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Chapter 1

I jerked awake in the middle of the night like someone had yanked me up from the bottom of a lake. My heart slammed against my ribs, the back of my T-shirt clammy with sweat. It took a few seconds before the ceiling above me stopped looking like dark cabin wood pressing down on my chest and turned back into what it actually was—plain white drywall in our city apartment.

Audrey was curled on her side next to me, hugging a pillow, her hair a black smear across the pillowcase like ink dragged by a careless hand. The hallway light leaked in through the crack in the door, painting the curve of her shoulder and the pale line of her neck—smooth, clean skin, no trace of the night her body had been pinned into the couch cushions hard enough to bruise.

She looked peaceful. Still. So distant it was hard to believe this was the same woman who’d thrown her head back and screamed David’s name when he drove into her so deep she could barely breathe, just one month ago.

One month.

One month since I stood only a few steps away, watching my wife claw at another man’s shoulders like she’d die if she let go. One month since I realized—down in the marrow—that some part of me as a man had willingly dropped to its knees.

And for that entire month, we hadn’t said a single word about the cabin. Not once.

My alarm shredded the silence and yanked me into the present. My phone lit up the room. Audrey woke before I could reach it, silenced the alarm, and got out of bed. Her oversized T-shirt slipped off one shoulder, exposing her collarbone—sharp and delicate, like the edge of a small blade.

I stared at that spot. Longer than I should have.

Her skin there was blank now. But my memory, a sadist with my name on it, automatically overlaid a dark purple bite mark. David’s teeth—sunk in hard, raw, claiming—right on the collarbone in front of me.

The bruise had faded from my wife’s body. In my head, it was still fresh.

“It’s time… don’t go back to sleep,” Audrey murmured, tugging the T-shirt up to cover her shoulder.

I threw an arm over my eyes to block the light—but it couldn’t block out her sounds from the cabin. The creak of old wood. The crackle of the fire. Audrey’s voice breaking when he pushed into her so deep she actually cried from pleasure.

The smell of fresh coffee started to drift in from the kitchen, trying to chase away the damp scent of woodsmoke still clinging to my memories. Water running in the bathroom. A spoon tapping a mug. The soft “ding” of a new email on the laptop in the living room.

City life slapped me in the face—steady, dull, merciless—as if there had never been a cabin, never been that night.

Between Audrey and me, there was an unspoken truce.

No scene at the table, hands clasped, swearing we’d bury it forever.

No apologies. No “it was a mistake.”

Just… a silent pact.

In the mornings we talked about deadlines, the office copier, the new coworker whose English sounded like he was swallowing half his words but who somehow never ran out of gossip. I complained about my demanding boss, last-minute brief changes from clients, the elevator breaking down in the middle of a rainstorm.

We talked about everything.

Except the cabin.

Sometimes, when Audrey was putting on lipstick in front of the mirror, her eyes would meet mine in the glass. Something flickered—embarrassment? hunger? guilt?—and was gone before I could grab it.

“What are you staring at?” she’d say, playful, eyes already sliding away.

“Nothing,” I’d answer, swallowing the question Do you miss him?

“I just think my wife’s too beautiful, that’s all.”

She’d smile, kiss me lightly on the mouth.

Nobody said “cabin.” Nobody forgot it.

I told myself the cabin needed to be treated like porn for men—you don’t drag it out at the dinner table, but it’s always sitting somewhere in the top drawer of your brain.

Night. Bedroom. Soft yellow light. Audrey’s leg draped over my thigh.

The cabin came back.

Not in blunt questions. Not in tearful confessions.

It started with silence.

That Friday night my body felt like someone had wrung it out after a long week. Audrey slid closer and kissed me. Nothing really happened downstairs. Like an engine that hadn’t been turned over in too long.

I tried to focus on her hair, her mouth. But what rose up instead… was the cabin.

David’s laugh right next to my ear:

“Look at her, Calvin.”

Audrey riding him, head tipped back, hair spilling down her spine, her mouth open on a choked moan as he thrust so deep she couldn’t even make sound.

I didn’t push the memory away.

I opened it.

And my body lit up like I’d been hit with a live wire.

I got hard in Audrey’s hand so fast I startled myself. She let out a small, breathless laugh.

“What is that? I barely touched you and you’re already… on?”

“Because… I thought about the cabin,” I admitted, my voice rough, tangled in guilt and want.

Audrey froze for a second. A tiny tremor ran through her.

“Don’t… make me feel ashamed,” she whispered, her voice shaking.

She said “don’t,” but her hips rolled down harder, tightening around me, like she wanted to swallow me whole. She moaned into my neck, and I knew—I was just the conduit, the excuse for David’s body to slip back into hers again.

And I was using her to reach for a different darkness of my own.

Afterward, when we were lying there catching our breath, I’d throw out some stupid, normal question like:

“Are you going in early tomorrow?”

Audrey would answer just as casually. As if some guy named David hadn’t been between us in that bed a few minutes ago.

We locked the cabin in our bedroom.

Out there… it didn’t exist.

I tried to believe that.

But real life doesn’t care what you stuff under the sheets.

One month after the cabin, what dragged me out of my wet dreams wasn’t guilt. It wasn’t jealousy. It was something drier, more hollow: an HR email, a sea of red on the stock ticker, and whispers in the pantry.

That morning I left the apartment early. Audrey was still debating dresses for a client meeting. I kissed her cheek, promised I’d bring something home, then bolted for the parking garage.

The news anchor was talking about a corporation laying off thousands, his voice way too cheerful, like he was reading off sports scores.

My phone buzzed.

HR notification: All-hands Town Hall. Mandatory attendance.

Group chat exploded—memes, suitcase emojis, nervous laughter emojis.

I sent a laughing emoji too. My hand was slick with sweat.

The office felt like it had been filled with fog. Everyone stared at their screens, but every ear was tuned to the sound of the boss’s door opening.

I’d just sat down when John rolled his chair over, face pale.

“Mike just got called into HR. Gone. Didn’t even get to say anything.”

Mike was a top performer. Nobody ever thought he’d be on the chopping block.

I went rigid.

“Seriously?”

“Seriously… Jesus,” John gulped. “I just bought a car on payments. My wife’s about to give birth. If they cut our team… I’m screwed.”

I stared at my black monitor.

Every image of Audrey moaning under David vanished.

Because now, I was looking at a different kind of fire—colder, deeper.

Unemployment.

I looked at the framed photo of Audrey smiling on my desk. That smile—suddenly—looked expensive as hell.

If I lost my job, the apartment, the car, the safety net I’d built around her… would all disappear like smoke.


Chapter 2

I buried my head in the screen like I could hide behind a digital shield. My fingers flew over the keyboard; Excel stretched out in front of me like a maze with no end. I told myself—if I got this report done before the deadline, if every number was sharp and clean like a laser cut, if I proved I was a nail no one could pry loose—I’d survive.

Just focus.
Just breathe.

But there isn’t a VLOOKUP formula strong enough to drown out the sound of an office dying around you. Sighs dropping like stones. Chair wheels grinding softly over the carpet. Whispers behind me pricking the back of my neck like needles.

Close to noon, I hit “Save.”

Right then, the HR door swung open.

Heels clicked on the floor—short, sharp, precise, like the strokes of a cold knife.

They called John’s name.

Neat. Flat. No emotion.

The whole office held its breath.

I turned. John’s face went gray in a matter of seconds. His jaw locked. His fingers clenched the edge of his desk until his knuckles went white. His eyes… that was the look of someone who knows the trap has already snapped shut.

“I’ll… be right back,” he tried to smile, but it came out twisted and empty.

I opened my mouth to say something, but my throat had tightened to a hard knot.

The HR door closed behind him.

Just a small click. But it sounded like a coffin lid shutting.

I turned back to my monitor.

The words were meaningless.

John’s chair sat empty.

Five minutes.
Ten.
Twenty.
Thirty.

We all knew the rule: HR never needs more than thirty minutes to drop the hammer.

Exactly an hour later, the door opened. John walked out, arms wrapped around a brown cardboard box—the tiny office version of a coffin.

His shirt was wrinkled. His eyes red. His chin trembling.

He scooped up his life in seconds—a little cactus, an action figure, a photo of his daughter smiling.

Five years, stuffed into a cheap box.

“I’ll… be okay,” John whispered, but his eyes wandered the room like a ghost looking back at the world he’d just been kicked out of.

I put a hand on his shoulder. “Want me to drive you home?”

John smiled. A dead, weightless smile.

“I know how to get home… I just don’t know where I’m supposed to go tomorrow.”

That line went straight through me.

When the elevator swallowed him, I went back to my desk.

The numbers on-screen jittered and blurred.

And the fire—the one I’d been pretending hadn’t reached me yet—had already started licking at my feet.



That afternoon my head buzzed like a swarm of cicadas trapped in my skull. I worked like a machine about to burn out, forcing myself to run at full throttle even though I knew no performance review in the world could save a man standing right where the blade was about to fall.

When I got home, a thick envelope was wedged in the mailbox—our mortgage bill.

I tore it open. The number stared back at me—clean, cold, merciless.

My fingers slipped again and again as I entered the payment info, sweat pooling in my palms.

I snapped the phone shut and stepped into the living room feeling like something had hollowed me out.

And then Audrey opened the door.

In that moment, everything—fear, HR, debt, John—went blank.

There was only her.

She wore a black pencil skirt that hugged her hips, the curve of her ass pushing against the smooth fabric like it might split a seam. Her long legs were wrapped in sheer black stockings that pulled my gaze down inch by inch. A white silk blouse hugged her chest, and one of the top buttons was undone from the heat—just enough to show a soft line of cleavage, pale and smooth enough to make the warm light stop and stare.

My whole body flared like someone had squeezed a fist around a ball of flame.

“You look… insanely good tonight,” I rasped, my hand already sliding around her waist, pulling her tight against me.

Audrey dropped her bag on the table and looped her arms around my neck. Her breath slid into the hollow of my throat—warm, soft, honestly tired.

“I’m wiped…” she whispered.

My chest tightened.

“They started cutting people at your office too?”

Audrey gave a small nod.

“HR walked in with a list today. Nobody knew whose names were on it… but the air felt like someone was about to be hanged.”

I pulled her closer, holding her like I could shield her from the whole outside world.

“John got called up this morning. An hour later… he was done.”

Audrey leaned back a little, her gray eyes wide. “Oh God… poor John. He’s got a little kid.”

“Yeah. And a wife about to give birth.” I stared at the floor. “I’m… scared.”

Audrey looked straight through me. She saw it—the particular fear of a man who knows he’s the only pillar holding the house up, and that pillar is starting to crack.

Her hand came up to my face, fingers brushing my cheekbone. A smile tugged at her lips—half comfort, half mischief.

“Hey… at least today we’re not dead yet. Cheer up, honey.”

Her fingers slipped down from my chest, slow… then stopped at my waistband, right above the place that was heating up fast.

“So tonight…” her voice dropped, “…what do you want to play to blow off some stress?”

I laughed, pressing my forehead to hers, breathing in the end-of-day mix of perfume and real sweat—raw, female, bringing me back to life.

“The park?”

Audrey’s smile widened as she nodded, immediately getting what I meant.

That smile cleared the air in the apartment. For a few seconds, it made me forget that outside, the fire was spreading, and I was standing right at the edge.


Chapter 3

Night fell so fast the sky turned into one solid sheet of black. You couldn’t tell where the clouds ended and the treetops began. The park was damp and cold after the afternoon rain, leaves soaked through, wind sliding in like a blade across the back of your neck.

Under the biggest oak, the yellow streetlamp threw a lonely pool of light—just enough to see the path, not enough to see faces.

Audrey leaned back against the rough bark. Her coat was open. Her skirt was hitched up around her hips.

Nothing underneath.

The wind slipped between her thighs, raising goosebumps over her skin and making her whole body tremble for a heartbeat—until I stepped in, pressing close, and the heat from my body wrapped around her.

I bent, my mouth right at her ear.

“Cold?”

She shivered. “No… you were standing too far away.”

I pulled her hips toward me. My fingers slid between her legs, tracing along the slick, hot line waiting there. Audrey’s breath jumped, one hand clamping onto my shoulder, the other fisting in my collar, dragging me down to her face.

“Slow down… Calvin…” she whispered.

I gave a low laugh and freed my tip from my pants, letting it brush her, radiating heat against the cool skin there.

But I didn’t push in.

I just set the head right at her opening.

Then slid up.
Down.
Up again.

Rubbing.

Not entering.

Audrey bit down on her lip so hard I could hear the faint grind of her teeth. Her thighs parted a little, then squeezed together again, then opened—her body desperate to pull me in, while I held the pace… slow enough to hurt.

“Calvin… don’t torture me…” her voice was hoarse.

“I’m not doing anything,” I murmured, rolling my hips just enough to drag my tip along that wet groove. “I’m only touching you.”

Audrey’s belly flinched. Her muscles clenched, trying to draw me inside—but I locked my hips, denying her.

A soft sound—

“Mm—ah…”

—floated over from the direction of the stone benches on the other side of the park.

Audrey’s eyes flew open. “What… was that?”

I looked up, into the dark. Under the hazy yellow light, another couple.

They were pressed together behind a low shrub. The man had hiked the woman’s dress up, kissing her like he meant to eat her alive. She moaned softly, hands clawed into his back, oblivious to the rest of the world.

Audrey held her breath.

I felt her body clamp down harder around my tip—even though I still wasn’t inside her.

I bent to her ear again, dropping my voice into that low, rough tone—deep, coarse, competitive.

“Hear that?”

I drew the words out.

“She’s moaning.”

Audrey shuddered, her face flushing hot even in the dark.

“Calvin…”

I eased the head of my cock into her half a centimeter—no more—just enough to pry her open and let her swallow the very first part of me.

Audrey let out a tiny, strangled sound that broke in her throat.

I held still. I didn’t go deeper.

Her breath pounded against my neck, so hot it raised goosebumps along my skin.

The woman on the other side moaned again—louder this time, more frantic, the sound bursting out of her as he bounced her back against a low tree trunk. The noise sliced through the dark, mingling with the wind.

Audrey stiffened in my arms.

She heard every note.

And that moan poured into her belly like gasoline.

I put my mouth right at her ear again, my voice rough, low, American:

“She’s getting fucked hard… you hear that?”

Audrey trembled, her thighs locking so tight around my hips it was almost hard to breathe.

I pushed in another few millimeters, feeling her pull me deeper—slow, hot, wet—like she was trying to drag every inch of me inside.

Every distant moan from the other side made her twitch, grip me harder.

I pressed my lips to her neck.

“You gonna let her moan louder than you?”

Audrey’s mouth fell open, but no sound came—because my hand was clamped over it.

“Calvin… please…” she whined against my palm.

Her voice vibrated like a plucked string.

I locked my hands on her hips and drove in one deeper stroke, still slow—achingly slow—like pushing through thick honey.

Audrey snapped.

“Ah—!”

The sound was sharp, fierce… louder than the other girl.

Right then, near the benches, the woman cried out too—higher, bolder, like she was answering.

Both couples…

Heard it.
Knew it.
Didn’t stop.

A low laugh slipped out of me, my lips brushing Audrey’s ear.

“You hear that? She’s firing back.”

Audrey arched, the challenge hitting some raw nerve inside her.

“Calvin… deeper… deeper… please…”

That “please” fell out of her like it came from the very bottom of her chest.

I yanked her hips toward me, braced myself, and thrust in—one last push, deep, heavy, all the way.

Audrey shattered.

Her moan ripped free.

No holding back.
Nothing left to hide.

Her voice cut through the dark, bright and hot, forcing me to press my hand harder over her mouth—but it was too late.

The sound spilled into the night like a declaration.

And instantly—

On the other side, the other woman let out a wild, unfiltered cry, like a final answer thrown back at us.

The two sounds collided.

Two bodies on opposite ends of the park shuddered at the same time.

Two couples… complicit in the same madness.

Audrey clawed at my back, her whole body jerking hard three times, then collapsing against my shoulder—her breath scorching my neck.

I didn’t have to look to know they’d finished too. The air sagged for a second—like two storms had just torn through and moved on, leaving the heat hanging in the cold mist.

I wrapped my arms around Audrey, shielding her from every stray beam of light, holding her there.

Her chest rose and fell.
Her breathing was ragged.
Her body still trembled with aftershocks.

“You okay?” I asked, my voice rough with adrenaline still flooding my veins.

Audrey nodded, resting her forehead in the hollow of my neck.

“…yeah… my legs are just… jelly…”

“I know.” I chuckled softly. “Come on.”

I tugged her skirt down, straightened her coat, then slipped my arm around her and walked her across the wet leaves back toward the car.

We were both breathing like we’d just sprinted away from a fire.

When I opened the door, Audrey dropped into the passenger seat, almost collapsing. She covered her face with her hands, then started laughing.

The sound was still shaky, but light, warm, alive.

I closed her door and walked around to the driver’s side.

We looked at each other.

Then we both started laughing—loud, relieved, like we’d just survived something way bigger than us.

Audrey reached over, grabbed my collar, pulled me in and kissed me—deep, long, full of breath and the echo of all those muffled moans under the trees.

“Calvin… I can’t believe we just did that…”

“I can’t either,” I said, resting my forehead against hers. “But Jesus… I haven’t felt this alive in a long time.”

Audrey smiled softly, her eyes catching the glow from the streetlamp outside the windshield.

“Crazy… but beautiful.”

I was about to start the engine when something moved outside her window.

A young couple stepped out of the shadows, following the path.

They didn’t look at us.

But we knew.

And they knew.

They were the pair from earlier.

The girl stayed pressed close to the man’s side like she’d just ridden out the same explosion Audrey had. As they walked past our car, she glanced over—just once—a flash of red-rimmed, emotional eyes full of unspoken understanding.

No greeting.
No smile.

But that look said everything:

We all know what we just did.

I turned back to Audrey.

She just smiled, breathy and soft.

“Pretty sure they feel just as alive as we do.”

I started the car.

The engine broke the park’s fragile quiet.

We pulled away—headlights cutting through the darkness, catching the slick shine of wet leaves still glistening with mist.

Audrey laid her hand on my thigh, squeezing gently.

“Calvin…”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t lose me, okay?”

I wrapped my fingers around hers and squeezed back.

“Not a chance.”

We drove out of the park, leaving behind the night, the cold wind, and those two tangled moans that would stay burned into our memories—like twin flames flaring up in one insane night we both knew we’d never forget.


Chapter 4

The week went by like I’d been shoved into an industrial press.

With John gone, my workload nearly doubled—his spreadsheets, his reports, his revenue forecasts that used to be his problem… all of it slid onto my desk like a landslide.

I ate lunch at my computer, chewing on a cold, stale sandwich, left hand holding the bread, right hand dragging formulas across cells. My eyes burned from the screen glare. Coffee became the only thing keeping me vertical.

I kept telling myself: if I do this well, if I clean up every mistake, if I come out on top in this quarter’s numbers—I’ll make it.

I’m not John.
I still have a shot.

And on the day I finally started to believe that—

Ting.

A Slack notification popped up.

HR – Linda:
“11:00 AM.
Small Meeting Room B.
Please be on time.”

No explanation. No emoji. Not even a polite line of small talk.

I froze.

The screen blurred. My hands went cold, like someone had drained the blood out of them. The people around me kept their heads down like nothing had happened, but I could feel every set of eyes on my back—coworkers not daring to stare, but tracking my every move.

A private message from HR in the middle of the workday = sentence.

Everybody in the company knew that rule.

I walked down the hall like a ghost. My feet were numb. The metal handle of the meeting room door was so cold it felt welded to my skin.

I took a deep breath.

Opened the door.



Linda was already there. Silk blouse, high collar. Hair pinned back in a perfect twist, not a strand out of place. The overhead light flashed on the thin metal of her glasses, hiding half her eyes—sharp as a scalpel.

“Calvin.”

She nodded. Her voice was flat as a frozen lake.

I sat down. The chair was hard, cold, and small enough that I felt like I’d been laid out on an operating table.

Linda opened her laptop.

The tiny clicks of the keyboard sounded like they were ticking off my remaining days of employment.

“The company is restructuring,” she said, without looking at me. “Headcount reductions. Performance review.”

Every word dropped into my stomach like a stone.

“And I’m afraid… you’re in the group that requires closer evaluation.”

I wanted to say I’d tried.

Wanted to say I’d been working until nine every night.

Wanted to scream about taking on John’s workload on top of my own.

But my tongue went numb. Nothing came out.

Linda went on reading:

“Your performance last month declined. Several reports missed their deadlines. Some minor discrepancies in your forecasts.”

I knew.

I also knew she didn’t care why.

Then she finally looked up.

Her eyes locked onto mine like she was peeling my face off, layer by layer, deciding what kind of material she was dealing with—worth keeping or ready for the trash.

My heartbeat slowed, heavy, like someone was squeezing it in their fist.

I braced for the last line:

“Please surrender your employee badge.”

But Linda suddenly closed her laptop.

Clack.

That small sound hit the room like a gavel.

“However,” she said.

I looked up. My heart skipped.

“There is someone… who doesn’t want to see you lose your job. Not yet.”

The air in the room shifted—like a draft of cold air had blown in from nowhere.

“Who… who is that?” I asked, my voice cracking like a kid’s.

Linda laced her fingers together, her expression pulling into something that actually looked… uneasy. Rare for someone in HR who’d watched hundreds of people get cut.

“He insisted you be given another chance. I don’t know why. Your file doesn’t stand out compared to the others.”

She emphasized every word:

“But this order came from above.”

I swallowed.

“…from… upstairs?”

Linda nodded.

“11:30 AM today,” she said. “You’re to go up to the 32nd floor.”

The 32nd floor.

Not a meeting room.
Not middle management.
Not the executive board.

One man owned that floor.

My heart started pounding.

Linda spoke slowly, clearly, like she wanted to make sure I understood exactly how heavy this was:

“…to meet with Henry.”

Henry.

The CEO.

The man who never needed to show his face.

The man people like me only saw in framed photos in the lobby.

The man whose decisions rewrote the weather.

And that man… wanted to see me?

“Why… would he call me?” I croaked. “I… I didn’t—”

Linda shook her head.

“I don’t know,” she said, a little softer, like a warning. “But Henry doesn’t do this for lower-level employees. Ever.”

She stood, signaling the meeting was over.

“Calvin,” she said, holding my gaze a second longer than normal, “the air on the 32nd floor is the thinnest in the building. Make sure you take a deep breath before you go up.”

I got to my feet.

I don’t remember if I thanked her.

I don’t remember how I walked out.

I only know that when the door closed behind me, I had to brace myself against the hallway wall so I wouldn’t fall.

Henry wanted to see me.

Henry.
The CEO.
The man who held the power of life or death over our careers.

And I had no idea…

whether this was a stay of execution,
or a sentence worse than being fired.



The 32nd floor was so cold it felt like the air really was thinner up there.

Each step landed on the carpet with a dull thump, like my own heartbeat knocking against my ears.

This floor wasn’t for staff. No meetings. No wandering.

Just two spaces: the CEO’s office and his private secretary’s area.

I stopped at the reception desk.

Henry’s assistant looked up—a young woman with dark hair in a tight bun, bare lips, the kind of sharp, controlled face that never wasted a word.

“Calvin Anderson?”

I nodded.

“Mr. Henry is expecting you.”

She stood. No smile. No welcome. Just procedure.

She led me down a corridor lined with gray carpet.

On both sides, floor-to-ceiling glass wrapped around the city—towers reflecting cold white light, making my reflection look smaller than I already felt.

She knocked three times on the last large door.

“I’ve brought Calvin, sir.”

A deep voice drifted out from inside:

“Send him in.”

She opened the door. “Go ahead.”

I took a long breath and stepped over the threshold.

The heavy door closed behind me—clack—like it had just locked every escape route.



Henry stood by the glass wall, hands in his pockets, back straight.

White shirt, top two buttons undone. Tie loosened. But nothing about him was relaxed—his presence filled the room.

His eyes flicked over me once.

One look.
One second.

But I felt like he’d just run a full psychological profile from head to toe.

“Calvin.”

His voice was calm in a way that was almost terrifying.

“Close the door.”

I did what he said, my hand shaking.

Henry gestured to the chair. “Sit.”

The chair was cold. Flat. Deliberately uncomfortable—designed so you’d never forget where you were.

Henry poured me a glass of water. A polite gesture, but there was nothing friendly about it.

He sat across from me, arms folded, gaze steady, unblinking.

“HR has spoken to you?” he asked. His voice was low, even, no need to raise it—he was the kind of man people stood straighter for without thinking.

“Y… yes, sir.” I heard my own voice shrink, like a breath that didn’t quite make it out.

“Financial pressure. Headcount review. You understand.”

I nodded.

Henry studied me for another half second.

“You look scared.”

I froze. No idea whether “no” or “yes” was the right answer. Both felt wrong.

Henry gave a small smile—the kind of smile that made my skin crawl because I couldn’t tell if it meant mercy or something much worse.

“I’ll be blunt,” he said, dropping his tone down another level.

“If HR had fired you today… would you land on your feet?”

My mouth opened, but no sound came out.

No.

The house, the bills, Audrey, debt, the mortgage—everything flashed through my head like a glitching LED board.

Henry didn’t need me to say it.

He held my gaze long enough to read everything in it.

Then he said:

“Your manager—Frank.”

One corner of his mouth twitched.

“He’s useless. Slow. He doesn’t understand the numbers. And I didn’t like the way he handled last month’s report.”

I hesitated. “I… heard some things, but I assumed—”

“Not rumors,” Henry cut in.

“Facts.”

He leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled in front of his stomach.

The posture of a man evaluating a new acquisition.

“Frank is on the review list,” he said. “And I’m considering… someone else.”

My breath hitched.

Someone else?

It couldn’t be me.
I was just a data analyst.

