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  Chapter one
The Encrypted Invitation


Jaxen Moretti sat in his penthouse office, drinking expensive scotch and staring out at Silicon Valley. He'd just landed the biggest contract of his life, and the monitors around him flashed with data he was paid to protect. He felt like a king, cocky and in control, until his wife Cassia walked in and ruined the illusion. 
“Celebrating without me?” Cassia’s voice rippled through the room like velvet poured over ice. Her obsidian curls cascaded over brown shoulders, contrasting with the white silk robe that clung to her curves with deliberate negligence.
Jaxen’s mouth went dry. Five years of marriage and still her body hit him like a system shock. “Just warming up for the real celebration,” he replied, watching her hips sway as she approached his desk.
Cassia ran her fingers along his desk, her skin glowing as she came closer, stopping right in front of him. Jaxen felt his cock twitch just from the way she moved.
"I've been thinking about us, Jaxen," she said, staring at him with those weird blue eyes that had made him want to fuck her the first time they met. "We're boring now."
He raised an eyebrow. “Predictable?”
“Mmm.” She took the tumbler from his hand, sipped his scotch, and set it aside. “All this success. All this security. Don’t you ever wonder what it would be like to… expose yourself a little?”
Before he could answer, she slid onto his lap, her robe parting to reveal the junction of her thighs, bare and already glistening with arousal. Jaxen’s cock hardened instantly against the constraint of his tailored slacks.
"Fuck, Cass," he muttered as she kissed his neck. He grabbed her ass and pulled her down hard on his lap.
“What if,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear as she ground against his erection, “there were ways to share our most private moments that would make them even more intense?”
Jaxen's heart pounded. "What do you mean?" He squeezed her ass, spreading her cheeks and feeling how wet she was through the robe.
Cassia kissed him, her tongue forcing its way into his mouth. She tasted like scotch and sex. He bucked his hips, grinding his cock against her.
“I want to be seen,” she breathed between kisses, her hands now working at his belt. “I want us to be the dirtiest secret someone else keeps.”
His cock sprang free as she unzipped his slacks, her slender fingers wrapping around his shaft with familiar expertise. “Fuck, Cass, you’re already the hottest thing anyone could—”
“I’ve been researching someone,” she interrupted, pumping him slowly as she spoke, her thumb circling the head of his cock where pre-cum had already begun to leak. “A data broker. The kind you’re supposed to protect your clients from.”
Jaxen stiffened, both in her hand and in posture. “What?”
“Soren Blackwood,” Cassia said, her voice dropping an octave as she squeezed his cock harder, watching his face for reaction. “He specializes in… unlocking hidden desires.”
Jaxen felt a stab of jealousy and panic. Blackwood was a bastard who made money by fucking over people's privacy and selling their secrets.
"You've been talking to Blackwood?" His voice cracked, but his hips pushed his cock into her hand anyway.
Cassia grinned, making his cock twitch even more. "Not yet. But I want to." She scratched his neck. "I want him to watch us. I want him to see you fuck me while you pretend to protect everyone else's secrets."
“That’s—fuck—that’s a direct conflict with everything Aegis stands for,” he protested, though his body was clearly filing a different opinion as she twisted her wrist on an upstroke that made his toes curl inside his Italian leather shoes.
“Is it?” Cassia lifted herself slightly, positioning his cock at her entrance. She was soaking wet, her arousal coating him as she rubbed his tip against her slick folds. “Or is it the ultimate test of your system? What better way to prove Aegis’s security than to entrust it with something you’d die to protect?”
Jaxen couldn't argue. Cassia lowered herself onto just the tip of his cock and stopped, making him ache for more.
“Think about it,” she continued, her voice a husky whisper. “Soren watching as I get fucked by you, by him, by whoever we decide. All that data—every moan, every thrust, every filthy word—stored in your precious cloud while you watch, knowing you’re hosting the evidence of your wife being turned into a dataset of pure fucking pleasure.”
Jaxen groaned as she took more of his cock. His brain said no, but his cock was throbbing inside her. "You want me to say yes to this?"
"I want more than that," Cassia said, grinding on his cock. "I want you to get hard knowing your clients have no clue you're jerking off to videos of your wife getting fucked by other men."
