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Ray Vogler found Ashford Industrial on his second day in Columbus.

He was sitting at a desk that still smelled like new laminate, in a regional office Cortec Solutions had leased eighteen months ago and never properly furnished. The nameplate on his door — R. Vogler, Senior Account Executive — had been affixed yesterday morning. The adhesive backing still tacky.

He scrolled through the Columbus-region account roster with the patience of a man building something no one else could see. The name was halfway down the list: Ashford Industrial. Manufacturing. Large-scale supply chain. The kind of account that required outside consulting — specifically, the kind of supply-chain consulting that Meridian Solutions provided.

That Jenna Whitfield provided.

He leaned back. The chair groaned under him — he’d asked for the reinforced model and they’d given him the standard, a problem he’d fix by Friday — and let the satisfaction sit. The transfer had taken four days. Nine consecutive years as Cortec’s top earner bought you things talent alone didn’t: the hardship request he’d scripted — aging mother in the area, closer to medical care, the kind of bullshit HR departments swallowed because the alternative was losing a man who moved four million in annual revenue — went through without a phone call. Four days. Columbus. Five hundred and twelve miles closer to Jenna Whitfield’s front door.

Ashford was the lock. He’d known what the key looked like before he opened the account list — a client big enough to justify outside partnership, in a vertical where Meridian had standing. He found it inside of a day. The VP of operations was a man named Braddock, who had heard Ray’s numbers, which in sales was the same as knowing a man’s whole biography. Ray took him to lunch on day three. Steakhouse downtown, leather booths, wine list nobody read. By dessert, he’d shaped the scope of a joint implementation to require exactly the expertise Meridian’s supply-chain division offered. Braddock thought it was his idea. That was the craft — you never let them feel the hand on the rudder.

Week three. The engagement was official: Cortec and Meridian, joint implementation for Ashford Industrial’s distribution-network overhaul. Ray, as the Cortec account owner, had discretion over the partnership structure. He suggested Jenna to Braddock by name — the Hartley case study, her Q3 receiving-dock methodology, the best work Meridian had produced in two years. Braddock relayed it to Meridian’s partner desk. Meridian staffed her within the week.

To Jenna, when it surfaced, he framed it as goodwill. A thank-you for two extraordinary nights, delivered with the careful humility of a man who knew he’d been given something he didn’t deserve. Career opportunity. The commission alone would be transformative. He’d routed it through channels so it arrived as institutional — Braddock calling Meridian, not Ray calling Jenna. By the time she understood Ray was the reason her name was on the contract, the NDA was signed and her boss was telling her it was the biggest thing to cross her desk in five years.

She took it. Of course she took it. You don’t turn down the engagement of your career because the man who arranged it once had his cock in your mouth.

The kickoff meeting was a Tuesday. Meridian’s fourth-floor conference room — twelve chairs, a projector, bad coffee. First time he’d been in a room with her since the hotel. She sat across the table. Navy blazer, hair pinned up, jaw lifted. She used his surname and her title. She gave him exactly as much eye contact as she gave the junior analysts. She was extraordinary.

At the break, she cornered him by the coffee station. Quick. Her voice low enough that the analysts at the far end of the room couldn’t hear.

“What happened at the conference is not something we will discuss or revisit. Ever. If you reference it, imply it, or bring it up in any context, I will have you removed from this engagement and I will file a second complaint. Are we clear?”

Gone before he could answer. Heels clicking tile, coffee untouched in her hand, blonde waves catching fluorescent light as she turned the corner. The wall went up fast and clean and total — the same woman who had lowered herself onto his bare cock and ridden him until her thighs gave out looked at him like he was a vendor she’d rather not have on the account.

Ray respected it. Outwardly. The wall was part of the plan. You can’t take apart something that hasn’t been built.

He settled into the weeks that followed. Meetings. Deliverables. Site visits to Ashford’s Dayton facility. He was technically sharp and strategically deferential — called her Mrs. Whitfield in front of the team, deferred to her methodology, wrote her name first on distribution lists. Gave her room. The professional register was real enough — Ray was good at the work because the work used the same muscles as everything else he did. Reading the room. Knowing when to push. Knowing when the push was silence.

And he texted James.

Not constantly. The drip, not the flood. James hadn’t responded to a single message since the morning text eleven weeks ago — the one that had cracked the man’s world open. Ray didn’t need responses. He needed presence — the steady reminder, arriving on James’s phone on the nightstand, that Ray was in the same city, in the same office building, breathing the same air as James’s wife.

Your wife’s got a new blazer. Wore it to the Dayton site visit. I spent the walkthrough behind her. That ass, James. Three years I’ve been watching it and it only got better bent over that hotel bed.

Nothing.

She leaned across the conference table today and her blouse fell open. I saw the freckle between her tits. You know the one. I had my mouth on it.

Nothing. Read receipt, forty seconds.

A photograph of the Meridian building, taken from the parking lot at dusk. No caption.

Read receipt. Three hours.

