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Chapter 1 — Walgreens

The car rolled down bright suburban streets, the engine humming steady. Ashley sat poised beside him, her coat draped loosely over her shoulders. Lucas’s hands locked tight on the wheel. He didn’t have to look—he knew what was underneath. Black lace. Satin. Fishnets. Victor’s gift.

His pulse spiked, dragging him back thirty minutes earlier, in their bedroom.

“Tonight…” His voice had cracked, more plea than command. “Don’t go. Please.”

Ashley’s hand had stilled mid-powder. Silence, sharp and merciless. Then her eyes caught his in the mirror—half startled, half cold.

“All right,” she said softly, every word iron. “But who pays the mortgage then? And your little promotion to department head…”

The words cut clean. Promotion? That had never been part of the deal. Lucas flinched, fingers clawing the chair until his knuckles ached. She’d revealed more than she meant—another bargain, another price. Another slice of her slipping away.

He had thought of his mother’s treatments, of the debt suffocating him, of the black lace stretched across Ashley’s body. Desire and despair knotted in his throat. He had wanted to drag her close, kiss her one last time. Instead, he sat hollow, staring at his reflection in the mirror: a weak man, fit only for what another man left behind.

Her voice broke the silence—calm, almost tender.
“Don’t overthink. Just trust me. Understand?”

Trust me. The words echoed like mockery. He could still smell her skin, feel the ghost of another man’s presence. How could he trust? But he’d said nothing. Not a word.

The steering wheel jerked under his grip, yanking him back to the present. Streetlamps flickered past. Walgreens’s red neon buzzed ahead.

“Pull in,” Ashley said, breaking the quiet. “I need to grab some medicine.”

Lucas blinked, swerved toward the curb. She stepped out, her coat lifting just enough for the fishnets to flash under the fluorescent glow. Calm. Confident. Untouched by what burned beneath.

He stayed frozen behind the wheel. Minutes dragged, the weight crushing him, until finally he shoved the door open and followed.



Inside Walgreens, sterile light washed over neat aisles, humming cold. Empty. Too empty.

At the register, Ashley stood—head tilted, lips curved faintly. Across the counter, a young man—mid-twenties, clean cut—watched her. His eyes stuck. They spoke low, too soft to catch. Ashley tapped her fingertip against the glass, smiling just enough to twist the knife.

Lucas stalled in the aisle, pretending to browse. His shoes made no sound. He didn’t want them to see. He didn’t want her to know. But inside, heat rose again, heavy and sick, burning through the last of his reason.

The clerk’s voice carried—nervous, eager. “Wow… buying this at night, huh?”

Ashley’s laugh slid back, half teasing, half daring. “Mm, that’s right. Got a problem with it?”

“No, no…” He stammered, eyes glued to her. “Do you, uh… need me to explain how it works?”

Ashley tilted her head, lips curving. “I’m not too familiar. Why don’t you tell me?”

He cleared his throat, opening the small box like a prop. “It’s emergency contraception. Works if someone ejaculates inside you. Within seventy-two hours.”

Her smile sharpened, voice dripping honey. “Inside where? Inside my pussy?”

Lucas froze, blood roaring in his ears.

The clerk glanced around the empty store, leaned closer, voice husky. “Yes. Inside your pussy.”

Ashley gave a playful hum, letting her vest slip, teasing a flash of lace. “But if it’s not just my husband… if my lover cums in me too… it still works, right?”

The boy swallowed hard, eyes wide, throat bobbing. His gaze slid down her fishnets, then back up to the lace. “Y-yeah… doesn’t matter whose load. It still works.”

Ashley’s smile widened, sly and cruel. “So I could keep letting more men cum inside me…”

“Yes… yes…” His voice cracked, face flushed with hunger.

She feigned seriousness. “And how much is it?”

“Forty dollars,” he blurted, tapping the register.

Ashley sighed dramatically, rifling her purse. “Oh no… I forgot my wallet.”

The air snapped tight.

The boy lowered his voice, eyes locked on her chest. “I… I could pay for it. If… if you let me… see inside.” His trembling finger pointed toward the open line of her vest.

Lucas nearly collapsed behind the shelf, trembling. Just one move, one reveal, and she’d be bare, nipples hard under that lace.

Ashley’s lips curled, cruel and playful. “Forty bucks… just to look? That’s overpriced, don’t you think?”

He stammered. “I… I…”

Ashley bit her lip, eyes glittering. “Not just look. Touch. With your hand. How’s that?”

“Y-yes! Please!” His voice cracked, desperate, breath ragged.

Her smile burned. She flipped her hair, leaned forward, breasts swelling under the lace. “Quick then. My husband’s waiting outside.”

The store went silent. The boy’s hand shook as it slid inside the gap, clutching her breast, squeezing. His thumb flicked her nipple, hard under the thin fabric.

Ashley gasped, body shuddering, a muffled moan spilling: “Mmm…”

He kneaded harder, eyes glazed, lost in the softness. Ashley trembled, biting her lip, breath fractured.

At the aisle’s end, Lucas shattered. His wife, in Victor’s lingerie, moaning under a stranger’s hand—every nerve screamed. Yet heat surged too, burning him alive, locking him in place.

Then—

Clatter!

A box tumbled from the shelf beside him, cracking against the tile. The sound snapped like a gunshot through the empty Walgreens.

The clerk jerked back, yanking his hand away. Ashley spun, tugging her vest shut, a smile still flickering but her eyes sharp now, wary.

The silence buzzed, taut as wire, waiting for whoever had betrayed the hiding place.




Chapter 2 — Weakness

The pill box still rattled on the floor. Lucas swallowed hard, stepping from the aisle with forced calm. He made his voice steady, as if nothing had happened: “What’s taking you so long?”

Ashley turned, vest gaping, black lace showing like a confession she had no intention of hiding. She tugged the fabric half closed, then leaned into him with a syrupy whine. “I’m done now, husband…”

The word cut deep—both tender and cruel. She slipped her arm around his, pill pack dangling in her other hand. But before they left, she glanced back, lips curving. A small wave to the boy behind the counter.

“Thanks,” she lilted, voice stretched with secret meanings.

The clerk froze, paling. His eyes darted between them, then dropped, hands trembling as if he’d been caught red-handed. Lucas saw it all: his wife’s playful wave, the boy’s guilty shiver, the unspoken truth hanging between them. Humiliation burned through him, twisted with a sick heat he couldn’t deny.

He bit down, guiding Ashley out. Behind them, the young clerk still shook, stunned by what had just transpired.



The car door slammed shut, trapping them in the dark cabin. Lucas gripped the wheel but didn’t start the engine. Silence pressed down, heavy as a noose.

He turned, eyes bloodshot, voice raw. “Ashley—what the hell did you just do in there?”

She reclined casually, vest loose, lace bra gleaming. For a beat she said nothing. Only his heartbeat filled the space. Then, a smile—soft, dangerous, sharper than denial.

“Oh…” Her sigh slid out like silk. “So you do get angry.”

Lucas shuddered. The meaning was cruelly clear: all this time, he’d only swallowed it. Now she was prodding, testing if he was still a man at all.

His hands crushed the wheel, chest rising hard. Words tangled in his throat.

Ashley tilted her head, eyes glinting, voice slow and deliberate. “You gave me to Victor.” Her gaze locked on him. “So tell me—what’s wrong if I use my body this way?”

He froze.

Her tone softened but cut deeper. “That boy—how’s he any different from Victor? Except…” A shrug, lips twisting cold. “Victor buys your promotion. That kid just bought my pills for forty bucks.”

She leaned close, breath hot against his ear, voice sweet and merciless. “Tell me, Lucas. What’s the difference?”

His knuckles whitened. His lips parted, but nothing came. No defense. No answer.

And in his silence, Ashley’s smile spread—triumphant, damning—the final word in a game he couldn’t win.




Chapter 3 — The Choice

Lucas sat frozen, every muscle drawn tight like a wire about to snap. His breath came ragged, heart pounding against his ribs. He wanted to scream, to crush the steering wheel in his fists.

Ashley leaned in, her voice soft as silk yet sharper than glass.
“From now on… I’ll be me. This body is mine. I decide what happens with it. Do you understand, Lucas?”

His eyes widened, blood surging to his head. A thousand thoughts tore through him—drag her back, strike her, divorce her. And yet every path circled back to the same truth: he was the one who gave her to Victor. He was the one who took the money. He was the one who saved his mother, saved the house—by sacrificing her.

Lucas bowed his head, shoulders trembling. A bitter sigh slipped out. “…Fine.” The word was broken, resigned—like a man accepting his own sentence.

Ashley’s lips curved, her smile lethal in its beauty. “Good. Then wait here.”

She opened the door. Her heels clicked sharp against the pavement, hips swaying with cruel pride. The vest flared, black lace flashing like a taunt. The Walgreens door jingled as she vanished inside, leaving Lucas gripping the wheel until his knuckles went white, choking on the taste of his own soul.



Behind the counter, the clerk still stood dazed, palms hot with memory—the weight of her breasts, nipples stiff under lace. He swallowed hard, shame and arousal twisting together. If only her husband had been a minute later… The thought stabbed through him, making his cock ache again.

The door chimed. He looked up—and his heart stopped.

The goddess had returned.

Her heels beat the tile like war drums. Hips swayed. Her vest hung loose, light glancing across sheer black lace with every step. He gripped the counter to steady himself, trembling like a man both condemned and blessed.

Ashley stopped in front of him, leaned close. Perfume. Warm breath. Eyes sharp as blades, a smile sweet enough to smother.

“Well then, lucky boy…” Her voice dripped honey and poison. “I’ve got a deal for you.”

His throat dried. “A… deal?”

She licked her lips, whispering, “My weak husband makes me furious. So tell me…” Her eyes sliced through him. “…is there somewhere without cameras?”

The world stopped. The clerk shook with fear, with lust, with disbelief at the chance falling into his lap.



The stockroom was dim, reeking of cardboard and sanitizer. A flickering tube light cut stripes of shadow across steel shelves. No cameras. No one else. Only their breathing—heavy, urgent.

Ashley pressed back into the cold metal, eyes burning between fury and hunger. She tilted his chin, voice low, commanding.
“Put on a condom.”

His hands fumbled, nearly dropping it in his rush. She never looked away—watching his boyish face, desperate to prove himself. Then, slowly, she drew the vest aside, baring the new black lingerie. The lace glowed in the half light, pale skin tempting beneath. His eyes flared.

He lunged. Rough hands crushed her breasts, thumbs scraping stiff peaks through lace.

Lucas…

His name cut through her mind like a knife. Out there, he sat waiting. Weak. Silent. Doing nothing. He hadn’t stopped this, hadn’t claimed her, hadn’t kept her from falling.

You can’t hold me, Lucas.

Pain seared through the lust. Her chest tightened, eyes shut hard. Why had he let her drift this far? Why did he only watch?

The boy didn’t care. He tore at the lace, shoved inside. Ashley bit her lip, voice hoarse, spitting the order:
“Hurry… my husband’s waiting.”

One savage thrust buried deep. Pleasure ripped through her like a tidal wave, fierce and unrelenting. Ashley clung to the shelves, body jolted with every pounding stroke. The clerk grunted, hips slamming, youth and raw heat driving him like a machine.

She thought she’d only feel rage—but each thrust melted it away, replaced by animal ecstasy. A merciless bliss that stripped all excuses.

This wasn’t for Lucas. This wasn’t revenge. This was for her. From the first hunger in his eyes, the dirty words spilling so easily—she had wanted this. The anger at Lucas, the illusion of punishment—it was just a mask for her own desire.

Her body wanted to be filled.

A moan ripped from her throat, shameless, wet, so real it terrified her. The boy panted, worshipping her as his goddess, squeezing her tits rough, his voice breaking with awe. Ashley let it come. No resistance. No excuses.

In that dim stockroom, another Ashley came alive—bare, shameless, drunk on the sheer fact that she wanted it, and she was taking it.




