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  Chapter one
The First Text


Ricardo Ross pushed open the front door, the familiar creak of the hinges announcing his arrival. The house smelled of roasted chicken and rosemary, the kind of simple comfort that usually unwound the knot between his shoulders after a long day under Marcus Sutton's thumb. He set his briefcase down and loosened his tie, calling out in a voice still rough from the commute. 
"Eva? Honey, I'm home."
She appeared in the doorway to the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel. Early thirties, curvaceous in a way that always caught him off guard even after all these years. Her long dark hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, a few strands framing her soft, expressive eyes. The apron hugged her full breasts and the generous swell of her hips. She smiled at him, the same warm smile that had once made him feel like the luckiest man alive.
"There you are," she said, stepping forward to kiss him. Her lips were soft, familiar. "Dinner's almost ready. Rough day?"
Ricardo nodded, sliding his arms around her waist and pulling her close. She fit against him perfectly, all warmth and softness. "The usual. Marcus rode my ass about the quarterly projections again. Guy acts like the company would collapse without him breathing down everyone's neck."
Eva made a sympathetic sound and squeezed his arm before turning back to the stove. "He's intense. But you handle him better than most. Come sit. Wine's poured."
They ate at the small dining table like they always did, talking about her day at the marketing firm and his endless stack of reports. It was comfortable. Normal. The kind of domestic rhythm that had defined their marriage for eight years. Ricardo watched her across the table, the way she tucked her hair behind one ear, the gentle curve of her neck. He loved her. Deeply. The thought of anything disrupting that felt impossible.
Until her phone buzzed on the counter.
It was a sharp, single vibration. Eva glanced at it, and something flickered across her face. A small, private smile. She didn't pick it up right away. Instead she took another bite of chicken, but her eyes kept drifting toward the device.
"Who's that?" Ricardo asked, keeping his tone light.
"Probably spam," she said, waving it off. But when it buzzed again a minute later, she stood and grabbed it. She turned slightly away from him as she unlocked the screen. Ricardo heard the soft intake of her breath, then a low, breathy laugh that sounded nothing like her usual polite chuckle. This one had a husky edge to it. Flirty. The kind of laugh she used to give him in the early days when he'd whisper something filthy in her ear.
His stomach tightened. Who the hell was making his wife laugh like that?
She typed a quick reply, thumbs flying, then set the phone face-down. When she sat back down, her cheeks had a faint flush to them. "Sorry. Just a work thing."
Ricardo nodded, but the knot in his gut didn't loosen. If anything, it twisted lower, settling somewhere far more confusing. His cock gave a faint, unwelcome twitch beneath the table. He told himself it was nothing. Just the long day. The wine. The way her breasts pressed against her blouse when she leaned forward.
They finished dinner. Eva cleared the plates while he loaded the dishwasher. Another buzz came from her phone, now on the kitchen island. This time she didn't even try to hide it. She picked it up immediately, leaning against the counter as she read. That same laugh slipped out again, softer, almost a purr. Ricardo stood three feet away and felt it like a finger dragged down his spine.
"Eva."
She looked up, eyes wide with what might have been guilt or excitement. Maybe both. "It's nothing, baby. Really."
"You've been glued to that thing all evening." He tried to keep his voice even, but it came out tighter than he intended. "Who keeps texting you?"
She hesitated. Then she shrugged, a small movement that made her breasts shift under her shirt. "It's Marcus, actually. Your boss. He wanted my input on something for the client dinner next week. Said my perspective as an outsider might be useful."
Marcus. The name landed like a stone in still water. Ricardo pictured the man: tall, broad-shouldered, late forties, always in tailored suits that cost more than their mortgage payment. The arrogant tilt of his smile. The way he commanded every room without raising his voice.
"Marcus is texting you? Directly?"
"It's not a big deal, Ric. He's been... friendly lately." Her voice had taken on a careful tone, like she was testing the temperature of the water. She set the phone down but didn't silence it. "Come on. Let's go to bed. It's been a long day for both of us."
She took his hand and led him upstairs. Ricardo followed, mind spinning. Friendly. What the fuck did that mean? Yet with every step, that strange heat in his veins grew. He should have been angry. Jealous. Instead his cock was half-hard by the time they reached the bedroom, pressing uncomfortably against his slacks.
Eva undressed slowly, like she always did. She peeled off her blouse, revealing the practical beige bra that contained her full, heavy breasts. Then her slacks, sliding down thick thighs and wide hips. Ricardo watched, throat dry. She was beautiful. His. At least she had always been his.
He pulled her into bed, kissing her with more urgency than usual. She responded at first, soft and affectionate, her fingers threading through his short dark hair. Her body was warm, yielding. He cupped one breast, thumb circling her nipple through the thin fabric until it stiffened. Eva sighed into his mouth.
"I love you," he whispered against her neck, dragging his lips lower. "You know that, right?"
"Of course I do, baby." Her voice was husky. She arched as he kissed between her breasts, then lower, peeling her panties down. She was already wet. Wetter than usual for a random Tuesday night. The realization sent another shameful pulse through his cock.
He licked her slowly, savoring the taste of her, the way her thighs trembled around his ears. Eva moaned, fingers tightening in his hair. For a few precious minutes it felt like them again. Just them. Then her phone buzzed on the nightstand.
She went still.
Ricardo lifted his head, chin slick with her arousal. "Ignore it."
Her eyes flicked to the glowing screen. The hesitation lasted only a second before she reached for it. "Just let me check. It might be important."
