed locked together, panting, trembling, foreheads pressed tight. Drew kissed her slow, his jealousy still hot but now softened with pride.

When he finally pulled back, his voice was rough but steady. “We’re not playing his game anymore, Ana. We’re playing ours. And I swear to God, as long as it’s us… I don’t care how far we go.”

Her lips curved into a satisfied smile, her body still shaking from the climax. “Good. Because I think we’re just getting started.”


CHAPTER TWELVE




The invitation hadn’t been written down. It didn’t need to be. Victor’s call earlier in the week had been enough, his voice low and measured, the promise tucked between every word: Penthouse. Friday night. I’ll send the car.

Anastasia had spent the entire day restless, unable to focus on anything. She moved through the house like a ghost, straightening cushions, folding laundry that didn’t need folding, pausing too long in front of the mirror. No matter what she did, her mind replayed flashes of the last time. The weight of Victor’s hands on her hips. The sound of Drew’s voice in her ear after she came home. The videos she and her husband had watched again and again until the batteries in their toys gave out.

Now, dressed in a slim black dress that hugged every curve, she sat in the backseat of a sleek car that purred as it cut through city traffic. Her pulse hammered so hard she thought the driver might hear it.

Her phone buzzed in her hand. Drew.

You in the car?

She typed back quickly, her thumbs trembling. Yes. Almost there.

Another buzz. I can’t think straight, Ana. Knowing you’re on your way to him—it’s driving me insane. But I can’t stop wanting it.

She pressed the phone to her chest for a moment, her breath shallow. Guilt should have swallowed her whole, but instead it only sharpened the ache between her thighs. She typed back: I’ll show you everything.

The reply came instantly. God, yes. Please. Don’t hold back.

Her cheeks flushed. She imagined him at home, pacing, his cock already in his hand, waiting for the first photo, the first proof she’d really gone through with it again. The thought made her squeeze her thighs together, biting her lip.

The car slowed, turning into the drive of a towering high-rise that cut into the night sky like glass and steel. The doorman opened the car door, and cool air swept across her bare legs as she stepped out. She felt the driver’s eyes linger on her dress as she walked inside, heels clicking on marble floors.

The elevator was private, operated by a keycard the doorman handed her with a discreet smile. She stepped in, the doors sliding closed with a hush. The mirrored walls caught her reflection from every angle: her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, her chest rising and falling too quickly.

Her phone buzzed again. Drew.

Tell me where you are right now.

Her fingers hovered over the screen. She typed: Elevator. Going up.

A pause. Then: Take a picture.

She swallowed hard, angling the camera toward the mirror. The shot caught her whole body — black dress hugging her hips, legs bare, eyes wide with nerves and arousal. She sent it before she could overthink.

The reply came fast. Fuck. You’re stunning. I wish I was there. I wish I was the one waiting for you when the doors open.

Her knees wobbled, a rush of guilt and lust almost buckling her. She leaned against the cool wall, whispering to herself: “For him. This is for him.”

The elevator chimed, and the doors slid open onto a penthouse that looked more like a dream than reality. Floor-to-ceiling windows stretched across the space, the city sprawling endlessly below, lights glittering like a sea of stars. The walls were lined with modern art, the furniture sleek and understated. A bottle of champagne sat chilling in a silver bucket near the couch, two flutes waiting.

And Victor stood there, tailored suit discarded for black slacks and a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled casually to his elbows. His gaze swept over her the moment she stepped out, slow and deliberate, and a smile curved his lips.

“Anastasia,” he said smoothly, as if he’d been expecting her all his life. “Welcome to the top.”

Her breath caught, her body trembling, her phone still clutched in her hand. Somewhere across the city, Drew’s screen glowed, waiting for the first glimpse of what came next.

Victor crossed the room at an easy pace, confidence radiating from every step. He didn’t rush her. He didn’t need to. His eyes did the work, moving from her heels to her thighs, lingering on the way the dress hugged her waist, then climbing higher to her face.

“You clean up even better than I remember,” he said, pouring champagne into both flutes. The fizz hissed faintly as bubbles rose. He handed one glass to her, his fingers brushing hers. “Though I have to admit, I enjoyed seeing you undone more.”

Her pulse jumped. She sipped quickly, grateful for something to occupy her hands. The champagne was crisp, the chill a sharp contrast to the heat building inside her.

Victor raised his glass in a small toast. “To loyalty. To desire.” He clinked her rim gently before downing half of his in one swallow.

She took another sip, steadying herself. Her phone buzzed softly in her hand. She glanced down — Drew.

Are you there?

Her thumbs trembled as she typed back: Yes. With him. Drinking champagne. She hesitated, then snapped a quick picture: Victor’s tall frame blurred in the background, the city lights behind him, her own flushed face in the foreground.

The reply was almost instant. God. I can’t breathe. Don’t stop sending me things.

Her thighs squeezed together. She slid the phone back into her clutch, but the knowledge of Drew watching made her chest swell with pride. This wasn’t just Victor’s night. It was theirs too.

Victor took her glass and set it aside. His hand brushed her jaw, tilting her face up toward him. His thumb stroked her bottom lip. “You look nervous,” he murmured.

“I’m not,” she whispered, though her voice betrayed her.

“You are,” he said, smiling faintly. “And that’s what makes this perfect.”

He kissed her then — not rushed, not brutal, but firm, deliberate. His lips tasted faintly of champagne, cool at first before warming against hers. She shivered, her fingers clutching at his shirt.

His hand slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, pulling her flush against him. She could feel his cock already thick against her hip, the promise of what was coming. Her breath hitched, her body betraying her nerves with a rush of wet heat.

Victor pulled back slightly, his mouth close to her ear. “Let’s show your husband how much you’ve missed this.”

Her eyes widened. “Now?”

He didn’t answer with words. Instead, he reached into her clutch, pulled out her phone, and angled it toward them. He kissed her again, slow but deeper this time, his hand cupping her breast through the fabric of her dress. He pressed the button, the phone clicking softly.

She gasped against his lips as the photo captured her half-undone face, his hand possessive on her chest, the glittering skyline behind them. He sent it with a quick flick of his thumb.

Drew’s reply came seconds later: Fuck, Ana. You’re killing me.

Victor’s smile was sharp. He slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders, baring the swell of her breasts. Another photo, another click — this one even more revealing. He sent it too.

Anastasia’s cheeks burned, but her pussy throbbed at the thought of Drew seeing it instantly. She whispered, almost to herself, “He’s watching me already.”

Victor brushed his lips over her temple. “Exactly as he should.”

Victor’s fingers slid down her arm, slow, deliberate, as if he were savoring the reveal as much as the touch itself. Her skin prickled with heat where he’d touched her, the champagne fizz still lingering in her chest. She felt the city at her back, Drew in her pocket, and Victor in front of her — the triangle of everything that had consumed her for weeks.

The straps of her dress slipped lower. Victor tugged gently, letting the neckline fall, baring her breasts to the cool air. Her nipples tightened instantly, betraying her even before his thumb brushed over one.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his other hand lifting the phone again. The camera caught her startled gasp, his hand cupping her breast, her lips parted. The skyline glittered behind them like a thousand eyes. He tapped send.

Her heart pounded as she pictured Drew’s face when the photo landed on his screen. A man alone at home, stroking himself, knowing his wife’s body was being revealed piece by piece for him.

The phone buzzed almost immediately with his reply: God, Ana. I want to taste you so bad right now. I wish that was my hand.

Her body clenched, a wave of desire rushing through her. She tilted her head back, whispering to Victor, “He’s losing his mind.”

Victor smiled, his lips brushing her ear. “Then let’s really give him something.”

He eased her dress down past her waist, letting it pool at her feet. She stood in only her panties and heels now, trembling under his gaze. He angled the phone lower, snapping another shot: her bare breasts, the black lace between her thighs barely hiding how wet she already was.

Her cheeks burned, but instead of covering herself, she arched her back, presenting herself to the lens. The pride in knowing Drew was watching her like this overrode the shame.

Victor crouched then, kneeling at her feet. He hooked a finger into the waistband of her panties and tugged them slowly down her legs. She gasped, her body jerking as the cool air touched her slick folds.

“Step out,” he instructed. She did, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood. He lifted the panties to his nose, inhaling deeply before tossing them aside. Her cheeks flamed hotter, but her pussy throbbed at the brazen act.

Victor lifted the phone again, tilting it up from his position at her knees. The shot captured her naked pussy from below, glistening and swollen, her thighs tense. He sent it without hesitation.

Her phone buzzed in his hand. She reached for it this time, needing to see Drew’s words.

Jesus Christ. You’re soaked. Ana, fuck, I’m so hard. Show me more.

She moaned, her knees nearly buckling. She whispered, half to Victor, half to herself, “He’s begging already.”

Victor’s lips curved as he pressed a kiss just above her mound, his stubble scraping her sensitive skin. “Then let’s make him beg louder.”

He parted her thighs and slid his tongue over her slit, slow, deliberate, ending with a firm flick against her clit. She cried out, her hand shooting to his hair, holding him there. Her other hand clutched the phone, the screen glowing with Drew’s desperate texts.

Victor groaned against her, his tongue diving deeper, spreading her lips, tasting her as if she were his only meal. He pulled back just long enough to lift the phone, tapping record. He angled it perfectly: her pussy open for his mouth, her hips grinding against his tongue, her moans echoing over the audio.

“Look at the camera,” he said, voice low. “Let him see your face while I eat you.”

She obeyed, her head tipping back, eyes half-lidded, lips parted in a shameless cry. The red light blinked as he filmed, capturing every tremble of her thighs, every gasp from her lips.

When he stopped, he hit send. She clutched his hair tighter, her body on fire, waiting for Drew’s response.

It came seconds later, vibrating in her hand. Ana… I’m jerking off so hard. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.

Her whole body clenched. She rocked her hips against Victor’s mouth, moaning louder, not for him, not even just for herself — but for the man across the city whose cock was in his hand, watching her every move.

Victor rose smoothly from his knees, lips wet with her taste. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, eyes gleaming as he looked her over. Anastasia trembled against the glass, her nipples hard, her pussy glistening, her chest heaving with every breath.

“You’re ready for more,” he said, voice low and certain. “And so is he.”

She clutched the phone, its screen buzzing again — Drew’s latest message lighting up the glass: I want to see him inside you. Please.

Her thighs pressed together at the words, the need in her husband’s text sparking an ache that made her knees weak. She whispered, almost ashamed, “He wants it as much as you do.”

Victor smirked. “Then let’s give him what he’s begging for.”

He guided her toward the window, turning her so her back pressed against the cool glass. The city stretched out beneath them, skyscrapers lit like constellations. She gasped at the cold against her skin, her body arching forward instinctively.

Victor unbuttoned his slacks with slow precision, his cock springing free, thick and hard, the sight alone making her thighs quiver. She stared, lips parted, a whimper escaping her throat.

“Hold the phone,” he ordered, pressing it into her trembling hand. “Make sure he sees everything.”

Her pulse roared in her ears as she lifted the phone, angling it toward her spread body. The camera captured her bare breasts, the glisten between her thighs, and Victor’s cock poised at her entrance.

“Smile for him,” Victor murmured.

She looked into the lens, her lips trembling into a shaky smile, then cried out as he pushed inside her in one deep thrust.

The sound tore from her throat, raw and loud, echoing in the penthouse. Her hand shook as she tried to keep the phone steady, capturing the sight of her body stretching around his cock.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Oh God⁠—”

Victor groaned, his hands gripping her ass, slamming her harder against the glass. “So tight. So wet. He’s going to lose his mind watching this.”

Her phone buzzed violently in her hand. She glanced down just long enough to see Drew’s message flash across the screen: I’m stroking so hard. Don’t stop. Let me see it all.

Her pussy clenched around Victor at the words. She moaned, arching her back, spreading her legs wider to give the camera a better angle.

Victor pulled back slowly, then drove in again, his cock glistening as he pumped into her. He took the phone from her hand, angling it downward, filming the close-up of his shaft sliding in and out of her wetness.

“Say something for him,” Victor urged, his voice dark with pleasure.

Her head tipped back, her cry breaking into words. “Drew—oh God, Drew—I’m taking him for you. I’m so full. I can’t—” She cut off with another loud moan as Victor slammed deeper, her breasts bouncing with the motion.

Victor smirked, capturing her face, her trembling thighs, her body opening for him again and again. He sent the clip with a swipe, then thrust harder, fucking her against the glass as if to press her into the city skyline itself.

Her mind spun, half here in Victor’s arms, half with Drew on the other side of the glowing screen. Every thrust was for both of them, every cry split in two directions — one man inside her, one man watching her break apart.

Her climax built fast, white-hot, her thighs shaking. She clutched Victor’s shoulders, her voice hoarse as she screamed, “Drew! I’m coming for you!”

Her body shattered, the orgasm crashing through her, her cries echoing across the penthouse. The phone buzzed again with Drew’s reply: I’m coming too. Fuck, Ana. Don’t stop.

Victor held her tight, groaning against her neck as he drove her through every wave, her body clenching around him, her voice raw and desperate.

Victor didn’t pull out when she sagged against the glass, trembling from the orgasm. He stayed buried deep, grinding slow, deliberate circles with his hips. Her body jerked with aftershocks, her breath ragged, but he wasn’t finished — not even close.

He lifted the phone, her husband’s frantic messages still lighting the screen. With one swipe, he tapped FaceTime.

Anastasia’s eyes flew wide. “Wait⁠—”

Victor pressed a finger to her lips. “He wants more than pictures. Let’s give him the real show.”

The ringing filled the room, each pulse a spike of anticipation in her chest. Then Drew’s face appeared — flushed, his hair damp, his eyes wide with raw hunger. The faint sound of his hand working his cock came through the speaker.

“Jesus Christ,” he breathed the moment the image stabilized. “Ana…”

Her whole body clenched around Victor. The shame, the arousal, the thrill of being seen in real time flooded her veins. She angled the phone shakily, capturing Victor’s cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy, her body jerking with each thrust.

Drew groaned loudly on the other end, his head falling back. “I can see everything. Fuck, Ana. You’re really taking him again.”

Her voice came out broken, needy. “I’m doing it for you, Drew. Watching you… hearing you… it makes me so wet.”

Victor gripped her hips tighter, slamming her against the glass with enough force to make the window rattle. He angled his mouth at her ear, growling low. “Look at him while I fuck you.”

She obeyed, eyes locking with Drew’s face on the screen. Her cries rose with every thrust, her moans spilling into the microphone. Drew’s jaw tightened, his hand stroking faster, matching Victor’s rhythm inside her.

“Say it,” Drew rasped, voice harsh with need. “Say who you belong to.”

Anastasia gasped, her body jolting as Victor pounded deeper. Her gaze never left the screen. “I’m yours, Drew. Even when he’s inside me, I’m yours!”

Drew’s groan cracked into a shout. “Fuck, Ana! I’m coming—watching you—God, don’t stop!”

Her orgasm tore through her at the same time. She screamed into the phone, her body shaking violently, Victor holding her up as her pussy clenched tight around him. Drew’s face contorted on the screen, his chest heaving as he spilled over his fist, moaning her name again and again.

Victor grunted deep in his chest, driving into her with brutal force until he stiffened, cock pulsing hot inside her. He groaned into her neck, his release flooding her just as she collapsed against the glass, still clutching the phone with trembling fingers.

On the screen, Drew’s face was flushed and wild, eyes shining with lust and something darker — obsession, devotion, jealousy all tangled into one. He whispered hoarsely, “I love you, Ana. God, I love you so much.”

Her heart swelled, tears pricking her eyes even as her body throbbed with overstimulation. She whispered back into the camera, her voice raw. “I love you. Always.”

Victor smirked, pulling out slowly, cum dripping down her thighs as he adjusted her in his arms. He reached over, ending the call with one flick of his thumb.

“Perfect,” he murmured, brushing her damp hair back from her face. “Absolutely perfect.”

Anastasia sagged against him, dazed, her mind still on Drew’s face as he came watching her.