Chapter 4 — Coming Out

The dashboard clock ticked, each minute an eternity. Twenty minutes. For Lucas, it felt like a lifetime.

At last, the Walgreens door swung open.

Ashley emerged. Her stride was steady, heels striking the pavement in sharp beats. Her vest hung loose, pale skin flashing beneath the streetlights. She moved as if the last twenty minutes in the dark had never happened.

The car door opened. Ashley slid into the seat, perfume and heat rushing into the small cabin. Without a word, she pulled something from her bag and tossed it onto the dashboard.

A condom. Used. Cloudy with cum.

Lucas choked, throat cinched tight. His eyes locked on the evidence—impossible to deny, impossible to erase.

Ashley stared through the windshield, legs crossed, fishnets stretching over pale thighs, her heel tapping idly. The sight made Lucas gasp, chest heaving.

“Drive home,” Ashley said, curt. Final.

Lucas swallowed, voice cracking. “And… Victor?”

She turned slightly, lips curving faintly. Her tone was light, almost casual.
“I was with him this morning. So… tonight, there’s no need.”

Lucas’s chest clenched. For a heartbeat, relief flickered—then shattered, leaving him gutted. Ashley… she’d already given herself to Victor today. And tonight, she’d let a stranger inside.

His hands gripped the wheel, knuckles white, his body trembling. No words came. Only the engine’s growl as he started the car, and Ashley’s eyes drifting distant, as though she had always been in control.



The house was silent.

Ashley sat across from him at the small dining table, vest discarded, black lace lingerie glinting under warm yellow light. She sat straight, legs crossed, glass of water in hand. Lucas sat opposite, eyes hollow. His lips parted at times as if to speak, but the words withered.

To him, her pale skin, long legs, the ripe swell of her breasts in that lingerie—they set his blood ablaze. Desire gripped him, but his hands lay dead on his knees. He couldn’t reach. Couldn’t touch. Couldn’t speak.

The woman before him was still Ashley. Yet not the Ashley he once knew. His wife, who held his hand at their small Malibu wedding, now sat like a stranger—her gaze calm, unshakably cold.

Ashley saw it all. The hunger in his eyes shackled by fear. The cowardice beneath his forced smile. Inside her, disappointment swelled.

At last, she rose without a word. Water in her hand, she walked to the bathroom. The shower hissed. When she returned, she wore only simple cotton pajamas, plain and clean as before.

The bedroom light went dark. Ashley turned her back to him, hair spilling across the pillow.

Lucas lay beside her, eyes wide in the dark. He stared at the curve of her spine, the small swell of her ass under the thin fabric. Helplessness choked him. Weakness. He was a man who could only watch. Who couldn’t hold, couldn’t protect.

He told himself: This is what I deserve.

Memories bled back. If he had said no to Victor that day. If he had sold the house, borne the debt, accepted the hardship—Ashley would still be his. Whole. But he hadn’t. He had bowed his head, taken the deal. One misstep, then another.

Now only three days had passed, yet for Lucas it felt like three years—each moment torture: humiliation, jealousy, twisted lust, and now… hollow silence.

He lay awake, eyes wide, thoughts spinning, until night bled into endless void.




Chapter 5 — Irregular Numbers?

Morning.

Lucas shoved himself into his suit, eyes hollow, face pale from a sleepless night. He bent to tie his shoes, every motion slow, drained.

On the bed, Ashley lay on her side, golden hair fanned across the pillow. Her breathing steady, feigned sleep—but her eyes were half-open. She watched his slumped shoulders, the weight dragging him down. Her chest tightened. How could they ever return to the days before, when everything hadn’t already slid so far?

The door closed softly. The lock clicked.



The car engine rumbled. Lucas sat motionless, staring through the windshield.

Then his gaze fell to the dashboard.

It was still there.

The condom Ashley had tossed the night before. Still swollen. Still cloudy, thick with another man’s cum.

Lucas froze. His hand trembled as he reached. He wanted to fling it out the window, trash it, erase it. Filth. Proof of another man inside his wife.

But his fingers clamped instead.

He lifted it, throat tight, sweat beading at his brow.

And in a sick, shuddering impulse, he brought it closer. Breathing hard, trembling.

He inhaled.

The salty tang, the acrid musk, laced with Ashley’s scent.

Lucas shut his eyes, heart pounding. Shame and arousal crashed together, twisting through him. He knew he was scraping the bottom of his weakness. And he couldn’t stop.



The office buzzed—keyboards clacking, chatter humming. Lucas sat at his desk, fingers flying across the keys.

Strangely, his focus was sharper today. Ashley still haunted his mind—fishnet legs, her cries, the condom he’d clutched this morning. But instead of shredding him, it buzzed in his veins, a hidden current sparking his blood. His typing flowed faster.

What the hell is happening to me? he thought, but he buried himself deeper in work.

Victor’s project: a cloud-based client management system. Lucas scanned the report, eyes moving line by line.

Something was off.

The charts showed smooth growth. But when he compared raw data, he saw adjustments. Churn rates improbably low. Revenue padded with phantom numbers.

Lucas sat up, a cold sweat sliding down his neck. This wasn’t a glitch. It was a mask.

He dug deeper, queries slicing through the code. There it was: intentional insertions, hidden in the layers. Not mistakes. Fraud.

His pulse hammered. And he thought of Victor—the man who’d bought him, bought Ashley, bought his silence.

Christ… what have I gotten into?

He forced a deep breath. Around him, coworkers typed and laughed, oblivious.



A soft chime lit his phone. Lucas flinched, sweat beading on his temple.

Last night, drowning in insomnia, he’d done something vile: installed tracking software on Ashley’s phone. He hated himself for it. Coward. Pathetic. But he had to know.

His hand shook as he opened the app.

Messages glowed.

Victor: Why didn’t you come last night?
Ashley: I was tired… we were together that morning, weren’t we?
Victor: One morning isn’t enough. I need you again. Make it up to me.
Ashley: How?
Victor: Come to me now. In the outfit I bought you.
Ashley: But… you already saw it yesterday. In the fitting room.

Lucas froze. The fitting room. He saw it: Ashley laughing, slipping into lace, Victor unable to wait—taking her there, between racks of lingerie.

His phone buzzed again.

Victor: Haha. And that weak husband of yours. He fucked your cunt at noon yesterday, stuffed with my cum. He must’ve loved it.

Lightning cracked through Lucas’s skull. He sagged back, the world spinning. Everything muted—except his heartbeat, pounding like a drum.

He remembered the mall bathroom, Ashley’s perfume, the black lace, his bliss at finally being with her. But all of it—every kiss, every thrust—was leftovers. Victor had filled her hours before.

Lucas clenched the phone until his knuckles whitened. It slipped, clattering onto the desk.

The screen lit again.

Ashley: Don’t talk about Lucas that way.

His heart lurched. Hope—fragile, trembling. Until the next blade fell:

Victor: Stop pretending, wife. Lucas can’t fill you. He can’t give you ecstasy. He can’t give you the life you deserve.

Then nothing. Silence. A silence that crushed.

Lucas bit down, blood seeping on his tongue.

Another notification.

Victor: Come. I want you at the office in 30 minutes. My office.

A photo appeared. Lucas tapped it open.

Victor’s trousers, zipper lowered. His cock thick, veined, red, jutting at the lens. A summons. Obscene. Undeniable.

The last message:

Ashley: 1 o’clock… I need time to do my makeup.

Lucas sat frozen, eyes wide but unseeing. The phone buzzed in his limp hand. The office chatter droned on.

For Lucas, everything had collapsed. Every piece. To dust.




Chapter 6 — The Crack in the Door

An hour later.

The phone on Lucas’s desk buzzed sharp. He jolted like a guilty man caught. The screen lit—not Ashley. Victor.

Victor: Come to my office. I’ve got something you’ll want to see.

No explanation. Just an invitation.

Lucas froze. Every nerve screamed: No. Don’t. He knew what this was. A stage. A performance. And he was the captive audience, paying with his dignity. Ashley would be there—black lace, painted lips. This was Victor’s game: humiliation as pleasure.

And yet a sick hunger uncoiled inside him. Shame twisting into craving. He wanted to look. To hear. To watch his wife writhe for another man.

He rose. Feet heavy, but moving. Past desks and chatter, a world untouched by his private hell.

The CEO’s wing was hushed, carpet swallowing his steps. Silence thick as lead.

Then—the secretary. Crimson dress, curves flaunted, lips painted. She smiled. Not kindly. A smile that stripped him bare.

“I’m here for Victor. He called me,” Lucas said, voice cracking.

She nodded, eyes gleaming with mockery. “Yes, he mentioned it. But he’s… entertaining a guest.” She paused, savoring it. “Though, if it’s you… you’re welcome to stand at the door. And wait.”

The words cut him open. Wait. Watch. Never join. His wife inside—and all he got was a view through the crack.

Still, his legs carried him forward. Past her desk. To the heavy oak door.

It wasn’t shut.

Just a sliver open. Enough for golden light to spill. Enough for a man to spy.

Lucas swallowed hard, throat raw. One step closer, and he pressed his eye to the slit.

Breath. Ragged. Cloth rustling. Flesh meeting flesh.

Then—her sound. Thin, trembling, spilling out.

“Mmmhh…”

Lucas clawed the wall, nails digging deep. His chest seared.

Ashley.

She knelt before Victor, back arched, lace hugging her hips, ass round and tight. Golden hair spilling forward, face hidden. But the curve of her spine, the tremble of her shoulders—it was her.

Victor loomed above, bare-chested, muscles slick with sweat. One hand on her waist. The other—holding his phone high.

Recording. Filming the wife of his subordinate choking on his cock.



Victor tilted back, a guttural groan rolling. He reveled in her throat, in the conquest. His hand tangled in her hair, eyes cutting to the phone’s lens.

Rrring.

The desk phone shattered the silence. Victor didn’t falter. He picked up, voice even.

The secretary: “Sir, Lucas has arrived.”

Victor’s grin spread. He looked to the door, straight into the crack. Met Lucas’s eyes—bloodshot, broken.

Victor had him. Completely.

He tapped Ashley’s cheek. “Enough.”

She gasped, lips swollen, slick. He lifted her, laying her on the leather sofa. Hair fanned, skin gleaming.

Then—deliberately—he seized her ankles. Spread them wide.

Her pussy, flushed and dripping, pointed at the door. A stage. A show. For Lucas.

Victor crouched between her thighs, fingers teasing, rubbing her clit. Ashley whimpered, legs trembling.

“No… don’t…” Her voice cracked. She tried to close herself. But her body betrayed her—juices spilling, glistening under the light.

Lucas burned. Every squirm, every moan fed the fire clawing his gut. Shame and lust, entwined, suffocating.

Victor bent low, voice loud enough for the door:
“Do you like it, Ashley?”

Silence. Then a fractured cry:
“Mmmhh… fill me… Victor…”

Lucas staggered back from the door, chest crushed.

Victor chuckled, licked her ear, voice dripping venom.
“Or should your husband fill you instead?”

Ashley stiffened, eyes wide. But her body arched, thighs falling wider.

“No… don’t—” she gasped.

“Too late,” Victor whispered, cruel and sweet. “Lucas is already here. Just stay quiet.”

He reached for the table. A black mask. Slipped it over her lips, muffling her cries.

Then he raised his head, staring at the crack. At Lucas. And nodded.

A command.

Lucas shook, mind screaming to run. But his body betrayed him. His knuckles tapped weakly.

Knock. Knock.

Inside, Victor laughed, thick with triumph.
“Come in.”




Chapter 7 — The Naked Performance

Why am I here?

The question spun in Ashley’s head even as Victor’s fingers made her tremble. She knew Lucas was still in the office. She knew this would cut him again. But when that photo flashed across her phone—Victor’s cock, thick, erect, taunting—every shred of reason dissolved.