But Henry never looked away.

“I need someone I can trust.”

I felt that line go past work.

Past spreadsheets.
Past forecasts.

It was… more personal than that.

I swallowed and forced the question out:

“But… why me?”

Henry went quiet for a few long seconds—long enough for me to hear the AC hum change pitch.

Then he leaned forward, elbows on the desk, eyes locked on mine.

“Calvin…”

He said my name like he was tasting it.

“No one is more obedient than a man who almost died… and was spared.”

My blood froze, then flared hot in the same heartbeat.

He went on:

“I’m giving you a second chance.”

His voice wasn’t loud, but it cut as clean as a letter opener.

“But second chances don’t come free.”

Henry stood.

So did I, more out of instinct than choice.

He walked past me, stopping when our shoulders were almost touching.

His eyes slid sideways to me, relaxed and sharp all at once, like he could see straight through my skull.

“Don’t disappoint me.”

His hand landed lightly on my shoulder—barely a tap, but enough to send a jolt down my spine and snap my back straighter.

Henry opened the door.

“Go. We’ll be seeing each other again.”

I stepped out.

The door closed behind me.

Cold.
Clean.
Final.

I stood in the hallway, one hand on the wall until the floor stopped tilting.

I’d been spared.

At least for today.

But my breathing wouldn’t settle.

Because somewhere deep down, I knew—

Henry hadn’t just saved me.
He’d just picked up the reins.

And I had… let him wrap them tight around me.


Chapter 5

A month went by.

And somehow, everything… slipped back into its old rhythm, like the day HR called my name had never happened.

No warning emails.
No closed-door meetings.
No side-eye from coworkers.

Just work.

I buried myself at my desk—writing reports, cleaning datasets, tuning dashboards, handling client analysis sessions Frank—my manager—should’ve led but always ducked.

And the strangest part: I didn’t mind.

I wanted to do it well.
I wanted to survive.
I wanted Henry not to regret keeping me.

Frank was still Frank—gruff, crude, addicted to yelling.

He was shamelessly confident, because he had backing from one of the big shareholders.
Stick close to him and you were “protected.”
Cross him and you were expected to “find your own exit.”

But Henry hated Frank.

Everybody in the company knew that.

Two alphas fighting for the same territory.

And me?

I was just the rabbit trying to sprint between two open jaws.



That month, I had a few one-on-one meetings with Henry—quiet briefings no one else knew about.

Frank sent Henry a polished weekly report.
But Henry wanted another version—the real one. No spin. No trimming. No sugarcoating.

So every Friday, before Frank hit “send” on the official file, I was summoned to the 32nd floor.

Henry would be standing at the glass wall, arms folded, the city lights casting hard lines across his face.

“Calvin. Where’s the real data?”

I’d hand him the true version.

Henry would read.

Say nothing.

Then give the smallest nod, eyes sliding over to me—a silent signal:

Good.

And that was enough to make me feel like I still existed in this world.

Some part of me knew this was dangerous.

The other part—the weaker part—needed that approval like oxygen.



But there was one thing that wasn’t okay.

Audrey.

A week ago, she’d been called into HR. Just like I had. Only she didn’t have a Henry waiting in the wings for her.

She came home with a cardboard box of her things, mascara smeared in a dark, pathetic streak beneath her gray-blue eyes. She didn’t sob. She just sat on the couch in silence, her narrow shoulders shaking in my arms.

“Sucks…” Audrey said, trying to shape her mouth into a crooked smile. “But I guess they really are cutting back. Every company’s bleeding right now.”

I held her for a long time. So long my arms went numb. Watching my wife—the woman who’d always been bright, proud, the kind of beauty that made men look twice—slumped and hollow like a bird with a broken wing… it twisted something deep inside me.

And for that whole week, I comforted myself with one thought: at least one of us still had a job. If we both went down at the same time… we’d drown.

I was grateful to Henry in a way that felt… shameful.



Today at lunch, after our usual off-the-books meeting, Henry didn’t dismiss me right away.

He shrugged into his jacket, watching me in the mirror.

“Calvin, I’ve got a lunch with a Chinese business owner today. You’re coming with me.”

My heart lurched like someone had jabbed a live wire into it.

I tried to keep my voice steady.

“Of course. Yes, sir.”

Henry’s hand landed on my shoulder—a brief touch, but enough to tell me I’d just been chosen.



The restaurant Henry took me to was one of those “only on Instagram” places—polished ebony tables, wide white tablecloths, dark crystal stemware, warm lighting soft enough to blur the price tags on the wine list.

Mr. Cai—the Chinese business owner—was already seated.

Stocky, polite, his English clumsy and thick.

Henry did his best to keep the conversation on track, but without a real interpreter, both sides were feeling their way through fog.

I stayed quiet. Waiting. Listening. Trying to be invisible but useful.

Until Mr. Cai reached for a data term he couldn’t quite remember in English.

“Big… group… number… together… chart… how to say…” He waved his hands, frustrated.

Henry’s brow creased, his fingers tapping lightly on the table—his tell for impatience.

I drew a breath, then spoke in Mandarin, slow and clear:

“您是说数据分群——Data Clustering，对吗?”
(“You mean segmenting the data—data clustering, right?”)

Mr. Cai’s eyes lit up like headlights. “Duì! Duì! Jiù zhège!” (“Yes! Yes! That’s it!”)

Henry’s head snapped toward me. His gaze was razor sharp, but this time, there was a flicker of curiosity in it.

“I didn’t know you spoke Chinese, Calvin.”

I gave a small, awkward smile and tugged my tie straight. “My wife… used to interpret for a few tech projects. She’d rope me into helping her review material. I heard the terms so often they started to stick.”

Henry stared at me for a beat, then shook his head with a half-smile—the kind of smile a man gives when he finds a $100 bill on the sidewalk.

“The company’s pushing hard into the Chinese market,” he said, sipping his dark red wine. “And I don’t have a single assistant who really understands both the language and the data.”

He exhaled, setting the glass down. “It’s a pain in the ass.”

I don’t know exactly why I said what I said next.

Because I wanted to repay him for saving my job?
Because I couldn’t stand seeing Audrey wilt at home?
Or because some deeper, darker part of me… wanted to nudge my wife a little closer to this powerful man?

“I was just thinking…” I began, pulse kicking up, “my wife’s free right now… and her technical Chinese is very good.”

Henry set his glass down. The sound of the base touching the ebony table was soft, but it landed in my chest like a hammer.

He didn’t smile. His face didn’t change. But I felt the entire room, the gravity itself, tilt his way.

The silence stretched. Henry was calculating. Weighing the value of the… asset I’d just put on the table.

Then he nodded—slowly, like stamping an invisible seal onto a contract for a soul.

“You tell her…” he paused a beat, eyes drilling into me, “…to come see me tomorrow. Nine a.m.”

I went still.

The sentence was light as a feather… and heavy as stone. I had just opened the door and invited another man into our lives. Last time it was David. This time it was Henry.

“Yes, sir… I’ll tell her.”

Henry swirled his wine, eyes drifting back to the window, where the city lay flat beneath us.

“I hope she’s like you,” he said.

I swallowed, my throat dry. “Like… me?”

Henry turned back, locking eyes with me. His voice dropped, firm as a verdict:

“Grateful.”

He tilted his head, the corner of his mouth lifting just a fraction—mysterious and deliberate.

“And smart enough to know what’s good for her.”


Chapter 6

I pushed the door open and stepped into the apartment, shoulders heavy like I was still carrying the entire office building on my back.

Inside, the air hit me different—warm, soft, threaded with the faint smell of lavender soap and the steady whir of the ceiling fan.

Audrey was sitting at the dining table, back to me. Her hair was twisted up in a loose claw clip, a few strands falling down the nape of her neck—the pale hollow there always made me want to bury my face in it. She wore a thin cream knit sweater, the kind that hugged every curve when she moved, sleeves long enough to cover half her hands.

She looked… better. Not like those first days after getting laid off, when she’d gone pale and flat, like all the color had been drained out of her.

The moment she heard the latch click, she looked up.

“You’re home.”

Her voice was soft, but there was something naked in it—hope. Her gray-blue eyes searched my face for any sign of good news.

I dropped my keys on the console table, the metal clinking dully against the wood. I walked over to her.

“I’ve got something today I think you’ll like.”

Audrey tilted her head, brows lifting just a fraction. “What is it?”

I set my hand on her shoulder, feeling the warmth of her through the thin knit, the heat seeping into my palm, into my chest.

“Henry’s looking for an assistant who speaks Chinese.”

I spoke slowly, watching every tiny shift in her expression.

“I mentioned you to him. Your experience. And… he wants to meet you. Nine a.m. tomorrow.”

Audrey blinked once. Twice. Then it was like someone flicked a switch on—her smile burst across her face.

She shot up from the chair and threw herself into my arms. Her arms wrapped around my neck, squeezing tight.

“Calvin… oh my God… I’m so happy!”

Her voice caught for a second, thick with emotion. Her soft breasts pressed against my chest through the sweater, her body melting into mine like she’d just dropped a hundred-pound weight.

“I thought I’d be stuck at home sending my résumé into the void for another month. And now… God, thank you.”

I slid my arms around her waist, pulling her fully against my hips, breathing in the scent of her hair.

“I just wanted to take some of the pressure off you. I can’t stand seeing you upset.”

She stayed there a few more seconds, her warm breath slipping into the hollow of my neck, then leaned back enough to look me in the eye.

“Thank you,” she whispered, eyes shining. “Seriously. You saved me.”

That smile… lit up the whole room, sweeping away the last shadows of the past few weeks.

I was about to say, It’s nothing, it’s what a husband’s supposed to do, when Audrey pressed a finger to my lips, stopping me.

“Calvin.”

Her smile shifted. It went deeper. Softer. And there was something else in it now… sly, almost wicked.

“You’ve done a lot for me. I want to… do something for you.”

I gave a short laugh, even as my heart started beating harder. “Do what? Just knowing you might have a job again is enough for me.”

Audrey didn’t answer right away. Her arms slid around my neck again, but this time the hold was looser, lazier. Her head tipped to the side—the same mischievous tilt I knew from the cabin, from that dark park, the tilt that always tasted like trouble.

“I think… today’s a good day,” she said, dropping her voice a notch.

She rose up on her toes and brushed a kiss along my jaw. Her lips were warm and damp.

“And I want us to enjoy it.”

I swallowed. My body reacted before my brain caught up—heat flooding downward fast.

Audrey studied me for a second too long—the look of a woman who knows exactly what kind of power she has and what she wants to do with it.

“I want to… play a game.”

Her voice was quiet, warm—and it sent a jolt right down my spine.

I narrowed my eyes a little, half teasing, half bracing. “You mean… like the park?”

Audrey shook her head slowly. Her smile curved—thin, unhurried, and hot enough to make my face burn.

“No. Bolder than that. Something a little more… indulgent.”

My heart hammered like someone had clamped a hand around it. Blood rushed south so fast my knees felt light.

“I’m thinking…” Audrey went on, her fingertip tracing invisible circles on my shirtfront, “tonight we deserve to try something new. Call it… a reward for you.”

Her finger pressed gently to my chest, then dragged downward, nail scraping just enough to make me shiver. Button by button.

“Because I’m happy.”

Her finger slid down to my stomach.

“Because you got me a chance to meet Henry.”

Then a little lower, stopping right at my belt.

“Because… I want you to really look at me.”

My breath left me in a rough exhale. I knew exactly what she was asking for—for my eyes on her, for my hunger. For the feeling of being on display.

“Just a try?” I asked, my voice raw with want.

Audrey caught her bottom lip between her teeth, nodding slowly. Her eyes had gone darker, glazed with arousal.

“Mm-hm. Just a try.”

I yanked her closer, burying my face in her neck. Our breaths tangled, hot and uneven.

The moment was brief—but inside it, I felt something split open.

I loved her. I loved the way she leaned on me, loved this soft, eager body pressing up against me.

But deep down, I knew exactly what kind of “reward” this was.

I was being thanked… for leading her right up to another wolf’s door.

And tonight… she wanted to use that same body to celebrate.


Chapter 7

That night the city wasn’t just cold. It was wet, and the air had that electric tang to it.

The rain had just stopped, leaving slick puddles smeared across the asphalt, catching the burn of the sodium-orange streetlights that lined the empty streets.

Audrey stepped out of the bedroom, and the outfit she’d picked… dried my throat in an instant.

This wasn’t some playful “bad girl” costume. She was dressed like a real high-class slut.

A tight black leather mini skirt, glossy and short enough that if she bent even a little, everything would be on display. Underneath, wide-mesh fishnet stockings hugged her pale thighs, biting just enough into the soft flesh to create those obscene little ridges.

On top: a white silk camisole so thin it was almost nothing. No bra. Her nipples were hard from the cold, pushing against the fabric like two small bullets.

Her hair was pulled into a high ponytail. Deep red lipstick—the color of wine and sin.

“You go ahead,” she threw over her shoulder, giving me a half-smile full of challenge. “Let me walk. And… keep your distance, stranger.”

I couldn’t argue. I backed up five steps.

Playing the stalker shadowing his own wife.



Audrey walked slowly, hips swinging with the easy rhythm of a woman who knows she’s being watched and wanted. Her heels clicked sharp and clear on the empty sidewalk—clack… clack… clack…

Every time she passed under a streetlamp, the yellow light slid over her body, highlighting the curve of her ass and the way the leather skirt hugged the seam between her thighs.

In a darker patch of road, she stopped. Pretended to fix the strap of her heel.

She bent down.

The skirt rode up. Higher.

And I saw everything.

Audrey wasn’t wearing panties.

In the thin spill of light from a shuttered corner store window, her pussy was just… there—bare, flushed, the lips slightly parted and already glistening.

She stayed like that for three full seconds—long enough that anyone wandering by could’ve had a clear view of the most private part of my wife.

Then she straightened, glancing back at me, eyes gleaming.

“See okay?”

“Every inch,” I growled, my voice coming out rough. “You’re already wet.”

“Just getting started…” she winked.

And she walked on. We moved through narrow streets that smelled faintly of damp trash and stale cigarettes. Adrenaline pumped through me in harsh, hot waves, like shots of strong liquor.

A few cars slowed down. Drivers’ eyes locked hungrily on Audrey’s fishnet-wrapped thighs. She didn’t flinch. She lifted her chest higher, letting the cold air tease her nipples through the thin silk.



Then she turned into an old brick alley.

Dead end. Dark. Only a bit of pale moonlight filtering down.

I was about to stride up and pin her to the wall when a shadow peeled itself from the opposite bricks.

“Hey… sweetheart.”

I froze, slipping back into the darkness a few meters away.

A guy. Big. Gray hoodie, faded jeans streaked with construction dust. He carried the sour sweat stink and rough danger of a man who worked with his hands and didn’t give a shit.

He didn’t look at Audrey’s face. His eyes went straight to her crotch, then dragged up to her chest. The look of a starving dog spotting fresh meat.

He stepped in, blocking her way.

“Where you goin’ dressed that light, huh? You working the street?”

Every muscle in my body wound tight. My hands balled into fists, ready to crush his skull. But Audrey… she didn’t back up.

She stood there, hip cocked, striking a pose that was pure invitation.

“And if I am?” Audrey asked, her voice soft and sticky as honey.

The guy laughed, a rough, rattling sound deep in his throat. He moved closer, pinning her between his body and the wall.

“How much for a ride?”

Audrey lifted one perfectly red-tipped finger to her lips, pretending to think.

“Five hundred. Cash.”

He whistled. “That steep? Is your pussy gold-plated or something?”

“No,” Audrey murmured, flicking a quick glance toward where I hid in the shadows, then back to him, “but it’s very tight.”

I could hear my own blood pounding in my ears. Jealousy. Humiliation. And a brutal, throbbing hardness straining against my zipper.

The man didn’t say another word.

He just lifted that big, rough hand.

And shoved it straight under her skirt.

I saw everything in awful clarity: his dark, calloused palm closing around my wife’s bare white ass.

He squeezed hard.

Her flesh spilled between his fingers. Audrey’s stomach clenched; she rose up on her toes, a small “Ah…” slipping out of her.

“Soft as hell…” he rasped, breath fanning across her face. His hand didn’t stop. It slid further in, hunting for the space between her thighs.

He was feeling her up. Right in front of me.

I watched Audrey shudder. She didn’t push him away. Her legs parted just a little more, opening for that crude, invading touch.

He hooked a finger inside her.

“Mm…” Audrey’s head tipped back, eyes shut tight. She was savoring it.

A minute stretched out like a lifetime. I stood there, one hand pressed to my crotch, watching my wife get groped like a public toy by a stranger.

When he started fumbling with his fly, Audrey suddenly planted a hand on his chest and shoved.

“Free trial's over,” she said, voice sharpening, though that slutty smile never left her lips.

“The hell?” he barked, face flushing red.

“My husband’s here to pick me up,” she said, jerking her chin in my direction.

He spun around. Saw me stepping out of the shadows, big, pacing toward him, murder written all over my face.

He cursed, spat on the ground, and stalked off. “Fucking crazy.”



The moment he disappeared around the corner, I slammed into Audrey.

I didn’t say a word. I just shoved her hard against the cold brick wall.

Audrey exhaled sharply, her eyes blazing with arousal. “You saw that, didn’t you? He was so rough… his hands felt like sandpaper—”

“Shut up,” I snarled.

I crashed my mouth onto hers, devouring her. I could taste a faint hint of smoke—probably from his breath on her a moment ago.

My hand dove under her skirt, going straight to where he’d just been.

Soaked. She was drenched from a stranger’s fingers.

Jealousy ignited into something darker. I scooped her up. Audrey’s legs clamped around my waist, the leather skirt riding up to her hips.

I yanked my zipper down. Freed the throbbing beast painfully straining against my pants.

No foreplay. No gentle anything.

I slammed into her. One brutal thrust.

Thick.

“Ahhh—!” Audrey screamed, the sound swallowed by my mouth as I kissed her hard.

Her body was scorching, slick, gripping me all the way in. The brick scraped at her back, but she didn’t care. She clung to me like she wanted to fuse us together, nails raking into my shoulders.

“F… fuck me, Calvin! Erase him! Erase his touch!” she cried against my ear.

I pounded into her like I was losing my mind. Every thrust a statement. She was mine. But she was also my whore.

In that dark alley, under thin, cold moonlight, the wet, rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh echoed.

I came inside her with a guttural roar, emptying all my anger and arousal deep into my wife.


Chapter 8

The thirty-second floor was bright and cold, like the inside of an iceberg.

The air up here felt different from the lower floors—thinner, quieter. Fewer voices, fewer breaths, fewer pointless movements. Just power and total control.

The white LED lights were so clean they picked out every blue vein on the back of my hand. A minimalist reception desk, two black leather chairs sitting in perfect silence, and a heavy wooden door at the end of the hallway.

Audrey stood beside me, drawing in a careful breath as she adjusted her shoulders.

She smiled—small, confident, and… just a little provocative.

“You okay?” I asked, my voice coming out rougher than I meant.

She nodded, gray-blue eyes bright. “I’m fine. You sure you are? I’m more worried you’re more nervous than me.”

I let out a weak laugh. And she was right. I was nervous. Not just because of the meeting.

Because of how she looked today.

Audrey was dressed for the office in a way that made the frozen air on the thirty-second floor feel a notch hotter.

A white silk blouse, thin enough to flirt with being see-through but just respectable enough not to be. It hugged the curve of her full chest, the second button straining every time she took a breath, like it was one exhale away from popping.

A black pencil skirt clung to her hips and thighs like a second skin, ending just at the knee, with a subtle slit along one side—just high enough that every step flashed a whisper of pale skin before hiding it again.

Sheer nude stockings. Sharp high heels that made her legs look long enough to hurt. Her chestnut hair was tied low, a few strands falling around her ears, softening her in a way that contrasted with the ruthless feel of this place.

She didn’t look like someone begging for a job.

She looked like a gift, wrapped carefully, fully aware the door at the end of the hall would open to accept her.



Henry’s ice-cold secretary opened the door. “Mr. Henry is expecting you.”

His office was so big it felt like I could be swallowed whole inside it. Floor-to-ceiling windows laid the entire city out at his feet.

Henry stood by the glass, hands in his trouser pockets, turning when he saw us.

His eyes didn’t touch me.

They latched onto Audrey.

“Audrey,” he said. His voice was low, polite, but sharp as a scalpel. “Good to finally meet you.”

Audrey stepped forward to shake his hand.

Henry held her hand… at least two seconds longer than necessary. His thumb brushed lightly over the back of it—a tiny possessive gesture only I seemed to notice.

Audrey just kept smiling, relaxed, not pulling back.

They sat down on the expensive leather sofa set in the seating area. I took a slight angle behind Audrey—exactly where a subordinate belongs.

“I hear from Calvin that you speak Mandarin,” Henry began, his gaze sliding from her face down to the line of her blouse.

“Well… enough to get by,” Audrey answered in that perfect “modest-but-capable” tone, her eyes steady on him. “I’ve freelanced as an interpreter for tech projects. I’m used to dealing with partners and clients, so it comes naturally.”

“Good.”

Henry gave a small nod, leaning back and stretching his legs out, completely at ease. The posture of an apex predator on its own ground.

“We’re expanding aggressively into that market. Someone who understands the language and understands… how things work… is hard to come by.”

He emphasized “how things work.”

Audrey tilted her head slightly, eyes brightening, lips curving. “I believe I can handle that.”

Henry watched her very carefully. The way a man looks at a high-end piece of merchandise he’s thinking about buying outright.

Then he turned to me. Just a quick glance—deep, acknowledging, but not hostile. It felt like… a quiet nod to my usefulness.

Silence hung there for a beat.

Then Henry set his coffee cup down. The sound of porcelain tapping glass clicked sharply through the room.

“Calvin.”

I jumped a little. “Yes, sir?”

“I’d like to ask Audrey some… more personal questions. About handling pressure and difficult situations. A short skills test.”

He didn’t look at me. His eyes stayed on Audrey. His hand gestured toward the door.

“You wait outside.”

It wasn’t a request. It was an order.

My throat closed. I looked at Audrey.

She didn’t look back.

She was looking at Henry, attentive, waiting.

“Yes, sir,” I said, my voice barely there. That instinct to obey rose up hard and fast.

I got up and walked out, leaving my wife and my boss alone in that sealed room.



The hallway was so quiet I could hear my own pulse pounding in my ears.

I leaned my back against the cold wall, staring at the closed wooden door.

Five minutes.
Ten.
Twenty.

I talked myself down: He’s the CEO. Of course he’s thorough. It’s just a skills assessment. Just an interview.

At the thirty-minute mark… my gut started to twist.

Dark, ugly thoughts crept into my head like poison roots.

What kind of “skills test” takes thirty minutes? Why kick her husband out of the room? How good is the soundproofing on that door?

I started imagining it.

I saw Henry getting up, walking around the coffee table. Audrey tipping her face up to him with those wet, wide eyes. His Swiss watch glinting as his hand settled on her shoulder… then slid down toward the edge of that thin silk collar…

The more I pictured it, the harder my heart pounded. Heat crawled over my skin. Jealousy fused with something sicker, a twisted arousal that made my cock thicken, straining against my dress pants.

I stood there, in a corporate hallway, half-hard because I was imagining my wife being “interviewed” by my boss.



Around minute forty—the door clicked open.

Audrey stepped out.

I jerked upright off the wall, trying to steady my breathing and hide the bulge in my slacks.

She looked… different.

Just a little. But for someone as obsessed as I was, it might as well have been a siren blaring.

She was pushing her hair back behind her ear—a quick, slightly rushed motion. Some fine strands clung to her temple, like she’d broken a light sweat.

Her lips were pinker. Glossy, a little swollen—the kind of plump that comes after using your mouth a lot… or after being kissed too hard.

And the neckline of her blouse… the second button looked looser than before.

Her breathing hadn’t fully settled.

I walked up, my voice shaking. “Well? How’d it go?”

Audrey looked at me. Her eyes were bright, shining, her pupils dilated—adrenaline, or something else.

She exhaled, aiming for casual, but there was a faint quiver at the end of her words.

“Good. Really good. He’s… very pleased with me.”

She leaned on “pleased.”

“Henry said he’ll call HR right away. I can start next week. As his personal assistant.”

My knees almost gave out with relief. “That’s amazing. I knew you’d crush it.”

I moved in to hug her, wanting to kiss her cheek to celebrate—and, if I was honest, to see what her skin tasted and smelled like now.

But Audrey slid half a step back. Fast. Her hand landed on my chest to hold me there.

“Don’t… this isn’t the place,” she murmured, eyes flicking toward the empty reception desk. “This is his office floor.”

I glanced around.

The floor was completely deserted. No one in sight.

Just us.

But I didn’t argue. Her refusal only fed my doubts—and stoked the heat twisting low in my stomach.

“You’re right,” I said quietly.

Audrey took my hand. Her palm was warm and slightly damp. She squeezed—like an apology, or reassurance.

“Come on. I’m starving. I feel… wiped out.”

I nodded and led her to the elevator.

The doors closed, sealing us in the tight space.

Audrey stood close beside me. I inhaled.

Her perfume was still there. But threaded through it… was something else. A masculine musk. Expensive. Sandalwood, and something darker.

Henry.

And when she breathed out, the warmth of it against my neck… felt hotter than usual.

I tightened my grip on her hand, my heart hammering.

I didn’t ask. I didn’t dare.

All I knew was that today, I’d officially sold my soul—

And maybe, just maybe, my wife’s body with it.


Chapter 9

Coming home from work, the second I pushed the door open a thick, savory aroma punched me in the face.

Pan-seared steak with charred edges. Melted butter. The sharp bite of black pepper and the warm punch of sautéed garlic. The kind of smell that wakes up every man’s instincts at once—the hunger in your stomach and the hunger for… other things.