The penthouse was quiet except for the hum of the city below. Anastasia sat on the edge of the bed now, legs spread, thighs still trembling, her skin damp with sweat and Victor’s release. Her dress lay discarded on the floor, her heels tipped sideways near the window. The glow of the skyline washed her in silver light, making the whole room feel unreal, like a scene out of someone else’s life.

Victor poured more champagne, the liquid fizzing as he set one flute in her hand. She accepted it on instinct, fingers trembling as she raised it to her lips. The bubbles burned down her throat, cold and sharp, but her mind was still swimming in heat.

Victor sat beside her, shirt unbuttoned now, chest still rising heavily from the exertion. He studied her with that satisfied half-smile. “You were even better than last time,” he said simply, clinking his glass against hers. “And your husband? He couldn’t look away. You gave him exactly what he wanted.”

Her stomach fluttered, pride and guilt clashing in waves. She sipped again, closing her eyes briefly. It wasn’t Victor’s words that replayed in her mind — it was Drew’s face on the screen, his voice breaking as he came, his raw confession of love through the speaker.

Victor stood and adjusted his slacks, his tone casual, almost businesslike. “The car is waiting downstairs whenever you’re ready. You’ll find your things are taken care of.”

She nodded, still catching her breath, not trusting herself to speak. He brushed his lips lightly against her temple, then stepped back, already pouring himself another drink as if he’d simply finished a meeting.

Her phone buzzed in her hand. She lifted it, heart clenching at the sight of Drew’s name. She swiped it open to see his message: I can still taste you in my mouth even though I wasn’t there. Come home to me now.

Her chest tightened, tears pricking her eyes. She typed quickly, fingers shaking: I need you the second I walk through the door.

She hit send, then set the glass down, standing on unsteady legs. She gathered her dress, slipped it over her head, and tugged her heels back on. The elevator ride down was silent, but inside her body hummed with echoes — Victor’s thrusts, Drew’s cries, her own orgasm still pulsing in aftershocks.

As the car door shut behind her, she pressed her forehead against the cool window, the city lights blurring past. She whispered into the night, meant only for herself and the man waiting at home:

“Yours. Always yours.”

Her phone buzzed again in reply, and she clutched it to her chest, knowing that the real climax of this night would come when she stepped back into Drew’s arms.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




The key turned in the lock, the soft click echoing through the quiet house. Anastasia’s pulse quickened as she pushed the door open, the cool air of home rushing over skin that still carried the heat of the penthouse. Her heels clicked against the hardwood as she stepped inside, her clutch clutched tightly in one hand like evidence she couldn’t quite put down.

The living room was dim, only a single lamp glowing in the corner. Drew was on the couch, sitting forward, elbows braced on his knees, his head snapping up the second he heard the door. His eyes locked on her, and the look there almost buckled her knees.

Not cold. Not angry. But raw.

His jaw was tight, his hair mussed like he’d raked his hands through it a hundred times while waiting. His chest rose and fell fast, too fast for someone who had just been sitting still. His phone was still in his hand, the screen glowing faintly. She knew without asking that he hadn’t stopped watching the clips since they’d ended the call.

Anastasia closed the door behind her slowly, her back pressing against it for support. Her dress clung to her, wrinkled from Victor’s hands, the faintest hint of her perfume mixing with champagne and sex lingering on her skin.

Drew’s eyes swept over her like a storm, lingering on the way her hair was messy, the hem of her dress slightly crooked. He swallowed hard. “You’re home.”

She nodded, her breath catching. “I’m home.”

The words felt heavier than they should have, filled with layers of guilt and relief and hunger all tangled together.

Drew stood, not rushing but not hesitating either. He closed the space between them in steady steps until he stood only inches away. His hand lifted, hesitated, then cupped her cheek. She leaned into it, her lips parting, her chest heaving with shallow breaths.

“You’re still shaking,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her skin.

“So are you,” she whispered back, her eyes darting to his hand — the faint tremor in it matching the tremble in her thighs.

For a long moment, they just stood there, staring, breathing, absorbing. The weight of what had happened in the penthouse hung between them like smoke. She could still feel Victor inside her. She could still hear Drew’s voice breaking through the phone.

Drew’s eyes burned as he searched hers. “Did you think about me the whole time?”

Her throat tightened. The answer spilled out without hesitation. “Yes. Every second.”

He exhaled harshly, relief and jealousy colliding in the sound. His hand slid from her cheek down to her jaw, gripping gently, tilting her face up. His mouth hovered above hers, but he didn’t kiss her yet.

“You know what I want,” he said hoarsely.

She nodded, her pulse racing. “The videos.”

His lips brushed hers, the ghost of a kiss. “I want to see it again. With you beside me this time.”

Her knees nearly gave out at the words. She pressed closer, her body aching with need. “Then let’s watch.”

He kissed her finally, hard and desperate, tasting champagne on her tongue, swallowing the moan that escaped her throat. When he pulled back, his eyes were wild, already pulling her toward the couch, toward the glowing phone that held everything they were both addicted to.

Drew tugged her toward the couch, their hands locked tight. He dropped onto the cushions, phone already in his lap, and pulled her down beside him. Anastasia sank into the seat, her heart pounding so loud it drowned out the quiet hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen.

Drew unlocked the screen with a swipe. The gallery lit up instantly — thumbnail after thumbnail of her body. Her chest tightened at the sight: her breasts bared, her lips parted, her dress bunched at her waist. Little red dots marked the videos, each one a glowing reminder of how far she’d gone.

Her stomach fluttered. “God…”

He looked at her, eyes wild. “Say it, Ana. Say it’s you.”

She swallowed hard, her throat tight. “It’s me.”

He tapped the first video. The screen filled with her image — her back pressed to the glass, Victor’s hand between her thighs, her face flushed with arousal. The sound hit them a second later: her moans echoing, high and desperate.

Drew groaned, his free hand pressing hard against his cock through his sweats. “Jesus Christ.”

Anastasia’s whole body clenched. Watching herself like this was surreal. She looked like someone else — shameless, wanton, her legs spread wide for another man. And yet, it was undeniably her. She pressed her hand against her own chest, feeling her heart slam against her palm.

“I can’t believe I look like that,” she whispered.

“You look perfect,” Drew growled. He shifted closer, his thigh pressing hard against hers. “You look like every fantasy I’ve ever had about you. And you were screaming my name while he fucked you.”

Her pussy throbbed at the memory. She bit her lip, her hand slipping instinctively between her thighs. “I can hear it,” she whispered. “I can hear myself…”

The phone vibrated slightly in Drew’s grip as the clip played on — Victor’s cock sliding into her, her cry filling the room, her body jolting with every thrust. Drew’s hand shook as he adjusted the angle, making sure they both saw the close-up of her pussy stretching around Victor.

“Fuck,” Drew muttered, his voice thick. “I’m watching my wife get split open and I can’t stop jerking off to it. What the hell is happening to me?”

Anastasia turned her face toward him, her eyes glazed with lust. “You don’t have to stop. I love it. I love that it makes you hard. I love that you can’t look away.”

She pressed her hand harder against herself, rubbing over the damp lace of her panties, moaning softly at the friction. “It makes me wet all over again, Drew. Watching it. Hearing myself.”

He growled, shoving his sweats down just enough to free his cock. He wrapped his fist around it, pumping slowly as the video played. “You’re fucking gorgeous on this screen. And you’re right here next to me. Christ, Ana. I can’t believe how much this turns me on.”

The video ended with her screaming his name, her orgasm raw and wild. The screen dimmed, waiting for them to choose the next clip.

Anastasia panted, her hand still working between her legs, her panties soaked. She turned to him, her voice breathless. “Play another.”

Drew smirked through clenched teeth, stroking harder. “You want to see yourself come again?”

She nodded, trembling. “I want to watch it with you.”

Drew scrolled with his thumb and tapped the next clip. The screen came alive again: Anastasia on her knees in the penthouse, Victor’s hand tangled in her hair, her mouth stretched wide around his cock. The camera angle was cruelly close, showing the way her lips glistened, her throat working.

Anastasia’s breath hitched. She clutched Drew’s thigh, nails digging into the fabric of his sweats. “God. I look… filthy.”

“Filthy and perfect,” Drew rasped, his cock twitching in his fist. “You took him so deep, Ana. I could see your throat working. And I swear I’ve never been harder in my life.”

Her cheeks burned. Watching herself gagging, drool slipping down her chin, should have humiliated her. Instead, heat pooled low in her belly, her pussy clenching around nothing. She reached between Drew’s legs, wrapping her hand around the base of his cock, sticky with pre-cum.

“You were watching this live,” she whispered, stroking him slowly. “You saw me take him down my throat while you touched yourself. And now we’re watching it together…”

He groaned, hips jerking into her grip. “Tell me how it felt.”

She moaned, eyes fixed on the screen where her lips stretched wider around Victor’s shaft. “It felt wrong. It felt dirty. And it felt so fucking good. Knowing you were watching… knowing you’d be stroking to it later… it made me wetter than I thought possible.”

Drew slid his free hand into her panties, his fingers immediately finding her drenched folds. “Christ, you’re soaked. You were thinking about me even while his cock was in your throat, weren’t you?”

Her hips bucked against his fingers, her breath catching. “Yes—always you.”

He curled his fingers inside her, dragging across her slick walls, his thumb circling her clit. The wet sounds filled the room, mixing with the moans from the phone. She writhed against his hand, gasping, her own hand stroking his cock faster in return.

On the screen, she moaned around Victor’s cock, spit dripping down her chin. In the living room, she mirrored the sound, her body arching as Drew fingered her deeper.

“Look at you,” Drew growled, his lips against her ear. “Moaning in stereo. On the screen, and in my hand.”

Her thighs shook. She pressed her forehead against his shoulder, crying out, “I can’t believe how much I like watching myself. I can’t believe how much I need it.”

He pulled his fingers out, dripping with her arousal, and shoved them between her lips. “Taste it. Taste how wet you get from being his slut on camera.”

She sucked greedily, moaning around his fingers, her eyes rolling back. The phone buzzed as the clip ended, waiting for the next. She pulled off his fingers with a gasp, eyes blazing.

“Play it,” she demanded, her voice hoarse. “Play the one where he fucked me against the glass.”

Drew groaned, his cock jerking in her hand, precum smearing across her palm. “You’re going to kill me, Ana.”

“Then die watching me,” she whispered, biting his shoulder.

He swore, fumbling with the phone, tapping the next clip. The screen lit up again with her image — her body pressed to the window, the skyline sprawling below, Victor’s cock driving into her from behind. Her cries echoed through the speakers, her face wild with pleasure.

Anastasia moaned in real time, her body reacting as if she were back there, pinned against the glass. Drew shoved her panties aside, lining his cock at her entrance, his voice rough.

“Let’s see if you scream the same way when it’s me inside you.”

Drew yanked her panties down her thighs, leaving them tangled around one ankle as he shoved her back against the couch cushions. The phone rested on the armrest beside them, its glow casting shaky light over their flushed faces. On the screen, Anastasia moaned against the glass window, her breasts bouncing as Victor drove into her from behind.

Drew gripped her thighs and spread them wide, his cock straining, slick with her arousal. “Watch yourself,” he ordered, his voice ragged. “Watch what you let him do to you while I fuck you the way he never can.”

She gasped, her head tipping back as he thrust inside in one hard stroke. The stretch made her cry out, her nails clawing at the couch, the phone’s speaker echoing her recorded moans back at her.

“Oh God, Drew⁠—”

He slammed into her again, syncing his rhythm to the screen. Every thrust on the video was mirrored by his hips driving deep into her. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, blending with the recorded cries, until it was impossible to tell past from present.

“Look at it,” he growled, grabbing her chin and forcing her gaze toward the phone. “Look at yourself getting railed against the glass while I pound you right now.”

Her eyes fluttered open, her body clenching tight around him. She stared at the image of herself on the screen — hair wild, lips parted, Victor’s hands gripping her hips. Then she looked up at Drew, his face twisted with lust, sweat dripping down his temple. The collision of both realities made her moan louder.

“You see that slut on the screen?” Drew snarled, his thrusts growing harder, his cock slamming into her soaked pussy. “That’s you. That’s my wife. And she was screaming my name the whole time.”

Her voice cracked, her words tumbling out in a rush. “Yes, yes, I was—I thought about you every second, Drew—every thrust was for you!”

His jaw clenched, his hips pistoning faster, the couch creaking beneath them. “Then tell me now. Tell me who owns this pussy.”

“You do!” she screamed, her body arching as he hit her deepest. “You, Drew—it’s yours—it’s always yours!”

Her orgasm ripped through her with brutal force, her body convulsing, her scream drowning out the echo from the phone. She writhed under him, her nails raking down his back, her pussy clenching tight around his cock.

Drew’s control shattered. With a guttural groan, he thrust hard one last time, spilling deep inside her, his cum flooding her as he pressed his forehead to hers. His voice broke into a harsh whisper. “Mine. All fucking mine.”

The video kept playing beside them, her recorded moans mixing with her real ones, until both sounds became indistinguishable.

The phone propped on the armrest lit the room in harsh flashes, the video’s final moments filling the silence with raw sound. Onscreen, Anastasia screamed as Victor slammed into her, her face twisted in ecstasy against the window. On the couch, she screamed again — the same cry, but real this time, her body clamping tight around Drew’s cock.

The collision of the two versions of her — the one writhing in the past, the one trembling in Drew’s arms — made her head spin. She couldn’t tell which was more obscene: watching herself be taken by another man, or feeling her husband drive into her now, fueled by that very image.

Drew’s thrusts grew frantic, his hips slamming into hers with reckless force. “You’re coming just like in the video,” he snarled, his lips brushing her ear. “Look at yourself. Watch how you scream when you’re full of cock.”

Her eyes darted back to the screen, where she was bent against the glass, breasts bouncing, voice hoarse from crying out. The sound layered over her own moans in real time, the overlap pushing her closer to the edge.

“I can’t—” she gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. “Drew, I can’t take it—watching myself while you’re inside me⁠—”

“You can,” he growled, pounding deeper. “You’re going to. You’re going to come with your own voice ringing in your ears.”

Her climax tore through her, violent and overwhelming. She screamed his name, her back arching, her pussy spasming around his cock as if trying to milk him dry. The phone echoed her cries a split-second later, the recorded orgasm layering over her real one until it felt like she was coming twice at once — once for Victor, once for Drew, all of it folding into the same explosion.

Drew groaned, his body stiffening, his cock pulsing as he erupted inside her. Hot release filled her, spilling down her thighs as he buried himself to the hilt, grinding through his own orgasm. His voice broke, his words raw and desperate. “I’m filling you, Ana—filling you while you watch yourself take him. You’ll never forget this.”

Her head tipped back, her throat raw from screaming, her body twitching with aftershocks. She clung to him, sobbing with release, the video still looping beside them.

At last, Drew collapsed onto her, his chest slick with sweat, his breath ragged against her neck. The video ended, the screen dimming to black. The silence that followed was heavy, electric, their hearts pounding in sync.

The room was still, the only sound was the thud of their hearts and the faint hum of the air vent above. Anastasia lay sprawled across the couch cushions, her skin flushed, her hair tangled, her chest rising and falling in uneven bursts. Drew was half on top of her, half beside her, his arm draped heavy over her stomach, his cock still soft but wet inside her. Neither of them moved right away.

Finally, Anastasia tilted her head toward him. Her lips curved faintly, tired and satisfied but sharp with something else too. “We’re not going to stop, are we?”

Drew let out a low laugh, hoarse and broken. “Do you want to?”

She thought about it. Really thought. Her mind flashed to Victor’s hands on her hips, his cock filling her, the way she’d screamed — and then back to Drew, the way his eyes had burned as he watched her on the screen, the way he’d taken her now with twice the hunger. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, a dull ache blooming low.

“No,” she admitted. “I don’t want to stop.”

His arm tightened around her, pulling her closer until their foreheads touched. His voice was quiet but firm. “Then we won’t. But it has to be ours. We pick the pace. We pick the terms. He doesn’t own us.”

Her lips curved into a small, wicked smile. “So we’re the ones making the rules now.”

