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From the Author:

A q uick note before you read this new series, lovelies… Book 4 of A Corporate Working Wife is in the works and coming for you soon. Yes, it's going to be everything you're hoping for.
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~ Kisses…

Emily Felix


Chapter I

Daniel sat in the parking garage for eleven minutes after the elevator doors closed behind him, engine off, hands loose on the wheel. He wasn't ready to drive back home Wasn't ready to say it out loud to someone who would actually hear it.

Weyland's office had been civil. That was the part he kept coming back to — no raised voice, no real explanation, just a folder closed a half-inch too early and a lot of words that added up to nothing. The director slot had gone to Preston, who golfed and whose father-in-law sat on two bank boards. Daniel had spent four months telling himself the numbers would be enough. Today the numbers hadn't mattered at all.

What had mattered, apparently, was the way Marcus Weyland looked at Daniel's wife last month, actually not just last month, but whenever she’d accompany him in the last six years of working for Weyland.

He hadn't meant to think it. The thought arrived the way the worst ones always did — sideways, uninvited, while he was still sitting with the professional humiliation of it, and suddenly he wasn't in the parking garage anymore. He was at the birthday party of a senior board member, watching Weyland stop beside Vanessa, watching his eyes move over her throat, her dress, the way the fabric pulled across her hips — and then the thought kept going, past the party, past anything that had actually happened, into territory Daniel had never let himself visit before tonight.

Vanessa on her knees in front of Weyland's desk. That suit jacket still on, tie loosened, the particular brand of casual authority the man wore like a second skin — and Vanessa looking up at him with her mouth open, waiting, the way she looked when she'd decided to let someone have what they wanted. Weyland's hand in her hair with a certain authority. Certain the way he was certain about everything, the way Daniel hadn't been certain about anything since the folder closed a half-inch too early. Good girl,  he'd say — low, unhurried, the voice of a man who never needed to raise it — and Vanessa would take him deep, all of him, her lips stretched wide and her eyes watering and her throat working around the length of him, and she'd hold it there because Weyland's hand said hold it, and her own hand would be between her thighs, touching herself while she choked on his boss's cock, because that was what Vanessa looked like when she was exactly where she wanted to be. And Daniel, watching from the corner, would be rock hard and completely useless, and that would be the whole point.

He shook himself out of it and came back to the present, his hand pressed flat against his own thigh and his cock thick and aching against his slacks and the specific shame of a man who has just discovered something true about himself that he would have preferred to keep unknown.

He sat with it for another three minutes. Then he drove home with the radio off.

The house was quiet when he came in, the warm kind of quiet that meant Vanessa was somewhere nearby — he could smell the tail end of whatever she'd made for dinner, something simple, and the lights in the kitchen were low the way she kept them when she wasn't expecting company. On the counter sat the club's monthly statement, folded open. She'd left it there without comment, the way she handled things she wanted him to see without having to make a whole thing of it.

She was in the kitchen in the soft pastel loungewear she wore when the day was over — the kind that clung just enough to remind him exactly what was underneath it, dark blonde hair loose around her shoulders instead of the polished twist she wore out in the world, bare legs, no makeup, still somehow the most distracting thing in any room she walked into. She looked up when he came in and read his face the way she'd been reading it for eleven years, and whatever she saw there made her set down what she was doing.

"Hey." She opened with just that.

"Hey." He set his keys down. "Long day."

"I can tell." She crossed to him without being asked — that was the thing about Vanessa, she always knew before he said anything — and put her hand flat on his chest, right over his beating heart, the way she had since the first year they were married when she'd figured out it was the thing that actually worked on him. He felt his own shoulders drop half an inch just from the weight of her palm. He covered her hand with his. "The Weyland meeting?" she asked.

"Preston got the slot."

She went still. "Preston?!"

"Yeah."

She didn't say anything for a moment, just stayed with her hand on his chest and her eyes on his face, and then she said quietly, "That's not right. That's genuinely not right, Daniel."

"I know."

"Your numbers have been better than his for two years running."

"I know that too."

She squeezed his hand and let go, moving back toward the counter, giving him room to breathe the way she always did when he needed it — not hovering, just nearby. "Come eat, baby. I made some chicken."

They ate at the counter instead of the table, the easy way, shoulders almost touching, the way they did on the nights that didn't require anything formal of either of them. She told him about her day — the Ashford committee's new junior board list had been announced, and her name hadn't been on it, a woman named Caldwell-Reece who'd barely shown up to three luncheons getting the seat instead.

"Eight months," she said. Not bitterly — Vanessa didn't do bitter at the dinner table — but he could hear what was underneath it. Eight months of luncheons and handwritten notes and wearing the right thing to the right event and remembering every name, every connection, every degree of separation between herself and the people who actually mattered in that room. She'd been meticulous about it the way she was meticulous about everything she actually wanted.