The kitchen glowed under soft yellow light. Audrey stood at the island, her back to me.

Her hair was tied up high, exposing the pale nape of her neck, damp with a light sheen of sweat from the stove. A thin linen apron was tied low around her hips, the bow cinched tight above that small waist, making the soft flare of her hips below even more obvious.

The sight—domestic and filthy at the same time—made me want to freeze time right there.

“Jesus…” I exhaled, loosening my tie. “What’s the occasion? Smells incredible in here.”

Audrey glanced over, set the knife down. Her cheeks were flushed from the heat, her lips slightly glossy like she’d just tasted the sauce.

“Well… thanks to you, I’ve got a new job to celebrate, don’t I?”

She walked over and wrapped her arms around my waist. Her body pressed into mine—warm, soft. I could smell oil and meat on her skin, layered over her perfume and her own faint musk after a long day. A dirty mix, but deadly attractive.

“I’m afraid once I start with Henry,” she murmured at my ear, her voice warm and a little slick, “I’ll be too busy to cook for you like this.”

I pulled her closer, my hand sliding down to smack her ass through her house dress.

“In that case…” I bent to her ear, breathing in the salty sweat at her temple, “besides dinner… you planning to repay me in any other way? I’m not just hungry.”

Audrey eased back just enough to look at me, but stayed in my arms. Her smile shifted from soft to something sluttier, teasing—the smile of a woman who knows exactly what her body is worth.

“Oh? And what does my man want? Dessert?”

“Last night… was pretty damn hot,” I said plainly, my gaze dropping to her mouth. “The way that guy looked at you. The way he sized you up.”

Audrey lifted a brow, pretending to be surprised, but the tip of her tongue pressed into her cheek.

“Naughty. You liked that? Five more minutes and I’d have been his five-hundred-dollar whore.”

I let out a rough, humorless laugh.

“Do you regret it? Or should we swing by that alley again tonight? Maybe he’ll still be there. Or some other guy… bigger, rougher?”

Audrey shot me a sideways look, lips curling into a sin-soaked little smile.

“So… you planning to take me yourself? Stand there and watch me work, take their cash, then bring it home to you? You want to be my pimp, Calvin?”

I shrugged, half joking, half not—but the blood in my veins was already starting to boil.

“Maybe. It’s not like this is the first time some other man has put a price on you. Henry did the same thing this morning.”

Audrey caught it instantly. Henry’s name fell between us like a drop of acid. The cabin flashed between our eyes—darkness, moans, David.

We didn’t say any of it. But it was always there. The elephant in our bedroom.

Audrey laughed. And while she laughed, her hand slid between my legs.

No hesitation.

She grabbed my cock through my dress pants—rock hard, burning hot.

Her fingers squeezed, thumb rubbing over the head that was already leaking through the fabric.

“Fuck, Calvin…” she whispered, eyes going dark with arousal. “You really get hard thinking about selling me to other men, huh?”

My face burned, my breathing turned shallow, but I didn’t deny it. The humiliation of being married to a “whore” and the thrill of owning that whore did battle in my head.

“No… it’s just… you’re too damn good,” I muttered. “Come on, let’s eat. I’m starving.”

Audrey gave me a look that said, You’re not fooling anyone, then let go, tapping my bulge lightly.

“Eat. You’ll need the energy.”



Dinner was good enough to make me want to live in that moment forever. The steak was perfectly medium-rare, pink and juicy, melting on my tongue like fresh flesh. Audrey sat across from me, sipping red wine, her gaze flicking over me now and then, loaded with meaning.

When I finished the dishes and dried my hands, I walked back into the living room… and saw Audrey disappear into the bedroom.

I figured she was changing into something comfortable. Oversized T-shirt. Shorts. A regular Netflix kind of night.

But when the bedroom door opened… any fantasy of a quiet evening evaporated.

Audrey stood in the hallway light.

And she was wearing her work uniform. Her night-shift job.

A black silk slip dress, cut scandalously short, clinging to her like a second skin.

The fabric was thin, glossy. I knew instantly—she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

Her nipples were hard enough to spear through the silk, sharp and shameless. Lower, the fabric dipped into the hollow of her navel before stretching over the slight swell of her mound—bare, smooth, no panty line anywhere.

Her long legs were bare, smelling faintly of coconut lotion, stretching down under the tiny hem.

My throat closed up. It felt like swallowing sand.

“Where… are you planning on going dressed like that?”

Audrey padded toward me, her bare feet silent on the wood floor. She leaned down and tugged me up from the sofa.

When she bent over, the neckline gaped. I got a full view of her breasts—pale, unrestrained, and the soft brown-pink points standing to attention.

Her voice dropped, soft but sharp as a blade.

“Going where?”

She looked straight at me—her eyes deep, black with hunger.

“Did you forget, boss?”

Her finger traced down my chest, slow, nails scraping lightly through the shirt.

“You just said it…”

Audrey brought her mouth to mine, her breath warm and wine-heavy.

“Take me out to work the streets. I’ll make money and bring it back to you.”

Then she kissed me. Not the kiss of a wife for her husband.

The kiss of a commodity for the man who owns it, right before she’s put on display. Wet. Tongue deep. Willing—but starving.

“Come on, Calvin,” she murmured against my ear, tugging my fly down just a little, teasing. “Don’t keep the customers waiting.”

And I let her lead me.

I didn’t know where the night would end—an alley, a bar, or straight into hell.

I only knew one thing: the beast in my pants was roaring its answer.

Yes.


Chapter 10

We stepped out into the street. The night was thin as a velvet curtain, washed in amber light from neon signs that refused to go to sleep.

Audrey hooked her arm through mine. The black silk slip dress clung to her like it had been poured on—hips soft, waist narrow, that perfect curve of her ass lifting with every step.

Every man walking toward us turned to look. Twice. I didn’t need to hear it; I could feel their hungry eyes scraping across my back like thorns.

I shifted position. I wasn’t trailing behind her like some silent bodyguard tonight.

I walked beside her.

And I put my hand on her waist—then slid it lower, slow and deliberate, until my palm cupped one side of her ass through the cool silk.

I squeezed. My thumb pressed deeply into the soft flesh.

A clear signal to the whole world: Taken. This one is mine.

Audrey cut me a sideways look. No flinch. No blush. This was her “on the clock” face.

“Showing off your trophy, huh?” she asked, voice soft and silky—and sharp as a razor.

I pulled her closer, pressing her breast against my arm, feeling the spring of her free, braless chest.

“Not showing off. Just reminding those starving dogs out here not to get any ideas.”

A small group of men passed us. Their eyes skimmed from Audrey’s collarbone down into her cleavage, then stopped where my hand rested on her ass. It was the kind of assessing look you give a thoroughbred racehorse—weight, lines, performance.

I answered by sliding my hand even lower—burying my fingers in the crease where her ass met the top of her thigh.

A place you weren’t supposed to touch in public.

Audrey let out a quiet laugh, low and rich like red wine.

“Mmm… okay. Then keep touching,” she said, walking a little slower, hips swaying harder, deliberately grinding against my hand. “I won’t stop you, boss.”



On the next block, red neon light from a jazz bar bled across the sidewalk, pulsing like the heartbeat of something waiting to feed. The bass thudded through the walls, a slow, dirty vibration under our feet.

I stopped.

“Wanna go in?” I asked, throwing a stone out ahead of us to see how the water moved.

Audrey glanced at the sign—Red Velvet—then back at me. Her mouth curved into a wicked little smile that could kill a man.

“You sure?” Her voice was husky, damp. “There are… a lot of men in there looking for women. Or looking for a whore.”

She paused, leaned in, lips grazing my ear.

“…and they’ve got money.”

A jolt ran straight down my spine. Not fear. Want.

That filthy, unmentionable want.

I tightened my grip on her waist. “I’ll protect my whore.”

Audrey didn’t look surprised. She just smiled—the kind of smile you see on a woman who’s heard that line from richer, stronger men than me.

“Then… let’s go. Don’t keep the customers waiting.”



Inside, the bar was darker, thick with cigarette smoke, hard liquor, and men’s cologne.

The music wasn’t loud, but it soaked into your skin. Saxophone wailing, bass hitting deep—like fingers pressing right on a G-spot.

Audrey picked a high barstool. She sat and crossed her legs. The hem of her slip slid up, exposing almost her entire pale thigh.

She didn’t look cheap. But nothing she did was accidental.

She lifted her drink to her lips, tilting her head back just a bit. A thin blue vein along her neck caught the light—an invisible guide dragging every man’s eyes straight down to the swell of her chest.

When she set the glass down, she didn’t let go right away. Her index finger traced slowly down the wet stem—soft, unhurried—like stroking along a hard cock waiting to be used.

Then she looked up at me through her lashes.

That look… wasn’t a good girl out for a quiet drink.

It was a silent invitation—to any man bold enough to name a price and lay his hands on fire.

Audrey wasn’t some streetwalker.

She was the kind of woman you had to earn the right to offer money to.

A man two stools down turned.

Tall, in a gray tailored suit with no tie. Slicked-back hair. Beard trimmed to perfection. He looked at Audrey the way a serious collector looks at a rare painting.

Not crass hunger.

Appraisal.

He rolled the whisky in his glass, then spoke across the gap, voice low and businesslike, like he was discussing a merger:

“She yours?” He jerked his chin at me.

Audrey didn’t answer right away. She let him wait three full beats of the music. Then she turned slightly, lips touching the rim of her red wine glass.

“No,” she said. “He hired me for tonight.”

Not with him.
Not my wife.

Hired.

A couple of guys nearby heard it. No one laughed. In a place like this, they didn’t mock whores.

They bought them.

Or wished they had the cash to.

The man in the gray suit turned his gaze on me. Sharp. Evaluating.

“You pay her?”

I opened my mouth to say, No, she’s my wife, this is just a game.

But Audrey looked at me first.

Her eyes were bottomless, dark with heat. She was testing me. Waiting to see if I’d play it all the way.

“Do you want me to be your wife…” she whispered just for me, “…or your merchandise tonight, Calvin?”

My throat worked around nothing. Dry.

“…Yes,” I said aloud. “I’m paying her.”

My voice sounded more real than I meant it to.

The bar seemed to dip into silence for a beat.

The man nodded, like my answer made perfect sense.

“In that case… I’d like to buy her off you. Transfer the contract.” He didn’t blink. “What’s your hourly rate?”

He didn’t play.

Straight to the point.

Audrey stayed quiet. She looked at me. No hint. No protest.

She was letting me set the price on my own wife.

I drew a breath, forcing my voice not to shake. I wanted a number big enough to scare him off, to end this before it spiraled beyond our control.

“One thousand dollars,” I said. “An hour.”

Nobody laughed.

But the murmur rolled out around the bar immediately, like waves hitting rock.

“Jesus… a grand an hour? I could get two girls for that.”
“Is this guy for real?”
“Dreaming.”

Exactly. That was the point.

I let myself relax. A thousand cash, on the spot, for a random bar pickup was insane. He’d bail.

Audrey looked at me—half impressed I’d dared to say it, half curious what would happen next.

Then—

A dry snap of leather.

The man in the gray suit didn’t say a word. He didn’t smirk. Didn’t posture.

He slipped a hand inside his jacket. Pulled out a crocodile wallet.

I thought he was reaching for a business card.

Until—

He drew out a neat stack of crisp hundreds. New. Blue. Perfectly flat.

He pinched the stack between two fingers.

And pushed it into my chest.

Real money.

Warm from his body.

The bar went dead quiet. The music felt like someone had turned it down.

I stood there, frozen. Cold washing over me in a wave of shock.

“Who said I can’t afford it?” he said softly, voice calm but heavy as steel. “I’m taking an hour. No room. Right here.”

He stopped looking at me.

I was done. I’d been paid.

He turned to Audrey instead.

And held out his hand—palm up, confident and sure, like he’d just closed a flawless deal.

Audrey looked at his hand.

Then down at the money pressed against my chest.

One beat. Two.

Her lips curved into a small, secretive smile.

Pleased.

She laid her slender hand in his.

“One hour,” he repeated. “Clock starts now.”

Audrey rose from the barstool. The silk dress slid down to cover her thighs again—but only made the curve of her ass more obvious as she walked toward him.

My heartbeat slammed in my ears like war drums. My face burned. Sweat slicked my palms, making the bills stick to my skin.

The money in my hand wasn’t light.

It was heavy as lead.

What had I just done?

I’d just loosened the leash on a beast I thought I still controlled. Worse—I’d just sold my wife for a thousand dollars.

Audrey glanced back at me once as she followed him toward a shadowed corner of the bar.

No shock. No fear.

Just a quick, wicked wink.

Her eyes seemed to say: You named the price, remember? Did you think I wasn’t worth it?

The game I thought I was running… was sliding out of my hands, inch by inch.

One hour.

One hour I’d have to stand here, clutching this dirty money, while my wife belonged to another man.


Chapter 11

The bar’s music stopped being background noise. It turned into a wave—thick with bass—slamming into my chest like something pounding from inside my own body. The lights weren’t just lights. They were fire, sweeping across the crowd now and then like they were hunting.

In the middle of that sea of people, Audrey and the guy stood there like they’d known each other for years.

No awkward small talk. No warm-up.

He pulled her in close, his hand on her back in the way a man holds something he’s paid to use, not display.

Audrey didn’t resist.

She rolled her hips to the beat—slow, fluid—pressing her ass lightly into his hips with every bass hit. Every thrust of the music was an excuse to let him feel that curve.

His hand slid down to her thigh.

Not polite. Not tentative.

A broad, rough palm dragged upward along her leg and disappeared under the hem of that black silk dress.

I sat there with a drink in one hand and a wad of cash in the other, gripping the bills like I could crush my own heart if I squeezed hard enough. No one was making me sit still. No one was stopping me from walking over.

But what did I do?

I watched.

Heat spread through me—from my chest down into my gut—gathering in the most pathetic place a man has, the place that doesn’t know the difference between fear and arousal.

He dipped his head to her neck and inhaled deep.

I saw Audrey’s shoulders twitch.

Not in fear.

In recognition.

He said something at her ear, his mouth so close it had to be touching. Audrey laughed. Soft. Tilting her head just enough to give him more of her throat.

His fingers kept moving under her dress, in that unmistakable way every married man recognizes: he was checking the merchandise.

Five minutes passed.

Or fifty. I couldn’t tell.

Alcohol, sweat, cologne—everything blurred together. I couldn’t hear the music anymore. Just the pounding of my own heartbeat, like someone kicking at my ribs from the inside.

Then he took her hand and tugged.

No asking. No looking back at me.

Like I was just the guy who handled the rental paperwork at the front desk.

I shot to my feet. The chair smacked the wall behind me. As soon as I stood, a wave of dizziness hit.

My vision went black around the edges. The whole bar tilted left.

From the booze?
From sitting too long?

Or because every drop of blood in my body had rushed to the part of me betraying me the most?

It took a few seconds to steady myself.

By the time I could see straight again, Audrey and the man were gone.

I pushed toward the back of the bar. The corridor was dark, thick with the smell of liquor and cheap perfume. Couples were plastered to the walls, kissing like they didn’t care if the building burned down around them.

I passed by. No one even glanced up.

I spotted the bathroom sign. Something like an iron grip wrapped around my throat and squeezed.

I shoved into the men’s room. The stench of piss, disinfectant, and vape smoke hit me all at once.

One drunk staggered out of a stall. Another guy washed his hands and smirked at me, like he knew something I didn’t.

No Audrey.

I turned, ready to leave—

“Ahhh…”

A sound floated up from the far end of the room. Soft. Cut off. Like it was being smothered. Like a moan trying to stay quiet.

Like Audrey.

My heart froze.

I turned back.

Walked to the last row of stalls.

One door was shut. Not cracked. Shut tight.

I bent down.

Two pairs of feet.

A man’s.

And a woman’s in black high heels.

The heels I’d slid onto Audrey’s feet before we left the apartment.
The heels I’d once knelt and kissed, traced along her ankles like they were jewelry that belonged only to me.

Something squeezed my chest bare-handed.

Not jealousy.
Not fear.

Something worse—the cold realization that maybe I wasn’t the one holding the leash of the beast I’d let off the chain.



I didn’t knock.

Didn’t say her name.

Didn’t do anything that might rip open the paper-thin veil I’d stretched over tonight.

I just… stood there.

A few seconds later, the sounds on the other side got clearer.

At first it was just ragged breathing.

Then the soft thump of a back hitting the stall wall.

Then a broken, higher sound—desperate and rushed… so much like Audrey it hurt.

My chest clenched.

I stumbled back a step, my shoulder bumping into the tiled wall. The air in the bathroom congealed, the harsh chemical cleaner not strong enough to drown out the other smell seeping under the stall door: sweat, hot skin, sex.

I slipped into the stall next door.

Closed the door.

Turned the lock.

Not because I believed it made me invisible.

But because I needed one thin layer of tile between me and what was happening on the other side.

In that cramped space, every noise sharpened.

A man’s voice, rough and low, all but growling in someone’s ear:

“Fuck… your pussy’s so fucking tight, you little whore.”

“So wet—look at you, you’re dripping all over my cock.”

“Ah—fuck—ohhh…”

I heard every word. Every filthy line about her body, about how she felt wrapped around him, about how she was driving him insane.

And the woman’s voice—

Not sobbing.

Not begging him to stop.

Just those strangled moans, rising and falling—sharp little gasps at the end of each breath. The exact same kind of sounds I’d heard in the cabin when David pulled her down, pushed deeper, deeper, until all she could do was spill out broken little noises that didn’t sound like words anymore.

That image slammed back into me:

David, shoving Audrey down onto that wooden table, right in front of me.
My eyes wide open, watching her body swallow another man whole.
Her breasts bouncing with his rhythm.
Her mouth calling his name, not mine.

Now, in this cramped bathroom stall, past and present crashed together like two waves hitting head-on.

My body reacted—heat surging, a tight, painful ache swelling between my legs.

Part of me wanted to storm out, kick the door in, smash my fist into his face.

The other part… stayed frozen, listening, sinking lower and lower inside.

I pressed my forehead to the cold tile. My breath bounced back against my face.

On the other side, everything sped up.

The slap of bodies. The harsh breathing. The faint rattle of the wall as it took the impact.

The woman’s voice shattered at some peak, drawn-out, strangled—like her whole body seized and then melted.

I squeezed my eyes shut.

I hated myself for not being able to handle it. For the way my cock throbbed between my legs, unable to decide what hurt and what felt good. For how disgusting it was that I was turned on by the fact my wife was being used like paid-for flesh by another man in the stall next door.

Somewhere in there, I knew I’d stepped over a line I wasn’t supposed to cross.

My hand moved like it didn’t belong to me.

It popped my belt open, dragged my zipper down, and wrapped around my cock—so hard the skin was flushed and almost angry.

A few rough strokes.

No warmth, no slickness like my wife’s pussy—just my own calloused hand—but it was enough to relieve the pressure building in me in a way so shameful I didn’t dare picture myself from the outside.

Jerking off in a bar stall while my wife moaned for a stranger ten inches away.

Her voice climbed again—a sharp, almost screaming moan—and then dropped into choked little breaths.

The same moment, my whole body went hollow. My legs turned to water, my fingers dug into the tile until my nails hurt.

Cum spattered across the inside of the stall door.

I panted, trying to catch up, my chest hurting with how hard my heart was punching.

Relief and suffocation flooded me at once, making everything spin.

I wiped myself off in a clumsy rush, yanked my clothes back together with shaking hands. My face burned, but inside I felt frozen.

The sounds from the other stall softened—lazy now, like rain easing off after a storm. Fabric rustled. A zipper. Someone laughed quietly, murmuring words I couldn’t make out.

I flicked the lock.

Stepped out.

Didn’t look back.

But even as I walked out of that bathroom, I knew one thing for sure:

I’d left a piece of myself on that cold tile floor, crumpled right there in front of that door.


Chapter 12

I don’t remember how long I stood frozen in that filthy bathroom stall, just staring at the streak of my own cum sliding down the plastic door.

When I finally pulled my zipper up and walked back out to the bar, my legs felt weighed down with lead. My head was foggy, spinning in a haze of lust and self-disgust. I tried to look normal—like a guy who’d just taken a piss, not a husband who’d just jerked off like a maniac to the sound of his wife moaning through a thin wall.

But the bar outside was… different.

Brighter. Louder.

Like the world was still spinning, still dancing, still partying while I’d just been ground to dust in some dark little corner.

I was about to lean on the bar and order a double whisky to drown the thunder in my chest when a familiar voice cut through the noise.

“Calvin?”

Hearing my own name in that voice made my spine snap tight like I’d been hit with a live wire.

I spun around.

Audrey was standing right behind me.

She looked… perfect.

Dress smoothed. Hair neat and shiny. Her cheeks had just a hint of pink, like she’d had a cocktail. No damp strands of hair. No smeared mascara. No flushed, wrecked look of a woman who’d just been pounded in some disgusting men’s room.

She stood there casually rubbing hand sanitizer in, smiling softly, her eyes bright—exactly like a pretty wife who’d just come back from touching up her makeup.

I felt dizzy.

Not from the alcohol—from the crack in reality itself.

Those filthy, desperate moans I’d just heard… the wet slap of bodies… the black heels under the stall door… all the things that had made me shoot my load onto that bathroom wall…

And now Audrey stood here, clean, composed, smelling fresh.

My mouth opened but the words stuck in my throat like pulp.

“I… I went looking for you,” I blurted, my voice coming out thin and pathetic.

Audrey tilted her head, her gaze half reproachful, half teasing.

“I just went to the bathroom,” she said. “He said he knew a cleaner restroom and took me there. Were you that worried?”

I nodded. I had to nod. I had to play the worried husband to cover the fact that I’d just been a sick cuckold hiding in the stall next door.

The question slipped out of me, clumsy and sharp at the same time.

“But… the hour’s not even up. Where is he? The… deal isn’t over.”

Audrey stared at me for a few seconds. There was something cold and sure in her eyes—like someone holding an ace they hadn’t shown yet.

“He’s done,” she said.

That word—done—landed in my gut like a boulder.

“Done…?”

“Yeah.” Audrey stepped closer. Her breath, minty and warm, brushed my ear. “He came.”

No apology. No embarrassment. Just a project status update.

Task completed.



My head spun harder.

If the shameless moans in the men’s bathroom weren’t Audrey… if the woman in that stall had just been some other stranger in the same shoes…

…then where had Audrey been while I was locked next door, jerking off like a pathetic creep?

Where was she? What was she doing? What was he touching—and how had he already “come”?

The question scraped its way up my throat, raw and stupid.

“So… that was in the women’s restroom?”

Audrey looked at me, the corner of her mouth lifting. She nodded slowly, eyes completely free of guilt—if anything, there was a flicker of challenge in them.

“In there,” she said, calm as anything.

Then she shrugged, leaned in, and added, clearly, one word at a time:

“But I only used my hand.”

Only. Used. My. Hand.

Those three little words slid into my chest like a dull knife and started twisting.

In my head I heard the stall door in the men’s room slamming shut… the moans I’d thought were hers… the splatter of my own release on the door…

While the real Audrey… was in another stall. Doing what, exactly?

Standing? Kneeling?

An image detonated in my mind—so vivid it made my throat close.

I saw her in a cramped women’s stall. Back against the cool tile. Harsh fluorescent light painting her bare shoulders a sickly pale.

That guy in the gray suit pressed close in front of her, dress slacks unzipped, cock out—angry red and swollen. His breath ragged. One hand on her waist, guiding her.

And Audrey—my wife—leaning in, sliding that soft, perfectly manicured hand right where he wanted it. Wrapping her fingers around him. Stroking him.

“Only used my hand.”

The phrase drilled deeper.

Just her hand? And that was enough to make a man like that blow?

Was he weak… or was Audrey’s technique—my wife’s hand—so skilled it could make a stranger lose control that fast?

The thought lodged in my throat.

I glanced down at her hand. Pale, slender fingers. Nails painted a dark red.

Squeaky clean. Too clean. She’d washed thoroughly.

And I wondered—under that floral soap, was there still a trace of his cum clinging to her skin? Did the harsh restroom cleaner completely erase the smell of another man’s orgasm?

Then my eyes moved to her mouth.

Her lips were curved in a small, shiny smile.

And I saw it.

Just the faintest smear of color at the left corner of her mouth. A tiny streak of red, like someone had wiped at her lipstick with a thumb. Or like it had been rubbed too hard against something.

The back of my throat went dry.

“Only your hand?” I asked.

For a split second, my imagination rewrote the scene into something worse.

And hotter.

I saw those lips part. Soft. Warm. Closing around the swollen head of his cock.

I saw her cheeks hollow. Her head bobbing. His hand in her hair, shoving his hips into her face.

And when he got close, she pulled off, finished him with her hand, then hurriedly wiped her mouth before coming back to me?

I swallowed hard.

A cold shiver slid down my spine.



The two versions overlapped until I couldn’t tell which hurt more—or which turned me on more.

The lie?

Or the truth?

Or was “only my hand” just a thin sheet of ice over something a lot messier?

I kept staring at that blurred edge of lipstick.

Audrey caught my look. She didn’t wipe it. She didn’t explain.

She met my eyes head-on. Her smile widened—not the cute little smile of a sweet wife.

The slow, crooked smile of a filthy woman who knows exactly what’s running through her husband’s mind—and enjoys the way it tortures him.

She stepped in closer, brushing her chest against my arm.

“What are you thinking about… Calvin?” she whispered. “You staring at my mouth?”

The question sliced right through the dirty movies playing in my head. It didn’t erase them.

It pinned them in place.

Made them heavier. More real. More raw.

And I just stood there, in the middle of a loud bar, not sure if I was more jealous to the point of insanity… or so turned on I wanted to drop to my knees and lick her shoes.