“Exactly.” His thumb traced the line of her jaw, his eyes locked on hers. “If there’s another night with him, it’s because we decide it, not because he tells us. And if we want to find someone else⁠—”

Her breath caught. “Someone else?”

He smirked faintly. “Why not? We both know we don’t need him. We can choose anyone. Together.”

The idea sent a rush through her, a dangerous thrill that made her stomach flip. She pictured it instantly: scrolling through faces with Drew, pointing out who she’d seduce, who he’d watch her ride. Her nipples tightened again, even though her body was still trembling from their last climax.

“God,” she whispered, brushing her lips against his. “Just talking about it makes me wet again.”

He groaned, burying his face against her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. “Then we’ll talk more. Later. Right now, I just need to hold you.”

She melted into him, her body still quivering, her mind spinning with everything they’d unleashed tonight. She didn’t know exactly where this path would take them, but she knew one thing for certain: they weren’t turning back.

And deep down, she didn’t want to.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN




The sheets clung to their damp skin, tangled around their legs from the chaos of what they’d just done. The room still carried the faint echo of her cries and his grunts, the TV screen black now but her phone still buzzing faintly on the nightstand, waiting for them to reach for it again.

Anastasia lay on her side, her cheek resting on Drew’s chest. His heartbeat thudded heavy beneath her ear, strong and unsteady all at once. She traced lazy circles on his ribs with her fingertip, her body warm, her thighs sticky from the mix of them between her legs.

Drew’s arm was around her shoulders, his fingers tangled in her hair. He was staring at the ceiling, but she felt the tension in him, the way his chest rose too fast, like his thoughts hadn’t stopped racing.

She broke the silence first, her voice low and hoarse. “You meant it.”

His gaze flicked down to her. “Meant what?”

Her lips curved faintly, wicked and shy at once. “When you said we could pick someone else. That it didn’t have to be Victor.”

Drew exhaled, the sound caught between relief and a laugh. “Yeah. I meant it.” He rubbed the back of his neck with his free hand. “I don’t want to feel like he’s the one calling the shots. I want it to be us. Our choice.”

Anastasia shifted up onto her elbow, looking down at him. The dim light softened the sharp edges of his face, but his eyes were burning. She grinned, slow and teasing. “So you want to shop for my next fuck?”

His cock twitched against her thigh, betraying him before he could answer. He groaned, covering his face with one hand. “Christ, Ana.”

She laughed, pushing his hand away, kissing his cheek. “Admit it. You like the idea.”

“I do,” he growled, flipping her onto her back, rolling over her. His cock was half-hard again already, pressing against her hip. “The thought of you flirting with some guy, knowing I’m the one who gave the green light… it makes me insane.”

Her thighs spread instinctively beneath him, her grin widening. “Then maybe we should start making a list.”

He chuckled, shaking his head, his hair falling into his eyes. “Oh yeah? Who’s on your list?”

She pretended to think, tapping her lip. “Mmm… tall, strong, maybe a little younger than you. Someone who’ll make you jealous.”

His groan was muffled against her neck as he bit down lightly, sucking until she gasped. “You’d love that, wouldn’t you? Watching me squirm while you pick him apart.”

Her body arched beneath him, her voice breathy. “Yes. Because you’ll be watching the whole time. You’ll see every second.”

He kissed her hard, swallowing the moan that spilled from her throat. When he pulled back, his voice was rough. “Then it’s settled. No more waiting for Victor’s calls. We pick. We choose. Our game.”

She cupped his face, her thumb brushing his lip, her eyes shining. “Our game,” she repeated, the words a promise.

His cock slid between her folds, hot and sticky, and she whimpered, lifting her hips to guide him inside. He sank into her slow, deep, both of them gasping as the connection sealed the words they’d just spoken.

Two nights later, they dressed up and went out. Not anywhere extravagant like Victor’s penthouse, but to a busy downtown bar with dim lights, polished wood tables, and a Friday night crowd that hummed with conversation and clinking glasses.

Anastasia wore a fitted red dress that dipped just enough at the neckline to catch stares. Drew noticed every one of them, his jaw tightening each time another man’s eyes lingered too long. But instead of anger, it fueled him. This was part of the game now.

They found a corner booth, tucked half in shadow, half in view. Drew slid in beside her instead of across, their thighs pressed together under the table.

The waiter came, young and broad-shouldered, his smile lingering a second too long on Anastasia as he set down their drinks. Drew’s hand slipped under the table, squeezing her thigh hard.

“See how he looked at you?” Drew murmured low against her ear.

Anastasia smirked, sipping her cocktail slowly, letting her lipstick leave a faint stain on the glass. “Mmm. I noticed.”

“Bet he’s thinking about what’s under that dress right now,” Drew growled, his hand sliding higher. “Bet he’d give anything to take you into the bathroom.”

Her thighs tensed, heat pooling low in her belly. She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. “Would you watch?”

His cock stirred at the question, trapped in his jeans. He swallowed hard. “I’d follow you in. I’d watch him bend you over the sink. I’d stand there, stroking myself while you let him fuck you. And then I’d take you the second he walked out.”

Her nails dug into his thigh through the denim. She had to cross her legs to keep from shifting too obviously in the booth. “God, Drew,” she whispered, her voice shaky with need. “You’re going to make me soak through this dress.”

“Good,” he muttered. He nodded subtly toward the bar, where another man in a tailored jacket leaned casually, sipping whiskey. “What about him? Think he could handle you?”

Anastasia looked, her gaze raking over the stranger’s broad shoulders and sharp jaw. She smiled wickedly. “I think he’d last about five minutes before I broke him.”

Drew’s cock throbbed, his jealousy sparking hotter, but he didn’t pull back. He leaned in closer, his voice harsh with need. “Say it. Say what you’d do to him if I told you to.”

She turned her head, lips grazing his. “I’d spread my legs right here on this table. Let him taste me while everyone watched.”

His hand clenched on her thigh, his breathing uneven. “Fuck.”

She smirked, biting her straw as she sipped again, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You wanted this game, Drew. Don’t tell me you can’t keep up.”

His laugh was low, strained. “Oh, I can keep up. Just don’t be surprised when I bend you over the moment we get home.”

Her thighs pressed tighter together, her pulse hammering. The bar around them buzzed with laughter and clinking glasses, but their little corner had become its own world, charged and dangerous.

They came home late, the city air clinging to their clothes, the playful tension from the bar still sparking between them. Anastasia kicked off her heels by the door, sighing with relief as she padded barefoot across the living room. Drew locked the door behind them, his eyes never leaving her as she bent to scoop up her shoes. The hem of her red dress rode up her thighs, and he groaned under his breath.

“Don’t start,” she teased, glancing over her shoulder with a smirk. “You’ll never finish what we planned if you bend me over the couch right now.”

He smirked, shaking his head. “Fine. But when we’re done, I’m not holding back.”

They dropped onto the couch, side by side, their knees touching. Drew pulled out his phone and opened the app store, glancing at her with a raised brow. “You ready for this?”

Her heart thudded. She bit her lip, pretending to hesitate. “Are you?”

He downloaded a dating app and set it up quickly, handing her the phone when it was time to build the profile. Anastasia curled her legs under her, the dress slipping dangerously high as she took control.

“Okay,” she said, chewing her lip as she read the prompts. “Name. Do we use mine?”

Drew shook his head immediately. “No. Something… subtle.” He leaned in. “What about Ana? Just Ana.”

She typed it in, the simple name glowing on the screen. Next was the bio. She tilted the phone toward him, her grin wicked. “What should I put? Married woman looking for trouble?”

His cock stirred at the words. He reached down to adjust himself, groaning. “Christ. That’d get every man within twenty miles messaging you.”

She arched a brow, deliberately typing it in. Married woman looking for trouble. She showed it to him with a grin. “Too much?”

“Not enough,” he muttered. “Say… Married woman. Husband knows. Looking for the right man to join the fun.”

Her thighs clenched at the boldness of it. She typed it out slowly, her hands trembling with the thrill. Seeing the words on the screen made her wetter than she wanted to admit.

“Pictures,” she said next, scrolling to the camera. “What kind of photo should we use?”

Drew studied her, his eyes roaming her body in the red dress. “Something tasteful. Just you looking gorgeous. No nudity. Not yet.”

She snapped a selfie, angling the camera so the neckline of her dress plunged deep, her lips slightly parted. She showed it to him. “This one?”

He swallowed hard, nodding. “That’ll do it.”

She uploaded the photo and hit save. The profile was live.

They stared at the screen for a moment, the weight of what they’d just done sinking in. Then Anastasia swiped to the first profile that popped up — a man in a gym mirror, flexing.

She wrinkled her nose. “Pass.”

Drew laughed. “Agreed.”

The next man was in a suit, clean-cut, smiling with a drink in hand. Anastasia tilted her head. “He’s cute.”

Drew narrowed his eyes, jealousy flickering. “Too polished. Looks like he’d bore you.”

She smirked, swiping left. “Jealous already?”

“Not jealous,” Drew muttered, shifting uncomfortably. “Selective.”

The next swipe brought up a rugged man with tattoos, leaning against a motorcycle. Anastasia’s breath caught. “Oh…”

Drew’s jaw tightened. “You like him.”

She glanced at him slyly. “Maybe.”

Her thumb hovered. She let Drew see her hesitation, the way she lingered on the man’s sharp jaw, the roughness that screamed danger. Then she swiped left, her smile teasing. “But not yet. You’re not ready.”

Drew growled, grabbing her chin and kissing her hard. When he pulled back, his voice was low. “Keep testing me like that, and I’ll show you just how ready I am.”

Her cheeks flushed, her thighs pressing together. She swiped again, and the game continued — laughter, teases, tension coiling tighter with every profile.

Anastasia’s thumb flicked across the screen, each swipe sending another face into the void. Some profiles were laughable, some were bland, and a few made her pause just long enough to make Drew shift uncomfortably beside her.

Then one appeared that made them both go still.

He wasn’t flexing in a gym mirror or grinning at a bar. The man was sitting casually on a patio, a beer in one hand, sunglasses pushed up into his dark hair. Broad shoulders filled the frame, but it was the smile — easy, confident, not cocky — that caught her attention.

Anastasia’s breath hitched. “Oh.”

Drew leaned in, narrowing his eyes. He wanted to find something wrong, some flaw to dismiss him, but couldn’t. “He looks… normal.” His voice was tight. “In a good way.”

She tapped to open the profile. Mark, 32. Works in construction. Loves baseball, grilling, and late nights with good company.

Her pulse quickened. She tilted the phone toward Drew. “He looks strong. Like he could throw me over his shoulder without breaking a sweat.”

Drew’s cock throbbed painfully at the image. He clenched his jaw. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Me sitting here while he carries you to bed.”

Her grin was wicked. “Maybe.”

Her thumb hovered over the heart icon. She looked at Drew, her eyes daring him. “Should I?”

His chest rose fast, his breath harsh. Every instinct screamed no, but his cock betrayed him, twitching against his thigh. “Do it,” he ground out.

She pressed the heart. The screen lit up instantly: It’s a match!

Her stomach flipped. Drew groaned, shoving a hand through his hair. “Fuck.”

A chat window popped up, Mark’s profile glowing at the top. Anastasia’s fingers trembled as she typed: Hi.

The reply came less than a minute later. Hey gorgeous. Couldn’t believe my luck when I saw your profile.

Her thighs pressed together, heat rushing through her. She showed Drew the screen, her eyes wide. “He’s quick.”

Drew’s jaw clenched, his cock straining against his sweats. “Read it to me. Every word. I want to know everything he says to you.”

She typed back: Thanks. My husband and I are looking for someone special. Someone fun.

Mark’s reply buzzed through almost immediately. That sounds hot as hell. You’re even hotter in that red dress. Is that recent?

Anastasia gasped, looking at Drew. “He noticed.”

Drew swallowed hard, his hand wrapping around his cock, stroking slowly through the fabric. “Answer him. Tell him it was tonight.”

Her fingers flew over the screen: Yes. Wore it tonight. Got plenty of attention.

Mark’s reply came fast. I bet. If I’d seen you in it, I wouldn’t have let you out of my sight.

Anastasia moaned softly, her free hand sliding between her thighs. “God, Drew. He’s bold.”

Drew’s breathing grew ragged. “Keep going. Let him want you. But don’t you forget—every word, every picture, comes through me first.”

She nodded, her lips curling into a slow smile as she typed another reply, her body already aching at the thought of what this man might do to her.

Anastasia set the phone down on the coffee table, the screen still glowing with Mark’s last message. I’d love to take you out. Or straight back to my place, if you prefer.

Her chest rose and fell fast, her nipples hard beneath the thin red dress. Drew stared at the phone like it was a live wire, his jaw tight, his hand stroking himself through his sweats. The room felt too small for the charge between them.

Anastasia turned toward him, her voice low, sultry. “He wants me.”

Drew’s eyes snapped to hers, blazing. “No. He wants what I let him have.”

Her thighs clenched, her pussy throbbing at the edge in his voice. She slid her hand down, tugging her dress up to her hips, baring her soaked panties. “Then tell me, Drew. What will you let him do?”

He groaned, shoving his sweats down, his cock springing free. He grabbed her hips, pulling her into his lap, grinding her pussy against his length. “I’ll let him kiss you. I’ll let him taste you. I’ll let him bury his cock in you until you scream. But then—” he thrust up, hard, making her cry out—“I’ll take you back. Every time.”

Her head fell back, her moan sharp. “Yes, God yes.”

He yanked her panties aside, shoving his cock inside her in one brutal stroke. She gasped, nails clawing his shoulders as he filled her, her walls gripping him tight. The phone buzzed on the table with another message, but neither of them looked.

Drew pumped up into her, his hands clamped on her ass, dragging her down onto him. “Ride me, Ana. Show me how you’ll ride him when I tell you to. Make me see it.”

Her hips ground down, bouncing in his lap, her breasts spilling free from the neckline of her dress. “You’ll watch me ride him… and you’ll stroke yourself while I scream…”

He snarled, thrusting harder. “And then I’ll fuck you harder than he ever could. Just like this.”

The words and the motion collided, sending her spiraling. She screamed his name, her body clenching around him as her climax tore through her, her nails sinking deep into his skin.

Drew’s roar followed, his cock pulsing hot inside her, his cum flooding her as he crushed her against him. They shook together, the phone buzzing again with Mark’s eager reply, ignored for now as they drowned in the mess they’d made.

Finally, Anastasia sagged against his chest, breathless, her hair plastered to her damp skin. She whispered, half-laughing, half-gasping. “Our game… just got very real.”

Drew kissed her hair, still panting, his hand gripping her thigh possessively. “Good. That’s exactly how I want it.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN




Sunday afternoon sunlight streamed through the bedroom curtains, warm and lazy, but the mood between Anastasia and Drew was anything but. They lay sprawled across their bed, laptops and phones scattered around them, the sheets tangled from the slow, teasing sex they’d had that morning.

Anastasia was propped up on her side, phone in hand, scrolling through her messages with Mark. Her lips curved faintly, the corners twitching every time a new notification buzzed through.

Drew lay on his back beside her, one arm bent behind his head, pretending to be casual. But his eyes kept darting to her phone, sharp and hungry, as if each message carried both a threat and a promise.

“Read it to me,” he said, his voice low.

She smirked, tilting the screen toward him. “He just asked when we’re free. Says he’s thought about me in that red dress every night since Friday.”

Drew groaned, his cock stirring just from the words. “Of course he has. You walked in looking like every man’s wet dream.”

Her grin widened. “You liked that, huh? The way men stared at me?”

“I liked it because they couldn’t touch you,” Drew growled, rolling onto his side, close enough for his breath to tickle her ear. “But now I’m letting one of them touch you. And that’s a different beast.”

Her thighs pressed together, her pulse quickening. “So when do you want to meet him?”

Drew sat up, running a hand through his messy hair, his jaw tight as he thought. “This week. No waiting around. Dinner first. Somewhere public so I can see how he acts. Then… if it feels right…” He trailed off, but the heat in his eyes finished the sentence.

Anastasia’s pussy clenched at the implication. “A bar? Hotel lobby?”