"I know. I'm sorry, love."

She was quiet for a moment, looking at her plate. "Caldwell-Reece hasn't been to half the events I've been to. Her husband plays golf with the committee chair." She said it simply, not asking for anything, just putting the fact down between them. Then: "It's fine. It's how it works." She speared a piece of chicken. "It just would have helped. Getting into that circle properly. The right introductions, the right rooms — it opens things up. For both of us."

"I know it would have."

She looked at him sidelong. "We're a pair tonight."

"We really are."

She reached over and covered his hand with hers on the counter, just briefly. "We'll figure it out. We always do."

He nodded. He believed her — he always believed her when she said things like that, because in eleven years she'd always been right. Tonight he just happened to already have the shape of an idea forming in the back of his mind that he hadn't decided what to do with yet.

They cleaned up together and ended up in bed by ten with the lights off and the ceiling between them and the rest of the world.

Daniel lay still and let the day settle. He could hear Vanessa breathing beside him, the particular rhythm that meant she wasn't asleep yet either. At some point her foot found his under the sheet — not deliberate, just the unconscious drift of a body toward the one it knew — and he didn't move away from it. They lay like that for a while, both awake, not talking, the comfortable kind of silence that was one of the things he'd loved about her since the beginning, that they didn't have to fill it.

He did the math. The club statement, the mortgage, the two or three years it would take to get back in position for another shot at director if this door had actually closed. Preston's salary against his own. Vanessa at eight months of luncheons and that other lady walking away with her seat. And underneath all of it, the same thought he'd been trying to put down since the elevator in Weyland's building, every day since that party a month ago. It kept coming back up.

He knew how Weyland looked at Vanessa. He'd seen it at the holiday party four years running — last December specifically, Weyland crossing the room under the pretense of refilling his drink, stopping close enough beside her that Daniel had watched from across the room with something complicated happening in his chest. Weyland hadn't touched her. Hadn't needed to. He'd said something that made her laugh, and then his eyes had moved over her slowly — not trying to hide it — and back up to her face. Vanessa had let him look, chin tilted slightly, the stillness of a woman who knew exactly what was happening and had decided not to make it easier or harder for him.

Daniel had told himself it was nothing. Tonight it felt like something.

"Can I ask you something?" he said into the dark.

Vanessa shifted beside him, turning her head toward his voice. "Mm."

"Weyland. At the company parties and stuff, whenever you’re there with me. Do you notice the way he looks at you?"

A pause, softer than a beat of silence, more like she was deciding how much of the truth was his to have. "Yeah, I do."

"What did you think about it?"

"It’s just harmless looking and flirting with him. Isn’t that how it has always been? What is this, Daniel?" Not defensive. Curious.

"I don't know yet. I'm asking a question first." His pulse had picked up, and underneath it something he hadn't given himself permission to name yet — his cock thickening against his boxers, slow and uninvited, the want arriving in his body before his mind had finished constructing the thought that was causing it. He kept his eyes on the ceiling. "He has real power. The kind that doesn't care how good my numbers are."

"I know."

"What if there was a way to use that instead of just — eating it." He felt the safe version of the sentence sitting right there, the one he could walk back in the morning, and then he felt his own breath go and said the real one instead. He turned toward her in the dark, the shape of her face barely visible, and said it plainly because he'd never been able to dress things up for her and she'd never wanted him to. "What if you let him have you. And in exchange he takes care of us."

The quiet that followed had a texture to it.

"Say that again," Vanessa said, very soft. "So I'm sure I heard you."

"I want you to let Weyland have you. The promotion, your seat at the committee, Weyland’s family are members there already — we'd have a real argument for both. And I—" He stopped.

"And you what?"

"I want to know what it would feel like. Watching that happen." He said it carefully, like he was still taking its measure even as it left his mouth. "I've thought about it before tonight, Vee. I'm not asking you to do something I haven't already imagined, a lot, and felt things about that surprised me."

She was quiet for a moment. He could hear her thinking.

"You'd let him," she said slowly. Not a verdict. More like she was turning the shape of it over. "You'd actually be okay with him touching me."

"I think it would be more than okay." His voice was steadier than he expected. "That's the part I can't fully explain."

The silence after that one was different from the others. He felt it land in the room between them, felt his own body register the admission — fully hard now, the sheet tented, nothing subtle about it anymore. He didn't try to hide it. Eleven years meant she already knew.

Her hand found his chest in the dark, the same as in the kitchen, but slower this time, more deliberate. He felt his pulse jumping under her palm, knew she could feel exactly what the conversation had done to him. "You're wound up."

"Yes."

"About this specifically."

"Yes."

She was quiet again, but her hand didn't move. He could feel her making the calculation she made when something mattered — not cold, just thorough, the way she was thorough about everything she actually cared about.

"You want to know if I'd let him," she said finally. And then, quieter: "You want to lie there and picture it."