It wasn’t just lust. It was a summons. A mark of power she couldn’t resist. She knew Victor would never just fuck her plainly. With him, it was always theater, always humiliation. And the bitter truth? That was exactly why she yielded.

And she’d been right.

When Victor laughed and said, “Or should your husband fill you instead?”—then called out, “Come in”—a shiver of twisted pleasure shot down her spine. Ashley shook, overwhelmed. This was it. A play where she was both actress and audience.

The mask slid over her face. A flimsy cloth. It hid nothing. Lucas would see her body, hear her ragged breath. He’d know. Just as the mask mirrored the fragile fabric of their marriage—trying to cover what was already bare.

“Come closer, Lucas…” Victor’s voice was calm, like a director placing his cast.

Ashley stiffened. Through the mask, she saw her husband’s shadow. He walked slowly, dragged on invisible strings, until he stood at the sofa’s edge. She lay splayed like a doll, every inch exposed. Their eyes locked. Her body froze.

“Let me introduce you…” Victor said smoothly, cruelly. “This is one of my lovers.”

Lover. The word didn’t stab—it revealed. Stripped away pretense.

“And right now,” Victor went on, gaze flicking from Ashley to Lucas, “she’s hungry for cock. Can you fill her, Lucas?”

Then the blade, velvet sharp:
“Remember—only because I treat you as family… do I share her with you.”

Ashley watched Lucas shake, shoulders sag, fists clenched. He wanted her. But he had to take her under another man’s permission. Guilt flickered in her chest—but the sick pleasure drowned it.

She enjoyed his collapse. His weakness. She fed on it.

And the more he trembled, the hotter her body surged. Lucas stood stripped bare—not of clothes, but of soul. She was both cause and witness.

His hand shook as he unzipped. His cock sprang out—hard, flushed, desperate. So much smaller than Victor’s. Barely half the size. A brutal truth exposed in the open. But undeniable proof: he was aroused. He craved this, even in ruin.

He stepped closer, feet heavy. His hands touched her thighs—warm, trembling. Their eyes met. His gaze begged, burned, confessed. Hers gave back only an empty invitation.

Victor reclined, wine in hand, savoring the scene. A satisfied smile, like a director watching his play unfold.

And then Lucas pushed inside.

It slid in easily. No resistance. No struggle to conquer. The looseness mocked him, confirming everything. Yet to Ashley, the shame itself was intoxicating. To be filled by her husband—while her lover watched—it made her body spark. A muffled moan slipped past the mask.

Lucas thrust harder. Heat roared through him, face twisted with pain and ecstasy.

Minutes. Only minutes.

His body shuddered, pace jerking. He was about to finish.

Victor’s voice cracked the air, cold and sovereign:
“Outside, Lucas. Don’t dirty her cunt.”

Lucas obeyed instantly. Without hesitation. He pulled out, stroking fast, panting hard—until weak, pale ropes of cum spilled across Ashley’s stomach.

A finale, scripted by Victor. And played to perfection.




Chapter 8 — The Main Course

Lucas hadn’t expected to finish so quickly.

But it felt too good. A storm of guilty pleasure and release he couldn’t hold back. Ashley’s muffled moans through the mask—so like their tender nights—pushed him closer. But layered over that sweetness was Victor’s command, the humiliation of obeying, and Ashley’s hungry eyes. All of it drove him over the edge in seconds.

And Victor’s words still rang: “Outside, Lucas. Don’t dirty her cunt.”

He obeyed without thought. No will of his own. Now, with his cock softening, he stared at the weak white streaks dripping across Ashley’s belly, staining the lace Victor had chosen. His chest tightened.

Why am I this weak?

His body shook—not from climax, but from shame.

Victor stepped forward. A broad, heavy hand landed on Lucas’s shoulder. A pat, like a master rewarding his dog. His smile radiated dominance.

“Good boy. Now take a seat.”

And Lucas moved—mechanical, hollow. He dropped into a chair, nausea and arousal warring inside him.

Victor turned back to Ashley. His cock, thick and furious, still stood hard, pulsing with authority. He grinned, voice low so Lucas caught every word:
“Baby… now for the main course. That little appetizer you just had… wasn’t even close.”

Ashley whimpered beneath the mask. She hadn’t moved, still spread wide like a doll. Yet Lucas saw the truth—her chest heaving, thighs trembling, fingers clutching her legs as if to spread herself wider. Her body was ready. For Victor.

He stepped between her thighs. The image was brutal: her petite frame dwarfed by his size, by the sheer mass of what he carried.

The thick head pressed against her folds. This time it didn’t slip in easily. It stretched her, forcing her open, inch by inch.

“A—ahhh…”

Ashley’s cry broke past the mask, raw and ragged. Not sweet moans—screams torn from her throat, half pain, half ecstasy. Her back arched hard, body seizing. And he wasn’t even fully inside.

Lucas gripped the chair arms, stomach twisting. The contrast gutted him. Where he had slid in without resistance, Victor forced her wide, filled her to the brink. What mocked him, pleasured her.

Victor sank deeper, slow, relentless. Ashley writhed, choked cries spilling, her body betraying her as wetness gushed freely. Her pussy clenched, streaming, glistening under the lights.

Her mind screamed: Oh God… Too much. Too wide, too deep. And yet—she craved more. Lucas was right there, watching. Guilt stabbed her, but darker desire drowned it: the freedom of being utterly conquered. She was exposed—not just her body, but her truth.

Victor began to move.

His rhythm was deliberate, crushing. Each thrust a hammer to her core. Flesh colliding—wet, obscene—echoed around them.

“Ahhh… ahhh… ohhh!”

Ashley couldn’t hold back. Her muffled cries tore through the mask, louder than Lucas had ever heard. She had never sounded like this with him. With him, she moaned from love. With Victor, she screamed from raw, animal pleasure.

Lucas’s jaw clenched. Rage burned—but was smothered by sick heat. His cock twitched, rising again, shameless in its betrayal. He couldn’t look away. He needed to see.

Ashley’s legs wrapped Victor’s hips, her hands clawing the sofa. She gave herself over, no fight, only surrender. Each slam broke her further.

Lucas’s hand drifted to his lap, trembling. He freed himself, stroking in time with Victor’s thrusts. Disgust and desire tangled, inseparable.

Ashley’s eyes fluttered open. Through the haze, she saw him. Her husband. Panting, jerking himself, eyes glazed. The sight split her in two: shame and release colliding. The truth struck her—Lucas wasn’t just enduring this. He was getting off on it.

Victor noticed. He grinned, tightened his grip, and slammed deeper. His voice thundered:
“Watch closely, Lucas. This is how you fuck a woman.”

The words cracked like a whip. Lucas swallowed hard, unable to deny it. Ashley convulsed with every deep stroke, juices spilling, Victor’s cock glistening. Lucas had never, could never, take her there.

Suddenly Victor pulled free. Ashley cried out, desperate. He flipped her easily, pushing her to hands and knees.

Smack!

His hand crashed against her ass, leaving a red bloom. Ashley gasped but didn’t resist.

He pushed back inside, slower this time, keeping her on all fours—kept like property. He yanked her hair, dragging her head up, forcing her to face her husband.

“Look, Ashley,” Victor growled. “Look at your man. See how much he loves watching you get fucked.”

Her heart split. That image—Lucas stroking himself, moaning as she was taken—destroyed the last wall inside her. The climax tore free.

“Ahhh! I’m—oh God—I’m coming, Victor!”

Her body convulsed, pussy clamping, squirting in shuddering bursts. The sofa darkened beneath her.

Victor snarled, slamming harder, burying himself. He shook, spilling inside her with a guttural roar.

Lucas couldn’t hold back. Seeing her shatter under another man’s cock, hearing her muffled screams—it broke him. He moaned low, spilling over his own fist.

The room stilled. Only ragged breaths remained.

Victor withdrew, leaving Ashley collapsed, trembling, dripping his seed. Her pussy gaped, leaking thick white—obscene proof of conquest.

It belonged to Victor now. Not Lucas.

And Lucas sat slumped, covered in shame and release. He had watched. He had joined. He had been destroyed.




Chapter 9 — The Ruins

“You can go now, Lucas.”

Victor’s voice cut through the air, cold and final, slicing across the heavy scent of sex. He didn’t even look at him.

Lucas flinched, as if waking from a nightmare. His eyes darted to Ashley—slumped forward on the sofa, bare back trembling—and then to Victor, calmly zipping his trousers, adjusting his suit like a man wrapping up a board meeting.

Dismissed. Just like that. Ashley left behind. Lucas had no right to ask, no right to know, what would happen next.

Silence smothered him. He staggered upright, legs weak, and shuffled out. The heavy door closed behind him, sealing him off with the echo of Victor’s low, satisfied chuckle.

Back in the office, the world spun indifferent. Phones rang, keyboards clattered, colleagues laughed. Lucas sat at his desk, trapped in the memory of that room. Ashley’s eyes haunted him—glazed, wet, unreadable. Was she crying? Was she lost in bliss?

It no longer mattered. Whatever it was, it marked his failure. His humiliation. His ruin.



That night.

The house, once warm, was only shadows. Every corner mocked him. Every picture frame whispered weakness. This was the price of cowardice. Of selling his soul.

Lucas sat in the dark, phone clutched tight, hours bleeding away. Hunger gnawed at him—not for food, but for her return.

Where are you, Ashley?

He typed the words, then erased them. He knew she wouldn’t answer. Her silence cut sharper than anything she could say.

Ten o’clock. Eleven. Midnight. One a.m.

Click.

The lock turned. Lucas jolted upright, heart slamming. He rushed forward.

Ashley appeared in the doorway, haloed by dim streetlight. Still in her blazer. But her black fishnets were shredded. Her gait faltered, her body listing sideways. Lucas caught her before she fell.

Her frame sagged into his arms—limp, cold. Their eyes met. Nothing there. No anger. No love. Just a hollow distance that chilled him deeper than rage.

She let him lead her inside without a word. She collapsed onto the bed, unmoving, eyes shut tight.

Lucas stood frozen. His heart pounded with pain—but beneath it, something darker pressed his chest. His hand trembled as he reached forward, undoing her blazer.

Beneath it—black lace lingerie. Torn, wrinkled, stained with sweat… and something else.

He couldn’t breathe.

Pinned to the delicate fabric, a row of used condoms. Each one bulging, heavy with semen, fastened neatly with silver safety pins. They hung like obscene trophies, vile medals displayed across his wife’s body.

And Lucas understood: this wasn’t just sex. It was desecration. And he had no one to blame but himself.




Chapter 10 — The Day of Truth

Morning light slipped through the blinds, stretching a pale beam across the floor.

Ashley stirred awake. Her body ached, every muscle sore as if she’d survived a war. And yet, somewhere deep inside, there was a strange calm—a hollow relief she had never felt before.

She shifted, and her gaze fell on the man curled on the carpet beside the bed.

Lucas.

He’d fallen asleep there, hunched awkwardly, his arm for a pillow, his back bent, his face hollow with exhaustion. Dark rings sat heavy under his eyes. He had been there all night.

Ashley slowly sat up, the blanket sliding down. Her bare body caught the light. The torn black lingerie was gone. The mess from last night had been wiped away by careful hands. Only faint red marks on her thighs and shallow bite marks on her shoulders lingered as proof of the storm.

She stared at her husband—the man she once believed she belonged to.

A strange swell rose in her chest. Her eyes blurred, tears spilling unbidden.

But they weren’t tears of love. They were tangled, twisted. She despised his weakness. She didn’t hate his poverty. She didn’t hate his clumsy touch. She hated the way he never fought for her, the way he surrendered her, the way he bowed to another man. His impotence enraged her.

And yet… that weakness had freed her.

Ashley exhaled. She knew she had been living in disguise, pretending to be the obedient wife, burying the darkness within. For so long she had convinced herself that role was her truth.

