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Chapter 1
















Elana was sure she did not look terribly sexy first thing in the morning. Her simple shirt and Pajama shorts, no make-up, and her long blonde hair a mess about her pillow.

But David didn't seem to mind her disheveled appearance. He snuggled up behind her, his chest warm against her back, his breath tickling her neck. Elana felt his growing hardness pressing against her. She instinctively shifted her hips, which only made him grow firmer. The realization made her wriggle more deliberately, a slow teasing motion that drew a soft groan from him.

"Mmm, someone's awake," he murmured.

Elana's thoughts drifted back to Halloween night. The music, the drinks, the costumes, the taste and touch of strange men as David shared her for the first time. The memory of their hands all over her body made her breath catch. She pressed back against David's hardness, recalling how eagerly she had surrendered that night, how she'd practically begged those men to use her while David watched.

"What are you thinking about?" David whispered, his hand sliding beneath her shirt to run light circles over her flat stomach.

“Nothing,” she lied.

"Really?" David's fingers drifted lower, slipping beneath the waistband of her pajama shorts. "Because I think you're thinking about something very specific."

Elana's heart quickened. The images flooded back, strong hands pinning her wrists, the thrill of being surrounded by multiple bodies, the way she'd moaned for more even as a stranger filled her. Her body betrayed her now, growing slick with arousal at just the memory.

Heat flooded Elana's cheeks. How could she tell him that she couldn't stop replaying that night in her mind? That she kept hearing herself say things she'd never imagined would come from her lips?

David's fingers slid between her thighs, finding the unmistakable wetness there. He made a low sound of satisfaction against her neck. "Your body doesn't lie, El. You're soaking." His teeth grazed her earlobe.

She squeezed her eyes shut, mortified yet impossibly turned on. The shame and excitement twisted together inside her.

“I was thinking about Halloween,” she confessed. She’d have to bite the bullet and tell him some time if she ever wanted round two. The thought of having more than one man at a time again had been driving her wild every day since. Her body craved it, and she was ashamed to say it had been disappointing that David had not tried again.

His fingers paused their exploration between her thighs. "What about it?"

Elana swallowed hard. Her throat felt dry, and a flutter of nervousness settled in her stomach. How much should she admit? That she'd been fantasizing about being taken by multiple men again? That their marriage, as wonderful as it was, suddenly felt like it was missing something crucial?

"I've been thinking about... how it felt to be with more than one person," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "How it felt to feel so full."

His fingers began to move again.

“I wanted to ask you,” she shuddered as she spoke. The horror of having to admit what she wanted was almost too much. “When Marcus touched…” This was so embarrassing. “When he put his fingers in…”

David’s free hand slid down between her cheeks and pressed against her puckered anal ring. “Here?” he said. “When he fingered you?”

Elana nodded, cringing at how childish she was being. She was an adult, a doctor no less, and she couldn’t even say the words.

“Did you like that?” David asked, one finger narrowing in on her clit, while another gently rubbed her back passage.

“Mmm Hmm. I want to try that again. I want to feel full like I was that night. I want to feel used and helpless.”

David's fingers moved faster against her clit, circular motions becoming more insistent. Elana's breath caught in her throat, her hips rolling against his hand of their own accord.

"I've been thinking about it too," he said, his voice dropping to a low register that made her shiver. "Ever since that night, watching how you reacted when Marcus touched your ass." His finger pressed more firmly against her back entrance, not penetrating but applying delicious pressure. "I want to fuck your ass, El." The crude words in David's usually proper mouth sent a shock of arousal through her. "I've been thinking about it for weeks. Imagining how tight you'd be, how you'd take it and cum for me."

A small moan escaped her lips as heat rushed through her body. Her orgasm was building, tension coiling low in her belly.

"Yes," she struggled to say through her panting breaths. "I want that."

"I'm already running late for work because of you," he murmured against her neck, his teeth grazing her sensitive skin. "But tonight, I'm going to take my time with you. Consider it payback for fucking my boss."

The reminder of what she'd done with James and Marcus sent another surge of arousal through her. Her thighs trembled as David's fingers worked their magic, bringing her closer to the edge.

“Payback?” She scoffed between moans. “I didn’t cheat on purpose, and sharing me was your idea. But what if I did cheat?" Elana hesitated, her pulse quickening at her own boldness. "What if you caught me with another man again?" The words tumbled out before she could stop them. Her body was on fire, David's fingers still working their magic between her thighs.

David's movements slowed slightly. "You mean, if I walked in on you with someone else?" His voice had an edge to it now, something possessive and dangerous that made her shiver.

"Yes," she breathed, arching against him. "Or what if you caught me with your colleagues again? With James or Marcus?"

His pressure against her ass grew, and she felt him grow even harder against her back. "You want to know what I'd do if I caught you being a slut for my coworkers again?"

The crude words thrilled her, turned her on even more. Elana nodded, unable to form words as his fingers resumed their torturous circles on her clit.

"I'd punish you," he whispered, his voice dropping to that same dominant tone he’d used that night. The tone he’d used when he told his friends to hold her down, to cum in her. “I’d tie you up, spank you, fuck you, and tell you what a naughty little slut you were.”

Fuck, why was it such a turn-on when he spoke like that?

“I'd make you finish what you started while I watched. Let them all fuck you. Let them load you up with cum."

His words pushed her over the edge. Elana cried out, her whole body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed through her. She arched back against him, grinding against his hand as the orgasm pulsed through her core. Her mind went deliciously blank for those few perfect seconds, filled only with sensation.

As she came down from her high, panting softly, David turned her face toward him and planted a gentle kiss on her lips.

"It's a good thing you're not actually a whore," he said with a playful smirk. "I'd never get to work on time."

He rolled away from her and out of bed in one fluid motion, leaving a cool emptiness where his body heat had been. Elana watched him walk to the bathroom, admiring the lines of his back and the curve of his ass as he disappeared through the doorway. The sound of the shower started moments later.
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