"Vee—"

"I'm not saying no." Her hand slid lower, slow, deliberate, finding his cock through the sheet — already hard, fully hard, and she wrapped her fingers around the length of him and squeezed once, unhurried, feeling exactly what the conversation had done to him. "I'm saying I heard you." She stroked him slow through the cotton, base to tip, thumb pressing into the head on the upstroke, and Daniel's jaw locked as his hips pushed up into her grip before he could stop them. She didn't speed up. That was the thing about Vanessa — she never gave him what he wanted when he wanted it, she gave it to him when she decided to, and right now she'd decided he was going to lie there and take it at her pace and think about exactly what he'd just asked her to do.

"I'm saying let me think about it."

She didn't say yes. Not that night. When he finished after a good minute of her stroking and edging, she brought her hand up slowly and — very intentionally, eyes on the dark silhouette of him but not looking at him — slipped her fingers into her mouth one at a time, tasting him, unhurried, like she was thinking about something else entirely while she did it. Then she rolled to her side, pulled the sheet up, and said nothing.

When he finally slept it wasn't the parking garage that stayed with him. It was her hand, and the fact that she hadn't said no.


Chapter II

The proposal hung between them for three days. Not unspoken—Daniel had been clear enough in the dark—but unclaimed by either of them during daylight, the way you don't touch a live wire even when you know exactly what it does. Vanessa moved through the house with the particular grace of a woman who had just learned something true about the man she'd married and was still deciding what to do with it.

On the fourth day, she found him in the study. He'd loosened his tie but not taken it off, still caught somewhere between the office and home, and he looked up when she came in and she could see he already knew why she was there.

She locked the door behind her. Didn't say anything. Crossed to where he was standing and took the tie the rest of the way off, slow, folded it over the back of the chair. Then she put her hands on his chest and looked at him.

"Talk to him," she said.

Daniel's jaw tightened. "Vanessa—"

"I've thought about it." Her hands moved down, unhurried, following the line of buttons. "I've thought about very little else, actually. And I want you to go talk to him."

"You're sure."

She didn't answer that. Instead she unbuckled his belt and got her hand around him, and he was already hard, had probably been half-hard since he walked through the door just from knowing this conversation was coming. She stroked him slowly and watched his head tip back.

"When you tell him," she said, keeping her voice even, keeping the rhythm of her hand steady, "I want you to be specific. I want him to know exactly what he's being offered. What I look like. What I'm willing to do." She felt him throb against her palm. "And when you come home, I want to know everything. Every word. What his face did when you said my name."

"And if he says no," Daniel managed.

"He won't." She tightened her grip just slightly, just enough, and watched his breath leave him in a rush. "But if he does, then we close the door on it and we never speak of it again." She stroked him once more and then let go, stepped back, smoothed her skirt. "Go talk to your boss, Daniel."

She unlocked the door and left him there.

***

Next day, by six-thirty the floor had mostly cleared. Daniel could hear it happening — the gradual diminishment of voices, the ping of elevators, the particular silence that settled over open-plan offices once the last associate had gone. He stood at his own desk for twenty minutes after that, jacket on, not doing anything, watching the light in Weyland's corner office through the glass partition.

Weyland was still there. He was always the last to leave, and the last to arrive.

Daniel knocked on the open door. Weyland didn't look up from whatever he was reading — a contract, something dense, pages fanned across the desk in the specific disorder of a man who kept perfect track of everything.

"Daniel."

"Do you have a minute?"

"I have several." He turned a page. "Sit down."

Daniel sat in one of the chairs across the desk — the chairs that faced Weyland the way a witness box faced a judge — and put his hands on his knees and tried to remember how he'd planned to begin this. Weyland read for another thirty seconds, which felt like considerably longer, and then set the contract down and looked at him.

"You've been standing at your desk for twenty minutes," Weyland said. "Whatever this is, just say it."

Daniel's mouth was dry. "I've noticed — over the years, at company events — the way you look at Vanessa."

A beat. Weyland's expression didn't move. "Have you?!"

"I'm not saying it as a complaint." Daniel kept his voice steady. "I'm saying it because I think you're a man who knows what he wants, and I think you've wanted something for a while, and I'm here because—" He stopped. The words he'd rehearsed were useless now, sitting across from the man himself, under those pale eyes that gave nothing away. He started again. "I want to propose an arrangement."

Weyland leaned back in his chair, unhurried. Outside the glass, the city was doing what it always did at this hour — darkening, lighting up, indifferent. "What kind of arrangement?"

"The kind where you spend more time with my wife." Daniel held his gaze. "A lot more time. Privately."

The silence that followed was the kind Weyland manufactured deliberately — Daniel had seen him do it in board meetings, watched men fill it with concessions they hadn't meant to make. He kept his mouth shut.