I jerk off to your wife every morning. The sound she made when I pushed in bare — you heard it through the laptop. I heard it six inches from her mouth. We had different nights, James.

Nothing. Read receipt, eleven seconds.

Eleven weeks of that. Eleven weeks of James’s phone glowing on the nightstand while his wife slept beside him. Ray could read the silence — the texts opened instantly at 2 AM, the ones that sat unread until 6 AM when Jenna would be in the shower, the ones James probably stared at with his pulse in his ears while the house was dark and still. The silence on James’s end was a man running out of rope and pretending the ground was still under him.

Ray closed the Ashford dashboard and opened his inbox. A routing email — project timeline update, Jenna Whitfield’s name third from the top. He looked at the name. Let the cursor hover.

He was going to be inside her again. The question was when, and the when was engineering, and the engineering was already built. The Ashford Foundation Benefit — six weeks out. Vendor-heavy charity dinner. All three of them in the same room. The forcing event. Everything before it was preparation.

He shifted in the chair. His cock had thickened against his thigh and he let it. He thought about having her for a whole night. His apartment. His bed — the one he’d bought with a frame rated for his weight. Jenna Whitfield naked on his sheets. He’d take his time. He’d eat her out until she was shaking and then he’d push in bare — always bare now, he’d earned that, he was the only man alive who’d been inside her without latex — and he’d feel every wet inch of her clench around him while she made that sound. That sound. The broken hitch in her breath when he bottomed out, the one he replayed every morning in the shower with his fist around himself. He’d fuck her until she forgot the husband’s name. He’d come inside her and stay inside her and then he’d start again. He’d see what she looked like at 3 AM with her hair wrecked and his cum on her thighs and that flush reaching all the way down to her navel. He’d see what she looked like when she couldn’t stop saying yes.

He adjusted himself under the desk. Went back to his email.



James poured the wine and listened to his wife talk about the man whose last text was still sitting in his phone on the counter.

Wednesday night. Their kitchen — the galley kitchen Jenna said they’d renovate every January and never did, the counter barely wide enough for two cutting boards, the window above the sink dark with November. She was making the pasta — the hand-rolled kind, the one she pulled out when the day had been long enough to justify the effort. The dough had been kneaded and rested and was coming through the roller now, long pale sheets she’d flour and cut by hand because she’d learned it from her mother and a machine would be cheating. Her sleeves were pushed to her elbows. A smear of flour on her forearm, another on her hip where she’d braced the bowl. Garlic was already going in olive oil on the back burner — the smell filling the small kitchen, layering with the fresh basil she’d torn by hand and the rosemary she’d stripped from the stem with one practiced pull.

Hair down. Loose, still damp from the shower she’d taken the minute she got home. No makeup. Barefoot on the cold tile. One of his old Ohio State t-shirts with the collar stretched wide enough to show the ridge of her collarbone and the thin chain she never took off. Yoga pants that clung to the full curve of her hips and the ass that had been the governing physical fact of James Whitfield’s marriage. She was standing at the counter with her back to him and the yoga pants were doing what yoga pants had always done to her body — the fabric pulled taut across the round, high swell of it, flour smudged on one cheek where she’d leaned against the counter, the seam tracing the divide in a way that made his mouth go dry.

“Ray was solid in the meeting today,” she said. Looking at the pot, not at him. “His numbers on the Dayton receivables were impressive. Found a variance in the Q3 rollout that nobody on our side caught.”

She said Ray the way she’d say any colleague’s name. First-name basis. The venom she’d carried filed away and replaced with something professional — a woman who had put a man’s worst qualities in a drawer and shut it.

“He’s been — I don’t know. Different, since the transfer. Uses my title. Hasn’t said Blondie once. Takes me seriously in front of the team.” She ran the pasta through the cutter, long ribbons falling into the flour-dusted pile. “I don’t trust it. But the work is good.”

James poured. Kept his hand steady on the bottle. “That’s good. The deal matters.”

“The deal is everything right now.” She drained the pasta, steam billowing up around her face, and for a moment she was haloed in it — flushed and golden and completely unaware of what she looked like. “The commission alone, James. If we close Ashford on Braddock’s timeline, I’m looking at the biggest year of my career. Because of Ray Vogler.” She shook her head. “I keep waiting for the part where that’s funny.”

He handed her the wine. She took it, sipped, turned back to the sauce — a slow simmer now, tomatoes breaking down with the garlic and herbs, the kitchen thick with the kind of warmth that made the house feel like the only right place in the world. He watched her move. The way she stretched for the pepper grinder on the high shelf and the t-shirt rode up above the yoga pants — a stripe of bare skin, the dimples at the base of her spine, the full curve of her ass pulling the fabric taut. He forgot what he’d been about to say.

She caught him looking. Glanced over her shoulder with her eyebrows raised and the corner of her mouth doing the thing it did when she knew exactly what he was staring at.

“You’re not helping,” she said.

“I’m supervising.”