He gripped her hips, his cock swelling even more at the thought. "Cassia, I—"
“Say yes,” she commanded, suddenly lifting off him completely, leaving his wet cock bobbing painfully in the cool air. “Say yes, and I’ll ride you until you forget your own encryption protocols.”
Jaxen gave in, nodding like a desperate idiot. "Yes. Fuck, yes."
Cassia’s smile was triumphant as she pushed him back in his chair, shoving aside keyboards and contract papers to straddle him properly. She took him in one swift motion, impaling herself on his cock with a cry that echoed through his minimalist office.
“Yes, what?” she demanded, beginning to ride him with merciless precision, her inner walls clenching around him with each downstroke.
“Yes, let’s do this together,” he gasped, hands moving to cup her breasts as they bounced beneath the now-open robe. “Yes, I want Blackwood to see this. To see you. To see us.”
Cassia went wild, riding him hard, her nails clawing his shoulders. Her pussy was loud and wet as she bounced on his cock.
Jaxen felt his orgasm coming fast. He fucked up into her, the chair creaking under them as they went at it.
"That's it," Cassia panted, head back. "Fuck me like he's watching. Like this is just the warm-up."
The thought made Jaxen lose it. He shouted as he came inside her, her pussy squeezing every drop out of him while she came too.
As they collapsed against each other, breathing heavily in the aftermath, Cassia pressed her lips to his ear once more.
“I’ll set up a meeting with Soren tomorrow,” she murmured, her voice a satisfied purr. “He’s been waiting for my signal.”
Jaxen nodded, still dizzy from cumming. Cassia got off him, her thighs sticky with their mess. He was already getting hard again just thinking about what would happen next.
He wondered what kind of security expert gets off on letting someone else fuck his wife and record it.

      ***The jazz trio in the corner of Cipher played quietly, but Jaxen barely noticed. He was too busy squeezing Cassia’s thigh under the table, his hand creeping up her bare skin. She wore a red dress that barely covered her tits, the kind of dress that made every man in the place stare. Jaxen’s thumb moved in slow circles, his cock already half-hard just thinking about what was under that dress. They were waiting for the man who might ruin everything Jaxen had built, and the thought made him even harder.
“He’s punctual,” Cassia murmured, her martini glass tilting slightly toward the entrance.
Jaxen looked up and saw Soren Blackwood. The guy looked like a hacker who fucked for sport—pale, black hair slicked back, skinny but dangerous. He wore a suit so dark it looked like it sucked the light out of the room. Soren moved through the lounge like he owned the place, and Jaxen’s stomach twisted.
Jaxen’s hand instinctively tightened on Cassia’s thigh, fingers pressing into the soft flesh just below the hem of her dress. She responded with a barely perceptible shift, pressing her leg against his palm, a silent reminder of their shared consent to whatever was about to unfold.
Soren walked up and stared at Cassia like he was about to eat her. He barely glanced at Jaxen, but when his eyes landed on Cassia, Jaxen’s cock twitched in his pants. He hated how much that turned him on.
“Mr. Moretti,” Soren extended his hand, his grip firm and cool. “The man who promises the world their secrets are safe.” His lips curved in what approximated a smile. “And Mrs. Moreau,” he continued, taking Cassia’s offered hand, but instead of shaking it, bringing it to his lips. “Even more magnificent in person than your social media shadow suggests.”
“Please, join us,” Cassia said, her voice carrying that velvet-over-ice quality that Jaxen knew meant she was already aroused.
Soren slid into the booth across from them, taking up more space than he should have. He ordered a whiskey, no ice, like he was too important for anything else. Jaxen felt like he was already losing control.
“Cassia tells me you’re interested in a rather… specialized form of data sharing,” Soren said after his first sip, his accent impossible to place—like his origins had been deliberately scrubbed from the public record.
Jaxen cleared his throat. “Actually, this was primarily Cassia’s idea.”
“But you’re here,” Soren observed, his dead-monitor eyes locking onto Jaxen’s. “Which suggests either extreme devotion or extreme curiosity. Perhaps both.”
Under the table, Cassia’s thigh pressed more firmly against Jaxen’s hand, a silent instruction to slide higher. He complied, fingers tracing the lace edge of her thong beneath her dress.