Until Victor came. He had unchained the beast inside her. And ironically, it was Lucas who had handed over the key.

The anger slipped away. What remained was naked truth: she no longer hated him. She pitied him. And somewhere in that pity was a twisted flicker of gratitude.

She wiped her tears. Today would be long. Today, there would be no hiding.

It was the weekend. The day of truth.

She would tell him everything—her past, her present, her hunger. And he would have to face who he truly was.



The smell of fried eggs and coffee drifted through the house, tugging Lucas out of shallow sleep.

He woke on the rug, his back screaming. Blinking against sunlight, he turned to the bed—it was empty. Ashley was in the kitchen.

Lucas hesitated. Should he hide until she left? No. He couldn’t keep running.

He forced himself into the bathroom. The man in the mirror was a stranger—red-rimmed eyes, stubble rough on hollow cheeks. With shaking hands, he splashed water on his face, shaved clean, straightened himself. If nothing else, he needed to look intact, even if he was broken inside.

He stepped out, each step dragging him closer to the kitchen.

And there she was.

Ashley—his wife—stood at the stove in a plain white t-shirt and small shorts. Ordinary. But that simplicity struck him harder than any lingerie. Her slim back, her hips shifting lightly, her hair tied loose. She looked sensual, unbearably so, and yet so normal it hurt.

The wife he had married. Cooking breakfast, as though nothing had happened.

She heard his footsteps. She turned. A soft smile curved her lips. Her eyes were a little swollen, but clear.

“Breakfast is ready… husband.”

The word cut him open. Not mockery. Not irony. Gentle. True.

Lucas broke. He lunged forward, arms wrapping around her, burying his face against her shoulder.

And he wept.

Raw, shuddering sobs tore out of him—shame, grief, helplessness, and the dark, twisted pleasure he had hidden all night long.

Ashley froze for a moment, then her arms came around him. Her hand stroked his back in slow, soothing circles.

She held him—the husband who had delivered her into hell.




Chapter 11 — The Whore

They finished breakfast. Ashley poured coffee, the familiar scent curling through the small kitchen. Morning light softened the air, lending the moment a false peace. It had been a long time since husband and wife sat together like this—quiet, but not suffocating like the night before.

Then Ashley spoke.

“Aren’t you curious, Lucas? Where I went last night… and what I did?”

The words what I did landed slow and heavy, each syllable cutting through the fragile calm.

In Lucas’s mind, the image flashed—four, five used condoms, swollen with semen, pinned to his wife’s ruined lingerie. That hadn’t only been Victor’s. He knew it.

“I…” His throat locked. No sound came.

Ashley didn’t expect one. Her eyes stayed on him—clear, calm, without a flicker of guilt.

“All night,” she continued, voice flat, as if recounting someone else’s story. “Victor took me to entertain his clients. Four or five men. Old, young, fat… I lost count.”

She turned, pinning him with each deliberate word.

“And every single one of them… put their cock inside me.”

Lucas shook. But this time it was different. Not sick arousal. Not shame. His whole body locked tight, fury igniting from his chest like fire in dry timber. No lust in it, no weakness—just rage.

He shot up, chair legs screeching across the floor. His eyes burned red. His jaw clenched, teeth grinding as words tore out between them.

“How… how dare he… do that to you?”

Every moan, every image of Ashley’s submission fell away. Only one thought remained: kill Victor.

Humiliation was one thing. Fucking her in front of him was the game. Punishment for weakness. But to treat her like a whore—something to be passed around—

Lucas’s rage surged volcanic. Knuckles cracked, chest heaving with the urge to destroy. He wanted to storm out, find Victor, and end him with his bare hands.

And then Ashley’s next words hit like ice water.

“Don’t be angry, Lucas. It wasn’t the first time I’ve been a cheap whore.”

Her voice was cold. Dead cold. She looked out the window at the soft morning sun as if he no longer stood there.

The fire died. Fury drained, leaving only a hollow, terrifying void. Lucas froze, a statue of confusion and despair.

Across from him, Ashley sipped her coffee, her voice a blade wrapped in calm.

“What… what did you just say?” His voice cracked, all threat gone.

She turned at last, lips curling into a smile that never reached her eyes.

“It’s the truth, Lucas. I thought I could bury it forever. But not anymore.”

She set her cup down, eyes locking into his unraveling gaze.

“Do you want to hear the whole truth about me?”




Chapter 12 — The Final Fracture

Lucas lowered himself into the chair. The scrape of wood on tile echoed thin and sharp, then silence pressed in. His fury had burned out, leaving only emptiness—cold, cavernous, like a room that had never held breath. He sat calm now, ready to listen. A condemned man awaiting his sentence, past hope of reprieve.

Ashley didn’t look at him. Her eyes drifted to the window, where pale morning light spilled across the sill. Her face was still, but in her gaze lay a vast darkness—memories unspooling like an old reel only she could hear.

“I got my looks from my mother,” she began, voice sweet but drained of warmth. “We were a happy family once. My father was a veteran—strong, quiet. My mother, always radiant. For a while, I thought life was paradise.”

She paused, a faint smile on her lips, but her eyes stayed dead.

“But every paradise hides its snakes. In our house, they wore the faces of my father’s old war buddies. Strange men stayed overnight sometimes. Dad said they were comrades.”

Lucas’s pulse slowed, ice sliding down his spine.

“At eighteen, I learned the truth.” Her tone dropped, dimming like someone lowering the soundtrack of her life. “I came home early once… and saw my mother. With one of them. In my parents’ bed. Naked, tangled together.”

Lucas’s fingers dug into his knees. His throat ached, but no sound came.

“I hated it. I wanted to scream. But I froze. And later, I saw worse.” Her lips pressed thin. “My father knew. He let it happen. I saw him… standing in the doorway, watching. And…” Her voice cracked. “…jerking off.”

The air thickened like tar. Lucas felt a rope tighten around his chest.

Ashley laughed once—a brittle, lifeless sound. Tears streaked down, but her voice stayed flat, like confession read from a script.

“I hated them both. And I hated myself. Because that night… hearing her moan, watching her revel in degradation… I wanted it too. I craved it. I wanted to be her—a woman without shame, without pride.”

Lucas shut his eyes. A flash seared his mind, then left only black.

“At nineteen, I ran away. Thought I’d escape. But the hunger never died. I dated an older man. We lived together, loved, fucked—but it was dull. I couldn’t moan. Couldn’t surrender. Couldn’t feel what she felt.”

Her mouth twisted into a thin, knife-like smile.

“Then I modeled. Beauty draws attention. And abuse. Propositions came. Doors opened only if I lay down. And my body… it wanted it. It wanted the sex, the shame, the defilement of flesh and soul. For the first time—I moaned. I climaxed. I understood my mother.”

A tear slipped from her lashes. Her voice trembled, sharp enough to cut.

“My boyfriend then found out. He loved me. Believed in me. Until he saw. Then he looked at me like a whore. And left. And I stayed that way—corrupted, indulging myself.”

At last she turned. Her eyes, wet and red, met Lucas’s. Raw. Unhidden.

“Until I met you.”

Lucas inhaled deep, trying to steady the roar in his chest.

“You were my chance to start over. I buried it all. Promised myself I’d never live that way again.”

Her voice cracked, breaking on the last word.

“But it all ended… the moment…”

Lucas rose slowly. He stepped to her, knelt before her, placed a trembling hand on her knee. He lifted his gaze into her eyes—eyes quivering with terror of losing everything—and whispered from a place deeper than pain:

“…the moment I gave you to Victor.”

Silence swallowed them. Only ragged breaths remained, two souls plummeting into bottomless dark.

Lucas stayed kneeling, his confession stabbing his own heart as it left his lips. He braced for a slap, a scream—anything.

Ashley’s gaze blurred with tears. No distance now, only a mirror of his broken face. Then she nodded. Soft. Slow. A nod that felt like mercy, until it cleaved him open.

“I hate you…”

Her voice rasped, ripped raw from her chest.

Lucas froze. Blood turned to stone in his veins.

“…because you’re just like my father.”

Each word stabbed like glass. He shook his head, desperate to erase them. But Ashley went on, colder than death.

“And you… made me my mother’s twin.”

Lucas choked, hand trembling, but she didn’t stop.

“I tried to escape them. But in the end, the man I loved most… shoved me back into that hell.”

Her sob burst out—ragged, violent. Not weakness, but the sound of chains snapping after years of weight. She collapsed into her hands, shoulders quaking.

Lucas reached out. Covered her hands. Clung like a drowning man to driftwood.

“We can start over, Ashley… I swear…” His voice rasped, broken, pleading.

“Too late.”

She lifted her head. Tears streaked her face, but her lips curved into a crooked smile. Not victory’s smile—the smile of someone long dead, realizing her corpse could still grin.

“I don’t want to change anymore.”

She stood. Bare feet touched the cold floor as she walked to the window. Pale light painted her skin, glittering over tear-streaks not yet dry.

“Now I understand why my mother was happy. And now… I’ve found mine.”

She turned, eyes shimmering, half invitation, half dare.

“It’s only you now, Lucas. Do you dare come with me?”

The room drowned in silence. No past. No lies. Only two stripped souls—one confessing, one unmasked.

If he stepped forward, it meant walking into hell beside her.
If he stepped back, she’d be gone forever.




Chapter 13 — His Choice

Lucas rose slowly. Deliberate. Steady. No more trembling. No more collapse. He looked at his wife’s back, her slim shoulders quivering by the window.

Ashley still faced outward, savoring the cool morning air on her skin. Relief coursed through her—relief of confession, of laying everything bare at last. Whatever the cost, she would no longer hide. She wanted to be herself.

Then arms circled her from behind. Firm. Warm. Certain.

Lucas buried his face in her hair, inhaled deep, whispering low and unwavering in her ear:
“I don’t want to lose you. No matter who you are. No matter whose you are.”

Ashley stiffened. Not from fear, but because his words felt like chains—stronger than any Victor had ever wrapped around her.

Lucas held tighter. His body trembled like a child lost, yet his breath burned hot against her ear, ripe with hunger. Without warning, he tugged her shorts down, letting them pool around her ankles.

He pulled her hips back, pressing her ass to the hardness swelling in his pants.
“Ashley…” His voice cracked—half plea, half vow. “Don’t push me away. Not ever.”

She felt him line up and ease inside.
Not large. Not brutal.

But her body—sore from yesterday’s brutalities—welcomed him easily. Familiar. Gentle. Filling her in a way no one else could.

Ashley moaned softly. Tears welled, but this time they were tears of release.

In that moment, she understood. Her parents. Their warped love. The acceptance. The sacrifice. The twisted bond.

Lucas moved with care, slow and tender. They made love right there by the window, morning light spilling over them. Outside, neighbors passed.

“Morning, Ashley!” a woman called.

Ashley jolted, biting her lip to stifle a gasp. She clutched the sill, forced a smile, and waved.
“Morning, Susan!”

The rush—secret, shameless, yet serene—coursed through her. She was fucking her husband in their home, finally free of pretense.



Afterward, calm settled. Morning light painted pale gold across the floor. No more moans, no more ragged breaths. Only quiet, like a storm had passed.

Ashley curled in a chair, coffee cup in hand, hair tumbling over bare shoulders. Lucas sat opposite, clutching his own cup, hands shaking. He felt stripped bare, fragile as glass just wiped clean.

He drew a long breath. “I… have to be honest too.” His voice was ragged. “Seeing you with Victor… it tore me apart. I was jealous. I felt useless. A failure.”

He swallowed, eyes meeting hers—rare, brave. “But at the same time… I wanted to watch. To know. And I don’t understand why… but it made me hard. It drove me crazy.”

Lucas’s grip tightened on the mug. “From the start, I knew. The first night you went to Victor’s… he showed me the camera. I saw you on your knees… your lips around him.”

A bitter laugh broke free, twisted with shame and release. “I jerked off. Watching you… belong to him.”