“Both,” Drew decided. “Drinks at a bar. Then upstairs. He doesn’t get a second more with you unless I say so.”

She bit her lip, her eyes glinting with mischief. “So you’re in charge?”

“Damn right I am.” His gaze dropped to her chest, the swell of her breasts under the thin tank she wore. “You’ll show me every message before you send it. And I pick what you wear.”

Her body heated instantly at the command. She arched her back, letting the straps of her tank slip down her shoulders. “Mmm. What are you going to pick? Something short? Something he can rip off?”

Drew groaned, his cock thickening in his sweats. “Don’t tempt me. I’ll put you in something that makes his cock ache the second he sees you… but that still makes it obvious you’re mine.”

She laughed softly, sliding a finger down her own stomach, stopping just before the waistband of her shorts. “Maybe I’ll let him unzip me before I even sit down. See how you react.”

His growl was immediate, his hand shooting out to grab her wrist, pinning it to the bed. “You’ll do nothing unless I tell you to.”

Her breath caught, arousal flooding her. She whispered, teasing, “Even if I want to?”

He kissed her hard, biting her lip before pulling back. “Especially if you want to.”

She moaned, her body arching under his weight. The phone buzzed again on the bed beside them. She picked it up with her free hand, her voice breathless as she read. “He says Wednesday night. Drinks at the Hyatt bar. He’ll book the room upstairs.”

Drew’s jaw flexed, but his cock throbbed at the thought. He released her wrist slowly, his eyes locked on hers. “Tell him yes. Tell him we’ll see him then.”

She typed quickly, her hands shaking with anticipation. Wednesday night works. We’ll see you there.

The message sent, the phone chimed with Mark’s reply seconds later. Can’t wait to taste you, Ana.

Her cheeks flushed, her breath shallow. She looked at Drew, her eyes wide and daring. “Still think you’re ready?”

Drew’s cock strained hard against his sweats, his voice rough. “Ready to watch you ruin him. And then ready to ruin you all over again.”

Wednesday night arrived faster than either of them expected.

Anastasia stood at the vanity in their bedroom, her dress laid out on the bed. Drew had picked it earlier that afternoon — a sleek black number that hugged her waist and left her back bare. She slipped into it slowly, letting the silky fabric skim over freshly shaved legs, her heart thudding louder with each inch it rose.

She’d shaved smooth, waxed carefully, spritzed perfume in all the places she knew would drive Drew insane: the hollow of her throat, the inside of her thighs, the small of her back. Her nipples tightened as she adjusted the neckline, the dress clinging to every curve.

Drew leaned in the doorway, arms crossed, his jaw tight. He hadn’t said much while she got ready, but his eyes followed every movement like a predator tracking prey. His cock was already stiff in his slacks, the evidence impossible to hide.

“You picked this,” Anastasia said, smoothing her hands down her hips as she turned toward him. “Do I pass?”

“Barely,” Drew muttered, his voice hoarse. “You look like sin. He won’t last five minutes.”

She smirked, applying a final swipe of lipstick. “Maybe that’s the point.”

He growled, pushing off the doorframe and closing the space between them. He pressed her against the vanity, kissing her hard, biting her lip until she gasped. “Don’t forget,” he whispered against her mouth, “he’s only touching what I allow. You’re mine before, during, and after.”

Her pussy clenched, her breath shaky. “Then take a picture of me now,” she teased. “So you remember exactly how I looked before he lays a finger on me.”

He groaned but obeyed, pulling out his phone, snapping a photo of her flushed face and black dress. When he showed it to her, she bit her lip, heat curling low in her belly.

An hour later, they were sliding into a booth at the Hyatt’s bar. The room was dim, upscale, filled with the soft murmur of business dinners and date nights. Drew ordered a drink for each of them, his hand resting heavy on Anastasia’s thigh under the table.

Then Mark walked in.

He was broader than his pictures, taller too, his shoulders filling the doorway as he scanned the room. His eyes landed on Anastasia instantly. He smiled, slow and easy, and made his way over.

“Anastasia?” His voice was deep, smooth, confident without being arrogant.

She smiled back, her pulse quickening. “Mark.”

Drew extended a hand across the table, his grip firm, his gaze sharp. “Drew. Her husband.”

Mark didn’t flinch. He shook Drew’s hand, then slid into the booth beside Anastasia, close enough that their thighs brushed. “Good to finally meet you both. I have to say—” his eyes lingered on Anastasia, the neckline of her dress, the curve of her bare back—“pictures don’t do you justice.”

Anastasia’s cheeks flushed. Drew’s grip on her thigh tightened under the table, but he didn’t pull her away. Instead, he leaned back, watching, testing, his cock already stirring at the sight of another man leaning close to his wife.

Anastasia sipped her drink slowly, the ice clinking against the glass, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “Then let’s see if I live up to the rest of your expectations.”

They lingered at the bar just long enough for the first round of drinks to vanish, the tension stretching tighter with every passing minute. Mark’s hand brushed Anastasia’s knee once, then again, lingering longer the second time. She didn’t move it. Drew noticed, his cock twitching under the table, jealousy and arousal colliding like sparks on gasoline.

Mark leaned closer, his breath warm at Anastasia’s ear. “You’re even more gorgeous up close. Every man in this room’s been staring since you walked in.”

Anastasia’s lips curved. She tilted her head just enough to catch Drew’s sharp gaze across the table. “Good thing I’m not here for every man,” she murmured, letting the words hang between them.

Drew’s hand clenched around his glass. He downed the last of his drink, then set it aside with deliberate calm. “Let’s take this upstairs.”

Mark’s grin was easy, confident. “Already got the key.”

The ride up in the elevator was quiet but heavy, charged. Anastasia stood between them, her body buzzing, her nipples hard beneath the thin fabric of her dress. She felt Drew’s hand slide into hers on one side, Mark’s warm palm brushing the small of her back on the other. Her heart pounded so hard she thought it might echo in the confined space.

The door clicked open on the tenth floor. Mark led the way down the hall, swiping his keycard at a room near the end. He pushed the door open, holding it wide for both of them.

The room was modern, sleek, with a king-sized bed dominating the space and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. The silence after the door closed behind them was deafening.

Mark turned to Anastasia first, his gaze sweeping her body like he’d been starving for it. “Take off your dress.”

Her breath caught, her eyes flicking to Drew. His jaw was tight, his cock visibly hard in his slacks, but he gave a single sharp nod.

Anastasia’s hands trembled as she slid the straps from her shoulders. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but heels and the black lace Drew had picked earlier. Both men groaned softly at the sight.

“Jesus,” Mark muttered, stepping closer, his fingers brushing her bare arm. “You’re even better than I imagined.”

Drew moved to the armchair across from the bed, sitting down deliberately. He leaned back, spreading his thighs, his cock bulging against the fabric. His eyes were locked on Anastasia as he rasped, “Show me how much you want her.”

Mark didn’t need telling twice. He kissed Anastasia hard, his hands sliding down her back, cupping her ass, pulling her against his already stiff cock. She moaned into his mouth, her knees buckling, her body on fire.

Drew stroked himself slowly through his slacks, his breath shallow. Seeing her pinned in another man’s arms, hearing her moan into someone else’s mouth, nearly broke him. But it also made him harder than he’d ever been in his life.

Mark pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips, “God, you taste sweet. I can’t wait to be inside you.”

Anastasia trembled, her eyes darting to Drew again. His gaze was fierce, but his voice was steady, commanding. “Take her to the bed. Make sure I see everything.”

Mark guided Anastasia backward until her calves hit the edge of the bed. She sat down slowly, her chest heaving, her eyes darting between the man standing over her and her husband seated across the room.

Drew had unzipped his slacks, his cock already out, stroking himself in a steady rhythm. His gaze was locked on her, not on Mark, like he was memorizing every flicker of her expression.

Mark bent down, pressing his lips to Anastasia’s collarbone, kissing a slow trail lower until his mouth hovered over the lace of her bra. He glanced sideways, meeting Drew’s eyes, as if asking without words.

Drew’s jaw clenched, but he gave a curt nod. “Take it off.”

Mark slid the bra straps down her arms, unclasping the back with practiced ease. Anastasia’s breasts spilled free, nipples already stiff and aching. She gasped as Mark’s mouth closed over one, sucking hard, his hand kneading the other.

“Oh—” her cry filled the room, her back arching.

Drew groaned, stroking faster, his cock glistening in the low light. “That’s it, baby. Let him taste you. Let him make you moan for me.”

Her head tipped back, her hair spilling over her shoulders as Mark worshipped her chest. His hand slid down, between her thighs, pressing against the soaked lace. He chuckled low. “Fuck, you’re drenched.”

Drew’s knuckles whitened around his cock. “Of course she is. She’s been waiting for this all week.”

Anastasia moaned, her hips rocking against Mark’s hand. “Yes—God, yes.”

Mark stripped the lace down her legs in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. He spread her thighs, baring her pussy to the room. She flushed, heat flooding her cheeks, but her body throbbed with need.

“Look at that,” Mark muttered, sinking to his knees. “Wet and ready.”

Drew leaned forward in his chair, his voice sharp. “Eat her. Make her scream my name.”

Mark smirked but obeyed, his tongue sliding up her slit in one long, slow stroke. Anastasia cried out, her hands tangling in his hair as he dove in, sucking her clit, licking deep, teasing and relentless.

“Oh, Drew—oh God, he’s—” Her words broke into a sobbing moan.

Drew’s fist pumped harder, his eyes burning. “Say it, Ana. Tell me how it feels.”

She gasped, her hips grinding into Mark’s mouth. “He’s—he’s so good, Drew—he’s making me so wet⁠—”

Mark slipped two fingers inside her, curling them just right, his tongue working her clit in tandem. Her thighs shook, her nails digging into his scalp. The wet sounds filled the room, obscene, loud, mixing with her moans and Drew’s harsh breathing.

Her orgasm hit fast, sharp, her body jerking as she screamed, “DREW!”

Drew groaned, his cock twitching in his hand, his climax dangerously close. But he held back, his voice rough. “Not yet. I want to see him fuck you first.”

Mark rose from between her thighs, his mouth wet, his eyes blazing. He unzipped his jeans, his cock springing free — thick, hard, already leaking. Anastasia’s eyes widened at the sight, her pussy clenching again in anticipation.

Drew’s voice was gravel. “Get on the bed, Ana. On your hands and knees. Face me.”

She obeyed, crawling onto the sheets, her ass high, her breasts swaying, her eyes locked on Drew’s. Her heart thundered, her body trembling with anticipation.

Mark positioned himself behind her, his cock rubbing against her slick folds. He looked to Drew one last time.

Drew’s jaw was tight, his fist stroking his cock in quick pulls. “Do it. Fill her. Make her scream. I want to watch every inch go inside.”

Mark thrust forward, sinking into her with one hard stroke. Anastasia’s cry ripped through the room, her fingers clawing at the sheets, her pussy stretched around the thick shaft.

“Oh fuck—oh my God!” she sobbed, her body shaking.

Drew groaned, his hand tightening on his cock, his eyes locked on the way she opened for another man. “That’s it, baby. Take it. Take all of him while you look at me.”

Mark’s cock buried deep in one hard thrust, stretching Anastasia wide, making her cry out loud enough to rattle the headboard. Her arms trembled as she held herself up on shaking hands, her breasts swaying with every movement.

Drew gritted his teeth, stroking his cock fast, his chest rising and falling like he’d run miles. He could see everything from his chair — the thick length vanishing into his wife’s soaked pussy, the way her body shuddered around him.

Anastasia’s eyes locked on Drew’s, her lips parting on a desperate gasp. “He’s—he’s so big, Drew⁠—”

Her voice cracked, half-pleasure, half-shock, and Drew nearly spilled right then. His knuckles turned white on his cock as he growled back. “Take it, Ana. Take all of him while you look at me.”

Mark groaned, gripping her hips tightly, holding still inside her for a moment as if savoring the heat, the squeeze. “Fuck,” he muttered. “She’s perfect.”

Anastasia’s back arched, her body clenching, her moan spilling into the room.

Drew’s jaw tightened, his eyes burning as he forced himself not to come, not yet. He wanted to watch. He wanted to see everything.

The room pulsed with their mingled breaths, the obscene sound of her pussy wrapped around another man’s cock filling the silence.

And then Mark drew back slowly, preparing to thrust again.

Mark’s hips slammed forward, burying his cock deep again, and Anastasia’s scream echoed off the hotel walls. Her nails raked the sheets, her body jerking with every thrust.

Drew sat rigid in the chair, stroking himself furiously, his eyes locked on the way she opened for another man. His cock ached, his breathing harsh, his mind a frenzy of jealousy and lust.

“Harder,” Drew growled, his voice cutting through the air. “Fuck her harder.”

Mark obeyed, gripping her hips tighter, pounding into her with sharp, deep strokes. Anastasia sobbed into the mattress, her body shaking as her pussy clenched around him.

“Oh God—Drew—he’s—” She gasped, her voice breaking, “he’s stretching me so deep!”

Drew snarled, his cock throbbing in his fist. “Look at me while you say it.”

She forced her eyes open, tears clinging to the corners from the force of it, her gaze locking with his across the room. “He’s—oh fuck—he’s so deep, Drew—I can barely take it!”

Her words ripped through him, his cock twitching violently. He leaned forward, stroking faster, his teeth bared. “Then take it, Ana. Take every inch. Show me what my slut can handle.”

Mark groaned behind her, his thrusts growing rougher. “She’s so damn tight—Christ, I’m gonna⁠—”

Drew cut him off, his voice sharp. “Not yet. Flip her. I want to see her face when you fuck her.”

Mark pulled out abruptly, and Anastasia whimpered at the emptiness. He grabbed her shoulder, rolling her onto her back, her breasts bouncing as she landed. Without hesitation, he shoved back inside, making her scream again, her legs flying up around his waist.

“Drew!” she cried, clawing at the sheets, her head tipping back.

Drew’s cock was slick in his hand, his balls tight, his body trembling as he watched her bounce under another man’s weight. “Ride him, Ana. Show him how you ride me.”

Mark pulled out, sitting back against the headboard, his cock glistening. Anastasia crawled over him, straddling his lap, sinking down in one desperate motion that made them both groan loud.

“Fuck yes,” Mark hissed, gripping her hips as she began to bounce. “You’re incredible.”

Anastasia moaned, her hands braced on his chest, her body rolling, grinding, taking him deep. She turned her head toward Drew, her lips parted, her voice ragged. “Watching me, baby? Watching me ride his cock?”

Drew’s cock pulsed in his fist, precum spilling over his knuckles. “Yes—fuck yes—don’t stop⁠—”

Her climax built hard, sharp, unstoppable. She screamed, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around Mark as she came violently, collapsing against his chest. Mark groaned, pulling her tight, his cock twitching inside her as he spilled deep, filling her with hot release.

Drew roared, his climax exploding, cum shooting across his fist, his chest, the floor in thick ropes. He sagged in the chair, panting, his body trembling with release.

Mark held Anastasia for a moment, then gently shifted her aside, sliding out with a groan. He dressed quickly, murmuring, “You’re amazing,” before giving Drew a respectful nod and letting himself out.

The room fell silent except for the pounding of Drew’s heart. Anastasia lay sprawled on the bed, flushed, hair wild, cum dripping down her thighs. She turned her head, meeting Drew’s gaze.

He stood, crossing the room in two strides, grabbing her ankles and dragging her to the edge of the bed. His cock was still wet, still hardening again despite his release.

“You think it’s over?” he growled, flipping her onto her stomach, shoving back inside her swollen pussy. She screamed, her body still twitching from her last orgasm.

“Drew—oh God⁠—”

He slammed into her, relentless, reclaiming every inch. “Mine,” he snarled, his voice breaking. “I don’t care who touches you—you come home to me—you come back to my cock—you belong to me.”

She sobbed, her body convulsing, her pussy milking him until he came again, his release pouring into her, mixing with Mark’s. He collapsed over her back, panting, both of them trembling, the sheets soaked beneath them.

When he finally rolled to the side, pulling her into his arms, she whispered against his chest, her voice raw but sure. “This is our game now. And I don’t ever want to stop playing.”