"You're asking me to sleep with Vanessa," Weyland said finally. Flat. Not a question, not a reaction. Just the fact, stated back.

"Yes."

"And you?"

"I want to know about it. Be there, sometimes." Daniel could feel his pulse in his ears. "Watch."

Weyland picked up his pen and turned it between his fingers once, twice, a habit Daniel had catalogued over six years without knowing why. "Why?"

"Because I want—"

"Not what you want. Why this. Why now?" He set the pen down. "You've been watching me look at your gorgeous wife for what, three years? Four? You've been sitting with this for a long time and you're only walking through my door today. So. Why now?"

Daniel held his gaze. "Because of the promotion."

Weyland waited.

"Not as a transaction. I'm not stupid enough to think this buys me anything that isn't earned." He paused, choosing the next part carefully. "But watching it happen — watching someone else move up, someone I outperformed — I understood something. I understood that this firm runs on relationships. Real ones. The kind that go beyond the org chart and the quarterly reviews and the performance metrics. The men who go somewhere here aren't just competent. They're close to you. And close to you means something specific." He kept his voice even. "I want that. I want to be in the room where decisions get made because you trust me completely. Because you know me in a way you don't know anyone else on this floor."

"And you think this accomplishes that!"

"I think it's a beginning," Daniel said. "I think there's no closer understanding between two men than this one. And I think you know exactly what I mean."

A long silence. Outside the glass the last of the office had gone quiet, just the ambient hum of the building, the distant sound of the city forty floors below.

"So, does she know you're here?" Weyland said.

"She sent me."

That landed. Something behind Weyland's eyes shifted — not surprise, nothing as transparent as that — but a reassessment, a door opening onto a room he hadn't expected to find.

"She's looking forward to it," Daniel said. "Those are her words."

Weyland looked at him for a long moment, with the same attention he'd given the contract ten minutes ago. Then something loosened almost imperceptibly at the corner of his mouth — not a smile, not quite.

"I've always known you were a smart man, Daniel," he said. "You're going places."

He picked the contract back up.

"I'll think about it."

***

Daniel came home with Weyland's voice still in his head: I'll think about it.  Not a no. The specificity of it—the way Weyland had looked at him while he said it, the particular angle of his chin, like he was already imagining scenarios Daniel hadn't thought to construct yet—had kept him hard through the drive home.

Vanessa was in the kitchen waiting. He could see the question in her eyes before he'd even closed the door.

"Well?" she asked.

"He said he'd think about it."

She smiled, and it was the most dangerous thing he'd ever seen. "No, he didn't," she said. "He said yes. Men like that don't say yes directly. They say they'll think about it because it lets them pretend they haven't already decided." She moved closer to him, running her hand down his chest. "He's going to call. And when he does, looks like you're going to take me to him."

***

That night, they sat up late in bed with the lights on after some steamy love-making, which was rare. Usually when they talked about this—and they had been talking about it, in careful increments, each conversation adding weight to the shape of it—they did it in the dark. But Vanessa had wanted the lights, and Daniel had understood without asking why. This deserved to be seen.

"I need boundaries," she said, and the directness of it landed between them. "Real ones. Not just feelings, not just 'we'll see how it goes.' Actual boundaries that don't move."

"Tell me."

"He doesn't touch me without you knowing it's about to happen. He doesn't do anything that leaves marks. Nothing that would show at the club, or anywhere outside. And—" She paused, and Daniel could see the particular set of her jaw that meant she was about to say something that cost her. "I want to know everything you were thinking. Every fantasy, every detail of what you imagined while I was with him. I want the truth about what it does to you, not some sanitized version after the fact."

Daniel nodded, understanding. She needed him present in his mind, even when they were apart.

"And," Vanessa continued, "if he's willing—if Marcus is willing—I want you there sometimes. In the room. I want you watching him take me. I want to see you watching while I'm on my knees for him, while he's inside me. I want to know exactly what it's doing to you, and what all I’m willing to do for us, baby."

His cock was already hard. "Baby… That's not a boundary. That's a requirement."

"Yes, it is," she said, and there was the faintest hint of satisfaction in her voice. "It is. Because I need to know you're not going to disappear into your own head and forget I'm there. I need to know this is something we're doing together, not something happening to me while you watch from a distance."

"I won't disappear Vee," Daniel said. "I couldn't if I tried."

"You need to promise that. Actually promise."

He took her hand and pressed it against his chest, right over his heartbeat. "I promise."

She was quiet for a moment, feeling his heart jump under her palm. "And you need to promise something else."

"What?"

"You need to promise that if at any point I say stop, everything stops. Not later. Not after. Right then. You walk out, he walks out, it's done."

"Yes."

"Even if it's the middle of something. Even if it costs you the promotion."

"Yes," he said, and meant it. "Even then."

She nodded, satisfied. "Okay then." She switched the lights off and shifted closer to him in bed, her body warm against his, and they lay like that in the darkness, the full picture of what was coming settling over them both.