The clock ticked once, loud as a gavel. Ashley set her cup down. No accusation—only her hand sliding over his.

“Lucas…” Her voice was low, weighted. “What I’m addicted to… isn’t Victor. Isn’t any cock.” Her lips curved, not mocking, but naked with freedom.
“I’m addicted to choosing. To wanting. To being wanted. To being irresistible.”

Lucas froze—not at her words, but at the dark joy flickering in her eyes.

Her smile deepened. She whispered:
“Victor thought he conquered me from the start. But the first time I cheated after marrying you… it was with Kenji. The massage tech. His cock was smaller than yours.”

Lucas’s mouth opened, but no sound came. Only breath. Heat surged through his groin.

“And that store clerk? That night you sat in the car, weak and useless? I was furious at you. But the thought of you waiting outside while I fucked him… that thrill drove me wild.”

Lucas shuddered. Darkness wrapped him, thick with arousal. His cock hardened.

“I… want it all,” he whispered, near broken. “Not just the stories. I want to watch you with them.”

Ashley arched a brow. A slow smile spread. She slid onto his lap, lips brushing his ear, her whisper silk and steel:
“Then let’s see… who’ll be the lucky boy today.”




Chapter 14 — The Invitation

The chime over the door jingled softly. Lucas flinched, heart pounding. He drew a breath, trying to steady himself. The scent hit him first—lemongrass and sandalwood, soothing yet sharp, tightening every nerve.

This was the place. The place Ashley had confessed about Kenji. And the place Lucas, in his sick compulsion, had asked to come.

Ashley entered first, poised, radiant. She smiled at the young receptionist, whose eyes lit up at once.

“Hello, Ashley,” the boy greeted, voice warm with familiarity.

“Oh? You still remember me?” Ashley teased lightly, though it was her first time here.

“Hard to forget. Kenji talked about you a lot,” he said, gaze dripping with hunger. “And today you’ve brought company?” His eyes slid toward Lucas.

“Yes. My husband.” Ashley’s voice lingered, laced with suggestion. She tugged Lucas close, looping her arm through his. “One double room. And the all-the-way indulgence package—for both of us.”

The receptionist blinked, then grinned knowingly. “Ahh… a new experience. Certainly. Misa will tend to sir. As for you—Kenji’s off today. I’ll take his place.”

Ashley’s eyes lingered on him, then she glanced at Lucas, as if asking permission.

Lucas’s face burned. He nodded quickly. It didn’t matter if it was Kenji or another man—any man was enough to set him aflame.

They were led to a private room. “You may change here,” the boy said, bowing before slipping out.

The changing room was sparse—just a bench, a few hooks. Alone, Ashley turned to Lucas, her blue eyes glinting. She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, one button at a time. Lucas froze, watching.

Clothes fell. Soon she was naked, glowing in the amber light. The body once his alone now readied to be unwrapped for another man. She wrapped a towel loosely around herself, then glanced at him—a silent urging.

Lucas swallowed hard. His hands trembled as he stripped. It didn’t feel like marital intimacy, but ritual—preparation for a performance where he was both participant and witness.

When both were robed in towels, they moved down the hall. Ashley pushed open the door.

A couples’ room unfolded—dim, warm. Two massage tables side by side, divided only by a gauzy cream curtain that swayed with the air. Shadows blurred through it, outlines but no detail. One tug, and everything would be revealed.

“I’m here,” Ashley whispered, kissing his cheek before slipping onto the left table.

Lucas lay on the right. Face down. The sheets cool, his body tense. He heard the whisper of a towel sliding away, Ashley settling on her table. Through the curtain, her silhouette arched—soft, inviting.

The door opened.

Two figures entered. Footsteps soft. One female. One male.

Lucas’s pulse stuttered.

“Hello, sir,” a woman’s voice murmured beside him. “I’m Misa.”

And from the other side of the veil: “My name’s Robert. I’ll be serving you today, Ashley.”



Misa’s hands were gentle, skilled. Warm palms kneading, coaxing. Lucas’s stiff muscles began to loosen beneath her care. He might have surrendered to it—if not for the sounds bleeding through silk.

Ashley’s laughter. The slick rub of oil. Robert’s youthful voice.

“Your body is stunning, Ashley.”
“No wonder Kenji couldn’t stop talking about you.”

“Thank you,” she purred.

“Then… let me prove I can outdo him.”

Lucas’s hands twitched. He lifted a sliver of curtain.

Through the gap—Ashley face down, back glistening with oil, Robert’s hands stroking her shoulders. Innocent. Too innocent. The false calm twisted Lucas tighter inside.

He let the fabric fall. Misa’s touch slid lower, pressing into the curve of his hips, down over his ass. His body jolted.

Then Ashley’s breathing changed.

He heard it. Faster. Heavy. A soft moan, muffled but unmistakable, spilling through the veil.

Misa turned him over. The towel barely covered him. His cock strained beneath it. She smiled, unfazed. Poured oil into her hands, then pressed down—wrapping him even through the cloth.

“Ahhh…” Lucas groaned.

Beyond the curtain—Ashley’s voice broke, desperate. “Mmm… Robert… yes… there.”

Lucas tore the curtain back again.

Ashley lay on her back now, breasts bare beneath Robert’s hand, his other fingers sliding along her thigh. Closer. Closer.

Lucas’s chest heaved. Misa’s gaze caught his, steady, without judgment. She nodded once—permission. No shame. No hiding. He wasn’t sneaking anymore. He was invited.

She whisked the towel away. His cock sprang free, red, trembling. Oiled hands stroked his shaft, cupped his balls, slick and relentless.

Ashley gasped. Robert’s fingers glistened as they parted her folds. She jolted, legs clamping—then melting wide. A surrender.

He circled her clit, teasing. Ashley writhed, biting her lip. “Ohhh… don’t tease me…”

Robert’s finger slid inside. Her back arched, a broken cry bursting out.
“God…”

His thumb rolled her clit. His voice broke with awe. “Your pussy… it’s beautiful.”

Ashley moaned, clutching the sheets, thighs spread wide for him.

Lucas trembled, Misa’s hands working him as he watched—his wife spread and dripping for another man, her moans filling the room. The sweetest torture he’d ever known.




Chapter 15 — The Silent Exchange

Robert’s words stabbed into Lucas’s ears like boiling oil: “Your pussy… it’s beautiful.”
Hearing another man praise his wife like that should have filled him with fury. Instead, Lucas’s cock jerked shamelessly in Misa’s hand.

He pulled the curtain higher, hungry for more. Ashley sprawled open, legs wide, hips tilted up in offering, moans spilling freely. She wasn’t hiding. She was performing—for him.

Then Robert did something that locked Lucas’s breath in his chest.

One hand still worked inside Ashley, dragging moans from her lips. With the other, he tugged his zipper down. His cock sprang free—hard, flushed, straining. Not monstrous like Victor’s. Average. Familiar. Almost the same as Lucas’s own.

And somehow, that cut deeper. This wasn’t about being outmatched. It was replacement. Any man could step into his role.

Robert knelt higher, aiming his cock at Ashley’s face. His fingers still stroked inside her, thumb grinding her clit.

Ashley’s eyes fluttered open. They slid past Robert—and found the slit in the curtain. Found him.

Their eyes locked.

No shame. No apology. Only challenge. A silent question: Do you want to see what I’ll do next?

And then, slowly, deliberately, she opened her mouth.

Her lips parted, soft and red, wrapping around Robert’s tip. She eased him deeper, her tongue teasing the underside, throat trembling as she swallowed him inch by inch. A filthy, brazen performance staged just for Lucas.

A shudder ripped down his spine. The betrayal—intentional, raw—obliterated the last of his defenses.

“Do you want me to use my mouth too?”

Misa’s whisper tickled his ear. Sweet. Tempting. Wicked. “It’s not part of the service… but I’ll make an exception.”

Lucas couldn’t speak. He turned, eyes bloodshot, nodding frantically.

Misa smiled. She leaned down, breath hot on his shaft, then slid her lips around him.

Lucas groaned deep in his chest.

It was too much. His cock engulfed in Misa’s mouth while his eyes stayed fixed on Ashley’s lips working another man. Balance. Twisted, obscene, perfect. A silent exchange of degradation and desire.

He lifted the curtain higher, unwilling to miss a detail. Ashley bobbed on Robert, sucking him down, spit glistening at her lips. Robert’s head tipped back, groans breaking loose.

“You’re sucking me like a good little slut, aren’t you?” he rasped.

Ashley pulled off with a strangled cry.
“Ahhh… ahhh… ROBERT!”

Her back arched, body convulsing, juices gushing over his hand and soaking the sheets. A climax ripped through her—explosive, undeniable, born of betrayal and witnessed by her husband.



Ashley slumped, gasping, trembling from aftershocks. Lucas’s chest heaved as he watched her collapse in ecstasy. A strange connection bound them—even through humiliation, they had climaxed together, apart.

Robert slid his cock from her lips. It gleamed, wet with Ashley’s spit. The sight made Lucas twitch in Misa’s mouth.

But Robert wasn’t done. He crouched between Ashley’s thighs, poised to fuck her.

Ashley stirred, lips curling sly. She lifted a finger, beckoning him—not to enter, but to listen.

He bent down. She whispered. Lucas couldn’t hear. But he saw the grin stretch across Robert’s face, eager and wild.

Then the impossible.

Robert stood, cock in hand, and turned toward Lucas’s bed. He pulled the curtain wide. No more veil. No more hiding.

Misa was still bobbing on Lucas, her lips sliding wetly up and down. Robert watched a beat, then looked down at Lucas, voice rough with arousal:

“Ashley said… if I want to fuck her, I have to ask her husband first.”

Lucas froze. This was Ashley’s stage play—her theater of cruelty. The humiliation, so public, so explicit, hit like a drug.

“Stop,” he croaked, hand halting Misa. His body shook as he fought the orgasm clawing up his spine. He wanted more. Wanted the torment to stretch on.

He looked at Robert. Then at Ashley—watching, gleaming, waiting.

A broken smile twisted his lips. He had lost. Utterly. And he adored it.

“…Do it.” The words rasped, thick with lust. “Fuck my wife. My whore.”

Robert grinned, triumphant, and turned back to Ashley.

Lucas’s pulse thundered. He had said it. Given permission. Called his wife a whore. And the thrill of it almost made him spill.

He looked down at Misa, her dark eyes patient, lips slick. He whispered hoarsely:
“I have one request.”

Misa released him with a wet pop, saliva glistening on his cock. She smiled knowingly, waiting.




Chapter 16 — The Race

Ashley knew the answer before it came. When Robert turned his back, leaving her sprawled and waiting, she knew Lucas would agree. He always would. But forcing him to say it aloud—to confess his powerlessness in front of her—that was the drug. That was the jagged thrill that made her body quake.

Moments later Robert returned, flushed, impatient, hungry. Ashley longed for it too.

He tore the wrapper, rolled on a condom with shaking hands, then knelt behind her. He pressed forward—slid inside with shocking ease.

No strain. No resistance. Just slick heat swallowing him whole. Victor had stretched her wide, left her soaked and yielding. Now anyone could take her.

“Fuck… you’re so soft,” Robert groaned.

Ashley closed her eyes, savoring the fullness. But curiosity burned hotter. She needed to see. Needed to know how Lucas was answering her unspoken dare.

She yanked the curtain aside.

The other bed lay bare.

Misa knelt forward, ass high, while Lucas drove into her hard from behind. Her cries filled the room as Lucas’s hips snapped. He wasn’t meek. He wasn’t cowering. He was fucking her—forceful, relentless.

Ashley’s gaze found his. Across the short space, their eyes locked. No words. Just raw connection—two souls taking twisted pleasure in mirrored betrayal.

Ashley moaned louder. “Ahhh… yes… Robert…”

The sound spurred Lucas. He thrust harder, wringing a cry from Misa’s lips. The duet of moans fused, an obscene symphony filling the room.