Drew kissed her hair, his arms crushing her close. “Neither do I.”


CHAPTER SIXTEEN




The hum of conversation filled the crowded bar, a Friday night crush of bodies and music vibrating low from hidden speakers. Drew and Anastasia slipped into a high-top table near the corner, drinks in hand, the dim glow of hanging Edison bulbs casting soft shadows over their faces.

Anastasia wore a short black skirt and a silky cream blouse that clung to her chest just enough to spark curiosity. Her legs crossed beneath the table, bare skin gleaming under the soft light, her heels dangling lazily as she leaned on her elbows. She looked effortlessly magnetic, every man within a twenty-foot radius stealing glances at her, though none dared approach with Drew sitting across from her.

Drew stirred his drink slowly, his eyes fixed on her like a man trying to memorize every inch. The ache in his cock had been growing since she’d slid into the skirt at home, bending just enough for him to see the faint outline of her thong. Now, watching men in the bar sneak looks at what was his, his pulse thundered.

Anastasia tilted her glass, the red of her lipstick staining the rim. She caught him staring, her smile sly. “You keep looking at me like that, Drew, you’re going to make me blush.”

He leaned forward, his voice pitched low so only she could hear. “I’m looking at you like that because I know exactly what’s about to happen.”

Her brows arched, teasing. “Oh? And what’s that?”

He smirked, his hand sliding across the table to squeeze her thigh. “Some poor bastard is going to think he’s lucky tonight. He’ll get a taste of you. Just a taste. And then you’ll come running back to me dripping with him.”

Her thighs pressed together under his hand, heat pooling low in her belly. “Mmm,” she hummed, her tone playful but edged with need. “And you’ll let me?”

His fingers dug into her skin, his breath hot. “I’ll let you… because I’ll know you’re doing it for me. Because you’ll look at me while he’s inside you. Because when it’s over, you’ll crawl into my lap begging for more.”

Her chest rose and fell faster, nipples tightening under the thin fabric of her blouse. She crossed and uncrossed her legs slowly, letting her heel drag against his shin. “You talk like this in public and I’m going to end up soaked before I even stand up.”

“Good.” His voice was gravel. He nodded subtly toward the bar. “There. Him.”

She followed his gaze. A man stood alone with a drink, tall and broad, his jaw rough with stubble, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar. He wasn’t polished like Victor, not careful like Mark — he was raw, unshaven, a little dangerous.

Anastasia bit her lip, her pulse quickening. “He looks like trouble.”

“Exactly,” Drew muttered. His cock strained against his jeans. “Go on. Catch his eye.”

Her lips curved, wicked and knowing. She turned just slightly, letting her hair fall over one shoulder, her blouse gaping just enough to tease. When she glanced back, the man was already watching.

Her stomach fluttered. She leaned across the table toward Drew, her voice a whisper hot with excitement. “He’s staring.”

Drew groaned softly, adjusting himself under the table. “Make him keep staring. Then bring him to me.”

Anastasia’s pulse hammered as she slid off her stool, her skirt tugging higher on her thighs. She smoothed it down with a slow hand, knowing Drew’s eyes tracked every movement. His voice followed her, low and rough, meant for her ears alone.

“Go show him what I already know. That you can make any man in this room lose his mind.”

Her lips parted, her body thrumming as she walked toward the bar. She could feel the stranger’s eyes locked on her now, heavy and hungry. By the time she reached him, he was already turning toward her, leaning back against the bar like he’d been waiting.

“Hey,” he said, his voice deep, rough around the edges. “Couldn’t help noticing you.”

Anastasia smiled, tilting her head, letting her fingers trail over the rim of her glass as she ordered another drink. “Noticed me, huh? You’re not the only one.”

He chuckled, his gaze dipping down her body, lingering at her blouse before rising back to her eyes. “Then I guess I should thank my luck you came over here.”

Her lips curved as she leaned closer, her perfume spilling between them. She brushed her hand lightly against his arm, the touch casual but electric. “Maybe luck had nothing to do with it.”

Across the room, Drew’s chest burned with jealousy and arousal in equal measure. His cock strained painfully against his jeans as he watched the stranger shift closer, his hand brushing Anastasia’s hip like he couldn’t help himself.

The man dipped his head toward her ear, his voice low. “You here alone?”

Anastasia’s stomach fluttered. She glanced over her shoulder, catching Drew’s sharp gaze. His jaw was tight, his fist clenched around his glass, but his eyes told her everything: keep going.

She turned back to the stranger, her smile slow, dangerous. “Not exactly. But he doesn’t mind sharing.”

The man’s eyes darkened instantly, hunger flaring. “Fuck.” His hand lingered on her hip now, testing her words, squeezing lightly.

She let him, her heart pounding, her thighs damp. She whispered back, her voice like velvet, “If you want me, you’ll have to be quick about it.”

He looked toward the hallway that led to the bathrooms, then back at her, his grin sharp. “Let’s go.”

Anastasia’s body lit up, the risk spiking her arousal. She gave Drew one last glance across the bar. He was leaning back in his chair, his legs spread wide, his cock a visible bulge against his jeans. His eyes burned into her, full of command.

She licked her lips, then turned back to the stranger. “Lead the way.”

The hallway to the bathrooms was dim, lined with neon signs buzzing faintly above the doors. The stranger’s hand was firm on Anastasia’s lower back as he pushed the door open and tugged her inside. The lock clicked behind them.

The bathroom was small, just a single stall and a sink, the air sharp with soap and disinfectant. Anastasia barely had time to take a breath before he had her pressed against the wall, his mouth crashing onto hers. His kiss was rough, hungry, nothing like Victor’s practiced seduction or Mark’s careful confidence. This was raw need, a man taking what he’d been offered without hesitation.

She moaned into his mouth, her lipstick smearing, her hands clawing at his shirt. His hands slid up under her blouse, palming her breasts, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he growled against her lips. “Walking in here dressed like that, teasing me—fuck, I’ve been hard since you looked at me.”

Her body trembled, wetness pooling between her thighs. “Then take me,” she whispered, her voice breathless. “Right now.”

He spun her around, bending her over the sink. Her reflection stared back at her in the cracked mirror — flushed cheeks, eyes wide with shock and arousal. She watched his hands shove her skirt up, tug her thong aside, his cock already freed from his jeans, thick and heavy, pressing against her soaked pussy.

“Oh God,” she gasped, bracing herself on the sink.

He shoved inside in one brutal thrust. Her scream caught in her throat, muffled against her own arm as he filled her, stretching her open with no warning, no teasing. The sink rattled under her grip, her breasts bouncing with each slam of his hips.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, his fingers bruising her hips. “Like your pussy’s choking me.”

Anastasia moaned, her eyes locked on her reflection, the sight of herself being taken raw by a stranger making her pussy clench even harder. “Yes—fuck yes!”

Meanwhile, Drew sat at the table across the bar, his drink untouched, his fists clenched. He stared at the hallway, his mind tormenting him with visions: Anastasia bent over the sink, her skirt around her waist, another man’s cock slamming into her. He could almost hear it — the wet slap of skin, her muffled cries, the stranger’s growls. His cock throbbed painfully in his jeans, jealousy and arousal burning through him like fire.

Back in the bathroom, the stranger grunted, pounding harder, each thrust sharp and fast. Anastasia gasped, her voice breaking as she clawed at the sink. “Oh God—he’s going to know—my husband’s going to know⁠—”

“Good,” the man growled, slamming deeper. “Let him know you’re getting fucked by another man.”

She whimpered, her orgasm surging, sharp and unstoppable. She fumbled her phone from her bag, flipping the camera on with shaking hands. She held it up just enough to capture herself in the mirror, her face twisted in ecstasy, the stranger’s hips pounding against her ass.

“Say his name,” the stranger hissed.

She moaned into the phone, her voice ragged. “Drew—fuck—I’m getting fucked, Drew⁠—”

Her climax ripped through her, her body convulsing, her scream echoing in the tiny room. The stranger groaned, jerking hard as he spilled inside her, hot release flooding her pussy.

They collapsed against the sink, panting, sweat dripping down their skin. He tucked himself away quickly, zipping his jeans, his eyes still dark with hunger. “You’re a goddamn dream.”

Anastasia pulled her skirt down, breathless, her pussy throbbing and dripping. She didn’t reply — she just saved the thirty-second clip to her phone, her hands shaking.

When she opened the door, the hallway air hit her flushed skin like ice. She straightened her blouse, her heart racing as she spotted Drew across the bar, his eyes locked on her like he might explode.

Anastasia’s heels clicked lightly on the floor as she crossed the bar, weaving back through the crowd. Her pulse still thundered, her body still raw from the roughness in the bathroom, her pussy wet and messy beneath her skirt. She could feel the stranger’s cum trickling down her thighs with every step.

Drew didn’t move as she approached. He sat rigid in the chair, his jaw clenched, his drink untouched. His eyes tracked her the whole way, dark and unblinking, like he’d been waiting for this moment with every ounce of his strength.

She slid back into her seat across from him, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen, her body trembling with leftover waves of orgasm. For a moment, neither of them spoke. The noise of the bar filled the silence between them — laughter, clinking glasses, a song humming low through the speakers.

Then Anastasia reached into her purse, pulling out her phone. She unlocked it with a quick swipe, her fingers still shaking, and pushed it across the table toward him. “Watch.”

Drew snatched it up, his thumb pressing play. The thirty-second clip filled the screen: Anastasia bent over the sink, her skirt bunched around her waist, her face caught in the mirror as the stranger’s hips slammed into her from behind. Her moans spilled from the tiny speaker, raw and broken, punctuated by the deep grunts of the man taking her.

And then her voice cracked through, ragged and desperate: “Drew—fuck—I’m getting fucked, Drew⁠—”

Drew’s cock throbbed violently against his jeans. His fist clenched around the phone, his other hand balling on the table. Jealousy seared through him, hot and merciless, but it only made him harder.

Anastasia leaned forward, her voice low, taunting. “I let him fill me, Drew. Right there against the sink. I’m dripping with him now.”

His nostrils flared, his teeth gritted. “You filthy little slut.”

Her thighs pressed together, her pussy clenching at the harshness in his tone. “Your slut,” she whispered, her smile wicked.

The phone buzzed in his hand as the video looped back to the beginning, her moans filling the air again. Drew shoved it back across the table, his cock straining so hard it hurt. “We’re leaving. Now.”

Anastasia smirked, finishing the last sip of her drink before standing. She straightened her skirt, her body still trembling, and slid her phone back into her purse.

Drew was already on his feet, his hand firm on her lower back as he guided her toward the exit. His grip was rough, his pace sharp, every inch of him screaming with pent-up need.

Outside, the night air was cool, but it did nothing to calm the heat raging through them. Drew pulled her close, his mouth crashing onto hers in a brutal kiss before dragging her toward the car.

Drew practically shoved Anastasia into the passenger seat, slamming the door shut before circling to the driver’s side. He didn’t even start the engine. His cock had been straining too long, his chest heaving with pent-up fire.

Anastasia had barely fastened her seatbelt when his hand was in her hair, pulling her toward him. His mouth crushed hers, hot and brutal, his tongue tangling with hers as he groaned into the kiss. She moaned back, her body still shaky from the bathroom quickie, her pussy wet and messy, the faint musk of sex still clinging to her thighs.

“You let him fuck you raw in a goddamn bathroom,” Drew snarled against her lips. His hand slid under her skirt, yanking her thong aside. His fingers brushed the slick mess dripping down her. He growled, deep and guttural. “You’re still full of him.”

“Yes,” she gasped, her head falling back as his fingers pushed inside, scooping the wetness, spreading it against her clit. “I’m dripping for you⁠—”

“Not for me,” he snapped, shoving two fingers deep, making her cry out. “For him. For some random bastard who had you bent over a sink.”

Her pussy clenched around his fingers, her moan sharp. “Because you told me to. Because you wanted it, Drew.”

His cock throbbed painfully against his zipper. He ripped his belt open, dragging himself free, his shaft hard and leaking. He gripped the back of her neck, forcing her down into his lap. “Then take it. Take me right here, right now.”

She straddled him clumsily in the cramped seat, her skirt riding up around her waist. His cock slid against her soaked folds, smeared with a mix of cum and arousal. He groaned, his head falling back.

“Fuck—you’re filthy⁠—”

She sank down in one swift motion, his cock burying deep inside her, stretching her, mixing with the stranger’s cum still dripping from her pussy. They both cried out, the car rocking with the force of it.

Drew gripped her hips, his fingers bruising as he thrust up hard, sharp, relentless. “Mine,” he growled with every slam. “You’ll always be mine.”

Her cries filled the small space, her breasts bouncing under her blouse, her body quivering as she rode him hard. “Yes—fuck yes—I’m yours—I’m always yours!”

The windows fogged instantly, the car rocking with every desperate movement. Drew kissed her rough, biting her lip until she moaned, his cock pounding inside her until his balls slapped against her thighs.

Her orgasm hit first, sharp and violent. She screamed his name, her pussy clenching tight around him, milking him mercilessly. Drew roared, his cock twitching as he came deep inside her, hot release pouring into her, mingling with what was already there.

They collapsed against each other, panting, the car silent except for the ticking of the cooling engine. Anastasia’s head rested on his shoulder, her body trembling.

Drew’s hand stayed tight on her thigh, his cock still buried deep. His voice was rough, but steady. “No matter who fucks you… you always come back to me. Always.”

Her lips brushed his ear, her whisper hoarse and certain. “Always.”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




The house was quiet except for the low hum of the dishwasher in the kitchen. Drew sat at the dining table with his laptop open, tapping out an email that refused to take shape. His head wasn’t in it. Not with the images still looping in his mind — Anastasia bent over the bathroom sink, her skirt bunched, another man slamming into her while she gasped his name into her phone.

Across the room, Anastasia curled up on the couch in a soft robe, her hair still damp from a shower, scrolling idly through her phone. Every so often she glanced at him, her lips twitching with a knowing smile, like she could tell exactly what was distracting him.

Drew’s phone buzzed against the table. Unknown number — no, not unknown. He recognized it instantly. His stomach clenched.

Victor.

He stared at the screen, the vibration rattling his nerves, his cock stirring unbidden. It had been weeks since that night in the penthouse, weeks since Victor had last intruded on their lives. But now his name lit up the screen like a match struck in the dark.

“Who is it?” Anastasia’s voice floated over, casual but curious.

Drew swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. “Victor.”

Her brows rose, her posture straightening. She tucked her legs beneath her, robe slipping slightly off her shoulder. “Well? Answer it.”

His thumb hovered over the screen. He felt the same tension he’d felt in that office months ago when Victor first laid down his offer — the tug of temptation, the weight of jealousy, the heat of arousal simmering just beneath.

He exhaled and answered. “Victor.”

“Drew.” Victor’s voice was smooth, steady, as if no time had passed at all. “How are you?”

Drew’s jaw tightened. “Busy. What do you want?”

Victor chuckled softly, the sound sending a shiver down Drew’s spine. “Straight to it, then. Good. I’ll be brief. I’ve been reviewing your latest numbers. Impressive work. Very impressive. But I think we both know I have something else to offer you. Something we’ve already… enjoyed together.”

Drew’s stomach twisted. He didn’t answer right away, his grip tightening on the phone. Across the room, Anastasia was watching him closely, her lips parted, her robe slipping further as if her body leaned toward the heat of the conversation.

Victor continued, smooth as ever. “Another night with Anastasia. This time, I won’t insult you with a token offer. Consider a substantial raise. And other… perks.”

Drew’s cock twitched, the words sending fire down his spine. He closed his eyes, fighting the conflicting rush of emotions. His pride screamed no. His hunger whispered yes.

Anastasia rose from the couch, padding across the floor. She stopped at his side, her hand slipping onto his shoulder, her eyes sharp and bright. “Let me talk to him,” she whispered.

Drew turned his head, startled. She nodded once, confident, her lips curving in a way that sent heat straight to his cock.

Victor’s voice was still purring through the phone. “So what do you say, Drew? Shall we set the stage again?”