***

The dinner was at Weyland's penthouse, the kind of place that announced money without having to say a word about it. Floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the city, art on the walls that Daniel recognized as the sort of thing that required a personal collector, furniture that probably had a name and a history. Weyland met them at the elevator in an open-collared shirt—expensive, casual in the way that required genuine wealth to pull off—and his eyes moved over Vanessa in a slow pass that made Daniel's mouth go dry.

"Vanessa. You look remarkable."

She did. She'd chosen a dress that was simple enough to seem effortless and cut in such a way that every movement she made suggested exactly what was underneath it. Black, high-necked in front, but the back dropped low enough that her husband’s hand on her lower back at the elevator had felt the bare warmth of her skin. She'd curled her hair, and it fell in waves past her shoulders, and her makeup was flawless in the way of a woman who'd taken time with it.

"Thank you, Marcus," she said, and Daniel's cock jumped at the sound of his first name in her mouth. She'd never called him that before. Not in front of Daniel, anyway.

The other guests were established money—two couples Daniel recognized from firm events, a woman who ran something in venture capital, a man who looked vaguely senatorial. They were already there, drinks in hand, the kind of people for whom this kind of evening was routine. Weyland moved them all through introductions with the ease of a man who'd done it a thousand times, his hand at Vanessa's elbow, guiding her through the penthouse, and Daniel watched from across the room with a drink he wasn't actually drinking, hard enough that he had to adjust his slacks when he thought no one was looking.

Dinner was served at a table that probably cost more than Daniel's entire house. Weyland had placed Vanessa to his right—not accidental, Daniel knew the language of seating arrangements—and Daniel sat further down, positioned so he could watch the exact angle of Weyland's shoulder toward hers, the way his attention seemed to narrow whenever she spoke. She was radiant in a way Daniel had rarely seen, poised and witty and completely in command of the room, except for the moments when Weyland said something that made her laugh and her hand would come up to her throat, fingers splayed, and Daniel could see exactly what Weyland was looking at. The curve of her neck. The exposed line of her collarbone. The way her body responded to his attention.

The other guests seemed oblivious. They talked about market conditions and vacation homes and a new restaurant in the financial district that was impossible to get into. Weyland listened to all of it with the patient attention of a man who'd mastered the art of looking engaged while his mind was somewhere else entirely. His hand was on the table between them, and Vanessa's wine glass sat in the space between his hand and hers, and Daniel watched her track the geography of it like she was mapping something.

After dinner, Weyland suggested cognac on the terrace. The other guests accepted and moved outside into the cool evening air, to the other end of the large private terrace that overlooked the financial district, and Daniel followed because there was nothing else to do, because leaving would be an admission of something he wasn't ready to admit yet. Vanessa stayed inside, ostensibly to admire a painting Weyland had mentioned during dinner, and Daniel's hands clenched around his cognac glass so hard he thought it might shatter.

He could see them through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Weyland was standing close to the painting—or close to Vanessa, really, the painting was incidental—and she was looking up at him with that particular stillness, the one that meant she'd decided something. His hand came up and touched the bare skin of her back, just briefly, tracing the line of her spine, and Daniel's breathing went shallow.

He watched Weyland say something—his lips moved but Daniel couldn't hear it—and watched Vanessa's mouth open slightly in response. Watched Weyland's hand move lower, his fingers spread wide against the small of her back, the fabric of her dress the only thing between his skin and hers. Watched his other hand come up and cup her cheek, his thumb tracing her jawline, tilting her face up toward his.

They weren't kissing—not quite—but they were close enough that Daniel could see it was a matter of seconds, a matter of Vanessa deciding whether to close that distance or pull away. She didn't pull away. She stood there, chin tilted up, eyes steady on Weyland's face, and Daniel's cock was so hard it ached. He thanked the Gods for keeping the other guests far away from the view of the window.

Weyland leaned down until their foreheads were almost touching, and Daniel could see him speaking, saw Vanessa's lips part, saw her hand come up and grip Weyland's wrist. Not pushing away. Holding him there.

Then Weyland pulled back, his expression unchanged—he just looked at her like she was a problem he'd already solved—and excused himself to join the other guests on the terrace. Vanessa stayed inside for another few minutes, adjusting her dress, her hand trembling slightly as she smoothed her hair.

***

An hour later, Weyland walked the other guests to the elevators. When he returned to the living room where Daniel and Vanessa waited, his jacket was off, his sleeves rolled up to the elbows. He poured himself a fresh cognac and settled into one of the chairs facing them both, the picture of casual authority.

"I assume Daniel has explained the general shape of what he proposed," Weyland said to her. Not a question. He looked at Vanessa directly. "But I prefer to be precise about these things."

Vanessa was very still. Daniel could feel her breathing beside him on the sofa, controlled and measured.