Robert growled, hooked Ashley’s leg over his shoulder, plunging deeper. “How’s that, Ashley?”

Her back arched, breath ragged. “God… so deep…”

Lucas gripped Misa’s waist, pounding with brutal rhythm. He wasn’t going to lose. Not now.

Without a word, the two men fell into competition. Each thrust a challenge. Each moan a score. The quiet massage room became a stage for their carnal race—flesh slapping, voices breaking, sweat and oil thick in the air.



It ended with Lucas’s strangled roar. He slammed into Misa one last time, spilling hot inside her. Almost in the same breath, Robert followed—driving into Ashley in frantic strokes before collapsing on top of her, shuddering in release.

Silence swallowed the room, broken only by panting. The air was heavy with oil, sweat, and sex.

The men met each other’s gaze—no rivalry left, only raw satisfaction. The women lay limp, breasts heaving, eyes half-lidded in bliss.

After a while, Misa and Robert rose quietly. They cleaned Ashley and Lucas, gathered the used condoms, and bowed out, leaving the couple alone.

The door closed.

Lucas sat up slowly, legs trembling. He crossed to Ashley’s bed. She lay spread, hair damp with sweat, thighs parted, pussy swollen from Robert’s use.

Lucas knelt, hand trembling as he stroked her folds—still wet, still hot.

Ashley stirred, eyes opening. She watched him silently.

He bent low, wrapped his arms around her. She embraced him back, slick skin sliding together, strange intimacy crackling between them.

Their lips met.

Not frantic. Not wild. Deep. Slow. A kiss of acceptance. On Ashley’s tongue, Lucas tasted it—the salty, musky tang of another man, mixed with her sweetness.

It didn’t revolt him.

It drove him insane.

His cock twitched, hardening again. He kissed her deeper, greedy, devouring the taste of betrayal.

When they finally broke apart, a thin string of spit glistened between their mouths.

“Do you like it?” Ashley whispered, voice raw, eyes locked on his.

Lucas’s smile was feral. His nod certain. His voice steady.
“I love it. Love it to death.”




Chapter 17 — Your Whore

Candlelight danced across white linen, catching on the swirl of red wine in their glasses. They sat in one of the city’s finest restaurants—the kind where soft music and hushed elegance wrapped lovers in a cocoon of romance. Tonight, Lucas and Ashley looked like just that—an enamored couple lost in each other.

They laughed. They touched. Lucas’s eyes shone with worship, with love so fierce it bordered on reverence. Ashley, draped in emerald silk that plunged low to reveal the lush curve of her breasts, answered with delicate caresses across his hand, radiant smiles lighting her face. She was dazzling, and she knew every gaze in the room followed her.

Other men couldn’t help themselves. When she leaned forward for the pepper mill, when she stretched back in her chair, the silk slipped just enough to tease. Lucas saw it. And instead of jealousy, something darker filled him—a guilty rush. His cock stirred under the table, straining against fabric. The sight of other men desiring his wife had become his private drug.

Her phone buzzed on the table.

Ashley checked the screen. Her smile flickered.

Victor.

Lucas stiffened, forcing his voice calm. “What does he want?”

“He asked me to join him tonight… to entertain some clients.” Her tone was flat, as if mentioning the weather.

Lucas swallowed hard. He wanted to say, He shouldn’t treat you like a cheap whore. But the words withered before they reached his lips. He no longer had that right.

Ashley set the phone down, then lifted her gaze. Mischief curved her lips.

“Tonight I’m your whore, Lucas. Not his.”

Joy erupted in his chest, dizzying, like being crowned with something he had never dared hope for.

“Then… where do we go after this?” His voice shook with anticipation.

Her smile deepened—sly, secretive. “The Walgreens clerk… or maybe a stranger?”

Lucas blinked. Stunned. Intoxicated. “A stranger? Anyone?”

She nodded, leaning closer, breasts pressing against the table’s edge. Her lips brushed his ear, whispering slow and deliberate, every syllable striking him like fire.

“I told you—I’m your whore. So tonight, you’re my king. Choose anyone. And I’ll let him fuck my pussy.”

The words lashed through him, burning away every pretense. His face flushed, his hands trembled. Power—pure, ruthless power—sang in his veins. For the first time, he wasn’t the weak husband peering through doors. He was the director. The ruler. And his beautiful wife, his whore, waited for his command.

Scenes unspooled in his mind, reel after reel of forbidden fantasy. He could choose the young waiter sneaking glances, eyes wide with hunger. Or the sleek businessman, his watch worth more than their mortgage. Even the sweaty, rough-handed chef pushing through the kitchen doors.

Each image made his cock ache. But this wasn’t just about sex. Ashley wasn’t offering her body—she was offering theater. A stage for his darkest craving. He needed a choice that would scar. That would haunt him.

He scanned the room. None of them were right. They were disposable. He wanted something deeper. Crueler.

And then—

A face flickered in his mind. Sharp. Familiar. Not from the restaurant at all.




Chapter 18 — The Old Neighbor

The old Lexus rolled through the night, leaving behind the glitter of the restaurant lights. Inside, silence pulsed thick with dangerous thrill. Lucas gripped the wheel, not from nerves but from intoxication. Power. For the first time, Ashley had given him power—and he was drunk on it.

Ashley studied him quietly, surprised when he steered not toward a hotel but back through their neighborhood. Her chest tightened. So soon? He wanted the reckless plan to become real—now? Her heart raced, torn between fear and arousal.

Their street appeared. Their own home slid past the windshield. The car slowed—pulling instead beside the house next door.

Mr. Mark’s house.

A small wooden home. Dark. Quiet. Mark, sixty-eight, retired teacher. Widower. Alone.

Ashley turned—and in an instant, she knew.

A shiver raced down her spine. God. Lucas wanted her to fuck the old neighbor.

Mark wasn’t a stranger. He had taught Lucas in middle school. Always kind. Always polite. A decent man. And yet Ashley remembered his eyes—those lingering glances when she jogged past in the mornings, when she bent to pick up mail in the yard. Silent hunger, restrained but never gone.

And now her husband wanted to turn that silent craving into reality.

“Are you sure, Lucas?” Her whisper trembled, charged with lust.

“Absolutely.” His eyes burned manic with fire. “He helped me so much back then. Now… it’s time I repay him.”

Ashley laughed low, husky. “Repay him—by letting him fuck your wife?”

“Yes.” His voice didn’t falter. “It’s repayment. It’s filthy. And it’s safe. Isn’t it?”

She leaned close, kissed his cheek. “You twisted bastard. But Mark isn’t like the others. He’s kind. We’ll need to ease him in—so we don’t scare him off.”

Lucas nodded, their minds suddenly aligned. “No rushing.”

They smiled. A new plan. A new game. Husband and wife, bound together by this dark delight.

And then—

Rrrring.

Ashley’s phone lit up. A name glared like a curse.

Victor.

The smiles died.

“Answer it,” Lucas said, voice low.

Ashley picked up. The call was brief. When she hung up, the playfulness was gone. Her tone chilled with dread.

“He wants me tonight. At his house. For a very… special guest.”

She swallowed hard.

“He said… if I don’t show, you’ll lose everything. And not just that…”




Chapter 19 — The Final Choice

The highway blurred, streetlights streaking past like falling stars. Lucas gripped the wheel so hard his knuckles whitened. For the first time in days, what surged inside him wasn’t filthy arousal or hollow humiliation.

It was rage. Cold, sharp rage.

Victor wasn’t playing games anymore. This wasn’t about one man humiliating another, or even about taking Ashley for himself. No—he was turning her into a commodity. A party favor. A whore to be passed around at his gatherings, stripped of all agency.

Lucas glanced at his wife. Ashley loved chaos, loved being desired—he had accepted that. But she was still Ashley. She had to remain herself. Not some soulless puppet.

The Lexus slowed near Hillsborough, pulling off before the street that led to Victor’s mansion. Lucas killed the engine. Silence pressed down. He turned, took her hand—his grip icy but steady.

“You don’t have to go in there.”

Ashley flinched, eyes widening.

“I can make him let us go,” Lucas said, his voice carrying a conviction she had never heard from him. “Tomorrow I’ll quit. But Victor will pay us to walk away. He won’t touch us again.”

“Really?” Her whisper trembled, hope flickering alive.

“Really.” He held her gaze. And in that moment he saw it—the hesitation, the faint glimmer of regret in her eyes. Her body was betraying her. Her soul was restless.

Lucas swallowed hard. He knew the cruelest truth: she still wanted more. And he had to give her the choice.

“Or…” His voice dropped. “You can go in. But not as his whore. As yourself. As a woman chasing her own desire.” He lifted his phone. “Do it for me. Let me see you burn with it. And when it’s over—I’ll come for you. I’ll take you home.”

He squeezed her hand, laying the final choice before her. “Say the word, and I’ll drive away right now. Victor will never touch us again.”

Ashley trembled. She could feel the steel in his promise. He wasn’t bluffing—he had Victor cornered somehow. Freedom was within reach.

And yet… so was fire.

Freedom meant safety, anonymity, a return to normal. But stepping through Victor’s door tonight meant something darker. This time, she wouldn’t be a victim. This time, she would be queen of her own depravity.

Her heart pounded. Two doors lay open before her.

Which one would she choose?




Chapter 20 — The Gift

Inside the mansion, the air was heavy with the scent of Bordeaux and roasted beef Wellington. At the long polished ebony table, only two men sat across from each other. The staff served in silence—pouring, placing, retreating—leaving them cloaked in private luxury.

The man facing Victor was William. Vast, fleshy, nearly spilling out of the ornate armchair. His gold-rimmed spectacles clung to his oily face, absurdly small against the folds of flesh. He swirled his wine, scowled.

“Victor,” William’s voice boomed, low and guttural. “You promised me a special gift. I don’t enjoy waiting.”

Victor forced a smile. He loathed the fat bastard, but William was a major shareholder—the man who decided whether more money flowed into the project. For now, patience was necessity.

“Soon,” Victor said smoothly. “The gift is arriving as we speak. I promise, once you see her, you’ll be very satisfied.”

“Oh?” William arched a greasy brow. “You’re not exaggerating?”

Victor leaned forward, voice dropping into a conspiratorial purr. “It’s not just her beauty that makes her special, sir. It’s the fact that she’s the wife of one of my employees—the very man breaking his back on our new system rollout.”

For a beat, William froze. Then his belly shook with laughter, rattling his glass. “You don’t say! Victor, you wicked son of a bitch—you even take your men’s wives?”

Victor chuckled, sipping calmly. “That’s what makes it delicious. And trust me—she’s exquisite.”

A servant appeared, murmured something in Victor’s ear. A wolfish grin spread across his face. He rose, straightening his jacket.

“Excuse me. Time to fetch your gift.”

William licked his lips, sausage-thick fingers smearing the rim of his glass. His eyes glowed, anticipation turning his fleshy grin obscene.



The heavy oak doors swung wide. Victor stood there, wineglass in hand, a smug smile carved on his face.

And then Ashley appeared.

She stepped into the doorway like flame given flesh. A claret silk gown clung to her curves, crowning her queen of lust. Even Victor—sated on countless beauties—faltered.

The gown itself was a masterpiece of temptation. The plunging neckline slashed nearly to her navel, pressing her breasts together into ripe forbidden fruit. But the real weapon lay below. The slit didn’t stop at thigh—it rose to the hip. With each languid step, the red silk shifted, flashing glimpses of tender, dangerous flesh where her mound began. Just enough to scorch imagination, never enough to sate it.

Victor closed the distance instantly, hunger unmasked. His hand gripped her ass through silk, hard, possessive, his voice a growl of mock anger.

“You’re late.”

Ashley didn’t flinch. She tilted her chin, blue eyes sparking defiance. Rising on tiptoe, she whispered against his ear:
“The longer the wait, the sweeter the prize.”