We walked out of the bar. The night wind knifed across Audrey’s bare legs beneath that thin silk dress.

My hand went to her ass by instinct—a weak, little gesture of possession.

My palm met bare skin.

Cool, smooth.

No panties.

Just that slick, empty space under her dress.

Touching her now meant touching possibility—two different versions of what she had or hadn’t done.

Maybe she was telling the truth. Maybe she wasn’t.

I didn’t dare slide my fingers deeper to see if she was still wet… or if there was any trace of someone else inside her. I was a coward.

I just kept my hand on her ass, holding tight like a fragile promise.

Audrey rested her head on my shoulder, walking beside me like a good wife coming home from a romantic date.

I forced a crooked smile, trying to hide the hollow, humiliated ache in my chest. Trusting my wife—that was the only thing I had left to cling to.

But deep down, realizing that those moans in the men’s room might not have been hers didn’t make me feel better.

It made me feel worse.

I’d cum for a ghost.

For a fucking echo.

While the real woman I loved… had “finished” a flesh-and-blood stranger just a few walls away.

And that night, in the cold city air, I felt the loneliness of being a cuckold more clearly than I ever had in my life.


Chapter 13

A week later, Audrey started her new job.

I thought I’d be the one losing sleep over it—but Audrey didn’t.

She got up on time.
Picked out her clothes without fuss.
Did her makeup light.
Kissed me goodbye and left for work, calm as if she was just switching shifts… not stepping into a dark corridor only I seemed able to see.

That first morning, I watched her walk into the lobby of Henry’s building.

The way she pinched the hem of her pencil skirt to take the steps—confident, controlled, professional.

And I tried to believe.

Or forced myself to.

Around noon, I texted:

Lunch together?

Three dots popped up.

Then her reply:

Can’t. I have to go entertain clients with Henry.
I’ll be home late. Go ahead and eat, don’t wait up.

Three lines.
Clean.
Precise.
All business.

I almost typed Come home early or Don’t drink too much, but I erased it.

Then erased more.

Finally I sent:

Ok. Do your best.

“Seen” appeared.

No heart.
No emoji.
No follow-up.

Of course, I told myself. She’s working.



That night, the apartment was so empty I could hear electricity humming in the walls.

No hint of Audrey’s perfume in the living room.
No click of heels on the floor.
No coat slung over the back of a chair.

I changed clothes, washed my face, sat at the table, then got up again because the silence felt like it was swallowing me whole.

I cooked something simple—not because I was hungry, but because I needed the noise of pots and pans so the kitchen sounded inhabited and the apartment didn’t close in.

By the time the clock slid into what people call “late dinner,” the door finally opened.

Audrey stepped in.

Still Audrey.

But not the Audrey from the morning.

Her work shirt was wrinkled at the waist and cuffs.
The top button was undone, slightly crooked, like it had been re-fastened in a hurry.
Her hair was mussed at the nape.
Her lipstick was half-gone in that way that comes from dabbing it off in a restroom, not from gently fading over the day.

She let out a tired,

“You’re home?”

She didn’t wait for my answer. Audrey went straight to the bathroom. The door shut. Water roared to life. Hard. Steady.

Long.

Long enough to wash off the smell of alcohol?

Or something else?

I leaned back against the sofa and stared at the ceiling while the shower ran, rinsing away the day layer by layer, like erasing browser history.

If I asked, it meant I was afraid.

So I stayed quiet.



When Audrey came back out, she’d changed into her home uniform:

A thin beige camisole.
Soft cotton shorts.
Hair up in a high ponytail, still damp.

The scent of her body wash was thicker, stronger than usual—a second fragrance laid on heavy, like it was meant to cover something beneath it.

We ate dinner.

Audrey picked at her food, drank a lot of water, and every now and then, she closed her eyes and exhaled in short little breaths—the way someone does when they’ve had a bit too much to drink, or to move.

I asked softly,

“Tired? You were on your feet a lot?”

Audrey nodded.

“Drank a bit. Entertaining clients. Talking forever. Then we had to go to another place after. I’m wiped.”

The way she said it…

Ordinary.
No overexplaining.
No extra details.
No nervous rambling.

Exactly how someone talks when they don’t have anything to hide.

And that—more than anything—tightened my throat.

Audrey set her chopsticks down, looked at me, and gave a small, gentle smile.

“Are you worried about something?”

I swallowed, then forced a crooked smile and shook my head.

I wanted to believe her.
I wanted everything to be as simple and straightforward as her sentence made it sound.

But when I slid my hand under the table, reaching for her thigh out of habit—

My fingers touched bare skin.

Smooth.
Warm.

No fabric.
No elastic line pressed into her flesh.
No hint of a panty seam where there had been one this morning.

I flinched and pulled my hand back.

Didn’t ask.

Trust your wife.

Trust her.

I repeated it like a prayer—not because the faith was strong, but because if I stopped, something inside me would collapse.

Dinner went on.

We traded a few small, harmless lines, like two people having a quiet, normal evening.

But trust…

Trust is a thin, clear thing—so delicate that one tiny scratch is enough for light to pierce through and hurt the person trying to hold it.

And tonight, I felt that scratch widening more than ever.


Chapter 14

The days that followed played on repeat like a clockwork song.

Not peaceful.
Not normal.
Just… familiar.

I couldn’t pretend I was comfortable. I was still clear-eyed enough to see the cracks.

I smelled the expensive red wine on Audrey’s breath on the nights she came home late, even after she’d chewed mint gum.

I heard how long she stayed in the shower—how the loofah rasped over her skin, again and again, like she was trying to scrub off some invisible scent clinging to her body.

I saw the slight delay in her gaze—her pupils just a little blown, dreamy—when I asked, “How was your day?”

I noticed all of it. I wasn’t blind.

But I trained myself not to react. Because reacting meant admitting this soap-bubble of fake happiness had already popped.

And most importantly: our credit card stopped flashing red. The mortgage, utilities, car insurance—those bills went away like someone had waved a wand.

We ate Wagyu on weekends without checking the menu. Audrey bought new silk dresses, niche perfumes that came in heavy glass bottles with foreign names.

Infidelity… had a very sweet aftertaste.



Audrey still came home. She was still my wife.

She still wrapped her arms around me from behind while I did the dishes, cheek pressed to my back, whispering I-love-yous.

And most importantly—she still slept with me.

Not the frantic, hungry sex from when we first got married. This was slower, deeper… like a cleansing ritual. Or her way of convincing herself she still belonged here.

But those nights—when Audrey climbed onto me, hair falling over her face, bare breasts sliding against my chest—were the nights the monster in me woke up.

I’d close my eyes.

I didn’t see my wife. I saw her.

The woman in the too-short pencil skirt, standing alone in Henry’s private elevator. The woman on her knees under that mahogany desk on the thirty-second floor.

When Audrey’s soft little moans slipped out, I caught myself wondering: Does she sound like this for him, too?

When she tightened around me, I wondered: Is there any trace of him left inside her? Or did she scrub herself clean to save this version for me?

That sick thought… made my blood boil. Made me hard. Made me ache.

I’d thrust into her harder, rougher—like I could erase another man’s fingerprints. And at the same time, I was savoring the twisted feeling of using the alpha’s leftovers.

It was wrong. It was filthy.

And it drove me insane.



Year’s end crept in. The air turned cool and dry, holiday lights strung up along the streets.

I took a stack of reports up to the thirty-second floor. Frank had faked another bad back to dump the job on me, but we both knew he was just avoiding Henry.

The elevator doors opened.

The first thing I saw was Audrey.

She was sitting by the secretary’s desk, legs crossed, pencil skirt slit high enough to show a clean strip of pale thigh above sheer nude stockings. She was laughing, teeth flashing, one hand resting lightly on her own thigh, looking as relaxed as if she were in our living room instead of the most high-pressure floor in the company.

For a girl barely two weeks into the job to radiate that kind of “this is my house” energy… If I said I didn’t notice, I might as well slap myself.

I walked over. Audrey looked up. No flinch, no surprise.

“Here to see Henry?” she asked, voice soft, professional—with a hint of something lazier underneath.

I nodded.

“Go on in. He’s expecting you.”

She didn’t stand. Just tipped her chin toward the big wooden door with the ease of someone who knew exactly where the power lived.

I stepped inside.

Henry greeted me politely, focused. He didn’t look at me like another mid-level employee anymore. He looked at me like an investment that was paying off.

When I finished my presentation, Henry closed the folder.

“You’ve done very well, Calvin. After New Year, I’ll instruct HR to bump your salary by thirty percent.”

I froze.

Thirty percent.

For someone at my level, that number was ridiculous. That wasn’t a raise. That was hush money. Or a subscription fee.

Before I could say anything, Henry went on, calm as ever:

“As for Frank’s position… leave it. I need more time to observe. I can’t afford to pick the wrong person.”

A dangling promise. Heavy enough to keep me on the hook, vague enough to make sure I kept performing.



As I reached for the door to leave, Henry called out:

“Calvin.”

I turned. He was walking toward the liquor cabinet.

“Do you and Audrey have plans for Thanksgiving?” he asked.

I hesitated.

“Probably just stay home. Cook something small. Just the two of us.”

Henry smiled—the smile of a wolf who’s just seen the henhouse door swing open.

“Mind if I join?”

He phrased it like a question. His tone made it sound like a decision.

“A bit last-minute, I know,” he went on, pouring himself a drink. “My wife and kids are in Europe. I don’t feel like sitting in a restaurant alone on a holiday. You and Audrey… make me feel very at home.”

At home.

With who? In what way? Spirit or flesh?

I looked at him. Perfect suit. Absolute power. The man paying my wife double her old salary and now promising me a thirty percent raise.

A buttered slice of bread held right in front of a starving dog. Did I really have the right to refuse?

I swallowed and nodded.

“It’d be an honor, sir. Our place is small…”

“That’s fine,” Henry cut in. “I care more about the warmth.”

He lifted his glass, toasting a victory only he knew the full rules of.



I stepped back out into the hallway, reports in hand, my chest heavy like someone had set a stone in it.

Audrey was still there, touching up her lipstick in a tiny mirror.

When she saw me, she snapped the tube shut and tucked it into her bag.

“All done?” she asked, and winked. “Let’s get pasta tonight. I found a new place—supposed to be really good.”

I looked at her. At those freshly painted red lips.

I wanted to tell her about the Thanksgiving invitation. I wanted to ask if she already knew.

But I stayed quiet.

Because deep down, there was a voice I couldn’t shut up:

Audrey won’t be surprised.

She probably knew before I did. She might even be the one who planted the idea in his head.

And me? I’d go home, tidy up our apartment, prep a turkey, and open the door to the man slowly swallowing my marriage—inviting him to sit at our table.

“Yeah,” I said, taking her hand.

“Pasta sounds good.”


Chapter 15

This Thanksgiving was colder than any I could remember.

There was no snow, but the dry chill slipped through the window frames and lurked in the corners of the kitchen like winter itself was standing outside, waiting to be invited in so it could freeze everything solid.

Inside, though, the kitchen was blazing.

Audrey stood at the island. Her hair was twisted up in a loose bun, exposing the pale nape of her neck, damp with a sheen of sweat. She wore an old linen apron over a cream cashmere sweater that hugged her body.

She was basting the turkey.

Her hands were slick with butter and fat, sliding over the bird’s golden skin. Wet, soft thuds sounded as she patted its sides—thump… thump…—each touch a little too suggestive, a little too intimate.

The smell of roasting butter, crisping skin, rendered poultry fat, black pepper and caramelized garlic thickened into a warm fog in the air. The scent of fullness, of indulgence, of meat.

Audrey wasn’t dressed up. No dramatic makeup, no office-power pencil skirts like the day she went to interview.

Just Audrey—in black leggings that clung to the round curve of her ass every time she bent to check the oven.

A wife making Thanksgiving dinner, like she could hold off the cold outside with nothing but the heat of her body and her grease-slick hands.

I stood at the sink peeling potatoes, rinsing vegetables—small prep tasks, the kind you give a sous-chef. But every motion made me feel like I belonged in this kitchen. Like I belonged to her.

Like as long as I stayed here, obediently peeling potatoes, I wouldn’t have to look straight at the truth:

This dinner wasn’t to thank God.
It was to pay off a debt to the Devil.



I glanced over, trying to keep my tone light, casual.

“Hard to believe Henry actually agreed to have Thanksgiving at an employee’s place,” I said. “A guy like him… I figured he was more of a Michelin-restaurant-only type than a home-cooked-meal guy.”

Audrey didn’t look at me. She kept massaging the turkey.

Her shoulder lifted in a tiny shrug, so relaxed it made something inside me flinch.

“He wants a family feeling, Calvin,” she said. “Men at the top are always starving for that fake warmth. And us… we should make sure he walks away full.”

Her voice didn’t wobble. No hesitation. Like hosting the CEO—her potential lover—in our home was just another work KPI to tick off.

I carried over a tray of chopped vegetables, tugged a crooked smile onto my face to bleed off some of the tension.

“What if he ends up liking you more than the turkey?” I asked. “You look… better than that thing.”

Audrey froze.

Her butter-slick hand stopped mid-stroke on the turkey’s thigh.

She turned to me. No smile. No anger.

She just tilted her head—barely—but enough for me to see the glint deep in those gray-blue eyes: sly, dirty, dangerous.

“Then I’ll let him eat,” she said.

The words hit the tile floor like a drop of hot oil.

Hiss.

My heart slammed against my ribs, hard enough to hurt.



I didn’t have time to breathe, let alone process it, before Audrey moved.

Not to argue. Not to explain.

She walked straight toward me and pressed her body into mine, bringing the heat and smell of the kitchen with her.

Her hand—still glossy with melted butter and fat—landed on my dress shirt.

She didn’t wipe it off first.

She let the grease soak into the fabric, blooming into a dark patch over my chest.

Her fingers slid down. Over my stomach. Lower, to my waistband.

Slow. Intentional. Sticky.

Then she stopped right over my crotch and cupped me through the soft cotton of my chinos, right where I was starting to swell.

“We need him, Calvin,” Audrey said, voice soft as warmed wine, heavy with cold practicality. “This apartment, the car, all those bills.”

She didn’t squeeze hard. She didn’t stroke.

She just dragged her buttered thumb over the head of my cock through the fabric—one slick, teasing pass.

“You get that, don’t you?”

Her breath slid over my neck, the rich smell of butter and the salt of her skin blending into something that hit me like a drug.

“And it’s not like…” she murmured, lips brushing my ear, “…you don’t enjoy this too. That feeling of sharing your toy with a powerful man.”

The line went straight into the weakest part of me.

Not an accusation. Not a threat.

A reveal.

She knew I wanted the very thing that terrified me. She knew I was shaking inside while my cock was getting hard in her hand. She knew I was inching into a no-man’s-land no self-respecting husband was supposed to touch.

Audrey pulled her hand away.

Gently, like she’d never touched me at all.

A greasy handprint stained the front of my pants—proof of ownership, proof of collusion.

She turned back to the oven and went right on basting the turkey, like she’d just paused to sip some water.

I stood there gripping the edge of the stone counter, my face hot, heart pounding out of rhythm. Shame, jealousy, arousal—I couldn’t tease apart which was which anymore.

She wasn’t dragging me off a cliff.

She was walking me down, step by step, with soft words and calculated touches.

And the worst part was… I was letting her.



Outside, the wind rattled the bare branches against the glass, thin twigs tapping at the windowpane like bony fingers asking to be let in.

The turkey was roasted to a perfect, blistered gold. The smell was unreal.

The table was set. Crisp white tablecloth. Three place settings of polished silver. Three crystal wine glasses lined up just so.

Warm light filled the living room, turning it into a small, carefully staged set.

We waited for Henry.

Ding dong.

The doorbell cut through the fake calm.

The bottle of red in my hand shook—just a little, but enough to make the wine slosh inside. My body understood what was coming before my brain did.

The wolf was at the door.
And we’d already laid out the feast.

I looked toward the entryway, then back at Audrey as she untied her apron, revealing the perfect curves under that soft sweater.

In that instant, one question hit me harder than any gust of cold air:

When that door opens—

Am I still a husband, master of this home…

Or just the waiter, the unwilling audience for a dinner called Thanksgiving Debt?


Chapter 16

The doorbell rang just as I set the golden-brown turkey down in the center of the table.

Ding dong.

The sharp sound sliced clean through the cozy, manufactured warmth of the apartment.

Audrey unknotted the linen apron and tossed it onto the counter. She smoothed a loose strand of hair back behind her ear, then went to answer the door. Her steps were light, quick, carrying a kind of excitement I rarely saw when she was letting me in.

I stayed rooted in the kitchen, carving knife still in my hand, watching through the gap in the wall. My heart was beating in a steady rhythm—but it was the rhythm of a timer on a bomb.

Henry stood in the doorway.

He wore a dark cashmere overcoat, the shoulders dusted with a fine shimmer of rain that sparkled under the hallway light. In one hand he held a bottle of red wine wrapped in sleek black tissue.

He smiled. A small smile—polite, distant—but his eyes gleamed with possession.

“Happy Thanksgiving.”

His voice was deep and warm, rolling through my small apartment like church bells.

“Come in, Henry,” Audrey said, pulling the door wide. “It’s freezing out there. You’re being way too formal.”

He stepped inside. The smell of cold wind and wet concrete and his expensive sandalwood cologne flooded the room, pushing back the buttery garlic heat from the kitchen.

Henry unwound his scarf and handed it to Audrey. Then he turned to me, the man standing in his own kitchen like a piece of furniture.

“Calvin.”

He said my name. Not “my employee”—my name. But the way he said it, it felt like he was granting me permission to stand in my own home.

“I’m really glad you could make it,” I said, forcing my voice not to shake as I stepped forward to take his coat.

It was heavy. Cold. The high-end fabric rasped against my fingers in a way that made me acutely aware of the cheap cotton of my own shirt.

Audrey asked him something about holiday traffic. Henry answered briefly, wry, in that understated way that made everything sound under control. The air between them was smooth, easy—too easy for a CEO and a personal assistant who’d only been working together a few months.

He glanced around the living room. Not with a guest’s curiosity. Not with a buyer’s eye.

He surveyed it—the way a general surveys newly claimed ground.

“Nice place,” he said, gaze settling on the cream sofa. “Cozy. More than I expected.”

Just a small compliment, but I still straightened up a little, caught between feeling blessed and invaded.



Audrey poured wine into crystal glasses and handed one to each of us.

She wasn’t in a short dress tonight. She wasn’t on display.

She wore a thin, beige sweater with a wide boatneck that showed off the delicate line of her collarbones. Her sleeves were pushed up, exposing pale wrists still smudged with a little butter she hadn’t wiped clean.

The beauty of “at home.” Of intimacy.

“Try this one,” she said, offering Henry his glass, their fingers brushing as he took it. “If it’s bad, don’t blame me—blame whoever picked it.”

Henry’s mouth curved. He lifted the glass, turned it slightly, watching the dark red cling to the sides.

“Wine I pick is never bad,” he said. “If it is, the problem’s with the person drinking it, not the bottle.”

He clinked his glass lightly against mine. Chime. The sound was so clear it made my skin prickle.

“Thank you for giving me a place to land tonight, Calvin.”

The wine was good. Smooth, with a soft burn. It slid down my throat like a well-practiced lie, leaving a bitter aftertaste.

Dinner played out like a family movie scene color-graded in warm tones—so perfect it felt fake.

The turkey glistened in the middle of the table. Mashed potatoes whipped smooth. Bright green salad on the side.

Nothing flashy. Not a billionaire’s tasting menu.

Just a married couple’s holiday dinner that Henry happened to “drop in” on and somehow ended up at the head of.

“Does Calvin help in the kitchen?” he asked, cutting into a slice of breast meat.

“Just a little,” Audrey answered before I could. She smiled, flicking a glance my way. “Mostly he… eats. And cleans up.”

Henry nodded, popping the bite into his mouth.

“Eating well is a valuable skill too,” he said. “Knowing how to enjoy someone else’s work… not everyone’s good at that.”

It was a joke, but under the table my hand clenched around my knee. I didn’t know why a harmless line like that felt like a slap.



Not long after, Audrey seemed to suddenly remember something. She set her fork down.

“Oh—Calvin’s salary goes up next month, right?”

My fork froze halfway to my mouth.

She asked it as casually as checking the weather. No preamble. No hesitation. Like she had every right to know—and every right to press him on it.

Henry dabbed his mouth with a linen napkin, then turned to me, his gaze easy.

“I sent the approval to HR this morning. You’ll see the new number on your next statement. Plus a year-end bonus.”

“Thank you. I… I really don’t know what to say,” I stammered.

Henry waved it off.

“Just keep doing good work. You handle data better than a lot of people I’ve hired. Loyal and diligent.”

Audrey lifted her glass, eyes still on Henry. Her head tilted, her look sharpening, almost predatory.

“And what about Frank’s chair?” she asked.

Her tone was calm, but the words were a thin wire tightening around my throat. She was negotiating. At my table.

Henry leaned back in his chair, watching her with growing amusement.

“He still has backing on the Board,” he said. “I have to wait until the fiscal year flips. I don’t want to shake the pipeline just yet.”

Audrey’s brows drew together, just a fraction. A flicker of displeasure.

“So Calvin has to wait,” she said.

“For now,” Henry replied, his voice firm. “But what’s his will be his.”

For a moment the air between them thickened with shared understanding.

They were talking about my career. My future.

But I felt like I wasn’t there at all. Like I was a piece of furniture they were discussing where to place. How much I was worth. How long I’d last.

I cut in, my voice a touch too loud.

“I’m fine. Don’t worry about it. Having a job at all is good enough.”

Audrey turned to me and laid her hand over mine on the table. Her palm was warm, soft. She smiled—the smile of a gentle, supportive wife.

“I just want you to get what you deserve, honey,” she said.

On the surface, it was the sweetest thing a wife could say.

But my chest twinged. I couldn’t tell if she meant the promotion… or the humiliation sitting on the other side of the table as part of the price.



Dessert came out. Pumpkin pie, fragrant with cinnamon and nutmeg.

Henry put his fork down and looked toward the balcony door.

Outside, the sky was pitch-black. Rain hammered the glass, turning the streetlights below into smeared streaks of color.

“It’s really coming down,” he said, thoughtful. “Feels like the snow’s starting to mix in. I shouldn’t be driving in this. Holiday checkpoints are a nightmare. Especially if you’ve been drinking.”

He turned back, eyes locking onto mine. His expression was half-joking, half-serious—but the weight behind it was crushing.

“If it’s not too much trouble…” he said, “mind if I crash on the couch tonight? I’m too old to play games with DUIs.”

The room squeezed tighter around my ribs. The air thinned.

Audrey said nothing. She didn’t look at him.

She looked at me.

No hints. No pressure.

She just sat there, waiting for my decision. And I knew exactly what was on the scale.

Henry stayed perfectly still, hands laced together on the table. His gaze was neutral, patient. He knew he wasn’t going to be turned down.

I swallowed.

My mouth was dry. My throat constricted. My chest felt like it had a stone sitting on it.

Turn him down? Kick the CEO back out into the rain after he’d just bumped my salary and hinted at a future promotion?

Not an option.

“Of course,” I said, my voice sounding like it came from somewhere far away. “Stay. We’ve got a spare room. No need for the couch.”

Henry nodded, a small smile of satisfaction touching his lips.

“Thank you, Calvin. Very considerate. I promise I won’t disturb your… private time.”

He took the last sip of his wine—unhurried, relaxed.

I looked over at Audrey.

She was still watching me. Her eyes were warm, soft.

But behind that, deep down, I caught it—a tiny nod. The confirmation of someone who’s just checked the harness before the car goes off the cliff.

“I’ll go make up the guest room,” she said.

The chair legs scraped over the hardwood with a grating skree that sounded like metal grinding against metal.

Audrey stood, gathered dishes, and carried them toward the kitchen. Her steps were steady, slow, her hips swinging lightly. She didn’t look back.

Her silhouette disappeared past the kitchen doorway.

The living room was suddenly just two empty wineglasses, the smell of roasted turkey, the steady hiss of rain on glass…

…and two men facing each other across the table.

One of them was the homeowner.

The other… was the one who owned everything.


Chapter 17

Audrey stood up.

She gathered the plates one by one, stacking them neatly.
Porcelain clicked against porcelain—clink… clink…—thin, cold, brittle. The sound threaded into the rain needling against the roof like a thousand pins.

She turned and walked toward the kitchen.

Her steps were unhurried, hips swaying with the unconscious confidence of a woman who knows she owns every square foot of the home she’s walking through, every breath inside it.

Soft yellow kitchen light spilled over her waist, and then her silhouette slipped past the doorway and disappeared.

And the second she was gone…

The temperature in the room dropped.

Sharply.

As if Audrey had taken all the warmth in the apartment with her.

All that was left at the table:
Two wineglasses, drained to the bottom.
The smell of roast turkey fat already cooling.
The low, endless murmur of rain.

And two men sitting across from each other.

The table was spotless.

The silence was so heavy you could have set a knife on it and it wouldn’t fall.



Henry rolled the empty glass between his long, well-manicured fingers.

He watched the thin streaks of red sliding slowly down the inner curve of the crystal like blood fighting to hold onto the last of its life.

“I feel bad, dropping in and then asking to spend the night,” he said.

His voice was low, warm, perfectly calm.

The way he said feel bad…

It didn’t sound like a man asking permission.
He wasn’t probing.
He wasn’t waiting for a yes.

It sounded like a statement of fact:

I’m staying. And you should feel honored.

I answered like a machine:

“Please, stay. The place is small, but it’ll do.”

Henry dipped his chin in a tiny nod, not even remotely embarrassed.

His eyes didn’t stay on me—they looked through me, beyond me, toward the glass doors.