Drew hesitated, then slowly held the phone out to Anastasia. She took it without a trace of nerves, lifting it to her ear. Her robe had parted slightly at the thigh, and she didn’t bother adjusting it.

“Victor,” she said, her tone silky, controlled. “It’s been a while.”

The silence on the other end was brief but charged, before Victor chuckled. “Ah. The star of the show herself.”

Anastasia’s eyes flicked to Drew’s, daring, playful, as she settled onto his lap, the phone still at her ear. Drew’s hands gripped her waist automatically, his cock hardening beneath the thin fabric of her robe.

She smiled, her voice low. “Let’s talk about your offer.”

Anastasia shifted fully onto Drew’s lap, her robe falling open just enough for Victor not to see, but for Drew to feel. His cock stirred against her thigh, his body wound tight as she lifted the phone to her ear.

“Victor,” she purred, her voice steady, assured. “You want another night with me.”

There was a pause, then the faint sound of Victor’s low chuckle. “Straightforward. I like that. Yes, another night. Drew earns his raise, his reputation climbs higher, and I get the pleasure of you again.”

Anastasia smiled faintly, glancing down at Drew. He stared up at her, his jaw tight, torn between fury at hearing it and pride at the way she was handling herself. She turned her attention back to the phone.

“That sounds generous,” she said slowly, “but not nearly enough. You already know what I’m worth. And I know you don’t waste your time chasing things that aren’t valuable.”

Victor’s breath filled the other end, smooth as silk. “You’re priceless, Anastasia. But everything has a price. Tell me yours.”

Drew’s hand squeezed her hip hard, his cock twitching beneath her, but he didn’t stop her. He wanted to hear what she would say.

“My husband’s career isn’t a side dish,” she said. “If you want me, you’ll prove it in his paycheck — and in the way this company treats him from now on. No scraps, no token raises. Something real. Something lasting.”

Victor chuckled again, low and indulgent. “You’ve grown bolder. I like it.”

Anastasia tilted her head, her smile sharpening. “Bolder, yes. Smarter too. I don’t play games I don’t intend to win.”

Drew swallowed hard, his chest pounding with equal parts jealousy and lust. She was speaking like she held all the cards, like she was the one dangling temptation in front of Victor — and God help him, it turned him on.

Victor’s tone dipped, smooth but firmer. “So, you agree to another night?”

“I agree if the terms are mine,” Anastasia said. She leaned back slightly against Drew’s chest, her voice low but clear. “I choose the lingerie. I choose how much you see, how much Drew sees. And Drew gets the kind of raise that makes him smile every payday.”

Victor’s laugh was sharp, amused, tinged with arousal. “You drive a hard bargain, Mrs. Clark.”

Anastasia’s voice softened into something like a taunt. “And you love every second of it. Admit it — you want me more now that I’m not just rolling over for you.”

There was silence for a beat, and when Victor spoke again, his voice was thicker. “You’re right. I do. You’re intoxicating when you talk like that. It’s a deal.”

Anastasia smiled at Drew, her eyes glittering, triumphant. “Good. Then you’ll get me — on my terms.”

Victor’s breath lingered in the line before he ended the call with a promise: “I’ll be in touch with the details.”

The phone went dark in her hand. She set it on the table beside the laptop, her chest rising and falling faster now, her body trembling with adrenaline. Drew’s grip tightened on her hips, his cock rock hard beneath her.

“Jesus, Ana,” he muttered hoarsely. “The way you talked to him⁠—”

Her smile widened, wicked and proud. “You liked that, didn’t you?”

Anastasia set the phone down, her robe slipping open as she shifted on Drew’s lap. His hands tightened on her waist, his chest heaving. The room seemed charged, like the walls themselves had absorbed every word of that call.

Drew’s voice came rough, strained. “Christ, Ana… I don’t know whether to be furious or hard as hell after hearing you talk to him like that.”

She smiled slyly, running her fingers up his chest. “Why not both?”

He caught her wrist, holding it against his heart, his eyes sharp. “You didn’t even hesitate. You jumped in like it was nothing. Like you… wanted it.”

Her expression softened but stayed bold. “I did want it. Not just the deal. The whole thing. The way he talked. The way you watched me while I answered. I wanted all of it.”

His cock twitched beneath her, his jaw tightening. “Do you even hear yourself? You’re already eager to spread your legs for him again.”

“Don’t pretend you’re not turned on by it,” she teased, grinding against him just enough to make his breath catch. “I saw your face while I was negotiating. You were ready to come in your pants.”

He groaned, tipping his head back, torn between shame and hunger. “Because it drives me crazy. Because the thought of him having you makes me feel like I’m losing my mind.”

Her hand slipped lower, cupping the hardness straining against his pants. “You’re not losing anything. You’re gaining. Every time another man touches me, I come back to you hotter, wetter, begging for you. Isn’t that what you really want?”

His eyes closed, a low growl rumbling from his chest. “Fuck, Ana.”

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. “I want to see if Victor can top Mark. Or that stranger in the bar. I want to see how far he’ll go this time.”

Drew’s stomach knotted, jealousy cutting through him like a blade. But his cock pulsed violently in her hand, his body betraying him. “And if he does?” he asked hoarsely.

She kissed his neck, her whisper sinful. “Then you’ll get me back afterward, raw and dripping, and you’ll fuck me until I can’t walk. Just like always.”

His hands crushed her against him, his voice breaking. “Damn it, Ana. You’re going to destroy me.”

Her smile was wicked and tender all at once. “Or make you whole.”

The next afternoon, Anastasia tugged Drew into a boutique tucked between two high-end stores downtown. She didn’t wait for him to protest; she led him by the hand straight to a section lined with silk and lace.

“Victor said he wants another night,” she murmured, running her fingers along a hanger, the fabric whispering against her skin. “That means I need something he hasn’t seen before.”

Drew’s chest tightened at the name. His cock stiffened despite himself. “You already have plenty of lingerie.”

She glanced over her shoulder, her smile knowing. “Not for him. Not for this.”

She plucked a slip of crimson lace from the rack, holding it up against her body. It was barely anything at all — sheer fabric that would cling to her curves, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. Drew swallowed hard, his throat dry.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “You’d kill a man in that.”

Her grin widened. “Maybe that’s the point.”

She draped it over her arm, then picked up another — black satin, cut low in the front, straps delicate as spider silk. She pressed it to her chest and turned, spinning slowly as if to model it.

Drew groaned under his breath, adjusting his jeans. His cock throbbed just picturing Victor’s face when he saw her in it.

“Which one?” she asked, her tone light, playful, but her eyes sharp as they locked on his.

“Both,” he growled. “And whatever else you want. Just… don’t do this to me in public.”

She laughed softly, stepping closer, her voice pitched low. “You like it too much to stop me. Admit it, Drew — half the thrill for you is knowing another man is going to see me in this before you rip it off me after.”

His pulse pounded, his jaw tight. He wanted to deny it, to tell her she was wrong — but his cock said otherwise.

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. “And when I come home, I’ll still be wearing his cum on my thighs. That’s what really makes you hard, isn’t it?”

He groaned, his hand shooting out to grab her ass through her skirt, his voice rough. “You’re going to drive me insane before this night even happens.”

She pulled back, triumphant, dropping both pieces into her bag. “Good. That’s exactly what I want.”

By the time they got home, Drew was wound so tight he could barely make it through the door without grabbing her. The second the lock clicked, he had Anastasia pinned against the wall, his mouth crashing onto hers, his hands tugging her skirt up around her hips.

She gasped into the kiss, her fingers clawing at his shirt. “God, Drew⁠—”

He pulled back just enough to growl, “You think I can stand in a store, watching you pick out lingerie for another man, and not lose my fucking mind?”

Her smile was wicked, breathless. “That’s why you’re hard right now.”

He shoved his hand between her thighs, yanking her thong aside, his fingers sliding into her slick heat. “Hard because I know what he’s going to see. Hard because I know he’s going to bury himself in you.”

Her head fell back, her moan sharp. “And you’ll watch me come home dripping from him.”

He groaned, his cock twitching painfully. “Say it again.”

She gasped as his fingers curled inside her, her body tightening around them. “I’ll come home dripping, Drew—messy and ruined—and you’ll fuck me until I forget his name.”

That was all it took. He spun her toward the couch, bent her over the armrest, and yanked his cock free. He shoved into her in one hard stroke, both of them crying out as he filled her to the hilt.

“Mine,” he snarled, his hips slamming into her, his chest pressing against her back. “No matter who touches you—you’re mine.”

Her scream tore from her throat, her pussy clenching around him, her hands gripping the cushion. “Yes—fuck—yes!”

He fucked her hard, relentless, the sound of their bodies colliding filling the room. His jealousy poured out with every thrust, his need to brand her as his overwhelming. She screamed with each deep stroke, her orgasm tearing through her like a wave, her body shaking as she sobbed his name.

Drew roared, his climax slamming into him, his cock twitching as he came deep inside her, filling her until it spilled down her thighs. He collapsed over her back, panting, their bodies trembling in unison.

When he finally pulled her upright, turning her to face him, her eyes glittered, lips swollen, hair wild. She pressed her forehead to his, whispering, “Victor’s coming back, Drew. And I’m ready for him. But only because of you.”

Drew crushed his mouth to hers, his voice rough and certain. “Give him a night he’ll never forget.”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




The car ride over felt different this time. The first night with Victor had been a storm of nerves and uncertainty, her heart racing with every mile. Tonight, Anastasia’s pulse still raced, but for different reasons. She wasn’t unsure. She was charged. She’d chosen her lingerie with Drew, teased him while slipping it into her bag, and kissed him hard before leaving. She wasn’t walking into this as Victor’s prize. She was walking in as the woman holding the reins.

The elevator doors slid open on the top floor of Victor’s building, the penthouse hall lit in warm golden tones. Anastasia’s heels clicked against the polished floor, her silk dress hugging her body, concealing the black satin set beneath — the one Drew had insisted she wear, his voice tight with jealousy when she modeled it for him.

At Victor’s door, she smoothed her skirt, inhaled, and knocked.

The door opened almost instantly. Victor filled the frame, crisp in dark trousers and an open-collar shirt, his posture easy but his eyes sharp. For a beat, his gaze traveled down her body and back up, his lips curving in appreciation.

“Anastasia,” he said warmly, with a note of possession threaded into her name. “Even more stunning than I remembered.”

She smiled faintly, her confidence a shield against the flicker of heat his voice lit inside her. “Careful,” she teased. “You’ll make me think you missed me.”

His grin widened, and he stepped aside to let her in. “I did.”

The penthouse was as sleek as before — glass, steel, leather, the city skyline stretching beyond the massive windows. But what caught her attention wasn’t the view. It was the way Victor closed the door behind her and lingered, watching her like a man who’d been waiting too long.

“Let me look at you,” he said, circling her slowly. His fingers brushed a lock of hair off her shoulder, tucking it back. “Confident now. I can see it. That little edge in your eyes. You negotiated like a woman who knows her worth.”

Her stomach fluttered, but she tilted her chin, steady. “Because I do.”

Victor chuckled low, his hand ghosting near her hip but not touching. “Good. I like you this way. Bold. Hungry.”

Anastasia’s lips parted, heat flickering in her chest. She thought of Drew, waiting at home, already hard while imagining this moment. She thought of how his voice had sounded when he zipped up her dress earlier — tight, rough, possessive — whispering that she’d better bring every detail back to him.

Victor stepped closer, his voice dropping. “Shall we have a drink before I unwrap my gift?”

She smirked, tugging gently at the hem of her skirt. “Maybe one.”

Victor guided her toward the living area, where two glasses of deep red wine already sat waiting on the low glass table. She raised a brow at him as she lowered herself onto the sleek leather couch.

“Confident enough to assume I’d say yes to a drink?” she teased, taking the glass he handed her.

Victor settled opposite her, his long frame relaxed, though his eyes never left hers. “Confident enough to know you’d want the chance to savor the anticipation. You strike me as a woman who enjoys the build-up almost as much as the act.”

Anastasia sipped the wine, the dry warmth blooming over her tongue, her legs crossing slowly. “And you strike me as a man who doesn’t waste much time.”

He smiled faintly, leaning back, one arm stretched over the back of the couch. “True. But with you, I’ll make an exception. You’ve earned it.”

Her chest tightened at the weight of his gaze, but she forced herself to hold it, to smile as though she wasn’t already wet beneath her dress. Drew’s voice echoed in her head: Make him want it. Make him work for it. Then tell me everything.

Victor shifted closer, setting his wine aside. His hand brushed along her knee, warm and steady, then higher, tracing the line of her thigh through the thin fabric. He watched her face as he did it, gauging her reaction.

She didn’t flinch. She leaned back, tilting her glass lazily, her voice light. “So this is how you congratulate your employees now?”

He chuckled, his hand stilling just beneath the hem of her dress. “Only the exceptional ones.”

Her lips curved, her breath catching. His fingers toyed with the fabric, sliding it higher by an inch.

“You really are different now,” he murmured. “Not the nervous wife trying to convince herself she isn’t turned on. You came here tonight knowing exactly what you want.”

Her heart pounded, her thighs trembling under his touch. But she steadied her voice, her smile sharp. “Maybe I did.”

Victor’s grin widened. He lifted his hand from her thigh and brushed it along her jaw instead, tilting her face toward his. “Then let’s stop pretending.”

His mouth covered hers — slow at first, savoring, then firmer, hungrier. The taste of wine lingered between them, her moan muffled as his tongue slid against hers. His other hand cupped the back of her neck, pulling her closer, claiming.

When he pulled back, their foreheads nearly touched, his breath warm on her lips. “Show me what Drew dressed you in tonight. I want him to know I was the first to see it.”

Her body flared hot. She set her glass aside, stood slowly, and let her hands drift to the zipper of her dress.

Anastasia slid the zipper down, the silk of her dress whispering against her skin as it fell to the floor. The black satin lingerie clung to her curves, the straps delicate, the cups pushing her breasts high, leaving just enough bare to make her nipples strain. Drew’s choice.

Victor exhaled slowly, a smile pulling at his mouth. “Smart man. He knows exactly what makes you irresistible.”

Her lips parted, heat flooding her body at the reminder that Drew was part of this moment even when he wasn’t here. “He picked it for you to see,” she said softly.

Victor’s eyes darkened. He reached into his pocket, pulling out his phone. “Then let’s make sure he gets what he asked for.”

The flash of the screen reflected in his eyes as he angled the camera. Anastasia straightened her spine, her hands brushing slowly over her stomach, then up to cup her breasts, giving him — and Drew — the perfect view.

“Good girl,” Victor murmured, snapping a photo. Then another. He shifted closer, lifting the phone higher. “Look at me like you’re already begging for cock.”

Her breath hitched, her nipples hardening under the satin. She let her lips part, her gaze smoldering, her body arching slightly. Another snap.

Victor glanced at the screen, satisfied, then tapped out a message. Anastasia leaned close enough to glimpse it: Your wife knows how to dress for success. Attached was the image of her standing in nothing but the lingerie.

Far across town, Drew’s phone buzzed on the coffee table. He’d been pacing, too wound up to sit. When he saw the notification, his cock hardened instantly. He swiped the screen, and the image filled it — Anastasia in lingerie he’d chosen, staring into the lens like she was begging.

“Fuck,” he muttered, stroking himself hard already. But it was only one picture. Just one.

Back in the penthouse, Victor slipped his phone aside, almost dismissive. “That’s enough for him, for now.”

Anastasia blinked, surprised. “You’re not going to… record more?”

Victor smirked, circling behind her, his hands sliding over her hips, pulling her back against the hard line of his cock. “Not tonight. Tonight, some moments stay between us.”

Her stomach flipped. Heat licked through her, equal parts excitement and guilt, knowing Drew would ache for what he didn’t see.

Victor’s hand slid down, pressing firmly against her pussy through the satin. “And you’re going to give me more than enough worth remembering.”

Victor set his phone down on the table, screen dark, as if to make a point. His hands slid up Anastasia’s sides, tracing the satin straps until he cupped her breasts. He squeezed slowly, his thumbs rolling over her nipples through the thin fabric, making her gasp.