"I'm interested in you, Vanessa. Not in some abstract sense. Concretely. Physically. I've been watching how you move through the world for six years, and I know exactly what I want." He took a slow sip of his cognac. "I want you to come to me. Regularly. Here, or elsewhere as circumstances require. I want your attention, your body, your compliance. In exchange, Daniel gets what he wants professionally—the director slot opens up, and it goes to him. Beyond that, I'll ensure your family has access to the circles you're trying to enter. The committee seat, introductions to the right people, the social infrastructure you're building toward. All of it becomes possible."

He paused, letting that land.

"I’m going to be setting the arrangement specifics here now; it is going to be simple. You're available when I call. You do what I ask, within reason. You tell me yes, and you mean it—no performance, no reluctance. In return, you get security and access. Daniel gets his career. Everyone wins."

"Within reason," Vanessa said quietly. "What does that mean?"

"It means I'm not interested in hurting you or damaging you. Daniel spoke about your don’ts earlier today. No marks that show. Nothing that would compromise your health or safety. But everything else is negotiable." He looked at her the way he had at the painting—like she was already his, like this was a formality. "You come to me, you dress how I ask, you touch me how I ask. You let me inside you. You take what I give you. And you say thank you."

Daniel's cock jumped at the words, at the cold precision of it, at the way Weyland laid it out like a contract.

Vanessa's hand found Daniel's in the space between them on the sofa. He could feel her pulse racing where her fingers interlaced with his.

"And if I say no?" she asked.

"Then nothing changes. You go home, we all pretend this never happened, and we return to the status quo. Daniel stays where he is. You keep attending luncheons and hoping for invitations." Weyland finished his cognac. "But I don't think you'll say no."

"Why not?!"

"Because you've already decided," he said simply. "I can see it in the way you're sitting there. You're afraid, but you're not unwilling. The fear is part of what's turning you on." He set his glass down on the table between them. "Friday. Three pm. Come alone."

"Alone?" Daniel's voice came out rougher than he intended.

"Alone," Weyland confirmed, his eyes still on Vanessa. "I want her first without the distraction of your presence. After that, we'll see what arrangements make sense going forward."

Vanessa squeezed Daniel's hand once, hard, then let go. She stood, her body moving with that particular grace, and Daniel watched her cross to where Weyland sat. She looked down at him for a moment, and then at his crotch, the outline of his clearly hard cock, and by the size of the outline, she knew he was well above of what she’s used to over the last decade and so, she kept her eyes at it for just a second more — before back to meeting the eyes on the older by a couple of decades wealthy and powerful boss of her husband.

"Friday it is then," she said. "See you at three."

Weyland smiled, and it was the coldest thing Daniel had ever seen.

In the car, Vanessa was quiet. Daniel drove with the radio off and his attention on the road, but he was hyperaware of her in the passenger seat, of the particular quality of her silence. At a red light, he finally asked, "What are you thinking?"

"I'm thinking about Friday," she said, very quietly. "I'm thinking about what you're going to feel like, knowing I'm there in his house without you, knowing what's happening. I'm thinking about the way he looked at me when he said that." She paused. "I'm thinking about whether I want to come back and tell you everything, or whether I want to keep some of it just for myself."

His cock hardened against his thigh. "Are you scared?"

"Terrified," she said, and he could hear the smile in her voice. "And I can't wait. And I don’t think I want to keep any of it just for myself."


Chapter III

At 1:47 in the afternoon, Marcus Weyland pushed back from his desk.

Daniel heard it through the glass. He didn't look up.

Weyland's office ran the northeast corner — floor-to-ceiling glass on two sides, blinds always up. He liked being visible. Daniel had clocked that early. He'd clocked a lot of things early, and understood most of them too late.

He watched the reflection in his monitor. Weyland shrugging on his jacket in one motion, unhurried. Then the cufflinks — left, right, a small precise adjustment. Daniel watched his hands and thought: he's dressing for something. Not golf. Not a client. His hands knew exactly where they were going.

Daniel kept his face at his screen.

Weyland came out through the glass door and crossed the floor. "Golf," Weyland said to his secretary. For the floor's benefit, if anyone was paying attention. He held Daniel's gaze across from there, and they both knew what it meant and neither of them said anything else about it. Weyland then walked over to Daniel's desk, and his mouth moved — not quite a smile. He stopped at his desk and said nothing for a moment. Around them the floor hummed. Keyboards. A phone going unanswered two rows over. Someone laughing near the windows. Nobody looking. Nobody with any reason to.

Then, quiet enough that it didn't carry past the desk: "Tell Mrs. Hale I'm expecting her sharp at three," he told his faithful, ambitious employee.

Mrs. Hale.  His wife's name. His name. Out of Weyland's mouth like it was a scheduling note.

Daniel's cock went hard.

"Of course," he said.