Victor laughed, low and vicious, drunk on triumph. This woman wasn’t just a gift—she was a game he owned. He wrapped his arm tighter around her waist, pulling her deeper inside.

As they passed the threshold, his gaze flicked toward the Lexus parked in shadow down the street. He could feel Lucas inside, glued to the screen, devouring every second.

Victor’s smirk widened. The real performance was just beginning.




Chapter 21 — The Devil’s Feast

The silence was thick enough to hear the swirl of red wine in crystal glasses. Warm golden light bathed the dining room, but tension stretched taut as wire. William sat like a bloated idol in his chair, impatience flickering behind his beady eyes.

The dining doors opened. Victor entered with Ashley on his arm. His grip on her elbow was light yet proprietary—like a handler presenting a rare predator to a patron.

“Sir William…” Victor’s voice rolled smooth, theatrical. “Allow me to introduce Ashley—the most beautiful woman I’ve ever possessed. And… the wife of one of my most loyal men.”

The words landed like a slap across Lucas’s phone screen. William blinked, then erupted in a grotesque laugh, his belly jiggling. “God above, Victor… you’re a devil.”

The corpulent man heaved himself upright, waddling forward. His pudgy hand engulfed Ashley’s delicate one, lifting it to his lips in parody of chivalry. His eyes betrayed him—devouring her, lingering on golden hair, plunging neckline, and the scandalous slit of her gown.

“Forgive me, Victor,” William wheezed, still chuckling. “But you undersold her. She isn’t a gift. She’s a miracle.”

He tugged her closer. “Sit by me. I want to watch those eyes as you taste the wine.”

Dinner unfolded in pomp. Rare steak bled across porcelain as William sliced, licking his greasy lips. He leaned close, whispering, “Flesh this tender deserves a tongue that knows how to worship.”

Ashley only smiled, sipping her wine and leaving a scarlet kiss on the rim. She slid the glass toward him—silent invitation.

Dessert arrived. William held a ripe strawberry to her lips. She parted them, took it in. Juice trickled down her chin. When his fat finger moved to wipe it, Ashley opened her mouth and slowly sucked it clean, tongue tracing with sin.

Across the table, Victor’s smile stayed fixed. But his knuckles whitened around the stem of his glass. Ashley knew. She knew he was jealous. And she reveled in it. She pressed her breasts against William’s arm, eyes glittering like a predator.

“Sir William,” she purred, honey over venom, “Victor’s wine is exquisite… but what you’re about to give me—” Her tongue teased her lip, her gaze slicing to Victor like a blade. “—I’ll remember until my last breath.”

William roared with laughter, hammering Victor’s pride. His meaty hand slid beneath the table, climbing her thigh. She tilted her head back, moaning softly—not a whimper of shame, but a regal summons.

“Mmm, gentle, Sir William…” Her eyes never left Victor’s.

Victor’s glass creaked in his grip. He wanted to rip that gown away, reclaim her—but he couldn’t. Not tonight.

Ashley leaned to William’s ear, whispering silk and poison: “If I’m lucky… let me be your secret. A secret you keep forever. Would you like that—if I belonged only to you after tonight?”

The words struck Victor like a bullet. William beamed, his thumb pressing against her mound through the silk, drawing a sharp gasp.

“I adore this woman,” William declared. “Victor, what if she were mine—after tonight?”

Victor raised his glass, voice low, dark as caged thunder. “Sir William… tonight, and every night after—she’s yours.”

But his eyes burned with murderous jealousy.

William’s hand cupped her throat, his breath thick with wine. “We’re finished eating. Time for dessert—right here.”

Ashley smirked, licking away the last stain of lipstick. Her gaze stayed locked on Victor, radiant with victory.

Victor clinked his glass against William’s, the sound sharp as steel. His toast rumbled like swallowed blood:
“To you, sir… may it be a night you’ll never forget.”




Chapter 22 — Dessert

Ashley set her wineglass down, the crystal’s sharp tap cutting through the room. Fire danced in her eyes as a dangerous smile curved her lips.

“Sir William…” she purred, leaning forward, voice dripping molten honey, “do you really think… we’ve finished eating?”

William raised a brow, intrigued. Before he could answer, Ashley moved. She shoved the silver platter aside and climbed onto the dining table. Her heels clicked against glossy wood, the scarlet slit of her gown parting wide. No lace, no barrier—her sex gleamed bare under golden light.

William swallowed hard, throat rattling with a greedy gulp.

Victor stiffened, rage igniting in his veins. Only his hands betrayed him—gripping the armrests until veins bulged across his knuckles.

Ashley sat amid half-eaten dishes like a queen upon her throne. She spread her thighs, lifted her glass, and tilted it. Crimson wine trickled down her skin, sliding between her folds in an obscene baptism.

“There’s still something…” she whispered, moaning through the hush, “…waiting to be tasted.”

William burst into a hoarse laugh, lust plain. She wasn’t a whore begging favor—she was sovereign depravity incarnate, and it drove him mad. He tore off his jacket, lumbering forward.

Ashley tilted her head, lips curling. “Slow down… or you’ll kill me…” she teased—but her eyes stayed locked on Victor, delivering silent victory: You’ve lost. You were only the gatekeeper.

William buried his face between her thighs, tongue plunging. Wine and nectar mingled, dripping down his chin. Ashley arched back, hair cascading, moans trembling free.

“Mmh… gentle, Sir William…” Her nails clawed the tablecloth, her gaze still spearing Victor like a dagger.

Something cracked inside him. The man who wielded women like commodities, who had humiliated Lucas, was being dismantled by Ashley’s performance. Her body spoke what words never could: he was not the master here.



William feasted, but Ashley slowly pushed him back, hand firm on his shoulder. Red wine stained his lips, glistening with her essence. She stared into his tiny eyes, her own alight with feral triumph.

“Now,” she declared, edged with command, “is it my turn to taste dessert?”

William trembled, nodding rapidly. He fumbled his trousers down, fat quivering as his cock jutted free—thick, dark, throbbing. Ashley glanced at it, then at the untouched strawberry shortcake. Dipping her finger into whipped cream, she smeared it over his shaft, slow and deliberate. She caught Victor’s frozen stare, savoring it, before bending forward.

She licked. She sucked. She devoured. Wet, obscene sounds filled the chamber, each lewd noise twisting the knife deeper into Victor’s pride.

Ashley finally pulled back, lips smeared with cream and spit, eyes gleaming. “See, Victor…” she cooed, “don’t you wish it were you instead?”

William barked a laugh, triumphant. Victor’s glass shattered in his fist, blood and wine dripping together.

Ashley dragged William by his tie to the sofa. She mounted it like a cat, chest pressed to leather, hips arched high, gown falling to reveal flawless flesh. Her soaked pussy quivered in full display.

“Sir William,” she gasped, both plea and dare, “fill me… now.”

Her eyes never left Victor.

William’s bulk smothered her as he thrust inside. “God—sweet as sin,” he growled. Ashley cried out, body quaking, but she twisted her head back, smiling at Victor.

“Better than Victor…” she moaned, words like blades.

Victor seethed, blood dripping onto Persian carpet. But Ashley wasn’t done. Between ragged moans, she gasped: “Maybe Victor should join. Let him touch, let him watch.”

William laughed, breath rough. “You want him too?”

Ashley whimpered, lewd and shameless. “Yes… but only to touch. Only to watch.”

William turned, glaring at Victor, cock still buried deep. “Well? Strip down, Victor. Join us. Let’s make this feast unforgettable.”




Chapter 23 — The Reluctant Participant

Fury burned hot in Victor’s chest, a blaze he could barely contain. The woman—the prize he had hunted, the toy he had claimed—was no longer under his control. She wasn’t submitting. She was directing. Orchestrating. She had turned him, the master, into a spectator. The insult seared him to the bone.

And yet beneath that rage churned another fire. The way her body writhed on the sofa, the moans spilling like molten silk, the defiant glint in her eyes—every inch of her set him ablaze. He wanted to storm forward, fist in her hair, to punish her, to fuck her mouth and pussy raw until she sobbed and begged.

He couldn’t.

Because Ashley was William’s now—the corpulent shareholder whose favor Victor needed.

And then came William’s hammer-blow:
“Why don’t you strip, Victor? Join us. Make this party one to remember.”

Humiliation flooded him. This was the same trap he had once sprung on Lucas, forcing the husband to watch and share. Now the roles had reversed. He was the one dragged into the spectacle—the unwilling entertainer.

Victor steadied himself. Play along, he thought. Please William. There will be time later—ample time—to punish this insolent whore.

He rose, bloodied hand trembling as he peeled off his shirt. Muscle rippled, broad and imposing. His trousers fell, and his cock sprang free—thick, monstrous, the weapon he always wielded with pride.

Ashley’s voice cut the air, honeyed and cruel:
“Look, Sir William… see how hard Victor gets watching you fuck me.”

William roared with laughter. “Come closer, Victor! Watch me devour this fiery slut of yours!”

Shame coiled tight as Victor stepped forward. Ashley bucked beneath William’s bulk, and Victor thrust his cock closer to her face, daring her to look, daring her to crave it.

She met his eyes—and smiled. A faint, merciless smile. Poor Victor. He still believed his cock was the weapon. But Ashley knew the truth: a woman’s true weapon was man’s hunger.



Victor waited. Waiting for her to break, to crawl to her knees, to suck him the way the world made sense.

She didn’t.

Ashley shut her eyes, surrendering wholly to William’s thrusts. Her dress slipped, a strap falling to reveal a swollen breast bouncing in rhythm. She was depravity incarnate—and she gave Victor nothing.

The sounds tortured him. Ashley’s shameless cries, William’s guttural growls, the wet slap of flesh. It wrapped around him, squeezing. His cock pulsed painfully, and a dark whisper tempted: stroke it, free yourself, admit defeat.

Victor’s hands twitched lower. Then froze, trembling inches from his shaft. To touch himself now would mean surrender.

Ashley opened her eyes. She saw it all—the hunger, the shame. A wicked smile touched her lips.

“Why don’t you beg Sir William?” she purred. “Maybe he’ll be generous… and share a hole with you.”

Victor’s throat closed, strangled by disgrace. Yet his cock throbbed harder.

William, drunk on lust, reveled in it. Humiliating Victor was sweeter than Ashley’s cunt. He slowed, savoring the torment.

Smack! His massive palm landed on Ashley’s ass, leaving a crimson bloom. She gasped, trembling, arching higher, a wanton offering.

“What’s the matter, Victor?” William snarled. “Do you want it? Beg for it. Beg—and maybe I’ll let you shove that cock in her mouth.”




Chapter 24 — The Queen Ascends

The room held its breath. Victor stood naked, bloodied hand trembling, cock throbbing. William’s demand echoed like a death sentence: Beg for it.

He looked at Ashley—writhing beneath William. He looked at William—smirking, gloating. His throat locked. He had once forced Lucas to kneel. Now fate demanded the same humiliation of him. Lust and shame ripped him apart. His lips quivered, and words he had never imagined saying broke free:

“Please… Sir William…”

William bellowed with laughter, savage and triumphant. He had broken the arrogant master. He drew breath to grant permission when—

“Sir William.”

Ashley’s voice cut through, steady, commanding. With a sudden move, she pulled free from William’s cock, a wet pop echoing. She didn’t slump. She rose—radiant in disheveled crimson silk, wild, unbowed. Crawling close, she whispered in William’s ear.

His eyes widened, then gleamed. He nodded furiously.

“Victor,” William crowed. “I was going to indulge you—but this goddess wants to lead herself.”

Ashley smiled—the smile of checkmate. She slinked to Victor, body sliding against his. Silk slipped from her shoulders, breasts pressing to his chest. He shivered. Her hand trailed down, curling around his cock, stroking lazily, cruelly. It jerked under her touch.

William collapsed into an armchair, wheezing, eager to watch.

Ashley teased his cock, then flicked her tongue across its tip. He groaned—only for her to rise again, eyes blazing.