Outside, the rain was slanting sideways in long white streaks, hammering the balcony doors.
Runoff crawled down the pane in cold claw-like trails.

“It’s really cold tonight,” he murmured.
“The kind of cold that gets into your bones.”

My hand tightened in my lap.

“We’ve got a heater. I’ll grab extra blankets. You’ll be fine.”

Henry tilted his head back to me.

This time, he looked straight at me.

The way a man looks when he knows exactly what he’s about to say will split the world of the man across from him in half.

“If those things…”

He paused.

The corner of his mouth lifted.

“…still aren’t enough to keep me warm, Calvin?”



A sheet of ice ran down my spine, sharper than any wind outside.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

Henry went on, slow and deep, like the soft crackle of embers in a fireplace:

“You’re a lucky man.”

I didn’t move.

“You have Audrey.”

His gaze drifted briefly toward the kitchen—the doorway lit in warm gold, the sound of running water, Audrey humming some quiet little tune to herself.

“Not many men marry a woman other men respect…”

He paused half a beat.

“…and want as much as she’s wanted.”

I heard that word—want—clear as a gunshot.

No metaphor.
No sugarcoating.

In the kitchen, Audrey laughed softly at something only she knew, over the clink of a rinsed bowl.

Such normal sounds it made me insane.

Henry set his fingertip on the rim of his empty glass and stroked along it—one slow, smooth glide.

A touch that was almost obscene even with everyone fully clothed.

“This place…” he said quietly.

He looked around—not with contempt, but with a kind of pity.

“…is far too small for what she deserves.”

Something in my chest hit once, hard and dry.

Like someone had flicked off the husband switch.



Henry exhaled lightly, as if he were just reciting office gossip.

“You were on the cut list, you know. Last week.”

I jerked in my chair.

He held my gaze.

“I personally crossed your name off. I’m the one who made ‘Calvin Anderson’ disappear from that death row spreadsheet.”

My fingers curled so tight my nails dug into my palms.

I could feel the cold seeping into each knuckle.

Henry smiled—just a faint movement at the corner of his mouth.

Not happy.

Satisfied.

“I kept you. I gave you a thirty percent raise.”

He tapped the table with two fingers. Tok… tok…

“And if everything goes the way it should… you’ll be in Frank’s chair.”

There was no Thanksgiving warmth left in the room.

Just Henry—calm, patient, like an old wolf sitting comfortably in the den of his prey.

He didn’t raise his voice, but every word cut clean:

“You understand me, don’t you, Calvin?”

My back pressed into the chair.

The wood felt freezing through my shirt.

Henry lifted the empty glass to his lips, even though there was nothing left inside.

He breathed in the lingering scent of the wine—savoring it.

He closed his eyes for a brief second.

Opened them again.

Debt collector’s eyes.

“Tonight…” he murmured, “…is very cold.”

A beat.

Then, lower:

“A warm host like you… wouldn’t let an old man like me freeze, would he?”

The sentence hit the table like a contract that didn’t need a signature—

Just the silence of the man being bought.

I swallowed—but the lump stuck halfway between my throat and my chest.

In the kitchen—the water shut off.

I heard Audrey drying her hands.

A soft exhale from her—quieter than the rain, but somehow louder than everything else.

Henry set the glass down.

Clack.

A tiny sound.

But it landed like a judge’s gavel.

And I knew, with absolute clarity:

Whatever froze us in this apartment tonight…

It wouldn’t be the storm outside.


Chapter 18

Rain whipped against the window, cold fingers drumming a steady rhythm into the night.

The bedroom was dark—lit only by the small amber glow of the bedside lamp washing over Audrey’s bare shoulder, making her skin seem to shine against the winter chill screaming outside.

She wore a pearl-colored silk slip dress: thin, soft, clinging. It dipped low enough to show the curve of her back and the rise of her breathing. No bra. I knew that because my hand was under the silk, cupping a warm, full breast—so soft it made my brain want to dissolve.

I squeezed gently. Full. Perfect.

But instead of peace, a shiver of cold crawled up my spine.

On the other side of the wall, the living room—Henry was out there.

His voice still hammered in my skull: “Tonight… don’t let me be cold.”

I wasn’t naïve enough to take that literally. I knew exactly what kind of “blanket” he wanted.

I pulled Audrey tighter, afraid she might slip away. And then a vicious thought slid in: if I kept her here tonight—if I played the protective husband—what would tomorrow look like? A pissed-off Henry. Favor gone. The thirty percent raise evaporated. Frank’s chair handed to someone else. If I fell, would the silk dresses and expensive perfumes still belong to me? Would she?



Audrey shifted, pressing her back into my chest. Heat bled from her body into my stomach—comforting and crushing at the same time.

“Henry,” I said quietly, my throat dry. “He… said he was cold.”

She didn’t turn right away. Her voice came out even, half-asleep, half-awake:

“Mm. I turned the heater on. There’s a spare blanket too.”

For a normal person, that would have been enough. The subject would be closed. But I wasn’t normal anymore. The rain now sounded like a ticking clock.

I tried again, throwing out one more pathetic little feeler:

“Blankets might not be enough for someone who’s used to… luxury.”

Audrey rolled over slowly, her eyes soft but deep and sharp as a knife. She laid her hand on my face and stroked along my jaw with those long fingers—a tender gesture with way too much control in it.

“You’re always like this, Calvin,” she murmured, like she was pressing a warm cloth to a wound. “You want everything… but when it’s time to be decisive, you never say it straight.”

My mouth opened. My heart was pounding.

“I… I want… you to—”

Audrey cut me off without needing to hear the rest.

“You want me to go warm Henry up, don’t you?” Her smile was thin, wicked. “In the most… precise way possible.”

The choking feeling didn’t come from the words—it came from what she did next.

Her hand slid from my cheek down my chest, then dipped under the blanket. She found me in the dark.

She wrapped her fingers around my cock through the thin pajama pants. It was hard—rigid and trembling. My body betrayed my mind instantly: scared or not, the thought of her going out there turned me on.

Audrey squeezed, just enough. Her thumb rolled across the leaking tip. She shifted closer, lips brushing my ear, breath hot and wet.

She whispered, her voice low and cold:

“Say it, Calvin. You want me to go out to the living room… and warm his cock up…”

Her hand tightened.

“…with my wet little pussy. Don’t you?”

My whole body jerked. My throat closed. Only a broken little groan made it out.

“Yes…” I admitted—humiliated to the bone.

Audrey laughed softly—no mercy in it. Her hand started to stroke me—slow, steady—while her words poured in like poison.

“You want to picture him fucking me, want to hear me moaning another man’s name… don’t you?”

I tried to deny it, tried to beg her not to say it—but my hips answered for me, pushing into her hand. A pathetic move, but painfully honest.



Then, suddenly, she let go.

“No.”

One word, dropped between us like a brick. The emptiness where her hand had been made me flinch, my hips retreating into cold air.

Audrey peeled my fingers off her waist, one by one, then pulled the blanket up to her shoulders. She turned her back to me, the slim line of her spine and the curve of her ass under the silk so beautiful it hurt.

“I’m tired, Calvin. I’m not a space heater that runs on cum.” Her voice was flat as ice.

My blood thickened. Right on the other side of that wall, Henry was stretched out like an old wolf waiting for someone to deliver meat to his mouth. If he felt slighted, my future—the one I thought was mine—would dissolve into nothing.

I lurched forward, grabbing her shoulder, my voice shaking: “Audrey… he’s waiting.”

She flicked my hand away like dust, then sat up and turned to face me. The lamp threw her shadow up the wall, cutting half her face into darkness; the exposed half was scalpel-sharp.

“So?” she asked. “He’s got legs. He can take care of himself.”

“That’s not the point!” I hissed, forcing my voice down. “If he’s not… satisfied, then—”

“Our future?” she slipped in, mouth curving. “That’s what you mean, right?”

I swallowed. My throat felt like sandpaper. She stared at me, long and hard, like she was digging for the softest rotten spot inside me.

Then she smiled—a thin, venomous little smile.

“You’re scared, huh, Calvin?”

“I…” I stammered, the words disintegrating.

“Really?” she pressed. “Scared of losing your job? Of not being able to take care of me? Scared I’ll leave you for someone richer if you fail?”

Every word she said stabbed me—because every one was true.

But the next one… that one strangled me.

Her eyes narrowed, like she’d finally found the deepest rot.

“Or…” Audrey tilted her head, voice soft but razor-sharp. “…is the truth that you just want to watch me fuck someone else?”

I froze.

No breath.

No excuse.

It felt like a hand closed around my entire body and squeezed. She’d laid the cuckold monster inside me out on the table.

She saw every micro-flinch, even though I didn’t say a word. She laughed—quiet, gorgeous, and cruel.

She leaned back on her hands, arching slightly so her chest pushed against the silk. Her nipples were hard, visible even under the thin fabric—taunting and sentencing my pride at the same time.

“…beg for it,” she whispered, light but sharp, like she was simply stating a fact I’d been too cowardly to say out loud.

I didn’t want to. But silence wasn’t an option anymore. I bowed my head, my voice cracked:

“Please… Audrey.”

She tilted her head, forcing my eyes up to meet hers.

“Please what?”

“Please… go out there. Take care of him. Make him happy. Save me.”

Audrey laughed—a bright, crystalline sound with the temperature of shattered glass.

She lifted my chin, making sure I was looking straight into those cold, steady eyes.

“I fucked David because he made me feel good. I could fuck Henry because he’s powerful. But if I walk out of this bed tonight, it won’t be because I’m horny.”

She leaned in, close enough that her breath burned against my skin.

“It’ll be charity. A favor I’m giving your cowardice. A straight-up trade.”

Her hand slid to her chest, down her stomach, and stopped between her thighs—right where she wanted the words to land.

“I’ll use this body… to buy you that cushy little office chair,” she said softly. “Do you understand me, husband?”

I nodded so fast my vision blurred. My eyes burned. My heart felt like it was chewing broken glass.

But my cock was still hard, throbbing, aching for her.

“I understand. I need you. Please help me.”



Audrey dropped my chin. She looked at me like she was memorizing this pathetic version of me, then slipped out of bed.

She walked to the vanity, picked up a perfume bottle.

Spritz… spritz…

She sprayed her neck. Then she lifted the hem of the slip, spraying once between her thighs over the silk. Warm musk rolled through the room—heavy, carnal, announcing what was about to happen.

She turned back to me, the silk dress whispering along her skin. No goodbye kiss. No promise.

Just one wet little line:

“I’m not locking the door.”

She opened it. A draft of cold air from the living room slipped into the bedroom. She stepped through.

Click.

The door fell shut.

The room went cold instantly—colder than anything outside—because my wife had just gone to another man…

At my request.


Chapter 19

I lay there, not moving, eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling swallowed in black.

Not because I could hear anything. I couldn’t hear a damn thing.

The room next door was dead silent. The wall between us was thick enough to swallow every private sound. No bedsprings. No flesh on flesh. No muffled moans caught in someone’s throat.

That silence… it was worse than any scream. It was a blank page my fucked-up imagination could scribble the dirtiest scenes onto.

In my head, only one line kept clawing at my spine like a rusted hook:

“…or is the truth that you just want to watch me fuck someone else?”

I blinked slowly. Every blink felt like someone peeling another mask off from the inside.

It wasn’t a question. It was a verdict.

And the worst part: it was true.

I couldn’t deny it—not after the cabin. Not after watching David tear Audrey open with that big cock of his, every thrust like another nail hammered into my cowardice. Not after hearing her moan his name—those high, breaking cries of pleasure she’d never made for me.

And I sure as hell couldn’t deny it… after I’d cum to it.

I’d tried to slap better labels on it: shock, jealousy, fear of losing her. I’d lied to myself, told myself I did what I did because I was terrified of losing my wife.

But even at the bar, when Audrey said: “He didn’t fuck me. I only used my hand.”

…my first reaction wasn’t relief.

It was disappointment.

This weird drop in my gut, like some guy buying a ticket to a hardcore porno… and the screen cuts to black right at the climax.

What was I? A husband? Or some twisted pervert hiding behind the word love to cover up a vicious, horny fascination?

Audrey had just stripped me bare. She’d said out loud what I was too scared to admit. The thing I was desperate to see—but terrified to own.



The room started to feel hot, even with rain lashing the windows like fistfuls of ice. The air turned heavy, clogged with guilt.

I looked down.

In the dark, the lower half of my body was betraying me in the most obvious way.

My cock was hard. Rock-hard. Aching. It twitched, pulsing, begging for release—for a glimpse of whatever was happening on the other side of that wall.

I hated myself. But I couldn’t will it soft.

I pushed myself up on my hands. My legs felt like they were chained to cinderblocks.

I swung my feet to the floor. The wood was cold as steel against my bare soles, sending a shiver up my spine.

Audrey wasn’t here anymore. All I had next to me was the dip her body had left in the mattress, and the musky perfume she’d sprayed a few minutes ago—still clinging to the pillow like a scent trail.

I stepped out of the bedroom.

The hallway was dark. No TV. No footsteps.

Just a thin strip of yellow light spilling out from the living room—slicing across the dark floor like a blade.

I stopped at the doorway, half-closed.

She’d left it like that.

Not by accident.

Not because she forgot.

Just enough.

So I wouldn’t even have to touch the handle to see inside… if I wanted to.

My hand settled on the edge of the door.

I pushed. Very gently.

The door shifted a few millimeters.

Silent. No creak.

Just enough space for my real desire to slip through.

And in that absolute quiet, I heard the only sound that mattered:

The small voice in my head.

A strangled little moan:

You want to see. Just admit it.

My hand shook on the wood.

My chest tightened.

I pushed a little more.

The door opened wider.

Not because of a draft.

Not by accident.

But because of me.

Because I—the weak, twisted husband standing bare in the dark—wanted to step into that silence.

Wanted to know what it was hiding.

Wanted to see.

I didn’t need sound.

I just needed the view.


Chapter 20

The crack in the door opens into a narrow rectangle, slicing through the dark living room like a tear between two worlds.

The bedside lamp—the one I use to read—now spills broken gold across the wall. Two bodies are fused together in that light, their shadows warped and rolling, like black waves swallowing each other in silence.

At the foot of the pull-out couch, Audrey’s pearl slip dress lies in a soft, wrinkled heap, as if it’s been yanked down in one rough motion and tossed aside.

Next to it: a tiny scrap of black lace—a thong I’ve never seen her wear—thrown carelessly on the floor like a confession no one bothered to hide.

No hesitation.

No trace of “I’m only doing this for us.”

Just the things that had to be removed so skin could meet skin.



Audrey is sitting on Henry.

Right in the middle of the sofa-bed that used to be where she and I watched movies, curled up together until we fell asleep—now it’s the place she’s riding another man like it’s a ritual.

Henry is leaned back against the armrest, hands locked around Audrey’s waist. His large, rough fingers sink into the soft white of her sides—his role unmistakable: he’s the one being serviced. He doesn’t have to work for it.

Audrey…

She arches back, chest up, her chestnut hair spilling loose, whipping lightly across her bare back with every downward roll of her hips.

There’s nothing shy or tentative about her.

This isn’t sacrifice.

She’s riding him.

The look on her face twists my stomach: lips parted, eyes squeezed shut, sweat beading at her hairline.

She circles her hips, grinding down.

Then she lifts—up, high, too high—until the dark base of Henry’s cock slides almost all the way out of the wet clutch of her body.

And then she drops.

Smack.

The sound of flesh meeting flesh cracks through the room like a whip.

A wet, filthy chorus follows—slick, obscene, deep.

The light is dim, but the scene is clearer than any porn I’ve ever seen:
Audrey’s nipples are hard, bouncing frantically with each slam down;
her lower belly tightens when she drops;
her lips part around a moan that doesn’t even have time to form.



Her words before she walked out on me hit me across the face:

“If I get out of this bed tonight, it won’t be because I’m horny.”

Out of her husband’s bed.

Into the boss’s room.

Dress off.

Straddling him.

Dropping on him over and over like she’s trying to swallow him whole…

…and she isn’t horny?

Then what the hell is horny?

The way she uses both hands to squeeze her breasts together, pushing those tight, swollen curves toward Henry’s mouth so he can suck on them like a starving man—is that duty?

The way she moans, soft:

“Mmm… Henry… so deep…”

Is that sacrifice?

Henry doesn’t have to do much more than breathe and enjoy.

Now and then he slaps her ass—hard enough that red handprints bloom across her skin.

Every smack makes Audrey clamp down tighter.

Her hips speed up.

And I see the ugly truth so clearly it makes me sick:

She isn’t just “trading this for that.”

She’s reaching for something… I’ve never given her.

Strength and possession.

The ruthless drive of a pack leader.



Every time Audrey’s ass crashes down on Henry’s thighs, my body jerks in sync—as if I’m the one being driven into.

I glance down at myself.

I’m hard.

Not a half-hard, confused kind of stiff.

I’m so hard it hurts, so hard my sleep pants are damp with pre-cum.

I’m standing here watching my wife get fucked by another man…

and I’m turned on.

Not from shock.

Not from pain.

From hunger.

The hunger to see more.

To see exactly how far into her he goes.

To know what Audrey feels when she’s on top of Henry—and why she’s never sounded like that with me.

My hand rests on the doorframe—cold, shaking.

Part of me wants to storm in, yank her off him, drive my fist into Henry’s face.

But the other part—the stronger, darker part—wants something else.

It wants to push the door open wider.

Step deeper into that yellow wedge of light where their bodies move as one.

Sit down at the edge of the bed.

Watch.

Close.

Clear.

Unblinking.

It wants to know just how beautiful my wife’s betrayal can be.



Audrey shifts her hips. She starts to rotate slowly, grinding her pelvis down over Henry’s lap, then drops in a sharp, decisive thrust.

Smack.

The wet impact is half-muffled by mattress and sheets, but Henry feels all of it. Hot, slick flesh hugging every millimeter of him. He hisses through his teeth, head tipping back.

“Tighter, baby. Yeah. Squeeze the life out of me.”

Audrey leans forward, folding over him, both hands braced hard on his shoulders. Her spine curves into a soft S, gorgeous and obscene, before she slams down all the way to the base.

She doesn’t scream.

She exhales—one long, shaking breath, like a cat getting scratched right where it aches.

Henry squints, eyes glazed with lust.

“Calvin… he really let you come out here?” he rasps.

Audrey doesn’t stop. Her rhythm stays steady, merciless, like every rise and fall is meant to humiliate someone standing in the dark.

She tilts her head exactly toward where I’m standing—can’t see me, but she knows—chin lifting just a little, lips parting:

“No…” her breath fans hot over Henry’s neck, “…he begged me to come.”

My cock jerks—sharp, painful, humiliating, impossible to stop.

Henry chuckles low in his chest, a rich, mean sound. His hands lock tighter on Audrey’s waist, just guiding her, pressing her down harder.

“Oh, fuck… he really is the perfect husband. A very cooperative employee.”

Audrey drops onto him so hard the smack echoes across the sofa-bed.

“Don’t mock him like that, Henry,” she answers, light but cutting. “Isn’t that exactly what you wanted?”

Henry drags in a breath, jaw clenching like he’s swallowing a growl. His hand leaves her hip, slides up her back, curls into her hair at the nape of her neck, dragging her face down close.

“That’s right,” he murmurs, voice low enough to slip through the cracked door. “But isn’t this… what you want too, my baby sugar?”

Audrey laughs—soft, confident, merciless.

The laugh of a woman who knows she’s sitting in the true power seat.

“I do my job…”

She rolls her hips, rubbing her G-spot along Henry’s rock-hard shaft.

“…I get my benefits…”

Then slams down so deep Henry lets out a guttural sound that dies in his throat.

“…and Calvin keeps his job. Fair trade.”

Henry slaps her ass again, the sharp crack landing across my face:

“Just like a man who knows his place.”

Audrey starts bouncing in short, rapid, grinding thrusts.

Her body looks like a machine built to pound raw flesh, forcing Henry to gasp with every motion.

“No,” she pants, hips pumping as if she’s trying to grind him into dust.

“Like a husband… who knows what he’s got… and knows how to use his wife to climb.”

I hear myself swallow.

A loud, dry click in my throat.

Not from disgust.

From being so turned on it hurts.

Every insult out of her mouth falls on my crotch like ash on a burning fire.



At last, Henry can’t hold back. He clamps both hands around her waist, and for the first time he thrusts up to meet her—driving into her, matching her strokes.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

The wet slap of skin grows harsher, rough, flecks of slick flying out at the edges where their bodies collide.

“Fuck… you’re swallowing me like an addict, Audrey,” Henry groans, eyes rolling.

Audrey doesn’t answer.

She just looks down at him, eyes narrowed—wet, sharp, daring him.

“Then give me what you’re addicted to,” she whispers, voice breaking with pleasure. “Fill me up, Boss.”

Henry growls in his throat, fingers digging into both cheeks of her ass, hauling her down tight.

“Take it,” he grinds out.
“Take it yourself.”

Audrey braces her hands on his chest and rises up—high, so high that Henry’s thick, dark length slides free, long, glossy, straining, dripping.

Then she drops.

THUD.

The sound hits my heart like a hammer.

The bed groans loud and low.

And a second later—

Audrey screams.

Not a moan.

Not a name.

A raw, guttural sound ripped from somewhere deep in her gut, wild and shaking her whole body.

She comes.

On my boss’s cock.

Right in front of me.



Audrey folds forward, pressing her soft bare breasts into Henry’s shoulder. Her chestnut hair falls like a curtain over half his face. Their mouths find each other, locking tight, tongues tangling like two animals tearing at the same piece of meat.

Not a lover’s kiss.

Not a stolen, guilty kiss.

It’s a kiss of power and ownership—two predators sharing something sweet and forbidden.

That “something” is me.

Audrey tilts her head back, pale throat arching, a thin blue vein standing out under her skin. Henry licks along her jawline…

And then—

He flips them.

The move is so sudden the sofa-bed rattles. Audrey lets out a startled “Ah—!” but doesn’t fight it. She rolls with him, all silk and muscle, like a toy made of flesh.

Henry pins her to the mattress. Her wrists are trapped above her head for a heartbeat—just long enough to remind everyone who’s in control—before he lets go to grab her hips.

He yanks Audrey up, turning her onto her stomach like he’s repositioning a living doll.

Audrey props herself on her elbows, back arched high, ass raised in a perfect curve—a position born to be fucked.

Then—

SMACK!

Henry’s big hand crashes down on her ass, the sharp crack slicing through the air thick with sex.

Her skin ripples; a bright red handprint blooms, hot and angry.

Audrey doesn’t cry out in pain.

She moans—a low, rough, wet sound, hips giving a little shake like she’s begging for more.



Through that slim crack in the door… I see something no husband should ever see.

Audrey’s pussy.

Laid bare in the amber light.

Pink, swollen, parted with every pulse of blood.

Glossy, drenched, like a small hungry mouth.

Inside she’s a deep, flushed red, plump and throbbing, clutching at nothing, calling for the cock about to drive into her.

Henry plants his hand on her ass, and with two fingers he gently spreads her open—not rushed, not crude, but like a man admiring an expensive toy he paid dearly to own.

“Fucking beautiful…” he rasps. “She’s dripping.”

Audrey buries her face in the pillow, laughing breathlessly.

“Don’t say it like… it’s your first time seeing it, Henry…”

Henry chuckles—a victor’s laugh.

“Not the first,” he says, savoring each word. “Just the first… in her husband’s house.”

The words punch straight through my chest.

Turning my home into a cheap room in some roadside motel.

Henry rolls his hips forward.

His cock—thick, dark, veined—rests right at the slick, open entrance of my wife.

No teasing.

No searching.

He drives in. One hard, burying thrust.

THUD.

Audrey chokes on a gasp, back bowing like a bow drawn to its limit. Her fingers claw at the edge of the mattress until her knuckles go white, her legs trembling.

Then Henry really starts.

No more gentle ride-along.

No more letting Audrey set the pace.

Just deep, powerful, practiced strokes from a man who’s owned hundreds of bodies and has now decided to take mine.

Smack… smack… smack…

The sound of them colliding grows thicker, wetter, brutal.

Every time he pulls out, I see the rosy lining of Audrey’s cunt stretching with him—then getting slammed back into as he buries himself again.

Foam starts to build where their bodies meet.

Sex foam.

My wife is getting fucked so hard… she’s frothing.



The sight kills what’s left of my pride.

And at the same time… sends my arousal into some nameless, pitch-black place.

I should walk away.

I should shut the door.

I should do anything but stand here like a pervert.

But my hand moves on its own.

It slides down.

Hooks into the waistband.

Pulls.

My cock springs free—angry red, twitching like it’s about to tear through my skin.

I wrap my fingers around it.

One slow stroke… and my knees almost buckle.

Shame.

Despair.

And fury.

I start to jerk off.

My hand falls into the same rhythm as Henry’s thrusts inside Audrey—

smack–stroke, smack–stroke, smack–stroke—

like I’m fucking the loss of my own life back at myself.

Audrey moans into the pillow, voice strangled:

“Henry… deeper… deeper… wreck me…”

My skin prickles.

I bite my lip until I taste blood just to keep from groaning out loud.

I’m close—

In the living room, Henry grinds out each word:

“Calvin… the lucky husband…”

Audrey laughs—filthy, fractured:

“Lucky? Or because… his wife’s pussy is worth sharing?”

Henry snarls, slamming in one last time—

all the way to her womb.

And I—

I erupt.

Cum splatters white across the hardwood floor, the door, my hand.

I pant, chest heaving, my cock softening slowly in my slick fist.

In the living room, Henry pulls Audrey into his chest, both of them sinking into the afterglow.

And me—

I stare at the show I thought I was directing.

But the truth is:

I was never at the wheel.