“You want to give him everything,” Victor murmured against her ear. “But not tonight. Tonight, this is just for us.”

Her thighs pressed together instinctively, heat surging between them. She thought of Drew, pacing at home, cock in his hand, waiting for the next image, the next video. Waiting for something that wouldn’t come.

The guilt pricked sharp — but it was buried quickly under the flood of arousal as Victor kissed her neck, his lips hot against her skin, his teeth grazing lightly.

He tugged the straps down, peeling the satin from her breasts, his mouth covering one instantly. She gasped, her hands clutching his shoulders as he sucked, hard and greedy, his tongue circling her nipple.

“God,” she moaned, her head tipping back.

He grinned against her skin. “That’s better. Now I want to hear you scream.”

Victor guided her backward until her knees hit the couch. She sank down, watching as he stripped out of his shirt, his chest broad and powerful, the sharp line of muscle cutting down into the waistband of his trousers. Her eyes widened as he freed his cock — thick, heavy, already slick at the tip.

He knelt between her knees, pushing them apart, and slid two fingers into her satin panties, pressing against the swollen heat beneath. She jolted, her breath breaking.

“You’re drenched already,” he said, his tone satisfied. “I haven’t even touched you properly yet.”

“Because—” she gasped, her body trembling as he teased her clit in slow circles. “Because Drew’s at home, waiting⁠—”

Victor chuckled darkly, pushing two fingers deep inside her, making her cry out. “And he’ll wait all night. He doesn’t get this.”

Her pussy clenched around his fingers, her nails biting into the leather cushion. “Oh God⁠—”

He worked her mercilessly, thrusting his fingers while his thumb stroked her clit, his eyes locked on her face. “Come for me, Anastasia. Let him sit there wondering, while you soak my hand.”

Her climax ripped through her fast, hard, her back arching, her cry filling the penthouse. She collapsed against the couch, shaking, breathless.

Victor pulled his fingers out, licking them slowly, his eyes blazing. “Perfect. Now get on the floor.”

She obeyed, sinking onto the thick rug, her hair spilling around her shoulders. He stood over her, cock in hand, stroking slowly. “Open your mouth.”

Her lips parted instantly. He slid inside, thick and heavy, hitting the back of her throat in one deep thrust. She gagged, moaning around him as he fucked her mouth, his hand tangled in her hair, guiding her pace.

“Good girl,” he groaned, hips snapping. “Take it all. Drew’s wife, on her knees, choking on my cock.”

Her eyes watered, her throat working, her pussy soaking through her panties as she bobbed faster, drool running down her chin.

Victor pulled out with a grunt, strings of saliva stretching from her lips. He hauled her up, bent her over the couch, and tore her panties aside. Without hesitation, he thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt.

Her scream tore from her throat, her hands clawing the leather, her body jerking as he filled her.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Victor snarled, pounding into her. “Your husband must love knowing you spread this sweet cunt for me whenever I ask.”

She sobbed, her pussy clenching, her body melting under his relentless thrusts. “Yes—oh God—yes⁠—”

He fucked her hard, shifting positions with ruthless skill — flipping her onto her back, driving into her with her legs pinned against her chest, then hauling her up onto the window where the city lights framed them, fucking her against the glass while her cries echoed.

She came again and again, each orgasm tearing through her harder than the last, her body shaking uncontrollably. And every time, when she thought to whisper Drew’s name, Victor’s hand or mouth silenced her, forcing her to cry out only for him.

Hours blurred, a haze of heat and sweat and desperate pleasure. When he finally spilled inside her, pulling her tight against him, her body gave out, collapsing into the cushions, ruined, breathless, utterly spent.

Victor stood over her, his cock still twitching, his eyes burning with satisfaction. “That’s mine,” he murmured. “Tonight, that was all mine.”

Anastasia lay sprawled on the couch, her body slick with sweat, hair clinging to her face, the black satin lingerie twisted and half-hanging from her shoulders. Her chest rose and fell in ragged gasps, every muscle trembling from exhaustion and the sheer force of what Victor had wrung out of her.

Victor stood over her, buttoning his shirt slowly, his expression one of smug satisfaction. He picked up his phone from the table, glanced down at her ruined body, and smirked.

“Time for your husband’s consolation prize,” he said, angling the camera.

Anastasia stirred weakly, her lips parting. “Victor⁠—”

He snapped the photo: her flushed, wrecked, makeup smeared, her thighs glistening where his cum leaked from her swollen pussy. The image was obscene, undeniable. He typed a message, his thumbs quick.

This one’s just a taste. She gave me the rest.

The message whooshed away.

Far across the city, Drew sat on the couch at home, his phone vibrating in his hand the second it lit up. He swiped it open, his breath freezing in his chest. The photo filled the screen — Anastasia completely destroyed, her eyes glazed, her body marked with another man’s hands.

His cock throbbed painfully in his fist as he stroked hard, his jaw tight. But it wasn’t enough. One picture. One line of text. That was all Victor had given him.

“What did you do to her?” Drew growled to the empty room, his chest heaving. He played the photo again and again, zooming in, memorizing every detail. His cock leaked in his hand, but the frustration burned hotter than the pleasure.

Back in the penthouse, Anastasia pulled the twisted strap back over her shoulder, her cheeks flushing at the thought of Drew opening that message. She could picture his face, his eyes blazing, his cock hard and aching.

Victor leaned down, brushing her hair back, his voice low. “He’ll ache for this all night. Only you can fill in the blanks for him.”

Her stomach flipped, guilt and excitement tangling until she could barely breathe.

Victor kissed her temple, then straightened, sliding his phone back into his pocket. “That’s enough. Go back to your husband.”

Anastasia pushed herself up, her legs still shaky, her body humming with aftershocks. She gathered her dress, slipping it back on, her mind spinning with everything Drew hadn’t seen.

As she stepped into the elevator, her phone buzzed with a single message from Drew: Come home. Now.

Her thighs clenched, her heart pounding, her pussy still throbbing from Victor’s last climax. She bit her lip, anticipation surging. Drew wasn’t going to let her rest tonight.


CHAPTER NINETEEN




The front door clicked open quietly, but Drew was already on his feet in the living room, pacing like a caged animal. He’d been checking his phone every few minutes, hoping for something more — another picture, a video, a voice note — but nothing had come. Just that single photo of Anastasia wrecked and used, her lingerie twisted, her eyes glazed. He must have stared at it a hundred times, stroking himself until he was raw, but it wasn’t enough.

When she stepped inside, the sight of her made his chest tighten and his cock harden instantly. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smudged, her dress wrinkled like it had been tugged back on in a hurry. She froze when she saw him waiting, his phone glowing in his hand, the photo still open on the screen.

“Drew,” she whispered, setting her purse down carefully.

He held the phone up, his eyes blazing. “This is all he sent me.” His voice was low, sharp. “One fucking picture. That’s it.”

Her stomach flipped, heat and guilt coiling together. She stepped closer, her heels soft against the floor. “He didn’t want to record more. He said⁠—”

“I don’t give a shit what he said.” Drew cut her off, his jaw tight. “I sat here for hours, waiting for something, anything. And all I got was this.” He thrust the phone toward her, the image lighting up between them. “You, lying there, fucked-out and covered in him. And nothing else.”

Anastasia’s thighs clenched, her pussy aching at his fury. “Drew…” she said softly, almost pleading. “I know. I thought of you the whole time.”

“Did you?” His voice cracked, the words edged with jealousy. He stepped closer, towering over her, his chest rising and falling hard. “Because looking at this…” He jabbed the phone with his thumb, zooming in on her glistening thighs, her smeared lips. “…it doesn’t look like you were thinking of me at all.”

Her breath caught, her cheeks flushed hot. “I was,” she whispered. “But he… he didn’t let me show it.”

Drew’s cock pulsed violently in his pants, his anger tangled with desire until he didn’t know which was stronger. He dropped the phone onto the couch, grabbed her by the wrist, and pulled her closer.

“Then you’re going to tell me,” he growled, his eyes burning into hers. “Every detail. Everything he did to you. You’re going to fill in the blanks, Ana. And you’re not going to leave out a single fucking thing.”

Her pulse spiked, her thighs trembling as she nodded slowly. “Yes, Drew.”

Drew dragged her closer until her chest pressed against his. His grip on her wrist was firm, his breathing ragged, the heat of his body radiating against her. Anastasia tilted her face up to him, her lips parted, her eyes shimmering.

“You think I can live with just a picture?” His voice cracked low, harsh, his jealousy finally spilling out. “You think that’s enough for me? You let him have you for hours, and I get one goddamn photo.”

Her stomach twisted, equal parts guilt and hunger. She laid her free hand against his chest, feeling his heart pounding under her palm. “I didn’t choose it, Drew. He wanted it that way. He said some things were just for us.”

Drew’s eyes flared, his jaw tightening. “For you and him. Not for me.” His voice shook with anger, but his cock pressed hard against her thigh betrayed him. “You were there letting him do God knows what to you while I sat here, stroking my cock to scraps.”

Her thighs pressed together, arousal surging. She swallowed hard, her voice steadying. “That’s why I’m here now. To tell you everything. Every touch, every kiss, every time he made me scream. I’ll give it to you all.”

He grabbed her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes. “You’d better.”

Anastasia’s lips curled faintly, a flash of daring. “Or what?”

His eyes narrowed, his breath hot against her mouth. “Or I’ll fuck it out of you.”

Her breath hitched, her pussy clenching. She leaned in, whispering, “Then maybe I’ll make you beg for the details.”

The challenge in her tone ignited him, jealousy and lust colliding until his body trembled with it. He shoved her back onto the couch, his hand sliding up her thigh, ripping her dress higher.

“Start talking,” he ordered, his voice raw. “I want to hear what he did to my wife.”

Her chest rose and fell quickly, heat flushing her skin. She licked her lips, her eyes glittering. “Then listen closely, Drew. Because I’m not holding anything back.”

Anastasia reclined against the couch cushions, her dress bunched high on her thighs. Drew loomed over her, his hands gripping the cushions on either side of her body, his eyes burning with hunger and fury.

Her lips curved faintly, daring. “You want to know what he did?”

“Every second,” Drew growled.

Her breath caught, her cheeks flushing, but she didn’t hesitate. “He told me to strip the moment I walked in. I unzipped my dress, let it fall, and stood there in the lingerie you picked. He stared like he wanted to eat me alive.”

Drew’s cock twitched, his jaw tightening. “And then?”

She tilted her head, her voice dropping. “He made me pose for him. He snapped a picture to send to you. That was the only proof he gave. But before and after that, Drew—” She licked her lips slowly. “—he touched me everywhere. His hands were greedy. He couldn’t stop.”

Drew’s breath came harder, his body taut. “Where did he touch you?”

Her fingers slid up her own stomach, grazing the swell of her breast. “Here. He pulled the cups down and sucked my nipples until I cried out. And here—” She pressed her hand between her thighs, rubbing lightly. “He pushed my panties aside and fingered me until I came all over his hand.”

A guttural sound tore from Drew’s throat. His hand shot out, yanking her hand away so he could press his fingers to her soaked panties himself. “Like this?”

She moaned, her hips lifting into his touch. “Yes—oh God, yes. He said he wanted to hear me scream while you sat at home wondering.”

Drew clenched his teeth, his cock throbbing painfully against his zipper. “Did you scream for him?”

Her eyes glittered as she whispered, “I couldn’t help it. He made me come so hard I couldn’t think of anything else.”

His nostrils flared, jealousy slicing through him, but his fingers plunged into her, curling hard, making her cry out. “Keep talking,” he demanded.

Anastasia’s head fell back, her breath ragged as she continued. “He pushed me to my knees. He fed me his cock until I gagged. He held my head and made me take it all, Drew. My throat is still sore.”

Drew groaned low, his cock straining painfully, his fingers driving faster. “Did you like it?”

Her moan was raw. “Yes. God, yes. I was drooling, choking, and I loved it.”

His fury and arousal tangled, making his chest ache. “And after that?”

Her thighs trembled as she forced the words out between gasps. “He bent me over the couch and fucked me until my legs gave out. He flipped me onto my back, pinned my knees to my chest, and pounded me while I screamed. Then he dragged me to the window and took me against the glass. The city was watching, Drew.”

Her voice broke on the last word, her pussy clamping around his fingers as another orgasm rushed through her. She writhed under him, her cry sharp and desperate.

Drew yanked his hand free, his fingers slick, his own chest heaving as he stared down at her. His cock throbbed violently, his jealousy flaring white-hot.

“You came that many times for him,” he said hoarsely. “And I didn’t get to see a second of it.”

Anastasia met his gaze, her lips parted, sweat beading at her temples. “That’s why I’m telling you now. Because imagining it, picturing it while I describe every filthy detail—it’s almost hotter, isn’t it?”

His cock jerked at her words, precum soaking his jeans. He couldn’t deny it. It was hotter. And it was killing him.

Drew couldn’t take it anymore. He tore her dress up past her waist, his hands rough as he yanked her panties down her thighs and tossed them aside. His cock throbbed painfully, the fabric of his jeans soaked with precum.

“You think you can come home and tell me how another man bent you over, how he made you scream, and expect me not to lose my mind?” His voice was raw, trembling with anger and lust.

Anastasia gasped as he shoved her back into the cushions, his body pinning hers. “I wanted you to lose your mind,” she whispered, her lips curling into a wicked smile.

That was it. Drew unzipped, freed himself, and drove into her in one brutal stroke. Anastasia’s scream filled the living room, her body arching as his cock buried to the hilt inside her.

“Fuck,” Drew snarled, his hips slamming into her. “You’re soaked. Was it from him—or from thinking about telling me?”

Her nails raked down his back, her moans raw. “Both—oh God, both!”

He gripped her hips hard, fucking her fast, furious, every thrust fueled by the image of Victor bending her over. “Tell me again what he did to you while I fuck you harder than he ever could.”

Her head tipped back, her voice breaking into a scream. “He made me choke on his cock until I couldn’t breathe—oh fuck, Drew, I thought of you while he used my throat!”

Drew growled, pistoning into her, his cock hitting deep with every thrust. “What else? Say it.”

“He fucked me against the glass,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist. “He spread me wide, held me down, and made me come while the city lights shined behind us⁠—”

Drew’s chest slammed into hers, his mouth crushing hers in a bruising kiss. “And now you’re coming on my cock,” he growled against her lips.

Her pussy tightened around him, her scream muffled by his mouth as her orgasm ripped through her. Her nails clawed at his shoulders, her body convulsing under him.

Drew didn’t stop. He flipped her over, dragging her onto all fours, and slammed into her from behind. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed off the walls.

“Say it again,” he demanded, his voice hoarse. “Say what he did.”

Her head dropped forward, her moans spilling out uncontrollably. “He bent me over like this—oh fuck—and he pounded me until I couldn’t stand. He made me forget myself, Drew, forget everything but his cock⁠—”

“Fuck no,” Drew snarled, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back so her cries spilled into the room. “You don’t forget me. Not ever. You scream for me.”

“Drew!” she cried, her pussy spasming around him, her orgasm tearing through her again, harder, hotter, her body collapsing into the cushions.

Drew roared, slamming into her with brutal precision, his cock jerking as his climax exploded. He spilled inside her in hard pulses, grinding deep until she was dripping with him, his chest collapsing over her back as his breath tore ragged from his lungs.

For a long moment, the only sound was their panting, their bodies slick and trembling, still locked together.

They collapsed together on the couch, their bodies still shaking, sweat slick on their skin. Drew’s chest pressed against Anastasia’s back as he pulled out slowly, their mingled cum dripping down her thighs. She groaned softly, her body limp, her cheek resting on the cushion.

Drew gathered her into his arms, rolling onto his side so he could hold her against him. His breathing was ragged, his chest heaving with the aftermath of jealousy and release. For a long moment, neither spoke, the silence heavy with the storm they’d just unleashed.

Finally, Drew broke it, his voice low and raw. “I hate him for not giving me more. But, fuck, Ana… hearing you tell me, picturing it while you talked—I don’t know if anything has ever made me harder.”

Her lips curved faintly against his chest. “That’s because I saved the best parts for you. He got the sex. You got the truth.”