Weyland walked to the elevators. The doors opened. He was gone. Everyone else on the floor were preoccupied with their own stuff, going on about their last working day for the week, waiting for the clock to hit six to go back to their homes and enjoy their weekend. Daniel was also looking forward to going back home, but his reason was drastically different, and he was pretty sure he was the only one at least on this floor with this reason.

Daniel sat very still. The floor kept humming around him. He pressed his feet flat to the carpet and breathed and did not reach for his phone, because if he reached for his phone he would check the time and then he would do the math and he didn't need to do the math yet. He needed to get through the rest of the afternoon first.

He checked his phone.

1:49.

Nothing from Vanessa. He knew she'd be on time; she always was everywhere. And he knew today especially would be no different. She'd be getting ready now. Standing in their bedroom, pulling on the things Weyland had told her to wear, and thinking about where she was going, and Daniel was here, and the floor hummed, and his cock ached against his trousers, and there was nothing to do about any of it except wait.

***

The box had arrived yesterday. No card.

She'd opened it alone in the bedroom — Daniel at work, the apartment quiet — and lifted each piece out of the tissue one at a time. The bra. The garter belt with its small satin bows. The thong. The thigh-highs. All of it the same pale blush pink, carrying the name of an expensive European brand, all in lace and satin, and all of it exactly right. Not approximately right. Exactly. He had looked at her once across a dinner table and made a decision about her body that turned out to be correct, and Vanessa had stood there holding a handful of pink lace and felt something move through her that she hadn't named yet and still hadn't.

Now she put it on.

She started with the bra. The underwire lifted her and the lace trim sat just at the swell of her breasts, and the fit was perfect — not approximately, not close enough. Perfect. Like he'd measured her in his head across the dinner table and written it down afterward. The thought made her nipples harden against the fabric before she'd even reached for the next piece.

The garter belt next, high on her waist, cinching. She smoothed her hands down her own sides just to feel it sitting there, the satin bows at her hips, the suspender straps hanging loose. She clipped the thigh-highs on slowly, drawing each one up, feeling the lace band settle at the top of her thigh, and by the time she straightened from the second one she was wet enough that she could feel it — that specific, obvious warmth — and she hadn't even looked in the mirror yet.

She looked in the mirror.

The thong barely covered anything. The garter framed everything. And the body inside all of it — the body Daniel had quietly, generously funded into its best possible version, the subtle work done by the best hands in the city, the pilates and the trainer and the nutritionist and the years of maintenance that cost what it cost and that Daniel had never once questioned — that body looked like it had been made for exactly this moment. She looked like the woman on the billboard. Not inspired by her, not adjacent to her. Her. The kind of image that sold the lingerie because no one could look at it and think about anything else.

The thing she couldn't say out loud yet was that she hadn't needed the outfit to look like this. The outfit just made it undeniable.

The heels went on. She stood straight and let herself look for one more moment and then picked up her phone before she did something stupid like touch herself.

First photo: one of her full-length designer coats on, belted to the throat, nothing showing. She looked composed. Expensive. Like a wife going somewhere respectable. She sent it to Daniel and then unbuttoned the coat from the bottom up, slow, and held it wide open.

Second photo: everything. All of it in the mirror — the pink lace, the garter straps pulling taut against the thigh-highs, the smooth bare skin above the lace band, the heels. Her face turned over her shoulder at the camera, her expression doing something she didn't entirely plan. The cool bedroom air hit the bare skin of her thighs and she felt herself clench around nothing and sent the photo before she could think about it too hard.

His reply came in after a good fifteen seconds.

All the best baby

Daniel, seeing his wife in lingerie another man paid for, managed to send just that.

Vanessa stood with her phone and felt the wet heat between her thighs and understood, not for the first time, that this was doing something to Daniel that went beyond what either of them had actual words for yet. That understanding moved through her body, not her head. She pressed her thighs together once, felt the slickness, and made herself stop.

She buttoned the coat. Collar to hem. Belted it.

The chauffeured tinted car Weyland had arranged was waiting.

She sat in the back and kept her hands flat on her thighs and looked at the city through the window and tried not to think ahead. Her mind went anyway — not to what she'd planned to think about, but to the dinner, to Weyland's eyes dropping from her face, to what she'd clocked through the fabric of his trousers when he'd stood close to say goodnight. She hadn't been looking for it. Her eyes had just gone there and then she'd known, and she hadn't told Daniel that part, and now the coat was belted over everything Weyland had chosen and the car was turning north and her pussy was wet against the thong and she was going to be exactly on time.

***

The elevator took forty floors and Vanessa spent them thinking about what was under the coat. Not abstractly. Specifically — the way the lace sat against her nipples, the thong pulled between her thighs, the suspender straps tensioning against her skin every time she shifted her weight. She was wet enough that she could feel it with every small movement and by the time the doors opened her underwear was ruined and she hadn't even been touched yet.