"Eva, it's after nine. What could Marcus possibly need right now?"
She didn't answer. Instead she unlocked the phone with one hand while her other stayed tangled in his hair, gently but firmly guiding his mouth back between her legs. Ricardo groaned in disbelief, but he went. His tongue found her clit again as she opened the messages.
He could hear the soft tapping of her thumbs. Every few seconds her hips would roll against his face, like the words on the screen were sending little shocks through her body. Her breathing grew ragged.
"Fuck," she whispered, not to him. To the phone.
The word sliced through him. Eva rarely swore during sex. She was reserved, sweet, sometimes even shy. This version of her, thighs spread around his head while she texted another man, felt like a stranger wearing his wife's skin. And God help him, his cock had never been harder. It throbbed painfully against the mattress as he licked her with renewed fervor, shame and arousal twisting together until he couldn't tell which was which.
"What does he want?" Ricardo asked between long, slow strokes of his tongue. His voice was muffled against her soaked pussy.
Eva's free hand tightened, pressing him harder against her. "He says the client dinner is more formal than he thought. He wants me to... to look the part. Help represent the company."
"That's not your job."
"No," she agreed, but her voice had gone breathy. "But he's very persuasive. God, Ric. Keep doing that with your tongue. Just like that."
He obeyed, shame burning in his cheeks even as pride flickered at her praise. Her phone kept buzzing with incoming replies. She was typing faster now, one-handed, hips grinding against his face in tiny, needy circles. Her curvy body was flushed all the way down to her breasts. The modest wife who used to blush when he suggested leaving the lights on was gone. In her place was someone new. Someone whose pussy was flooding his mouth while she sexted his boss.
"Tell me what he's saying," Ricardo demanded, the words slipping out before he could stop them. His own voice sounded foreign. Desperate.
Eva moaned, a sound that went straight to his aching cock. "He asked what I'm wearing right now." Her thighs started to shake. "I told him... I told him I'm in bed with my husband. He said that doesn't answer his question."
Ricardo's mind reeled. He should stop this. Throw the phone across the room. Instead he sucked her clit between his lips and flicked it rapidly, the way she liked best. Eva cried out, back arching clean off the bed. Her texting faltered for a moment, then resumed with frantic thumbs.
"He's telling me what he wants me to wear tomorrow," she gasped. "To the strategy meeting. Under my dress."
The next words came out in a broken whimper. "The black lace. The set you bought me for our anniversary last year. The one I said was too slutty to wear anywhere but here."
Ricardo froze. That lingerie. He'd spent nearly four hundred dollars on it, hoping to coax his modest wife into something daring. She'd worn it once, blushing furiously, and then buried it in the back of her drawer. Now Marcus was claiming it. Choosing it. The thought should have made him furious. Instead his cock jerked hard, leaking against the sheets.
Eva didn't seem to notice his reaction. Her eyes were glued to the glowing screen, lips parted, cheeks burning red. She typed one final message, then tossed the phone aside just enough to grab his hair with both hands.
"Don't stop. Please don't stop. He's... he's waiting for my answer but I can't... fuck, Ric, I'm going to come."
Her orgasm hit like a freight train. Her curvy body seized, thighs clamping around his head as she bucked against his tongue. A long, broken cry tore from her throat, louder and rawer than any sound he'd pulled from her in years. Her pussy clenched and fluttered, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness. All while her phone lay inches away, screen still lit with Marcus Sutton's name at the top of the thread.
Ricardo kept licking her through it, drunk on the taste and the shame and the terrifying thrill of what was happening. When she finally sagged back against the pillows, trembling, he crawled up her body. His cock nudged against her soaked entrance, desperate to be inside her.
Eva's eyes were glassy, unfocused. She reached down and guided him in with a shaky hand. The moment he sank into her heat, she moaned again, softer this time. But her gaze drifted back toward the nightstand.
"He wants a picture," she whispered, almost like she was talking to herself. "Of me wearing it. Tomorrow morning before work."
Ricardo thrust deeper, a groan ripping from his chest. The image burned behind his eyes: his wife in the expensive black lace he'd bought to please him, now being offered up like a gift to another man. To his boss. The man who controlled their livelihood. The thought should have destroyed him. Instead it made his balls draw up tight, pleasure spiraling dangerously fast.
"Eva... baby... we should talk about this," he managed, even as his hips started moving in a steady rhythm. "This isn't... this isn't normal."
She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper. Her voice had changed. There was a new confidence in it, a teasing edge that made his stomach flip.
"I know. But it feels good, doesn't it? The way you're fucking me right now. Harder than you've been in months." She reached for the phone again, holding it between them. The screen showed the message thread. Ricardo caught a glimpse of Marcus's last text before she angled it away.
Wear the black lace tomorrow. I want to see exactly how it looks on my new favorite subordinate's wife. Send proof.
The words seared into Ricardo's brain. My new favorite. The casual possession in them. The way they reduced him to nothing more than the husband who got to watch.
Eva started typing again, even as Ricardo drove into her with shallow, desperate thrusts. Every keystroke made her inner walls flutter around him. Her free hand came up to pinch her own nipple, something she never did.
"Tell me you don't like it," she breathed, eyes locked on the screen as she composed her reply. "Tell me your cock isn't harder than it's ever been."
He couldn't. The words stuck in his throat because they would be a lie. Instead he buried his face in her neck and fucked her harder, the wet sounds of their bodies filling the room. Eva hit send with a triumphant little gasp.
Her second orgasm came even faster than the first. She cried out
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