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes. “Did you like it? All of it?”

She hesitated only a moment, then nodded, her voice steady. “Yes. He pushed me, made me come again and again. But the whole time, I thought about how I’d tell you later. Every position, every scream—I saved it for you.”

Drew’s cock twitched, still sensitive but alive with hunger. “You’re going to drive me insane. I don’t even need the videos anymore. Just the way you tell it—fuck, it’s better.”

She smiled, tender and wicked all at once. “Then that’s what I’ll give you. Proof and imagination. Enough to make you ache, and enough to make you never forget who I belong to.”

His arms tightened around her, his lips pressing to her temple. “Mine,” he whispered. “No matter who touches you, you’re mine.”

Her eyes closed, her body sinking into him. “Always.”

They lay together in the quiet, bodies still humming, both knowing the blanks were no longer empty spaces—they were fuel.


CHAPTER TWENTY




The bass from the speakers pulsed through the club like a heartbeat, vibrating in Drew’s chest as he and Anastasia stepped inside. The air was thick with perfume, sweat, and the buzz of weekend energy. They’d dressed for the hunt tonight, though no one around them knew it.

Anastasia wore a short black dress that clung to her hips and dipped low across her chest, the thin straps barely holding. Her hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, her lipstick bold, her heels sharp enough to cut. Drew couldn’t stop looking at her, couldn’t stop noticing the heads turning as she moved through the crowd.

He’d chosen his own look carefully too: dark jeans, fitted shirt, jacket open. He wanted her to feel like she had the best man in the room on her arm — even as she scanned for the one they’d bring into their bed.

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear as the music pounded. “See anyone yet?”

His eyes swept the room. Bodies pressed together on the dance floor, laughter spilled from the bar, clusters of men eyed her already. His stomach twisted with jealousy at how easily she drew attention, but his cock stiffened at the thought of where this night was headed.

“Not yet,” he murmured back. “But they’re already looking at you like you’re dessert.”

Her hand slid along his thigh as they claimed a table near the edge of the floor. “Good. That’s what we came for.”

They ordered drinks, sipping slowly while they watched the room. The anticipation tightened Drew’s chest, his mind replaying everything they’d done to get here: the contract with Victor, the hotel nights, the bar quickie, the endless reclaiming afterward. But this was different. This wasn’t Victor’s deal, wasn’t a stranger picked in the heat of the moment. This was their choice, their hunt.

Then Anastasia’s hand stilled on his thigh. Her gaze sharpened across the room.

“Drew,” she whispered, nodding subtly.

He followed her line of sight. At the far end of the bar stood a man — tall, broad-shouldered, his shirt open at the collar, sleeves rolled to his forearms. His dark hair was slightly tousled, his jaw rough with stubble. He wasn’t watching the room the way most men did, scanning greedily. His eyes were fixed on Anastasia, direct, confident, like he already knew he had her attention.

Drew’s stomach clenched, his cock twitching. “Him?”

Her lips curved slowly, her hand squeezing his thigh. “Yes. Him.”

The man lifted his glass slightly in acknowledgment, not a wave, not a desperate gesture — just a small nod, an invitation. Anastasia smiled back, electric heat sparking between them across the crowded bar.

Drew felt the jealousy rise like bile, sharp and burning. But underneath it surged something hotter: anticipation, raw and undeniable. This was it.

She turned back to him, her eyes glittering. “Shall we?”

Anastasia didn’t wait for Drew’s answer. She rose smoothly from her seat, hips swaying in a way that turned every head between their table and the bar. Drew followed, his chest tight, fighting the urge to drag her back and lock her away — but the ache in his cock urged him on.

The man turned as she approached, his smile slow, assured, as if he’d been waiting for her all night.

“Drink for you?” he asked, voice deep and steady.

“Sure,” Anastasia said, sliding onto the stool beside him. Her dress rode up higher, exposing the smooth line of her thigh. She gestured toward Drew as he joined them. “And one for my husband too.”

The stranger’s brows lifted slightly, but his smile didn’t falter. “Bold of you to bring him along.”

“Bold of us,” Drew corrected, his voice firmer than he expected.

The man’s eyes flicked between them, assessing, the corner of his mouth curling. He signaled the bartender and ordered three fresh drinks.

They talked casually at first — names, backgrounds, the usual small talk. The man’s name was Brian. He was in town for business, staying at a hotel a few blocks away. His tone carried an easy confidence, but his eyes never strayed far from Anastasia’s curves.

As the conversation stretched, the undertone shifted. Brian leaned in slightly, his voice dipping lower. “So tell me. Do you always go out together, looking like that?”

Anastasia smiled, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “Only when we want attention.”

“And you’ve got it,” Brian said, his eyes locked on hers.

Drew’s jaw tightened, jealousy cutting sharp, but the pulse in his cock throbbed harder. He shifted closer, placing his hand on Anastasia’s bare thigh, staking his claim. “Careful,” he warned lightly. “She likes to tease.”

“Does she?” Brian asked, his gaze flicking to Drew, testing.

“She does,” Anastasia purred, her hand sliding over Drew’s on her thigh. “But I don’t just tease for anyone.”

The silence between them grew charged. The music faded into the background, the crowd a blur around their small corner of the bar.

Drew’s heart pounded, his jealousy twisting into something reckless. He leaned forward, his voice low, deliberate. “We’ve got a room upstairs. Want to join us?”

Brian’s smile deepened, his eyes burning with recognition of the invitation’s weight. He lifted his glass in a mock toast. “Lead the way.”

Anastasia shivered, heat rushing through her as Drew downed the rest of his drink in one swallow. Her hand slipped into his, grounding him as she whispered, “God, Drew… you really said it.”

His grip tightened, his cock rock hard. “I meant it.”

Together, they left the bar, Brian falling into step beside them, the night ahead heavy with promise.

The hotel room door clicked shut behind them, muting the throb of the club below. For a moment, the silence felt heavier than the music ever had. Drew’s pulse hammered in his ears. He stood just inside the door, his arm still wrapped protectively around Anastasia’s waist, his eyes locked on Brian.

Brian moved with casual confidence, setting his jacket on the chair, loosening the top buttons of his shirt. He wasn’t rushing, wasn’t overeager. He was studying them both — the husband stiff with tension, the wife radiant with anticipation.

Anastasia broke the moment first. She turned in Drew’s arms, looping her hands around his neck and kissing him deeply, her tongue sweeping into his mouth, her body pressing tight against his. Drew groaned, his jealousy flaring and dissolving into lust all at once, his hands clutching her ass.

When she pulled back, her lipstick smeared, she looked straight at Brian. “Now you.”

She crossed the room in a slow sway of hips and kissed Brian with the same hunger. His hands found her waist instantly, pulling her closer, his tongue sliding against hers. Drew’s chest burned watching it, his cock hardening even as his stomach clenched.

Anastasia moaned softly into Brian’s mouth before breaking away, her eyes glittering as she looked back at Drew. “You see?” she teased. “It’s not so different.”

“Different enough,” Drew muttered, his voice low, but his cock strained in his pants, betraying him.

Anastasia reached for the straps of her dress and slid them off her shoulders. The silk slipped down her body, pooling at her feet, leaving her in the lace bra and thong she’d chosen hours ago with Drew watching hungrily from the bed. She posed for both men, her smile wicked.

Brian exhaled softly. “Damn.”

Drew swallowed hard, his cock twitching. The lingerie had been for Victor once, but seeing her now, standing between them, he felt like it was for this moment.

Anastasia stepped back to Drew, took his hand, and placed it over her breast through the lace. “Don’t just watch,” she whispered. “Touch me while he does too.”

Brian closed the distance, his hand brushing over her thigh, higher, until it cupped the curve of her ass. Drew’s breath caught as their hands nearly overlapped, both men touching her at once, her body arching between them.

Anastasia gasped, her eyes fluttering shut. “God, yes…”

Drew’s jealousy flared hotter, but his cock throbbed painfully with it. He couldn’t pull away. He couldn’t stop.

Anastasia sank to her knees in front of Brian, her hands gliding over the front of his slacks. She looked up at him through her lashes, her lips curling into a sinful smile before flicking her gaze back to Drew.

“You want to see how he tastes?” she teased, her fingers already working his belt.

Drew’s chest tightened, his cock jerking hard in his pants. “Show me,” he said, his voice gravelly.

Brian let out a low chuckle, his hands dropping to his sides as Anastasia freed his cock — thick, heavy, swelling in her grip. She stroked him slowly at first, savoring the way his shaft filled her palm, then leaned in to drag her tongue up the underside, licking him from base to tip.

Drew groaned, unzipping himself, his hand wrapping around his cock as he watched. Jealousy burned in his gut, but his arousal was stronger, undeniable.

Anastasia opened wide and swallowed Brian’s cock halfway down in one smooth motion. The wet sound filled the room, her moan vibrating around him as her lips stretched wide.

“Fuck,” Brian muttered, his head tipping back. His hand slid into her hair, not forcing, just guiding, as she bobbed her head, taking more of him each time.

Drew’s fist tightened around his cock, stroking faster as he watched his wife choke and moan around another man’s length. “Look at me while you do it,” he demanded, his voice sharp.

Anastasia’s eyes fluttered open, watery and wild, locking with Drew’s as she took Brian deeper. Drool spilled down her chin, her throat working around him. Drew nearly came right then, his cock throbbing violently in his grip.

Brian groaned, his hips rocking forward slightly, pushing deeper into her throat. “Goddamn, she’s good.”

“She’s mine,” Drew shot back, his chest heaving. “You’re just borrowing her mouth.”

Anastasia moaned at the words, her pussy clenching as she bobbed faster, gagging slightly when Brian hit the back of her throat. She pulled off with a wet pop, gasping, saliva shining on her lips. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smirked at Drew.

“You like watching me choke on him?” she asked, her voice husky.

Drew groaned, stroking himself harder. “Fuck yes.”

Brian grinned down at her, his cock slick with her spit. “Then let him watch me fuck your throat again.”

Anastasia opened her mouth, her tongue out, inviting. Brian slid back in, slower this time, savoring the way her lips stretched around him. She moaned, her hands gripping his thighs, while Drew’s growls filled the room, his jealousy and lust colliding into something fierce.

Anastasia pulled off Brian’s cock with a wet gasp, her chin slick with spit, her eyes wild. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and looked over at Drew, who was stroking himself desperately, his jaw clenched tight.

“You’ve watched long enough,” she purred, standing and peeling her thong down her legs. She straddled Brian where he sat back on the couch, her breasts spilling from her bra as she guided his cock to her soaked slit. “It’s time to see me take him inside.”

“Fuck,” Drew muttered, his cock throbbing violently in his fist. He couldn’t look away as Anastasia sank down slow, her pussy stretching around Brian’s thick length, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. Her cry tore through the room, raw and ecstatic.

Brian groaned, his hands gripping her hips. “Tight as hell.”

Drew’s stomach burned with jealousy, but his cock twitched harder at the sight of her stuffed full. He moved closer, standing over them, his hand tangling in her hair as she bounced on Brian’s cock.

“Don’t forget who you belong to,” Drew growled.

Anastasia’s eyes locked on his, her breasts bouncing as she rode Brian harder. “I belong to you,” she gasped, her pussy clenching around the other man. “Even when I’m filled with him—I’m yours.”

Drew groaned, his cock leaking. He grabbed her breast, kneading it roughly, then shoved two fingers into her mouth, making her suck while Brian slammed up into her from below.

Brian’s voice was low, guttural. “She’s fucking incredible. So wet she’s dripping all over me.”

Anastasia moaned around Drew’s fingers, her eyes rolling back as both men used her body in tandem.

Drew’s cock pulsed violently. “Make her scream,” he told Brian, his voice raw.

Brian slammed harder, his hips pounding into her while Drew pulled his fingers free and shoved his cock against her lips. “Suck me while he fucks you,” he ordered.

Anastasia whimpered, her mouth stretching around Drew’s cock as she bobbed in rhythm with Brian’s thrusts. Every time Brian drove up into her, she moaned around Drew, the vibrations making him groan, his fist tightening in her hair.

It was chaos — Anastasia crying, moaning, choking, her body overwhelmed, her pussy stretched around one cock while her mouth worked another. Her orgasms tore through her in waves, her thighs trembling, her nails digging into Brian’s chest as she convulsed.

Drew pulled out of her mouth with a growl, dragging her up by the hair. He kissed her hard, tasting his own precum on her lips as she sobbed into the kiss. “You’ll scream my name when you come,” he whispered fiercely. “Not his. Mine.”

She gasped, her body shaking as Brian drove into her harder. “Yes—Drew—yours!”

For a long stretch, there was only silence — broken breathing, the faint hum of the city beyond the window, and the sound of three bodies slowing after the storm.

Brian pulled out of Anastasia, his cock softening, slick with the proof of how hard he’d taken her. He leaned back on the couch, chest heaving, a crooked smile on his lips. “You two… are something else.”

Anastasia’s legs trembled as she tried to close them, her body still quivering from the relentless pounding. Drew pulled her into his arms, shielding her even as she was a sweaty, dripping mess. His hands shook as they traced her damp hair back from her face.

Brian stood after a minute, tucking himself away, retrieving his shirt from where it had fallen to the floor. He didn’t linger with words. Just a glance — appreciative, satisfied — before pulling his jacket on. “Hell of a night. Call me if you ever feel like an encore.”

Neither Drew nor Anastasia answered. They just watched as he left, the door clicking shut behind him, sealing the two of them back in their world.

Drew looked down at his wife. Her cheeks were flushed, lips swollen, streaks of his release drying on her skin. She looked utterly ruined and impossibly beautiful. His jealousy, his lust, his pride — all tangled together until he couldn’t separate them anymore.

“You took him,” he rasped, his voice shaking. “You let me watch you get filled while I fucked your mouth. And you still screamed my name.”

Her smile was weak but wicked. “Because it’s true. No matter who’s inside me, Drew… it’s always you I belong to.”

He kissed her hard, his hand cupping her face as if he could press the truth into her skin. They sank onto the bed, tangled in sweat and cum, holding each other tight.

The city kept humming outside, the world moving on, but inside that room, nothing else mattered. They had crossed every line together — from contracts and hotel rooms to strangers in bathrooms, from secrecy to stories, and finally to this: the three of them, the ultimate test, and the ultimate union.

And instead of breaking them, it had made them more unshakable than ever.

Drew’s hand slid over her stomach, possessive, tender, his voice a hoarse whisper. “This isn’t the end, Ana. It’s just the beginning.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, her body melting into his, her voice steady even as exhaustion pulled at her. “I know. I can’t wait to see where we go next.”


EPILOGUE




Six months later, the hotel bar looked almost exactly the same as it had that first night with Victor — the same glow of amber lights, the same hum of quiet music, the same couples and strangers swirling together. But everything was different now.

Anastasia sat across from Drew, a wine glass in her hand, her dress cut daringly low. She didn’t fidget anymore, didn’t glance nervously around. She sat with the calm poise of a woman who knew what she wanted — and what her husband wanted too.

Drew leaned back in his chair, his hand resting possessively on her thigh. He looked more relaxed than he had in years, even as his cock stirred at the sight of her. He’d thought he might lose her when this all started — but instead, he’d found her in ways he never could have imagined.

Across the room, a man caught Anastasia’s eye. He smiled. She returned it.

Drew squeezed her thigh, hard enough to make her inhale. “He’s not bad,” he murmured, his voice low and steady.

Her lips curled slowly. “Want me to bring him over?”

He chuckled, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. “Not yet. I like the waiting. I like knowing what’s coming.”

Anastasia’s hand slid higher on his leg under the table, teasing him through his slacks. “Then maybe tonight you’ll get both. The watching… and the waiting.”

Drew’s eyes darkened as he leaned close, their foreheads touching. “As long as in the end, I’m the one you come home to.”

Her answer was a soft laugh, wicked and sure. “Always.”

They sat there together, the night stretching out ahead of them, possibility thick in the air. The fire between them hadn’t burned out — it had only grown hotter, brighter, stronger. And they were ready to feed it, again and again, for as long as they both could stand it.
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