“Let’s establish parameters,” Cassia said, her voice steady despite the slight flush spreading across her cheekbones. “I want Jaxen to host digital recordings of our encounters. I want him to watch what happens between us—” she gestured between herself and Soren, “—in real-time and archived. I want him to feel what I feel, see what I see, know exactly what’s happening to his wife’s body while he maintains his public persona as the guardian of everyone else’s privacy.”
Jaxen’s cock throbbed at her words. The idea of his wife getting fucked by another man, and him recording it, made him harder than he wanted to admit. He was supposed to be the privacy king, but here he was, getting off on the thought of everyone seeing his wife’s cunt stretched by another cock.
Soren nodded slightly. “And you, Mr. Moretti? Are you prepared to allocate secure server space to host high-definition footage of your wife’s… data transfers with me?”
“I’ve given my consent,” Jaxen said, voice rougher than he’d intended.
“Consent is the beginning, not the totality,” Soren replied, leaning forward. “I deal in neural pleasure rigs that capture every sensation, every neural spike, every hormone flush. When your wife comes on my cock, you won’t just see it—you’ll feel the echo of it, the data ghost of her pleasure lighting up your neural pathways.” His clinical tone made the obscenity more jarring. “The question is whether your system can handle that bandwidth without crashing.”
Cassia crossed her legs beneath Jaxen’s touch, trapping his hand between her thighs, pressing against his fingers in a rhythm that mimicked fucking. “He can handle it,” she assured Soren, her eyes glittering with challenge. “Can’t you, darling?”
Jaxen felt a wave of humiliation as both of them stared at him. He was the guy who promised the world their secrets were safe, and now he was about to record his wife getting railed by another man. The shame made his cock even harder.
“I can handle it,” he confirmed, his voice steadier than he felt.
Soren’s expression remained unchanged, but something shifted in those dead-gray eyes. “I’ve found that the theoretical often differs from the practical when it comes to emotional bandwidth. Jealousy tends to corrupt data integrity.”
“This isn’t about jealousy,” Jaxen countered, his fingers finding the damp center of Cassia’s thong beneath the table. “It’s about controlled exposure. Managed vulnerability.”
A flicker of respect crossed Soren’s face. “An interesting perspective. Though I wonder if you’ll maintain it when your wife’s neural patterns show she’s experiencing orgasms thirty percent more intense than anything you’ve given her.”
Cassia’s thighs clenched around Jaxen’s hand at the words, her breathing quickening. She leaned close to Jaxen’s ear, her lips brushing his skin as she whispered, “This turns me on so much—do you still consent? Really consent?”
The question hung between them, a final firewall before irreversible breach. Jaxen swallowed hard, his fingers now coated with Cassia’s arousal through the thin fabric of her thong. “Yes,” he said, loud enough for Soren to hear. “I consent. Explicitly.”
Soren nodded once, decisively, like closing a deal worth billions. “Then we begin tonight. A preliminary exchange.” He reached into his jacket and slid a small, matte-black drive across the table. “Teaser files. Previews of coming attractions, you might say.”
Jaxen grabbed the drive. It felt like holding a loaded gun. Cassia watched him, licking her lips like she was starving for cock.
“Shall we say tomorrow for our first full session?” Soren asked, already standing. “Your wife has my private address.”
Jaxen realized Cassia had probably been planning this for a while, maybe even fucking Soren already. The thought made his cock twitch with a mix of jealousy and excitement.
“Tomorrow,” Cassia confirmed, her voice husky with anticipation.
As Soren departed with a last lingering look at Cassia, Jaxen signaled for the check, suddenly desperate to get his wife home, to process what had just happened, to prepare for what was coming.
In the valet line, Cassia pressed her tits against him, her body hot through the thin dress. She kissed him, tasting like vodka, her tongue shoving into his mouth as her hand grabbed his cock through his pants.
“I’m so fucking wet,” she breathed against his mouth. “That whole conversation, watching you struggle with it, knowing you were going to say yes—I nearly came just sitting there.”
Jaxen shoved her against a pillar and jammed his hand up her dress. Her thong was soaked, sticking to her pussy lips. He yanked it aside and shoved two fingers inside her.