I’m just a passenger in the car Audrey’s driving straight off a cliff.


Chapter 21

I shuffle back to the bedroom like some mangy dog thief who just got kicked in the ribs.

No one’s chasing me.

No one saw me standing there—listening, watching, and… cumming… in the dark.

But I still move like a criminal. Sneaking. Creeping like I’ve got the crime still sticky on my hands.

The bedroom door eases shut behind me. It doesn’t make a sound, but in my head it screeches like a saw blade cutting through bone.

The heater hums steadily, pushing warm air against my skin. Thick comforter. Soft mattress. All the things a middle-class couple points to and calls “stable.”

And yet the cold is glued to my spine like a slab of stone.

I sit on the edge of the bed so long I lose track of time, staring down at my right hand.

In the thin wash of streetlight bleeding through the blinds, I see it:

a crusting smear of milky white, tacky and half-dried in the lines of my palm. It’s stretched thin like dead glue, clinging in a filmy web between my fingers.

The smell of cum—sharp, sour, cold.

The smell of the truth.

I don’t wipe it off. I don’t wash.

I keep it there—like a stamp, certifying exactly how pathetic I am.

I lie down on the empty side of the bed. The side where Audrey usually sleeps curled into me every night. Now there’s only a cold, flat pillow with no trace of body heat.

It still reeks of her shampoo.

But Audrey is on the other side of the wall.

In another man’s arms.

There’s no sound. No more moans, no more slap of skin on skin. But that last brutal thrust from Henry is still echoing in my skull like thunder.

I close my eyes.

Sleep doesn’t come.

All that’s left is the sound of my own breathing—chopped up, broken.



Winter light isn’t really light. It’s a thin fog that settles on everything and slowly kills the color.

I get dressed.

When I pull my briefs down, there’s a sticky mess drying against my skin. Wiping it away sends a cold sting running from my groin all the way up into my chest.

I pull on a clean pair.

My hands shake. My heart shakes harder.

I look at myself in the mirror.

A gray, washed-out face. Eyes dull and hollow like somebody scooped my insides out while I slept.

I walk downstairs.



Coffee. Bacon. Toast.

A perfect little family-morning symphony.

With one slap in the middle of the picture:

Henry is sitting at the head of the table.

My chair.

The one with the cushion worn to the shape of my body after two years.

The chair that says “this is the man of the house.”

Tonight it’s his throne.

He’s still in yesterday’s dress shirt, but it’s crisp again—who ironed it? Audrey?

Sleeves rolled up. Forearms thick and solid, the kind of arms that know their own worth.

His right hand holds the morning paper.

His left hand holds my coffee mug.

Audrey stands at the stove.

Hair up.

A white floral day dress, neat, pretty.

Absolutely spotless. Not a wrinkle, not a single trace of last night.

She’s frying eggs like she just woke up from a deep, peaceful sleep with me.

But her husband is standing at the bottom of the stairs, shaking like a man who just lost his shadow under someone’s boot.

Henry notices me.

He lowers the paper.

A small smile forms—not a “I fucked your wife last night” smile, not even a “I won” smile.

It’s the smile of a man who knows the hierarchy has been rearranged.

He nods toward the spot next to him—the lowest spot at the table.

“Come on over, Calvin. The coffee’s really good this morning.”

His tone is light, almost fond, like he’s ruffling a kid’s hair.

I walk over, my feet weighed down like concrete blocks.

I sit. Not in my chair. In the guest chair.

Henry folds his paper and takes a slow sip of coffee.

“I have to be honest,” he begins, voice low and thoughtful, like he’s appraising a property, “your home… is warmer than I expected.”

He pauses half a beat.

The smile at the corner of his mouth grows just a fraction.

“I slept very well.”

Very well.

I hear those words the same way I heard the guest bed creak last night.

Audrey brings plates of eggs and bacon over.

She sets Henry’s plate down first.

Then mine.

Perfect service. Subtle, polite, nothing flashy.

She sits next to Henry—not next to me.

As if her “natural” place in this house got reassigned in the middle of the night.

Henry sets his cup down and looks at me with the eyes of a man who’s already signed the contract.

“Thank you, Calvin.”

He says it simply, naked:

“For being an understanding husband.”

The words drive through my chest like a stone spike.

He stands, pulls on his jacket, adjusts his collar.

His hand settles on Audrey’s shoulder.

He doesn’t squeeze. He doesn’t caress. He just touches—and that tiny touch is louder than thunder in my ears.

“Thank you for breakfast, Audrey,” Henry says. “No need to see me out.”

Then he leaves.

The door closes.

Click.

That sound kicks me into some alternate space—one where Henry has stepped out of the frame but still hangs in every corner of the house.

It’s just me and Audrey now.

She doesn’t avoid my gaze.

She doesn’t seek it.

She just spreads jam on a piece of toast, calm, unhurried, like she’s getting ready for another normal day.

She slides the plate toward me, her voice soft and even, like cold morning mist:

“Eat. Breakfast gets cold fast.”


Chapter 22

The kitchen is as silent as an autopsy room.

On the table, the toast has gone lukewarm. The yellow of the eggs has stopped steaming.

Audrey eats in small, neat bites, as if this were any other breakfast—not the morning after she slept with my boss in our living room.

I sit across from her.

My throat is dry and scratchy.

Both my hands are clenched in my lap so tight the tendons stand out.

It takes a long time—too long—before I finally speak.

“Last night… did it hurt?”

Audrey sets her fork down.

She doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t frown. She just lifts her head and looks at me in a way that turns my question into something childish.

She puts the piece of toast back on her plate and says it straight, clear, without lowering her voice:

“What pussy would hurt if a big cock was buried in it all night, Calvin?”

My heart drops out for a beat.

Audrey’s mouth curves—not in a smile, but in the expression of someone stating something obvious.

“It didn’t hurt.
It felt good.
I got wet.
It wanted more.”

A clean cut made out of words.

Sharp. Precise. No blood—instead, a wound that opens inward.

I swallow something bitter.

I can’t argue with her.

Audrey tilts her head, voice very soft:

“How long were you standing there?”

I drag in a breath. The answer pushes itself out; there’s nothing left to block it.

“…Until the end.”

Audrey presses her lips together—not angry.

Just confirming what she already knew.

“He came inside me.”

All I can do is nod.

My throat has turned to concrete.

Audrey doesn’t flutter, doesn’t blush, doesn’t look down.

She asks it like a doctor taking a history:

“And you jerked off while you were standing there?”

No circling.

No attempt to save my dignity.

I can’t lie.

“…I did.”

Audrey leans back in her chair.

There’s no pity in her eyes. No judgment, either.

She just looks at me the way someone looks through an open door and sees—not a monster—but the truth.

“In that case, Calvin…”
her voice is light as cold air,
“…what exactly is left for us to talk about?”

My fingers dig into the edge of the table.

Like a drowning man clawing for the shore.

“We… could start over,” I say.

My voice comes out small, shaky, paper-thin.

I’m not begging for sex.

I’m begging for an escape hatch.

Audrey doesn’t blink.

She looks at me like I’ve just wished for something impossible.

“It’s too late, Calvin.”

She sets her fork down and laces her fingers together, gaze gentle… but hard as steel.

“From the moment you so easily… let David fuck me, everything already went too far.”

I lunge for the closest rope I can find.

“But… David is different.”

Audrey lets out a short laugh—not cruel, not amused. Just… correct.

“Different?”

She leans toward me.

“David is far away.
You treated that like a fantasy.
You tucked yourself into bed thinking…
‘She just slipped up once.’”

Another twist of the knife.

But Audrey isn’t finished.

“And Henry…”

She holds my gaze, reading every fear I’ve tried to bury.

“…you’re scared of losing me, aren’t you?”

I open my mouth.

I don’t get the chance to answer.

Audrey continues, voice flat and even, like she’s reading the conclusion of a report:

“And at the very same time… you got hard watching him fuck me.”

There’s no question mark.

Just a fact laid bare.

“You’re terrified of losing me.
And you also want to see me torn apart by another man.”

Her head tips slightly, her tone dropping lower:

“Calvin… how much more conflicted do you need to be before you admit it?”

My breath comes hard and unsteady. My hands shake like I’ve got a fever.

Audrey folds her hands on the table, doesn’t look away, her voice barely above a whisper but sharp as glass:

“So—be honest. For once.”

She leans in, eyes locking onto mine:

“The man I love… my husband…
Calvin, what do you actually want?”

I stare down at my hands.

My fingers tremble, like they’re trying to hide the truth they’ve been gripping.

I drag in a breath, then say it—quiet, but not broken:

“I want… to watch.”

Audrey doesn’t blink. Doesn’t react.

She just waits.

I swallow, my throat so dry it hurts:

“I want to watch you fuck other men.”

The confession hits the table like a shard of broken glass.

Freeing—and somehow cutting deeper into my chest.

I plant both hands on the table, my breathing rough and hoarse:

“And I hate that.
I hate the way it feels.
It feels… sick. Pathetic.”

Audrey tilts her head a little.

Not judging. Just… reflecting.

I keep going, like I’m tearing off the last strip of skin hiding what’s underneath.

“Ever since the cabin… I haven’t been able to escape it.”

My breath stutters, almost breaking:

“All the times we fooled around in the park… the times you let other guys look at you… or that night at the bar…”

“…I told myself it was just a thrill. Just a little experiment.”

There’s a pause.

Then my voice drops lower:

“The truth is… I got addicted.”

I drop my gaze. I can’t look at her.

The shame hangs thicker than the morning cold.

Audrey smiles slowly.

Not proud. Not tender.

The smile of someone who’s finally seeing what was always underneath.

“Then why are you sitting here looking like you’re about to die?”

I look up.

Audrey cocks her head.

“Last night, you got what you wanted.
You got to watch. You got to shake. You got to cum because your wife was getting fucked.”

“You should be glowing… floating.”

I hold her gaze for a few seconds—long enough for my eyes to burn.

Then I shake my head, voice splintering like rotten wood:

“That’s not it.”

She raises a brow, silently pushing me to keep going.

I whisper, afraid the words will crack the air:

“Henry… makes me feel like I could actually lose you.”

No hiss of oil, no clink of cutlery, no hum of the heater.

Just my breath hanging in the cold kitchen air:

“I can’t handle that.”

There’s a long silence.

Then the words come out without planning, without order:

“Audrey… I love you.”

Audrey leans back in her chair.

She isn’t smiling anymore.

Her gaze goes deeper, quieter—like a blade sinking into wood.

“You love me?”

I nod.

No hesitation. No fear.

Audrey looks straight into me.

“Even when I’m a whore?”

I don’t flinch.

I don’t dodge.

I don’t try to pretty it up.

“Yes.”

One word.

One cut.

One complete truth.

“I love you.”



Audrey doesn’t respond.

Not a single word.

Not a sharp inhale.

Not even a tiny movement I can cling to.

She just stands up—unhurried, quiet, like the soft tick of a filament bulb warming the dining room.

The chair legs scrape against the floor with a small, complaining sound, warning me something’s coming that I’m not ready for.

I think she’ll go to the sink.

I think she needs water.

I think she’ll shut this conversation down.

She doesn’t.

She walks around the table.

Stops right in front of me.

She stands close enough that her breath hits my lips like an invisible blow.

Then—

Audrey sets two fingers on the edge of my plate.

And slides it aside.

Slow.

Gentle.

Exact—as if she’s beginning an interrogation ritual.

I hold my breath.

I’m about to ask what she’s doing when—

Audrey climbs onto the table.

She sits right in front of me.

Her knees part just a little, the hem of her thin floral dress resting on her thighs like a quiet invitation.

She looks at me.

Doesn’t speak.

Doesn’t smile.

Doesn’t sneer.

She just… watches me.

Like I’m something standing on the edge of becoming something else.

Then her hand moves—

and she lifts her dress.

Bit.

By.

Bit.

The fabric slides up her thighs, revealing smooth, soft skin with a faint flush where the blood has pooled.

When the dress clears her hips, my breath snags.

No panties.

No lace.

No modesty for the morning after.

Audrey’s pussy—my wife’s pussy—is bared in front of me, at eye level.

It’s slick. The flushed pink lips are slightly swollen, parted, like a little mouth that’s just eaten its fill and still hasn’t closed. It pulses faintly with each slow breath she takes.

Audrey sets two slender fingers—nails neatly trimmed—on either side of her lips.

She pulls them apart.

Deliberate. Calm. Merciless.

She shows me everything: the raw, red tissue rubbed tender; the stretch; the way she’s still open wider than usual.

And then—

Her lower belly tightens. A tiny, almost invisible push.

A thick, milky strand of fluid slowly wells up from deep inside her.

It builds.

Overflows the rim.

Runs down across her inner thigh. Slides along the length of her bare leg.

And drops onto my oak dining table.

Tap.

A sound so small no one should hear it.

But it hits me like a gunshot.

Audrey doesn’t move her lips.

Doesn’t cover herself.

Doesn’t hurry.

She just holds my gaze—

eyes deep as a pit.

“You woke up too late.”

No accusation.

No heat.

Just fact.

She drags one finger through the white droplet as it trails downward.

“Henry filled me up… in the kitchen.”

My hands clamp onto the edge of the table so hard my knuckles go bloodless.

A broken sound claws out of my throat that I barely recognize as my own.

Audrey leans down, her breath skimming my face like a thin, sharp blade:

“Now…”

She spreads her legs wider.

The smell of sex—hers and Henry’s mixed together—hits me full in the face, hot and heavy and dizzying.

Her fingers slide back between her slick folds, pressing lightly to coax out another slow ooze of semen trapped inside.

It’s warm.

It’s alive.

It belongs to someone else.

“Say it, Calvin.”

She tilts her head, eyes locked on mine:

“Do you love me?”

The room shrinks until there’s nothing but her breath, the scent of another man still clinging to her skin, and the echo of the question.

Then she drives the last blade in:

“Do you love me… even when I’m Henry’s whore?”

Audrey sits on our dining table, legs open, another man’s cum dripping in pale trails onto the wood, her gaze spearing straight through me.

She isn’t asking about morality.

She isn’t asking about marriage.

She’s asking about the only thing that matters now, buried in the blackest part of me:

How badly do you want me?
And how much of what I’ve become… will you accept?


Chapter 23

I don’t wait even a heartbeat to think. No hesitation. There’s nothing left to hide anymore.

I look straight at Audrey—at the wide eyes waiting for my answer, at her parted, red, glistening mouth, and at the way she’s sitting on our dining table with her legs spread, where another man’s cum is slowly dripping off the edge of the oak.

And I say it, immediately, almost ripped out of my dry, burning throat:

“I love you.”

My voice cracks, rough and raw, but there’s no doubt in it.

“That’s the most beautiful pussy I’ve ever seen.”

No apology. No trembling. No pretending to be decent.

Audrey tilts her head. For half a second her eyes soften in surprise… then her expression changes completely.

She’s not gentle anymore. She’s not the wife asking her husband a hard question.

She slides herself closer to the edge of the table until her slick, open sex is just inches from my mouth—close enough that her heat rolls over my face, thick and musky.

“But I want more than that.”

My chest heaves; I can’t seem to get enough air.

Her gaze doesn’t leave mine. Her voice drops low, hot, like she’s dripping molten wax straight into my ear:

“Prove it… husband.”

She puts two fingers on the outer lips and spreads herself wider—and from that raw red opening, a fresh spill of thick, white, sticky cum oozes out. It runs in a slow, obscene stream down the inside of her thigh, patters onto the wood in fat drops.

“You say you love me…”

She lifts one leg and hooks her calf over my shoulder.

“…then clean it up. If you want to be the husband of a whore like me.”



I swallow hard. My throat seizes.

I don’t know if I’m shaking from disgust or from a wild, starving need. Both wrap around each other—just like that milky fluid sliding out of her: half life, half waste.

But my body—traitorous bastard that it is—ignites.

My cock jerks in my pants, throbbing in agreement with her order.

I lean in.

I push my face between Audrey’s thighs.

Heat. Funk. Pure filth.

I stick my tongue out and lick deep. I suck hard.

Like a man who’s lost his mind, starved so long he’ll eat whatever’s left on the plate just to keep breathing.

Until—

Audrey suddenly plants her hand on the back of my head.

And yanks me away. Clean, decisive.

My mouth pops off her with a wet, sharp suction sound.

A long strand of white stretches from my lips to her slit, shining in the kitchen light… then snaps. It falls onto my shirt.

I look up at her.

I’m panting. My heart is hammering against the cold morning air.

I expect her to go cold. To snap her legs shut and laugh at how low I’ve sunk. To end the game with one more cruel line.

She doesn’t.



Audrey looks at me—and her face… breaks.

The erotic mask, the contempt, the testing edge she’s worn since last night—all of it melts away.

What’s left is soft. Raw. Almost… hurting.

Her gray- blue eyes shine, trembling like a pond on the verge of overflowing.

She lifts her hand.

Her fingers touch my cheek. They’re shaking.

Henry’s cum is still on her hand, slick and sticky. I feel it smear on my skin. I don’t pull away. I can’t.

Her breath stutters as her fingers make contact with my face—like a child who’s just realized she’s smashed her favorite toy.

Her voice comes out tiny, cracked:

“I’m sorry… Calvin…”

She swallows, her throat tight:

“I just… wanted to see how far you’d go… I didn’t think you’d go that far. I didn’t think you’d actually do it.”

Her narrow shoulders shake.

“I… pushed you too far.”

In the eyes of the woman who made me tremble with fear and pleasure last night… all I see now is fear.

Not fear of Henry. Not fear of being caught. Not fear of losing power.

Fear of hurting me. Fear that she’s turned her husband into something he can’t crawl back from.

Audrey slowly pulls her hand away, like she’s afraid that if she lets go too fast, we’ll both tumble into a gap we can’t cross.

She presses her palm to her own chest, right over her heart, like she’s trying to keep it from beating out of her ribs.

“I don’t want you to… hate yourself, Calvin.”

A beat of silence. Raw and aching.

“I don’t want you to have to love me in this humiliating way… if it’s killing you inside.”

And for the first time since that cursed cabin trip—

Audrey is no longer the queen. No longer the one running the game. No longer the ruthless, untouchable judge.

She’s just Audrey.
The woman I love.

Terrified that her own darkest desires might be the thing that finally crushes the only man who’s ever truly loved her.


Chapter 24

Audrey is still trembling in my hands, her breath hitching, like she’s braced for a verdict.

I look straight into her eyes—into the fear, the guilt, and the twisted, filthy, painfully real love spiraling deep inside them.

I lift my thumb, swipe the streak of Henry’s cum still wet at the corner of my mouth, and taste it one last time. The flavor of humiliation. The flavor of truth.

Then I whisper, steady and sure:

“I’m not hurt. I chose this.”

Audrey’s eyes fly wide, like someone just lit a torch inside the darkest part of her soul. Her lips start to quiver.

And then—Audrey starts to cry.

Not loud. Not dramatic. Clear tears spill over, tracking down her cheeks, rinsing away makeup and every last scrap of pretense. She clutches at my shoulders, nails digging into my skin.

“Calvin… Calvin… God… you’re insane… you…”

The words choke off in her throat, but her eyes blaze—desire and gratitude tangled into one raw flame.

She bites her lip, shaking, and offers me something she seems barely able to believe she’s saying:

“…then clean up the rest… with your cock. My husband.”



A growl rips up from somewhere low and animal inside my chest.

Not just from arousal. Because in that moment—I know I’ve been chosen. Really chosen.

Not just to stand and watch. Not just to endure from the sidelines.

But to take her back. To stamp over another man’s claim.

I surge to my feet. The wooden chair kicks back and smashes onto the floor with a heavy crack. I don’t care.

Both my hands clamp around Audrey’s waist. She’s still wiping at her tears, but her eyes have already changed—softness burning away into something fierce, wild, hungry.

I fling my arm out.

Crash.

Plates, breakfast, coffee mugs, silverware—all of it goes flying off the table, shattering across the floor in an explosion of noise.

I slam Audrey down on her back on the cold oak tabletop.

She lies there, chestnut hair fanned out in a messy halo. Her legs open on instinct, spreading wide—like some primal reflex, a female ready to offer herself to the only male she’s chosen to submit to.

I lean over her, my voice low and rough, almost a threat:

“I’ll clean it. I won’t leave a single drop of him inside you.”

Audrey laughs through her tears, shaking, beautiful and deranged:

“Then fuck me… wreck me, my love.”



I yank my zipper down. My cock springs free—hard as stone, veins standing out like cables.

I grab her hips and drag her down the table until her ass is right at the edge, her pussy completely exposed in the cold gray light of a winter morning.

And inside…

Henry.

His cum is still there—thick, white, pooled in the open, swollen entrance of my wife. It drips out in lazy, obscene beads, pattering to the floor as I step in.

Audrey sees me staring at the “battlefield” between her thighs. She sucks in a sharp breath, chest rising and falling in jagged waves.

“Calvin…”

No shame. No apology. Just a naked offering.

I press the head of my cock to her slick slit.

Push, just a little.

It glides. Too easily. Too fucking easily.

A warm mix of fluids gushes out around me as I ease in, coating my tip. Hot. Viscous. Wrong and perfect.

“Come on… fill me up…” Audrey moans, fingers clawing into the edge of the table.

I lose it.

I drive in. One thrust. Hard. Buried to the hilt.

Thud.

Audrey’s head snaps back, a strangled cry tearing out of her throat.

“Ahhh—Calvin…!”

The first thing I feel is heat.

The second is that loose, wet fullness—her pussy soaked in another man’s cum, gripping me, sucking me in without a hint of dry friction. I’m sliding through pure filth, and it feels incredible.

The third thing is the rush of warm fluid squeezing back along my shaft as I claim the space inside her.

I’m pushing Henry out. Stirring him up. Diluting him.

And Audrey knows it.

She hooks her legs around my back, moaning through broken breaths:

“That’s it… push him out… replace him…”



I snarl. Not from anger—from that wild, desperate, hysterical-bonding kind of love that hits like a live wire straight into bone.

I brace her thighs, spread them even wider, and start pounding into her—relentless, brutal, hard enough that the table legs groan and scrape across the floor.

Slap… slap… slap…

The wet smack of skin on skin, of slick on slick, fills the kitchen—obscene, raw. The sound of a reclamation.

Audrey arches off the wood, tears spilling for a whole different reason now:

“Calvin…! You’re… you’re taking me back… so deep…”

I glance down.

With every pullback and thrust, another streak of white is forced out of her—foam bubbling at the edges, mixing with the clear shine of her own arousal.

Ugly. Beautiful. Viciously perfect.

And right.

I bend low, teeth grazing her ear, whispering like a curse:

“I love you. I love my whore.”

Audrey sobs—loud, shameless, but it’s joy and release and recognition all twisted together:

“I know… God, Calvin… fuck me… cum in me… mark me… all of this is yours…”

I crush her hips in my hands and drive one last, brutal stroke into her, burying myself as deep as her body will let me, pinning her soul to the table.

She shatters.

“Calvin… I’m—I’m coming…!”

Her whole body seizes around me, clamping down on my cock like a vise, convulsing, milking me for everything I’ve got.

I can’t hold back.

I slam in hard and stay there, grinding against the back of her, and then I’m shooting—hot spurts of my cum jetting into her, flooding her, mixing with what’s left of Henry and forcing it out.

His spend spills out of her one last time, running down onto the floor.

Making room for mine.

For ours.

For a love being reborn out of the ashes of our own filthy desire.


Chapter 25

Audrey lay in my arms, her breathing still uneven after the insane pounding I’d just given her on the dining table.

Tears still clung to the corners of her eyes, glittering like shards of glass, but her mouth was curved in a small smile—tired, wrung out, and so beautiful it made my chest tighten.

I lowered my head and brushed my lips over hers.

It wasn’t a kiss to claim her, not rushed, not soaked in lust.

Just a touch—enough to remind her I was still here, and she was still safe.

When we finally pulled apart, there was barely a breath of space between our faces. I looked into her eyes, past the last fragile layer of armor, and asked quietly:

“It’s time we’re honest about everything now… isn’t it, baby?”

Audrey didn’t answer right away.

She studied me—for a long time—as if weighing whether my heart was steady enough to hold the last dark pieces of her soul.

In those gray-blue eyes, three things were all tangled together: the exhaustion of a role she’d played for too long. The raw shame. And a gentle, stubborn love she’d been hiding behind that cold mask for months.

At last, Audrey gave a small nod.

“Carry me to bed.”

Her voice had gone soft, boneless. Not seductive. It was the voice of a little girl who just wanted to be put down in the safest place she knew so she could finally sleep.



I scooped her up.

Audrey wrapped her arms around my neck and clung to me, her head tucked into the curve of my shoulder like if she let go, we’d both fall back into our old lives—the ones we’d been running from in circles.

I laid her on the bed, pulled the blanket over both of us, then slid in beside her and drew her tight against my chest.

No distance. No clothes. No secrets.

Just two conspirators, our heartbeats slowly finding the same rhythm again.

I set my hand on her bare back, traced down along her spine, and finally asked the question that had been haunting me:

“You and Henry… when did it really start?”

Audrey’s body gave a tiny shiver—not from the cold. From the feeling that the latch on the Pandora’s box in her chest was about to snap open.

She inhaled deeply, bracing herself to open a door she’d bolted shut for years.

Her voice came out small, but sharp and clean, like glass breaking:

“Before I ever met you. Long before.”

No jealous rage flared in me. Just a wide, soundless space opening up, like wind moving through an empty room.

Audrey tilted her face up to me.

There was no challenge there. No self-pity. No excuses.

Just the truth… stripped bare for the first time.

“Back then… I belonged to Henry.”

I didn’t pull my hand away. I didn’t turn my head.

I just watched her, waiting.

A heartbeat later—

Audrey swallowed, then let out what she’d never said to anyone.