“Uh huh.” She turned back to the stove, but she tucked her hair behind both ears the way she did when she was pleased with herself — two fingers, both sides, a move he’d been watching for eleven years and still couldn’t explain why it made his chest ache. She hummed something off-key while she stirred. She always hummed off-key.

James loved her, and he’d been lying to her.

Eleven weeks of playing the husband who’d orchestrated the conference — the stag who’d sent his wife to another man and watched through a laptop. Eleven weeks of stag and vixen and the filthiest talk of their marriage and the best sex of their lives, all of it built on a foundation that could collapse the moment Jenna learned the truth: that James had known everything since the morning after — Ray’s text, the contact switch, the cropped recording, the full scope of the manipulation — and had chosen to lie. The lie had become the ground they stood on. He felt it every time she looked at him with that open, reborn trust. He felt it every time she reached for him in the dark.

She plated the pasta. They sat. She talked about the Ashford timeline, the Dayton facility tour, Braddock’s expectations. James listened and contributed where he could and kept his phone face-down on the table because the latest text from Ray — I jerk off to your wife every morning — was sitting in his notifications.

Jenna ate with the appetite of a woman who’d worked a twelve-hour day and earned every bite. James told her the pasta was perfect, which it was, which it always was.

After. Dishes done. The house settling into the quiet that came before what came next.

They were in bed by ten. Lights off. His hand on her hip, her back against his chest. The cotton of her underwear warm under his palm.

“Tell me something,” she whispered.

He kissed the back of her neck. Slid his hand to her stomach. “What do you want to hear?”

“The hotel. What you saw.”

This had become the center of what they did together — the retelling, the embellishing, the pushing into territory that would have been unthinkable three months ago. The conference was fuel. Ray was fuel.

“I saw you on your knees,” James said. Low. His mouth against the shell of her ear. “In the black lace. The set I bought you.”

She pressed back against him. Heat through thin cotton.

“I saw you take him in your mouth. Both hands around the shaft and your fingers couldn’t meet. He was that thick.”

“He was.” Her voice had gone low and liquid — the half-whisper she used when she wanted James to stop thinking and start listening. “I gagged on just the head. I was choking on it and I didn’t stop. I wanted him deeper.”

“I know. I saw.”

She rolled her hips against him. He was already hard and she could feel it against her ass and she pressed into it — a tease, a promise.

He reached for the nightstand. Found the condom. Tore it open.

“Keep going,” she said. “Tell me what he did.”

“He fucked you on the bed.” His voice barely a voice, just breath against her skin. “From behind. I could see everything through the camera. His hands on your hips — his fingers sinking into your skin. Every inch of him pushing into you.”

She made a sound — not quite a laugh, not quite a moan. The sound she made when she was enjoying herself and wanted him to know it. “Bare,” she said. “He was bare inside me, James. And I was so wet for him I could hear myself. Every time he pushed in — this loud, slick sound.” She pressed back against him, slow, her hips rolling with the kind of deliberate laziness that meant she was in no hurry.

James slid into her from behind. She was soaked — hot and swollen and ready in a way that had everything to do with the words still in the air. The moan she pressed into the pillow was sweet and small and it wrecked him.

“You know what I kept thinking about?” Her voice barely a voice now, just breath shaped into words. “How big he felt inside me. I could feel everything without the condom, James. Every part of him. And I was so wet I was dripping down him.”

He gripped her hip. Pushed deeper. She gasped — bright, quick — and arched her back, and the arch pressed the full curve of her ass flush against his hips. Her skin was hot and damp and she smelled like clean sweat and the warm musk underneath and the wanting hit him so hard his vision blurred.

“What else.”

“He pinned my wrists.” She was rocking against him now, matching the telling to the rhythm, the words doing more than their bodies could. “One hand, James. Both wrists. And he fucked me looking right at the camera — right at you.” She turned her head on the pillow, and even in the dark he could see her eyes, bright and wet and teasing. “And I came so hard I forgot where I was. I forgot my own name. All I could feel was him.”

“Jesus, Jenna —”

“Would you have stopped him?” She turned in his arms. Faced him. Her tits pressed against his chest — full, heavy, the nipples hard against his skin. Her thigh hooked over his hip and she pulled him back inside her and the slick heat of her was unreal. Her dark eyes wide and blown and the woman looking at him was someone she was still getting used to being. “If you’d been in the room. Would you have pulled him off me?”

“No.”

“Because you wanted to watch.”

“Yes.”

She kissed him. Bit his lower lip — not gently — and her hand slid between them and gripped him and pulled him into her and wrapped her legs around him and took him deep.

“What if he’d taken me against the window,” she said. Lower. The memory dissolving into invention, the border gone. “My tits pressed against the cold glass. Everyone in the parking lot looking up. His bare cock so deep inside me from behind that I couldn’t breathe, stretching me open, and you on the laptop getting yourself off while strangers watched your wife get fucked by a man old enough to be her father.”
d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