“Jesus, Cass,” he muttered as she bucked against his hand.
Their car arrived, interrupting what had nearly become a public indecency charge. As they slid into the backseat, Jaxen’s phone buzzed with a notification.
A message from Soren Blackwood: “Upload test initiated. A preliminary compatibility scan is required for optimal data flow. Mrs. Moreau has the connection parameters.”
Jaxen looked at his wife, who smiled with the serene confidence of someone who had calculated every variable and found the outcome precisely as anticipated.
“Home,” she said, her hand returning to his straining cock. “I want to show you exactly what you’ve agreed to host.”

      ***The elevator opened straight into their penthouse. Jaxen didn’t care about the view. He slammed Cassia against the wall and kissed her hard, his cock aching. The drive from Soren felt like a ticking bomb in his pocket. Cassia was already yanking at his belt, her dress bunched up around her hips as she rubbed her pussy on his leg.
“Bedroom,” she gasped between kisses, biting his lower lip hard enough to make him groan. “I want to see what he sent us.”
They tore off their clothes on the way to the bedroom. Cassia was down to her red lace thong, her tits out, skin shining. Jaxen stared at her—his wife, the woman he was supposed to protect, now getting ready to be fucked for another man’s pleasure.
His cock ached at the thought of it—his wife, his property, about to be someone else’s whore.
Cassia approached their bedroom’s integrated media system, her movements deliberate and graceful. She extended her palm. “The drive.”
Jaxen gave her the drive. She plugged it in by the bed, the system lighting up. Cassia scrolled through the files like she’d done it a hundred times before.
“Here we go,” she murmured, selecting a file labeled simply “Preview_1.”
The walls lit up with porn. It looked like Cassia, but digital—her body mapped out, colors showing where she was getting off. The fake Cassia was getting fucked by faceless men, every touch lighting her up like a slut on display.
"Holy fuck," Jaxen muttered. The tech was insane, but all he could think about was his wife getting used on every wall.
Cassia turned, her nipples hard, eyes wild. "This is what he can do," she said, pushing Jaxen onto the bed. She climbed onto his lap, her soaked thong pressing against his cock. "Imagine watching me cum harder than you ever made me."
Jaxen’s hands moved to her hips automatically, pulling her against his erection. “Is that what this is about? Something I’m not giving you?”
Cassia kissed him, grinding her pussy on his cock. "No, it’s about getting off on being watched. On you recording me getting fucked by another man. The privacy king, hosting his wife’s porn."
On the walls around them, the simulation changed. Now it showed Cassia with a male figure whose features were becoming less abstract, more recognizable. Soren’s digital avatar was positioning simulation-Cassia on her knees, her lips parted to receive what was clearly a substantial cock.
“Fuck,” Jaxen breathed, his hips bucking involuntarily.
Cassia grinned, yanked off her thong, and dropped onto his cock with a moan. "That’s what I said when I saw how big his cock was," she said. "Don’t worry, you’ll get to watch every inch of it stretching me open."
Jaxen’s cock throbbed at her words. He slammed up into her, grabbing her tits as she bounced on his lap. The walls showed Cassia getting fucked from every angle, her digital self taking Soren’s cock like a whore.
“Tell me you want this,” Cassia demanded, riding him with increasing intensity, her internal muscles clenching around him. “Tell me you want to watch him fuck me while you host every moan, every thrust, every drop of cum he pumps into me.”
Jaxen groaned, grabbing her hips hard. "I want it," he spat out. "I want to watch him fuck you. I want to record every second of it. I want to see you take his cock."
The confession seemed to trigger something in the projection system. The imagery flickered, a momentary glitch in the otherwise seamless presentation. A text overlay appeared briefly: “Initial session recommended: Soren + Cassia solo. Husband is a remote observer only. Maximize first-time neural imprint.”
Jaxen stopped, staring at the message. "He wants you alone first," he said, his voice tight. The idea of Cassia getting fucked without him there made his cock twitch and his stomach drop.
Cassia didn’t break her rhythm, continuing to ride him as her hand moved between her legs to circle her clit. “Just for the baseline neural mapping,” she explained, her breathing quickening. “It’s more accurate that way. You’ll still see everything. Feel everything.” She leaned forward, her breasts pressing
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