“I was his whore.”

The word dropped between us. Heavy. Not loud. Not dramatic.

It sank—deep—like a boulder sliding to the bottom of a still lake.



Audrey closed her eyes. Not to hide.

To hand me the key to the darkest cellar she had.

I squeezed her hand, just a little. Not to pin her down.

To say: I’m here. I hear you. Keep going.

She felt it, and slowly opened her eyes again.

I didn’t press. Didn’t push for details. I kept my breathing steady so she’d know: I wasn’t going anywhere. I wasn’t about to run because of where she’d been.

Audrey drew another breath, her scent mixing with the faint, lingering smell of sex in the room, turning the air thick and intimate.

“In my second year of college… my family went bankrupt.”

Her voice sounded like it was coming from far away, from some damp, cold corner of memory.

“My dad was addicted to gambling. The debt kept piling up. My mom couldn’t take it anymore—she went back to her parents’ place. I was… on my own. No house. No car. Not enough to pay tuition for the next semester.”

Audrey let out a tiny laugh—bitter, brittle, the sound of a young girl looking back at the moment she stopped being naïve.

“My roommate told me to find a sugar daddy. She said, ‘It’s discreet, it’s safe, cash in hand, everybody does it, Audrey. You’re this pretty—why waste it?’”

I could hear the crack running down the middle of her voice.

“I believed her. Because I was hungry. And I was terrified of getting kicked out of school.”

She paused and burrowed closer into my chest.

“At first, it was awful. Greasy rich guys. Men who smelled like oil and stress. Men who liked hurting… liked humiliating me to make up for how small they were.”

Audrey’s words slowed, her body trembling a little in my arms.

“They paid a lot. But I… I was going to quit. I felt filthy.”

Silence stretched out. The memory waiting next clearly weighed more than everything she’d said so far.

Then Audrey whispered:

“And then I met Henry.”

I heard his name—but now it didn’t carry the weight of a CEO. It carried the sweet, rotten scent of a false savior.

“He wasn’t like the others. He was polite. Clean. Old-money kind of rich. He didn’t touch me at first. He took me out to dinner, talked about art, listened to me complain about my life. He… played the gentleman.”

Her gaze wavered, caught on that fake kindness—on the bait.

“For a while… I thought I loved him. Or at least, I felt indebted. He paid off my father’s debts, bought me a small apartment, let me live like a princess again.”



I still hadn’t let go of her hand. I stroked the bare skin of her arm, trying to soothe the shaking right out of her bones.

“But then one day…”

Her voice dropped a key, colder now, darker. The door to the deepest part of the cellar creaked open.

“He called me to a hotel. Not our usual apartment. Not the familiar place.”

Audrey’s fingers tightened around mine, her nails digging into my skin without her even noticing.

“He said he had a surprise. He sent over a bright red Victoria’s Secret set and a fur coat. Told me to put them on. And not wear anything else.”

I pictured a twenty-year-old Audrey—dazzling, put-together on the outside, shaking on the inside—trying to be perfect for the man who’d ‘saved’ her.

She stared up at the ceiling, eyes open but seeing something far behind us.

“I went. I took the elevator to the top floor. I knocked on the door of the presidential suite. My heart was pounding, and I told myself it was going to be some romantic night.”

“I opened the door…”

Audrey stopped. Her breath snagged.

She turned her head to me, eyes shining with fresh tears in the pale morning light.

“Do you really want to hear the rest, Calvin? Are you sure you want to know… why I got used to sharing?”

I tightened my grip on her hand—not hard, just firm enough to anchor her.

“Tell me, Audrey. I’m here. I’m listening.”

She closed her eyes, and one tear slipped down onto the pillow.

“Inside… it wasn’t just Henry.”


Chapter 26

Audrey froze for a beat—her throat working like she was trying to swallow a bitter pill that refused to go down.

She didn’t look at me when she started. Her eyes stayed fixed on some vague, empty point in space.

Her voice came out thin, like a silk thread about to snap.

“There were two more men in the room. Two big partners.”

I closed my fingers around her cold hand, squeezing gently, trying to push some warmth into her.

“Both older than Henry. One was this bloated, ruddy-faced guy, slumped back in an armchair like a giant toad swallowing the whole room. The other was tall and gaunt, all white hair and dark skin, eyes narrowed to slits behind thick glasses.”

“The way they looked at me… you only need one glance like that to know you’re not a person anymore. You’re a steak on a plate.”

I felt Audrey’s body flinch, a tiny recoil against me. Not from shame—this was the memory biting back.

“The second I walked in…” Audrey continued slowly, each word dropping heavy as lead, “…they looked at me like I was a young animal being led into a cage.”

The picture was so sharp it sent a cold knife right down my spine.



Audrey trembled but kept going, her voice flat now, like she was reading an incident report.

“I wanted to turn around and bolt immediately. But Henry blocked the door. He said it was just… drinks. Entertaining clients. A make-or-break deal.”

She finally turned her head toward me—eyes full of the dead innocence of a twenty-year-old who’d already lost too much.

“I believed him.”

One small word. Believed.

It was enough to squeeze my heart until it ached.

“They were sitting around this low glass table. Wine… cigars… thick folders of contracts… It looked like any normal business meeting, if you ignored the way they were staring.”

“I poured the wine. My hands were shaking so hard, but I tried to pretend nothing was wrong, forced this stiff little smile.”

I laid my hand over the back of hers and stroked it gently. Audrey let her head tip against my shoulder—just a slight lean, tired, trusting me completely in that moment.

“Henry leaned in to my ear…” she whispered. “His breath reeked of wine, and when it hit the back of my neck I went ice cold…”

Audrey shut her eyes.

Then she repeated his words exactly—soft, razor-sharp:

“You need to loosen up… and show a little more skin, baby. They like to look at something beautiful.”

Her shoulders shook.

“I understood. I took my jacket off.”

Such a simple movement—yet in that room thick with money and lust, it was the starting gun for a sacrifice.

“All I had on underneath was a bright red Victoria’s Secret set. Sheer lace. The kind I’d picked because I thought Henry would enjoy seeing me in it.”

Audrey stared at the air in front of her, eyes far away, as if she could see her younger self again in the big mirror of that hotel suite:

“The two men… laughed.”

Not a friendly laugh.

A low, wet chuckle from men who knew dessert had just been served.



“They were looking at me like… I was an inflatable doll. No feelings. No pain.”

Audrey’s breath hitched, chest rising and falling in short bursts.

“Then the hands started.”

I felt her whole body go rigid in my arms.

“At first… one hand landed on my thigh. Heavy. Cold. It slid up very slowly, dragging over the nylon of my stockings.”

She traced her fingers to the exact spot on her own thigh, where that disgust still lived under the skin.

“Then another hand grabbed my waist. Rough. It hurt. And another hand set down on my breast, kneading through the lace.”

Her voice cracked, breaking apart.

“Three men… touching me at once. I was surrounded.”

I squeezed her hand tighter—hard, like I could crush those invisible hands for her.

Audrey fought to keep her voice level, but I could hear the fracture in every syllable.

“I panicked. I looked at Henry. Begged him with my eyes.”

I swallowed, waiting for the blow.

Audrey went on—a clean stab right into my chest.

“He just nodded. Slightly. Like he was saying, Be good. Take it.”

She stared down at her own hands, voice shaking but refusing to dodge the humiliation.

“I wanted to run… I wanted to scream… but my body… started reacting. I felt myself… getting turned on by the fear.”

She let out a long, ragged breath—ashamed not of the pleasure itself, but of how that moment had trapped and shaped her for years after.

“I hated myself for it. But my body… betrayed me.”



I cupped her cheek and thumbed away the tear that had escaped.

Audrey kept going, sounding like she was sleepwalking through the past.

“Henry took my hand. He pulled me into the bathroom.”

“The bathroom was small… all marble… harsh white lights shining straight in my face…”

She shuddered.

“I could see myself in the mirror. The face of a baby whore trying to look tough… and scared out of her mind.”

“Henry shut the door. Pinned me against the wall.”

“He told me… he needed that contract. To keep his CEO seat. To… secure my future.”

Her voice splintered.

“He said… if I loved him, I had to help him tonight.”

Then Audrey repeated the poisonous spell she’d carried around in her head ever since:

“All you have to do is make them happy. You’ll always be my little princess. I’ll make it up to you.”

That phrase make it up to you made me want to tear the room apart.

Audrey lifted her eyes to mine, tears pooling.

“Calvin… he didn’t threaten me. He gaslit me. He made me believe. Believe I was making some grand, noble sacrifice… for love.”

I exhaled slowly and pressed my forehead to hers, sharing the weight of it.

Audrey whispered:

“I nodded. I agreed. No one held a knife to my throat.”

Her breath shook.

“I walked out of that bathroom on my own… went straight to the middle of the room… and spread my legs so they could touch me.”



Audrey’s voice dropped lower, sinking into the dark.

“And then that night really started.”

She didn’t look at me anymore. Her focus fixed on some blind spot in her memory.

“Both men put their hands on me at once. One kneaded my breast, rough, like he was kneading dough. The other shoved his big hand between my thighs, hooking under my panties.”

I felt her trembling hard now in my arms.

“I heard Henry talking to them. Clear. Calm. Like I was a bonus gift with the deal and not someone who could hear every word.”

She lifted her gaze to mine and repeated each word, haunted:

“Tonight… she’s yours. Help yourselves. Creampie her. She’s clean. Safe. And she likes it.”

Audrey’s voice shook like a tight string in a storm.

“And then… he walked out of the room.”

“He closed the door.”

Click.

The silence after that seemed to stretch forever.

Audrey whispered, tears sliding down her face:

“He left. He left me there… alone… for them to tear apart.”


Chapter 27

Audrey suddenly went quiet.

Not because she’d run out of things to say.
Not because she was hesitating.

She stopped because she could feel it—something physical, obvious, pressing right up against her own skin.

We were lying facing each other, completely naked under the thin sheet.

My chest against her chest.
My stomach pressed to hers.
Our breath mingling—hot, humid, so close that one small jerk forward and our mouths would collide.

And lower—

My body betrayed me.

My cock, the same one that had just exploded all over our breakfast table not long ago, was getting hard again.

Rock hard.

So hot it felt feverish.

It was wedged against the inside of her thigh—soft, smooth, warm—and sat only a breath away from her pussy. One shallow exhale from either of us and I’d slip right where my body was begging to go.

Audrey was telling me about humiliation, panic, being used—

And I…

I was getting turned on.

Turned on by the image of two old men putting their hands all over her young body.
Turned on by the filthy story she was whispering, voice trembling, in my arms.

Audrey went completely still.

I felt her breath hitch for a beat.

Those gray-blue eyes, still glossy with tears, slowly dropped, following the space between our bodies…

…down to where my cock was standing up, pulsing, straining, pressed right along the mouth of her sex.

Then she looked back up.

Straight into my eyes.

We were so close I had nowhere to hide. Every swallow, every twitch in my face—she saw it all.

Three seconds of silence.

Three seconds long enough to crush any man’s pride.

“A–” I stammered.

My face burned like someone had shoved it into an open oven. I tried to roll my hips back, to tuck myself away and salvage a shred of dignity, but… the sheet was too tight, the bed too small, and Audrey was far, far too close.

“I’m sorry… Audrey… I know… I know this is the wrong time. It’s sick. I—I can’t control it.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing for the slap, for her to shove me away and walk out.

Instead—

A warm, soft hand slid down…

over my thigh…

and wrapped right around the thing that was throbbing with shame and need.

My eyes flew open.

Audrey wasn’t angry.

She wasn’t disgusted.

She was looking at me with a small, sad, impossibly gentle smile—like she’d just found the answer to the question that had been haunting her for months.

“Your body is a lot more honest than your mouth, Calvin.”

Her breath brushed my lips.

“You like hearing about other men using me… don’t you?”

I couldn’t get a word out.

But my cock jerked in her hand—a raw, involuntary admission.

Audrey didn’t let go.

She slid in closer, pressing her chest to mine, dragging her thigh across my hips.

Then, deliberately, she parted her legs just a little…

and dragged her wet slit along my length so the head of my cock nestled right into that hot, slick groove.

She exhaled softly, whispering:

“So… do you want to be inside me… while I finish telling you about that night?”



That question tore through what little “morality” I had left like paper.

I didn’t answer.

I couldn’t.

I just grabbed her.

I wrapped my arms around her waist and yanked her toward me—

Audrey moved with me instantly, lifting her leg and hooking it over my hip like her body had known this beat was coming all along.

I didn’t need to guide myself.

I just needed to push.

Thump.

My cock slid into her—slick, hot, soaked.

Too easy.
Too deep.

Her body was still soft and open from the brutal, frantic fucking on the dining table.

Inside her was not just her own wetness…

but the messy mix of her, of me, and the last thin ghosts of Henry still clinging to her walls.

It was sloppy, filthy, obscene—
and holy.

It made me tip my head back and groan like an animal.

“Fuck…”

Audrey locked her legs around my lower back, dragging me in deeper, deeper, until I felt the tip of my cock press into that furthest place only I knew inside her.

She looked up at me, eyes shimmering, gone almost silvery.

I pressed my forehead to hers, panting, and growled:

“Keep going, baby…”

I drove in hard, slow, all the way, the wet little sounds muffled under the blanket.

“I’m listening.”

My hands closed around her waist and I started to move—slow, deep, grinding strokes.

“Tell me what they did to you…”

Audrey shivered in my arms, her chest rubbing against mine with every ragged breath.

And then—

As I pushed into her again—

She opened her mouth. Her voice poured into my ear, no longer shaking, but soft and steady, as she picked the story back up.

Talking.

While she squeezed down on me from the inside with every word.


Chapter 28

I’m lying face to face with Audrey, still buried deep inside her.
My thrusts are slow, full, like a boat rocking on the surface after a storm—but every stroke is a stamp, a claim, a price paid.

“Keep going, baby…” I whisper, driving in hard and deep so my words become duty, command, the last lock I’m snapping into place. “…I’m listening. Tell me what they did to you.”

Audrey closes her eyes. The memories spill out through her trembling voice—no drama, no decoration, just raw exposure.

After Henry slammed the hotel room door shut, the two men left inside started laughing—the kind of laugh men give when they’ve just seen the merchandise they paid for.

“Don’t be scared, girl,” the fat one said, his voice thick and greasy, like melted butter. “We’ll be gentle with you.”

The skinny one let out a sharp, knifing giggle.

“Henry wasn’t lying. This body… is premium.”

Then the line that hit Audrey like a hammer to the chest:

“And the best part—he said we can finish inside.”



She lay there, rigid on the bed, bracing for the sound of Victoria’s Secret lace tearing. When each piece was ripped away and dropped onto the carpet like petals, I could feel Audrey’s body twitch in my arms now, echoing that same motion.

Back then she told herself:

They’re just old men with weak dicks. A few minutes and it’ll be over. I can take it. For Henry.

But the way they looked at her wasn’t the way old, weak men look at a girl.

It was the way destroyers look at something they’re about to break.

When their suit jackets hit the floor, she wasn’t staring at two washed-up, tired bodies.

She was looking at two engines of pure appetite, primed like this was an entrance exam with her body as the test.



My whole lower body jerks at that. My hips clamp down, shoving deeper into Audrey on instinct. Her skin heats under my hands, slick and hot, answering me with tiny, rolling clenches.

She opens her eyes and gives me a quick, wicked smile—a beautiful, poisonous spark in the dark.

“Calvin… you really can’t picture it,” she murmurs, her lips grazing my ear. “They weren’t just a couple of old guys. They were… loaded for it.”

My throat goes dry.

“Wh–what do you mean? They were… that big—?”

Audrey cuts me off with a hot breath against my neck.

“The fat one—his cock looked like a breeding stud’s. So big it pushed his gut up when he got hard.
The skinny one—long as fuck, dark and veiny like a snake fresh out of a hole.”

My whole lower half tightens into one hot wire.

I slam into her so deep she cries out.

“Jesus… you’re serious…?”

She laughs softly, her fingers tracing the back of my neck.

“You’re hearing about your wife getting used by two monsters like that… and you’re getting even harder. You really are my little pervert.”



“Keep talking,” I rasp. It sounds like someone else’s voice.

Our hips fall into a shared rhythm, slick and obscene.

“At first… I just lay there,” she says, voice shaking but hypnotic. “I thought I just had to endure it. But when that huge thing of the fat guy started pushing in… Calvin, I heard my own flesh stretch. I swear. Like skin being pulled to the limit.”

I shudder.

Audrey goes on:

“I thought I was going to split in half. But then… the feeling changed. It turned into… electricity.”

“ My heart was pounding like a drum. My pussy… got wet on its own. It clenched on its own. It opened up just to swallow that cock all the way inside.”

Her nails dig into my back.

“I wrapped my arms around his neck. I spread my legs wider. I let him tear me open from the inside.”

I almost explode when she says tear.

Then Audrey whispers, voice broken and low:

“That’s when I knew… I wasn’t Henry’s cute little college girlfriend anymore.

I was a whore in training.”

Then:

“The skinny one didn’t stay on the sidelines very long. He grabbed my hair, yanked my head back…”

I see it like a slow-motion porn shot in harsh hotel light.

“…and stuffed that long, nasty thing straight into my mouth.”

“I opened for him,” she breathes. “I sucked him. Loud. Wet. I forgot who the hell I was.”



I growl and slam deeper, like I’m trying to invade the memory itself and steal it.

“I can see their faces when they were using you… because your pussy is strangling my dick right now.”

Audrey bites my ear.

“Exactly. They said… they’d never had a pussy that tight and obedient.”

Our pace quickens, our heartbeats locking into one frantic drum.

“They took turns on me, Calvin. Over and over. And so did I—I dove into it. I drowned in it. In a kind of pleasure I didn’t even know existed.

The sound of flesh smacking, chests heaving.”

The image hits me full-force—two aging male bodies, harsh white light overhead, sweat dripping onto Audrey’s young frame as they force her into an arched offering beneath them.

I can’t stand it.

“How many times did you…?” I pant.

“Lose count…” she gasps. “Two, three? Four? So many times I soaked the hotel mattress.”



“That night was hell on a loop,” Audrey says. “Hell… but also a pleasure so vicious it didn’t feel real.”

I hear her voice tremble.

“The smell of wine.
The stink of cum…
The bed crying under us.
The sound of skin slapping like whips.”

“Then… I blacked out from coming too hard.”

I crush her to me, my heart slamming with a twisted cocktail of jealousy, pity, and a savage, throbbing arousal that makes me want to tear myself in half.

“When I woke up…”

“Henry was cleaning me up, Calvin.

Wiping my thighs.
My chest.
My face.

Like he was wiping down an item after an auction.”

I get even harder when she says my face.

“I looked at him,” Audrey says quietly, “and I knew: I belonged to that world now. The world of high-end whores.”

Then:

“For two years… I was Henry’s tool.

My pussy… was a cum tank for him and his friends. Or his partners. Or his underlings. Or men I never even knew the names of.”

Her tears drip onto the pillow. But her hips keep grinding back onto me.

“Do you feel disgusted…?” she whispers.
“Knowing I may have taken hundreds of loads inside me…”

I come apart.

“No.
I’m not disgusted.

It makes me insane.

Your pussy—that cum-drunk pussy—is the best thing I’ve ever known.”

“Calvin—” Her voice spikes, shaking. “Fill me… right now!”

I roar, drive in as deep as I can, and explode inside her, flooding the same place that once held the worst night of her life—now clinging to me like it’s begging to be reborn.



We collapse back onto the bed, skin slick with sweat, breath ripped and ragged.

I stay inside her, refusing to pull out, like if I leave, the whole dream—and the nightmare with it—will vanish.

I kiss her forehead.

“Thank you… for telling me.”

Audrey opens her eyes, looking at me through the veil of tears still clinging there.

Her voice is small, brutally honest:

“And you still got hard… because of all of it.”

I look right back at her.

“Yes.
And I love you more… because of that past.”

Audrey laughs—a soft, stunned sound, the laugh of a woman who’s just been forgiven and seen all the way down to the bone at the same time.

We kiss.

It tastes like salt and surrender. Like acceptance.

Filthy.

Perfect.


Chapter 29

We both went still.

The room sank into quiet, nothing left but our ragged breathing and hearts slowly stumbling back into a steady rhythm. The smell of sex—sweat, heat, that musky sweetness—hung thick in the air, wrapping around us like a cocoon.

Audrey lay stretched across my chest. Her hand moved lazily over my face, fingertips gliding through the damp at my temples.

I closed my eyes for a second, letting myself drown in that simple touch. Then I opened them again, stared up at the ceiling, and asked the question that carried the weight of everything she’d just told me:

“So… when you met me, you’d already walked away from all of that, right?”

Audrey was quiet for a while. She rested her chin on my chest, still not looking at me, her voice coming out low, vibrating straight through my ribs.

“Yes. I’d tried to.”

Then she admitted,

“There was one night… Henry threw a big party. He brought me out for his guests. Ten men, Calvin. That night, I ‘entertained’ ten of them.”

I shivered. Ten.

“When the last one was done,” she went on, “I suddenly got scared. I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror and didn’t recognize the girl staring back. I saw an empty shell—dirty, expensive, and completely hollow. I realized Henry didn’t love me. I was just an asset to him, a tool to feed his ego and grease his deals.”

Her voice caught.

“By then I’d just graduated. Somehow. I’d failed classes over and over because I was too busy… servicing him. I decided to throw everything away. I ran from Henry. Cut contact. Changed my number. Moved out.”

She drew a breath.

“And after that… I met you. Some ordinary office guy with a warm smile. I thought I’d finally get to be safe. I thought I could wash it all off.”



Memories rolled through my head like a movie on fast-forward.

“Six months ago,” I said, my voice dropping, “that corporate party. I brought you as my plus-one.”

I remembered that night. Audrey in that backless black dress that made my chest ache just to look at her. Halfway through, she’d gone pale, shaking, clutching my arm and whispering that she wanted to leave.

But I… the ambitious idiot chasing handshakes and promotions… told her to hang on a little longer. I went back to topping up my boss’s glass.

And in that VIP corner, that’s where Henry was.

“So that night… right?” I asked, stroking her hair. “That’s when he found you again?”

Audrey nodded, tears soaking into my chest.

“Yeah… He saw me. And he knew exactly where I was, and whose wife I’d become.”

She didn’t need to walk me through the details. I’d seen enough of Henry to know how he operated.

Audrey was like an addict mid-detox, suddenly shoved in front of the drug again. She was weak in front of power. And Henry only had to brush up against my career for her to fall straight into the trap.

“After that, he started reaching out again,” Audrey whispered. “He promised he’d take care of you. That you’d never get fired. That you’d move up. In return… he wanted me. Just… one night a week.”

“And you agreed?”

“I agreed. Because I was scared you’d struggle. And because… some part of me missed that feeling.”

She said it clean, viciously honest.

“But lately he’s wanted more. He got greedy. He wanted in on our marriage. He wanted to sleep in our home. He wanted to own me right in front of you.”

Audrey lifted her head, red-rimmed eyes locking onto mine.

“And I got selfish again… I wanted to keep you. I didn’t want to lose my husband.”



I listened, silent, while all the loose fragments from the last few months clicked together into one brutal picture.

“And… I started thinking about testing you,” Audrey said quietly.

“Testing me?” I frowned.

“Yes. Because… from the start, I noticed things. The way you reacted when I dressed a little too revealing. The kinds of scenes you paused a little too long on when we watched porn—hotwife, cuckold stuff. When I joked about cheating, you didn’t blow up… you got hard.”

Color rose faintly in her cheeks; her fingertip traced idle circles on my chest.

“So I was terrified that if you ever learned the full truth about Henry, your pride as a man would shatter and you’d walk away. I promised myself I’d tell you everything… but I needed to see first if your mind could handle it. If you’d break… or if some part of you might actually want it.”

I let out a soft, bitter laugh, full of understanding and something darker.

“And… that’s how the cabin trip was born?” I asked. “And David? What was he in your little experiment?”

Audrey’s eyes flew wide.

I smiled faintly, thumb sweeping over her bare shoulder.

“Come on, baby. I love you, I’m obsessed with you… but I’m not stupid.”

“You… went out of your way to show yourself off. You made it easy for David to look, to touch. You let him have you right in front of me, on that table, with a script that was a little too perfect.”

“Maybe before, I would’ve chalked it up to fantasy, to you just getting carried away in the moment.”

I held her gaze.

“But once Henry slithered back into the picture, I started to see the pattern. The way you suggested a weekend getaway. The way it just happened to be his cabin. That wasn’t coincidence.”

Audrey’s shock slowly melted into something else—respect, tinged with fear.

“You’re right… honey,” she admitted, voice shaking. “David… is an old acquaintance. He used to be… my dad’s close friend.”

For a second I froze. Friend of her father. The taboo burned through my veins, heating everything up again.

“I reached out and asked him. He agreed to help me stage it… but under one condition: he’d only go all the way if you didn’t stop him.”

I gave a crooked little smile and shook my head.

“And… I didn’t. I sat there and watched him fuck his old friend’s daughter on that table. I even handed him the condom.”

“Are you mad at me?” Audrey asked, voice small.

“No,” I answered without a beat of hesitation. “Because I was out of my mind turned on.”



A softer silence settled between us. The kind that says: there’s nothing left to hide.

“And one last thing, Audrey,” I said, my tone going serious again. “You didn’t get fired from the company… did you?”

Her answer was instant.

“No. That was Henry’s idea. He said he’d make it all look neat… so I could become his personal assistant instead. So I could be next to him eight hours a day, out in the open, totally legitimate, right there in your line of sight with no one questioning it.”

I went still.

I’d practically helped push her out of my orbit and straight into the role he’d picked for her.

I’d thought I was rescuing my unemployed wife. In reality, I’d been a pawn, nudged across the board so Henry could slide his queen into place.