“You want my mouth?” she asked, velvet and venom. “Clean me first… maybe I’ll pity you.”

She sat, spreading wide. Her pussy glistened, dripping, still marked by William. The scent was raw, mingling man and man. William cackled like a fiend.

“Yes, Victor,” he boomed. “Show her how low you can crawl.”

Humiliation drowned him. Never—never—had he lowered himself like this. But her cunt shone under the light, folds swollen, nectar gleaming. His cock throbbed traitorously. He ached to taste.

Knees hit Persian rug. He bent, breath hot against her slick heat. His tongue touched.

Flavor exploded—salty, sweet, debasing. William and Ashley mingled on his tongue. He swallowed degradation with every lick. Faster. Frantic. A starving man gorging on shame.

Her hand rested atop his head. Not brutal—commanding. Regal. He looked up. Her eyes blazed with triumph, a queen crowning her slave.

“Good boy,” she whispered, poisoned honey. “Taste it, Victor. William’s scent… and mine.”



Pride gone, Victor licked hungrily. Ashley moaned, stroking his hair, granting the illusion of reward. At last he lifted his face, lips glistening, voice ragged:

“Ashley… please… help me…” His eyes darted to his cock, purple and desperate. Begging no longer felt foreign. It felt necessary.

Ashley turned to William, coy. “Sir William… he’s tasted you. Shall I let him serve me now?”

William roared with glee. Even in climax, she sought his permission—humbling Victor further. He waved grandly. “Yes! Victor, make her cum for me!”

Victor wasted no time. He rose, shoved his monstrous cock into her. Ashley gasped, body jolted. He hammered, savage, reclaiming only with brute force.

But Ashley looked past him, eyes locked on William, words sharp as blades:
“Sir… his cock is like a bull’s. Thick, dumb, brute.”

William howled. “Yes! A breeding beast for our queen!”

Victor snarled, pounding harder, desperate to break her. Her pussy gushed, spasming around him. She moaned, convulsing—but her eyes burned with pity.

“Yes… good… don’t stop… my bull…” she gasped.

The harder he fucked, the clearer it became: he wasn’t master. He was spectacle. A beast rutting for his queen and her chosen king.




Chapter 25 — The Worship of the Weak

Outside, the night was still. Inside the battered Lexus, obscene sounds poured from a glowing phone screen. Lucas gripped it in one hand, his other fist pumping his cock in frantic rhythm with the chaos unfolding before his eyes.

It was madness.

The scene was filthier than any porn he had ever dared watch. Victor—the man who had crushed his pride, who had made him a puppet—was now being broken by Ashley. She wielded his own weapons against him: humiliation, control, the cruel rationing of pleasure. She bent him into submission.

And Lucas reveled in it.

A strangled laugh escaped him. His wife—once fragile, once in need of protection—was now commanding two of the most powerful men he knew. She wasn’t merely submissive. She was the director, the star.

To Lucas, Victor no longer loomed as a monster. He was reduced to livestock. A rutting bull. A tool for Ashley’s amusement.

And Ashley…

She was transformed. No longer a pitiable slut, no longer a fallen wife. She had become fire incarnate—dangerous, commanding, radiant in cruelty. A goddess enthroned upon ruin. He didn’t just crave her. He worshipped her.

Victor pounded into her, desperate to reclaim control. Ashley only laughed softly, pity shining through her moans.
“Yes… good… don’t stop… my bull.”

My bull.

The words struck Lucas like lightning. He snarled, stroking harder, longing to spill as tribute to his queen.

Onscreen, Victor unraveled. His thrusts grew wild. Ashley shoved at his chest, her voice sharp even as she gasped:
“Victor… don’t cum inside. Don’t soil Sir William’s pussy.”

The command shattered him. That was the very taunt he had once used to torment Lucas—now turned back into his own heart.

William reclined, smirking, savoring the reversal.

Victor roared in frustration. He pulled free, jerking his cock furiously. With a guttural growl, he erupted, thick jets splattering Ashley’s belly and breasts.

Outside, Lucas gave in too. Watching Victor’s disgrace, Ashley’s triumph—his shame burned away, replaced by primal ecstasy. He roared as his own cum shot across the steering wheel, messy and hot.

He collapsed, gasping. But he didn’t wipe himself clean. No. He wanted Ashley to see it. To know how hard he had come for her victory. To know he worshipped her.




Chapter 26 — The Final Blow

The orgasm left Victor hollow. Release had gutted him, leaving only the bitter taste of humiliation. He stared at Ashley sprawled on the sofa, streaked with his seed. He had filled her, but there was no victory. She had bent him, controlled him, reduced him to exactly what she named him: a bull.

Ashley lifted her gaze, a blade-thin smile slicing across her lips. She knew he was breaking. She knew Lucas was watching out there in the night. Every ounce of degradation Lucas had endured was being answered. Not erased—but repaid.

The banquet wasn’t over. It was only descending into its cruelest act.

Ashley rose on trembling legs, body ruined but will unbroken. She turned to William, lounging in his chair, eyes gleaming with gluttonous hunger.

“Sir William…” Her voice was ragged, yet sweet enough to chill. “It’s time… to serve you.”

His grin spread wide. This was his ultimate prize.

Ashley sank to her knees before him—slow, deliberate, the descent of a priestess before her altar. She kissed his thighs, eyes shining with false devotion. William shuddered, forgetting Victor, forgetting power. Only her.

She didn’t just kneel. She worshipped. Every lick, every breath was a hymn of lust. William groaned, flesh quaking under her rhythm.

Victor stood shackled by the horror: the woman he once thought untamable was bowing to another man, right before him.

Ashley straddled William’s lap, lowered herself, and when his cock slid inside, a moan tore free. Her eyes found Victor, sharp as blades:
“See this? This is the moment you lose everything.”

William was no longer a man but a beast, meaty hands gripping her waist as she rode. Ashley stretched it out, every roll of her hips a dagger twisted into Victor’s pride.

“Sir William… do you like it?” she whispered.

He groaned, undone. She drove faster, harder, until with a thunderous roar he erupted inside her, hot seed flooding deep.

Ashley closed her eyes, panting. When his spasms ebbed, she opened them again—and smiled. Cold. Untouchable.

William gasped, trembling. “Give me your number… I’ll come for you tomorrow…”

Ashley leaned close, lips brushing his ear, voice dripping poison-sweet:
“No, sir. I must return home… to my husband.”

The words struck like ice. William froze, face purpling with rage. Rejection shredded his delusion. He glared at Victor, fury burning: This is the gift you promised me?

Victor saw it. Before he could roar, Ashley rose, letting William’s seed drip down her thighs, staining the silk. She didn’t cover herself. She wanted Victor to see.

She turned, her eyes locked on him. Not prey. Not defeated. Triumphant. Contemptuous.

Victor’s identity cracked. He wanted to seize her, to crush her.

Rrrring…

His phone lit. Lucas.

Victor clenched his jaw, listened. When the call ended, his frame shook with rage.

He looked at Ashley. His fists tightened, then slowly opened—helpless.

Under William’s glare of betrayal, Victor had no choice but to drape her gown over her shoulders, to escort her to the door himself.

Outside, Lucas leaned against the Lexus. No longer meek, no longer afraid. He smiled, calm, assured—waiting to welcome his queen home.




Chapter 27 — The Road Ahead

The Lexus tore through the night, leaving the mansion and its ghosts of shame behind. Outside the window, the world blurred into streaks of light, but inside the car everything was sharp, defined.

Lucas kept one hand on the wheel, the other wrapped firmly around Ashley’s. He didn’t speak at first, just gave her a squeeze—a pulse of warmth, a vow. He turned, catching her profile under the passing glow of streetlamps. Her face bore traces of exhaustion, but her eyes blazed.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice steady now, reverent instead of shaky.

Ashley smiled faintly. Her gaze drifted from his hand to the wheel, where the faintest smear of white caught her eye, barely visible in the dim light. She knew. She knew how much he had savored her performance.

“What did you do… to make Victor hand me over like that?” she asked, curiosity flickering in her eyes.

For the first time in too long, Lucas’s lips curved into a confident smile.

“I caught his tail,” he said calmly. “The new system I’ve been building—it isn’t just a project. It’s his tool for cooking the numbers, faking reports. He’s gearing up for an IPO, a front to launder money.”

Ashley’s eyes widened.

“And I struck a deal,” Lucas continued. “Tomorrow I resign. In return, he pays out enough hush money to keep me silent. Most importantly”—his grip on her hand tightened—“he had to release you unharmed, and never contact you again. Otherwise, the files go public.”

“Lucas… you’re amazing,” Ashley breathed, her smile radiant with pride.

“Not always weak, am I?” he teased with a low laugh. “Now it’s just us. Time for our own adventures.”

“Mark… right?” Ashley’s voice trembled with playful anticipation.

Lucas didn’t answer at once. Instead, his hand slid across her thigh, fingers tracing the faint, sticky trail of William’s seed still clinging to the crimson silk. It was his claim, twisted and shameless.

Ashley leaned back against the seat, eyes drifting closed. Her body was wrecked from the night’s debauchery, but her soul thrilled under her husband’s perverse caress. This was their truth—two souls who understood, who chose to walk into the abyss together.




Epilogue — The Old Teacher’s Morning

In the worn-down house, the mingled scent of old paper and morning coffee filled the air, a silence almost absolute, almost lonely. Mark, the retired schoolteacher, sat in his sagging armchair on the porch, sipping black coffee. A detective novel rested on his lap, freshly bought the day before.

His eyes shifted the moment a familiar figure appeared down the street. He quickly set the book aside. A light breeze flipped a page, dislodging a small scrap of paper scrawled in red ink: “Fuck… harder… harder, old man.”

From his porch, Mark had a direct view of Lucas’s house—his former student, a man he still held in fond regard. What’s Ashley wearing this morning? he wondered.

Ashley’s young, vibrant body had become an intoxicant for him, something he waited for each day. The swell of her breasts, the tight curve of her ass—just watching her jog by gave him the feeling that he was still alive, still a man. His own life had been a string of failures—career, marriage, and now, in his twilight years, solitude.

Then, she came into view. Today was different. Ashley wasn’t just passing. She was heading straight for his house. She stopped at his gate and waved.

Mark jolted upright, unable to mask his excitement. It felt like a child being handed a Christmas gift too early. He smoothed back his silver hair, tugged at the collar of his wrinkled shirt, and hurried to the door.

Ashley stood there, radiant in the morning sun. She wore a thin crop top that clung so tightly every breath made the fabric strain, her nipples pressing clearly through. Below, black leggings hugged her long legs, accentuating the soft mound at her center.

Mark swallowed hard, trying to compose himself.

Ashley smiled, clear and innocent, as if unaware of how his gaze devoured her.

“Good morning, Mr. Mark.”

“G-Good morning, Ashley.”

“Um, our water faucet broke,” she said, a touch of feigned embarrassment in her voice. “Lucas is out. Could you come by later to fix it?”

Mark’s whole body trembled with arousal. He tried to steady his voice, but it betrayed him.

“Of… of course. Absolutely.”

Ashley’s smile brightened. “Thank you, Mr. Mark.”

Then she turned, continuing her jog. Mark stood frozen, eyes locked on the sway of her round, bouncing ass until she disappeared around the corner.


Author’s Note

Thank you for spending time with Lucas & Ashley in The Wife Behind the Door. This book goes deeper into choice, power, and the messy places love can lead when two people stop pretending.

If the story made you feel anything—anger, thrill, sympathy, or that uncomfortable spark of recognition—please consider leaving a short review. Even one or two lines help other readers discover the series and tell me what resonated.

If readers embrace this book, I’ll keep going—continuing Lucas and Ashley’s journey and exploring the quiet, complicated presence of Mark, the old teacher. Your reviews guide what comes next.

Thank you, truly, for reading.

-Serena Vayne
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