He hadn’t just come here last night to sleep with my wife. He’d come to force my hand—to make me offer her to him in a way that felt clean, official, absolved of sin in her own mind.

Both of us were nestled neatly into his palm.

But…

I looked down at Audrey. She was here, in my arms. Our sweat was mixed on her skin. My seed was still inside her.

Whatever she’d been before, whatever she might become tomorrow on the thirty-second floor…

Right now, she’d chosen this bed.

She’d chosen to tell me everything.

She was mine.


Chapter 30

One week later.

Night had settled, and the bedroom glowed with the soft blue light spilling from my laptop screen.

Audrey sat pressed against my side, her head resting on my shoulder. She wore a wine-red satin nightgown, the neckline plunging deep and scandalous, one thin strap slipping off her shoulder. The glossy fabric slid over her pale skin like liquid, and I knew there was nothing underneath it. No bra. No panties. Just warm, waiting skin.

Her hair was tied up lazily, a few strands falling around her neck, giving her that lazy, used look of a woman coming home from a very long “day at the office.”

My hand held a tiny USB stick. It trembled a little.

Not from fear.

From the kind of taut, electric anticipation you get as a kid peeling open an expensive, forbidden Christmas gift in the middle of the night.

Audrey braced one hand on my chest, red-painted nails tracing lightly over my T-shirt. She gave a soft laugh, her breath warm and minty against my throat.

“I wonder if it caught everything,” she murmured. “That pen… the angle was a little low.”

I plugged the USB in, my voice rough with arousal as I tried to reassure her.

“It’ll be fine, baby. I left it pointed straight at the sofa. And if this one fails, we can always try again next time.”



Click.

The video started.

The angle was perfect. The sleek black fountain pen—the one I’d “accidentally” left on the coffee table that morning when I went up to the 32nd floor to present numbers—had done its job.

The image was sharp. The mic picked up the soft hum of the AC and footsteps on thick carpet.

I scrubbed past the part where I was still in the room. The door closed behind me.

On the screen, only two people remained.

Henry lounged back in the executive chair. Audrey stood by his desk, bent slightly as she poured him water. The silk blouse she wore stretched tight across her chest, and the slit of her pencil skirt gaped open to show the smooth white of her thigh.

I could see she’d “forgotten” to button the top button.

Beside me, the real Audrey smirked, proud and calculated.

“My husband listens so well,” she said. “You placed that camera with millimeter precision.”

In the video, Henry reached out.

He didn’t take the glass.

His big hand landed on Audrey’s waist, dragging her in against the side of his chair. The look he gave her was the look of a man admiring a beautiful weapon he owned.

“Your husband…” Henry’s voice crackled through the laptop speakers, low and smug, “…he really is a good boy. Like a dog that knows how to wag his tail, bring the food in, then trot back out so somebody else can enjoy his wife.”

His hand slid from her waist down to her ass, squeezing a full handful through the thin fabric of her office skirt.

“Mmm… don’t say that…” Video-Audrey pouted, but her body rolled into his touch. “He’s still my husband. He loves me.”

“Does he fuck you every night when you get home?” Henry asked crudely.

“No.” Audrey answered instantly, voice going flat and cold. “I don’t allow it. By your order… this pussy belongs to you. Only when you say so do I let him have a little pity fuck.”

“Haha… good girl. You really do know how to obey.”

“So…” Audrey leaned down, whispering into his ear, voice sweet as poured honey, “…what’s Daddy going to give his little whore as a reward?”



Onscreen, Henry didn’t answer with words.

He shoved his hand under her skirt. Yanked the pencil skirt up to her waist.

The laptop screen filled with the image of my wife’s bare ass—white, round, perfect. And between those full cheeks, the only strip of fabric: a tiny black G-string, flossing her crack.

He stroked. Toyed. Hooked a finger behind the thin strap, pulled it away, then let it snap back against her skin.

“Looks like my little whore…” Henry chuckled, “…is already hungry again.”

“Mm… well…” Audrey moaned, bracing both hands on his desk, her hips swaying, “…no one else is fucking me. It’s been three days. My husband only gets to look.”

Henry smacked her ass, the sound sharp even through the tinny speakers.

“This afternoon,” he said, voice turning into an order. “I’ve got two partners flying in from China. They’ve got a thing for American wives. You’ll be a good girl for them, won’t you?”

“Two?” Audrey feigned surprise, but her hips pushed harder into his hand.

“That’s right. They’re very energetic. Get yourself ready.”

“But… I want something now…” she purred, turning her head to look at him, eyes wet and shining. “Henry… give me some now… please?”

She pointed to the chair opposite the desk—the chair I’d been sitting in to present my report just five minutes earlier.

“Fuck me. Right there. In the warm spot where Calvin was. Let his chair make your whore come.”



Next to me, the real Audrey’s cheeks had flushed pink. Her breathing was quicker now.

I looked at her. My whole body was shaking. The humiliation in the video and the pulse of my arousal tangled into one.

On the screen, Henry shoved Audrey down into that chair. My chair.

He stood, loosened his belt. In one hand he grabbed her flimsy lace panties and yanked them aside instead of bothering to take them off.

“All right then… I’ll get this filthy little pussy nice and relaxed before the Chinese boys arrive.”

Audrey moaned. Loud. Too loud. It was pure performance, horny bait.

“Ahhh… yes… please… make me feel good…”

She looked up at him like she couldn’t wait to be used, legs spread on my chair.

I knew she was acting. I knew this was part of the trap we were setting around Henry, a way to lock him into our little arrangement.

But it didn’t matter.

The way she spread her legs. The way she welcomed his cock… that part was brutally, undeniably real.

I hit the space bar.

The video froze with Henry about to push her down and mount her.

I turned to Audrey.

Heat roared through me. The animal in my chest had snapped off its leash.

My hand closed hard over her breast through the slick satin. Her nipple was a sharp little pebble against my palm.

Her lips parted, breath coming fast.

I leaned in until my mouth brushed her ear, my voice thick as tar.

“So… this afternoon, you and those two guys from China… that actually happened?”

Audrey looked at me, eyes shining, and nodded.

“Mmm… yeah. After the meeting,” she breathed. “But… their cocks were tiny, baby. They couldn’t make me come like you do.”

“Fuck…” I snarled, sliding my hand under her dress. Soaked. “I can’t hold back anymore, baby. I want to fuck this filthy little pussy while we watch the rest of that video. Yeah?”

Audrey smiled—beautiful, wicked, like a demon in silk.

“Yeah… get in me,” she purred. “I’m still so worked up. They couldn’t satisfy me the way you do.”

I shoved her down onto the bed, eyes locked on the laptop screen—on the image of my wife about to be used on my office chair—while the real woman spread for me right beside it.


Chapter 31

Night lay thick and strangled, like someone had a hand wrapped around its throat.

The only light in the bedroom came from one source: the cold blue glow of the laptop at the head of the bed. It stretched and warped across the ceiling, washing over our bare bodies in a pale, ghostly tint—like a noir frame stripped of every last bit of color.

I braced my hands on the mattress, one on each side of Audrey’s shoulders, my weight sinking down over her. She lay beneath me, legs bent up around my hips, but her eyes were pinned open, forced to look at herself on the screen.

My dick was already there, nudging at her slick opening.

On the laptop screen, my wife’s porn was still playing, every frame sharp enough to hurt.

I hit play.

The video resumed at the exact moment Henry stood up and unbuckled his belt.

Onscreen, the dark monster between his legs dropped into view like a sentence being read out loud.

He shoved Audrey’s skirt up to her waist. His hand pressed the broad head of his cock against the wet, open mouth of her pussy—right there on the chair I’d sat in that very morning, giving him my numbers.

When he started to push in—

—I pushed in too.

A sharp line of pain ran up my spine. Jealousy. Humiliation. And arousal. A toxic mix strong enough to burn up anything that looked like right or wrong.



Henry’s voice rolled out of the laptop, rich and steady, like a PA system announcing a death sentence.

“Ohhh, fuck. That pussy really is wide now… swallowing me this easy?”

Video-Audrey moaned, fingers clawing at the edge of the chair.

“Mmm… it’s because… you keep making me… entertain your partners… they… stretched me out…”

Henry laughed, low and ugly.

“Who’d have thought a whore like this would have such a well-behaved husband at home, huh? He’d probably bow from the waist and thank me if I fucked you right in front of him.”

Audrey in the video arched, moaning like she was begging for more.

“Mmm… Henry… don’t say that… he loves me…”

“After the night I put horns on him, how is he?”

“He begs to fuck me every night, but he doesn’t get to—unless you give the order.”

Her voice had that fake submissive lilt to it—polished and perfected after years of being Henry’s plaything.

I gripped Audrey’s hips in the present, driving into her harder.

Onscreen, Henry grunted.

“He’s weak. Doesn’t deserve the pussy that’s gripping me right now.”

Audrey moaned, breathy:

“That’s right… fuck me, Henry… give me what I really deserve…”

I stopped.

Bent to her ear, my voice scraping out rough:

“Say it again.”

Audrey’s eyes flew wide, breath hot against my mouth.

“That’s right… fuck me…” she whispered, “give me… a cock that’s worthy…”

I slammed into her.

Right on Henry’s thrust.

The two worlds snapped into sync.



We moved with the video.

Henry pulled out—
I pulled out of Audrey.

Henry drove back in—
I drove back into her.

Henry smacked her ass—
I smacked the side of her thigh.

Onscreen, slick glistened down from her pussy onto the seat of my chair, spreading into a dark stain.

My heart pounded so hard it hurt. It was degrading, insane—
and it turned me on so much I thought I’d break.

I felt like both victim and accomplice.

Henry’s voice came again:

“Calvin… does he ever get up to your cervix the way I do?”

Video-Audrey gasped for air.

“No… my husband… he’s small… and weak…”

I froze for a beat.

My body jerked like I’d been punched.

The Audrey under me clamped her legs tighter around my waist, as if she were afraid I’d pull out and leave. Or maybe… she was just getting off on it more.

Henry went on:

“Good. This weekend I’m letting Robert and Oliver have a turn. They’ve been missing this pussy.”

Robert.

Oliver.

Two senior VPs at the company.

Goosebumps crawled over my skin.

Jealousy roared up in me like gasoline hitting open flame.

I bit down hard on Audrey’s neck.

“You want all three of them at once?” I growled.

Her whole body shuddered. She spasmed around me like she’d been hit with a live wire.

“…yes…”



The crescendo hit.

In the video, Henry yanked his cock out of her.

Squelch.

The sound was sharp as a blade leaving flesh.

Audrey’s pussy gaped on screen—red, swollen, glistening.

Henry stepped in front of her.

She tilted her head back, hair a wild mess, eyes glazed with shame and pleasure.

She opened her mouth.

She didn’t wait for an order.

Her body already knew the program.

He fisted his hand in her hair, locking her face against his hips.

With the other hand, he stroked his thick, purpled shaft, lining himself up.

“Open wide… take all of it.”

Audrey stuck her tongue out.

And then—

Henry’s cum jetted straight down her throat.

Burst after burst, thick and heavy.

It hit the back of her tongue, splashed along her cheek, ran in streaks down her chin.

And Audrey… swallowed.

She swallowed every wave like it was some twisted sacrament of devotion.

Her pale throat worked—gulp, gulp—
the sound still clear through my shitty laptop speakers.

That image—too dark, too real, too brutal—

Set me on fire.



I roared like something being cut open.

My whole body seized.

My cock jerked violently, spilling deep inside the real Audrey beneath me.

She arched under me, screaming without sound, arms clamped around my back like she was trying to tear me apart or pull me into her forever.

Onscreen, Henry’s breathing was harsh and satisfied.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, voice low and dead. “Then get dressed.”

“Yes, sir,” Audrey’s voice answered.

Then she bent down…

and casually palmed the pen camera off the table into her bag.

The video cut out.

The laptop screen went black.

The room dropped into shadow.

Only the sound of my heartbeat remained, Audrey’s shaking breath… and her parted red mouth under mine.

I dipped my head, bit her lower lip, and dragged her back down out of Henry’s world—
into ours.


Chapter 32

The next morning.

The elevator slid smoothly up to the thirty-second floor. The air in the steel box was cold, but the blood in my veins was burning.

Ding.

The doors opened.

I stepped out, straightened my tie. Audrey walked beside me in the most conservative office dress she owned, chin lifted—but her hand still searched blindly for mine, fingers ice-cold and trembling. I squeezed back, feeding her my warmth, my control.

We went straight to the assistant’s desk.

“Calvin, do you have an appointment?” the secretary asked, eyes widening when she saw me, even though I’d met Henry just yesterday.

Audrey cut in smoothly:

“He told me to come by.”

The secretary knew exactly what Audrey was to Henry. She nodded.



The CEO’s office door swung open.

Henry sat behind his massive desk, flipping through documents. Morning sunlight poured in through the glass wall behind him, giving him a neat little halo.

He looked up, eyebrows pulling together when he saw the two of us.

“Calvin?”

I didn’t wait to be invited. I walked straight in.

I dragged the chair opposite his desk—the chair reserved for equal partners—and sat down. Unhurried. Leaning back. One ankle resting on my knee. The posture of someone who owned the board, not a mid-level employee.

Audrey didn’t take the chair beside me. She moved around and came to stand right at my shoulder, her hand resting lightly on the back of my seat like a loyal aide. She reached for the glass water carafe on Henry’s desk, poured a drink—but set the glass down in front of me.

Henry blinked at that, a flicker of surprise, then let out a low, derisive chuckle. He stood and walked toward the window, still wearing the easy arrogance of a man who believed he was handing out favors.

“Well now, Calvin. You already reported yesterday, didn’t you? What is it today? You here to thank me for that wonderful night?”

“Yes…” I took a calm sip of water. “…but this time, the report’s a little different.”

I slid a single thin sheet of paper across the glossy wood surface toward him.

Henry glanced down. Letter of resignation.

He lifted his brows, looking at me with mock pity.

“You’re quitting? Over wounded male pride, Calvin? I thought you were smarter than that. You’re really walking away from a thirty-percent raise and a bright future?”

“I’m resigning. And so is Audrey,” I said evenly. “But before we go… we need to settle our terms. Call it a severance arrangement.”

“Severance?”

“Damages for emotional distress—and for… services rendered.”

Henry barked out a laugh, the sound echoing around the high ceiling.

“Emotional distress? Are you joking? You’re the one who served your wife up to me. You opened the door. You begged her to ‘keep me warm.’”

“No, sir. That’s just the truth,” I met his eyes, all trace of the meek employee gone. “You fucked my wife. You used her body like a toy. Now it’s time to pay the bill.”

Henry’s smile died. His eyes narrowed, trying to read me. The weak, pliable husband he’d been pulling on strings was suddenly sitting across from him, holding his gaze, demanding payment.

“Get out before I get angry. And Audrey, you’re standing on the wrong side of the desk,” he snarled.

I didn’t bother answering. I pulled out my phone.

Set it on the desk, screen facing him.

Play.

The video began. The sound exploded into the quiet office.

Audrey’s filthy moans. The sharp smack of flesh on flesh. And clearest of all—Henry’s own voice, dripping with arrogance and rot:

“I love watching your husband… watching me fuck you like that… He’s a pathetic little coward… a good dog who knows how to obey…”

The color drained from Henry’s face. Red to grey.

He trembled. With rage. With fear. With the sudden knowledge that his empire, his polished image as a moral leader, a devoted husband… all of it sat inside a cheap phone that wasn’t even company property.

He stared at Audrey like he was seeing her for the first time, unable to believe his sweet, obedient little doll had sunk her teeth into him.

“You fucking bitch…” he growled, lunging toward the desk. “You set me up? After everything I’ve given you?”

Audrey flinched. Her body shook. All the old training, the patterns of submission and manipulation, rose up like ghosts, trying to fold her back into herself.

I didn’t let them.

I wrapped an arm around her waist, yanked her down into my lap.

Right in front of Henry.

I held her close, my hand sliding under her blouse, cupping a soft breast through lace.

I squeezed. Claiming.

Audrey jolted, then melted back against me, pressing into my chest, finding shelter. She buried her face in the crook of my neck, her palm resting on my thigh, fingers stroking as if to steady us both.

I looked at Henry over her shoulder, my hand still on my wife’s breast, my eyes gone cold.

“You’re going to take that back. And you’re going to apologize to her. Right now.”

“Who the hell do you think you are—” Henry hissed.

“The video’s already attached to a scheduled email,” I cut in, voice flat. “Where is it headed, I wonder? Your dear wife Lisa’s inbox? The board of directors? The internal company mailing list? Or maybe… to your daughter overseas?”

I tilted my head.

“What do you think she’ll say when she sees you calling an employee a ‘whore’ and her husband a ‘dog’?”

“Henry… you’re a smart man. So you should understand exactly who should be scared and begging here.”



Henry stood there, hands braced on the desk, shaking with a rage he couldn’t afford to unleash. Veins bulged at his temples.

But he understood. He was an old fox. He knew when he’d lost the round. He valued his fiefdom more than he valued his pride.

“Hmph.” He exhaled, shoulders loosening as the calculation finished. “Fine. What do you want? Money? Power? A promotion?”

“I already told you. Start with apologizing to her.”

Henry glared at me, then at Audrey—sitting snug on my lap, my hand still openly owning her body.

He had to swallow the bitter pill. The CEO was about to apologize to his former toy.

“I’m… sorry,” he muttered, eyes dropping to the carpet.

“Look at her,” I said, my fingers tightening on Audrey’s waist until she let out a tiny, involuntary whimper.

Henry raised his head, forced himself to meet her eyes.

“I’m sorry, Audrey.”

Only then did I ease back, my tone softening with satisfaction.

“Good. Audrey and I will be leaving the company immediately. With a special severance package. One million dollars.”

“One million? Are you insane?”

“That’s cheap for your reputation, Henry. And for that little family man act you’ve been putting on all these years.”

“And one more thing,” I went on, sliding my hand out from under Audrey’s blouse and resting it over her lower belly. “You will never bother Audrey again. From this moment on, we don’t know each other.”

I locked eyes with him and drove the point home.

“And… she’s mine. You never had her, Henry. You just rented the body.”

To prove it, Audrey leaned down and kissed me.

A deep, wet, loving kiss—full of devotion and submission—right in front of the man who used to hold her leash.

Her hand drifted to my crotch, stroking my bulge through my slacks as she smiled at me.

“Yours,” she murmured. “All of me is yours.”

Henry watched, his jaw clenched so hard I thought his teeth might crack. This humiliation cut deeper than any check he’d ever write.

His hands shook; he stared at us for a long beat, then exhaled through his nose.

“Fine,” he rasped. “But that’s a lot of money. I’ll need time. And what guarantee do I have that you won’t leak the video once you’ve been paid?”

I stood, helping Audrey rise with me. I smoothed her blouse down, carefully buttoning it up again.

“Henry… I’m not you. I actually love her. I don’t see her as leverage I can squeeze forever. I want a quiet life with my wife.”

“So relax. The video stays in the dark… unless you decide to hurt her. Then I bring this whole tower down on your head.”

We turned toward the door.

“Audrey,” Henry called after her.

We stopped.

He looked at her, his eyes still glinting with hunger and something like disbelief.

“You really choose to walk away with this weak, spineless man?” he asked, voice rough. “He sold you to me.”

Audrey turned back. There was no fear left in her. She looked at him with pity.

She smiled—a bright, free smile.

“He didn’t sell me, Henry. He pulled me out of myself.”

Her fingers laced tightly through mine.

“And he loves me. Love is what holds a woman the tightest—not money, and not your cock, Henry.”

The office door slammed shut in Henry’s face, leaving him standing there alone, a crumbling shadow in a glass cage.

I wrapped an arm around Audrey as she folded into my chest and finally cried with relief.

And that’s when the truth slid into my heart like a cold needle.

I knew exactly how much harder I could have gone.

I could have destroyed Henry. I could have torched his career, blasted the video across the internal network, sent it to the entire board, his wife, the press.

I had enough to turn him to ash.

But if I did that…

Audrey would burn with him.

She’d be dragged into the storm, shredded by gossip and judgment, branded a whore in every hallway, picked apart from her past to every breath she took now.

I couldn’t do that to her.

Not to the woman who’d handed me every ugly corner of her life and then kissed me in his office to stand at my side.

So I chose a middle path.

Enough for Henry to fear us and back down.

Enough for him never to lay a hand on her again.

But not so much that her life got razed to the ground one more time.

As the elevator slid back down toward the lobby, Audrey’s breath was warm against my chest, my arm locked tight around her waist on instinct, possessive and protective all at once.

She rested her head on my shoulder, completely relaxed, letting my hand roam where it wanted.

The doors opened on the ground floor.

We stepped out.

The thirty-second floor—power, the past, lust, fear, manipulation—
all of it stayed behind the glass doors up there.

On our way out through the marble lobby, Audrey squeezed my hand and spoke softly, her voice shaking but steady:

“Thank you.”

I answered just as softly:

“Hm. I don’t need your thanks.”

She looked up at me, a little startled.

I smiled.

“But my wife… does she feel like letting me take her out tonight and let her be a little bar whore for me somewhere?”

Audrey laughed.

Light.

Beautiful.

She nodded.


Epilogue

One month later.

The black SUV slid smooth as ink along the long gravel road cutting into the trees. Inside, the rich smell of new leather still hung in the air—the scent of a life that didn’t answer to anyone anymore.

No more midnight emails.
No more dread about getting fired.
No more Henry.

One million dollars sat in our account—enough to live on for a few years, or enough to rebuild our lives entirely on our own terms. And the first choice we made… was to come back to where the storm started.

The cabin appeared through a veil of mountain mist, thin as gauze. It still stood there in the pines, alone and dangerous, like a secret that knew how to breathe.

David waited out on the porch.

His flannel shirt hung open, bare chest exposed—thick slabs of muscle like rough-hewn beams. Faded jeans clung to powerful legs. His face had the same weathered, mountain-man look as before—a rugged beauty that didn’t have to try.

The moment the SUV rolled to a stop, Audrey flung her door open and jumped out like a kid being set free.

“Uncle David!”

She screamed it happily, running straight into his arms. Her hands looped around his neck. David caught her, lifting her like she was a gift—or a favorite niece he hadn’t seen in years.

Audrey rose on her toes and brushed a kiss to his cheek—a greeting that started innocent but lingered too long, charged with electricity.

“Look at you,” David rumbled, holding her tight. “My little girl came back.”

I stepped out, leaning back against the car door, watching my wife held tight in another man’s arms.

No jealousy. No pain.

My heart gave one hard, sharp beat of pure pleasure—the pleasure of a man who knows exactly what he wants.

I walked over and shook David’s hand.

“Welcome back,” he rumbled, voice rough as torn timber. “Hope you two came here with empty stomachs and wild hearts.”

I glanced up at the sky—clear, calm, blue—then back at him, narrowing my eyes.

“Hope we get another big storm tonight.”

David laughed, a low, dirty sound full of age, experience, and sex.

“No need to wait on the weather, Calvin. Tonight… we make our own.”

Audrey heard that. Her mouth curled into a small smile—the smile of a woman who knows she’s about to be used until she can’t stand.



That night.

The cabin glowed with firelight.

Flames snapped and spat in the stone fireplace, throwing amber light over the old timber walls—light that made everything look rougher, more primitive, more human than candles or darkness ever could.

Audrey lay on the wooden table.

That table.

The place where our life bent in a direction it could never come back from.

She was completely naked. Her skin shone in the firelight, flushed and full. Her chest rose and fell in short, quick breaths, nipples hard and dark, standing tight with arousal.

Her legs were spread wide, heels digging into the edge of the table.

David stood between her thighs.

No shirt.
No shoes.

Nothing but the body of an alpha animal.

His thick quads flexed every time he drove forward.

The hard plane of his stomach tightened as he pushed into Audrey, deeper and deeper.

His arms wrapped firm around her hips, holding her in place like prey he refused to let escape.

“Ahhhh… deeper, David… fuck me to death…”

Audrey threw her head back, moaning, her whole body shaking with every thrust.

Smack.
Smack.
Smack.

The wet slap of flesh on flesh. The obscene sound of slick heat. The ragged breathing of a woman drowning in pleasure.

I stood right beside them, close enough to feel the heat off David’s chest against my own.

I wasn’t hiding in the dark. I wasn’t behind a door. I wasn’t being forced to watch.

I got to watch.

My fist was tight around my cock, stroking in time with David’s thrusts. Every time he drove into her and the table shook, my hand pumped once—each stroke sending a fresh bead of slick heat to the head.

Audrey turned her head, looking at me.

Her eyes—wet, wide, blazing with life and lust.

“Watch me, Calvin… watch me getting fucked…”

A growl tore up my throat. My hand sped up, my heart pounding wild in my chest.

This wasn’t betrayal.

This wasn’t a test.

This wasn’t some martyr’s scheme.

This was life.

The life we chose.

The life we built with our own hands.

A new storm.

One we weren’t running from anymore—

We were wrapping our arms around it.
Driving it.

And going under together.


Author’s Note

Thank you for walking with Calvin and Audrey until the final line of The Sins of My Wife.
This story has been a storm for them—and for me as well. Writing it felt like navigating lightning: messy, unpredictable, impossible to control once desire and truth began to strike. The closer we got to the end, the faster everything burned, as if the characters were no longer waiting for my permission to fall, to break, to become who they truly are.

Maybe that’s what this book had to be. Not perfect. Not neat. But honest in its own twisted way.

If you found yourself breathless somewhere along their descent, if this story surprised you, unsettled you, or gave you something you didn’t expect—I’d be grateful if you left a review. Your voice helps these imperfect characters continue their journey beyond the page.

Thank you for reading.
Thank you for watching them fall.

– Serena Vayne
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