She stepped out and pressed the bell at exactly three o'clock.

The door opened and Weyland was already looking at her — not a glance, not a greeting, a look, direct and unhurried, like he'd been standing on the other side of that door thinking about the same things she'd been thinking about in the elevator. His shirt sleeves were rolled to the forearm. His eyes dropped to the coat, the hem, her heels below it, and came back up to her face, and what was in them wasn't the boardroom version of Marcus Weyland.

"Vanessa." The way he said her name — not a greeting, just an acknowledgment. There you are.  "Come in."

She'd been here once before. She knew the layout, the view through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city forty floors below, the way the space felt like money that had stopped trying to prove itself. She stepped inside and he closed the door behind her and when she turned around he was closer than she'd expected.

"Six years," he said, almost to himself. His eyes moved over the coat, the hem, her heels below it. "I've stood across from you at those soul-sucking events for six years."

He undid the belt first, unhurried, feeding it through the loops. "You were the only good thing about those parties." Then the buttons, one at a time from the top — his fingers never touching her skin, just the fabric, and somehow that was worse. When the last button came free he pushed the coat back off her shoulders and let it fall and stepped back.

The silence lasted several seconds.

He looked at her the way men didn't let themselves look at other men's wives — openly, unhurriedly, like she was already his and they both knew it. His gaze dropped to her breasts, the lace barely containing them, then to the garter belt cinched at her waist, the suspender straps framing her hips, the thong, the bare strip of skin above the thigh-highs. He took his time. He took all the time he wanted. And when his eyes came back up to her face there was something there that hadn't been there at the dinner — heat, actual heat, held under glass but visible — and Vanessa felt her pussy clench and her breath go shallow and understood that being wanted by a man like this was a different category of thing entirely.

"Christ," he said quietly. Not performed. Involuntary.

Her nipples were hard enough to show through the lace and she didn't try to hide it. Let him see. Let him see all of it.

He moved toward her and she felt every step in her pussy. When he stopped he was close enough that she could smell his cologne and feel the warmth off his shirt, and he reached out and ran two fingers slowly along the top edge of the garter belt, tracing it from her hip toward the center, not taking his eyes off her face. Like he was checking the workmanship. Like he'd paid for it and he was entitled to examine it.

"You got in a car," he said, low, "in just this, and came to me." His hand slid around and gropped her ass, full and unhesitating, and stayed there. "That's a good girl."

The words and the hand hit her at the same time. She exhaled — not quite a gasp, not quite controlled — and felt herself go wetter against the thong and gripped his forearm without meaning to.

His other hand came up to her jaw then — warmly, thumb at her chin — tilting her face up to his. He looked at her from close range the same way he'd looked from across the room. Unhurried and certain.

"You're going to thank me when I'm done," he said.

Then he took her hand and led her to the bedroom.

***

The bedroom was large, spare, expensive, a wall of windows with the city forty floors below. He didn't turn the lights off. He stood in the middle of the room and looked at her — still in the lingerie, garter straps, thigh-highs, heels — and said nothing. Just looked. The silence had weight.

Vanessa understood.

She crossed to him and sank to her knees on the floor and looked up and his expression did something she hadn't seen it do before — something that wasn't quite composed. His hand came to her jaw, tilted her face up once, just to look at her there, on her knees in his bedroom in the pink lace he'd chosen, and then he undid his belt.

He pushed his trousers and shorts down together and Vanessa looked up and her mouth went dry.

She'd seen the outline of it after that dinner through his trousers. She had not been wrong.

He was significantly larger than Daniel. Not marginally — thick enough that her hand didn't fully close around him, long enough that she felt her pussy clench just looking at it, and the part of her brain that was still doing the math quietly noted that she was about to feel all of that inside her and her thighs pressed together on their own. She held that thought for exactly one second, on her knees, and then wrapped her hand around the base of him and took him in her mouth.

He wasn't fully hard yet and she felt him grow against her tongue and the thought arrived without warning — twelve years, one year of exclusively dating and eleven years of faithfully being married to one man, and now this  — and instead of stopping her it made her grip tighten at the base and her mouth work slower, more deliberately, like she was learning something she intended to remember. She felt the weight of him increasing, the length of him pushing further than she was used to, and had to adjust her hand and then adjust again, and the stretch of her jaw was already different from anything the last twelve years had prepared her for. She'd always been good at this. She'd always enjoyed it. But this was a different category of experience entirely — the size of him, the specific effort of it, the way she had to work to take more and felt the satisfaction of managing it move through her like a reward. She worked the head, while maintaining eye contact, as her tongue moved in slow circles, her hand at the base, and saw him exhale through his nose in a long controlled stream that told her everything she needed to know about what it was costing him to stay still. His hand came to the back of her head — not pushing, not directing, just resting there with a weight that said mine  — as he met her eyes and she took him deeper and felt his thigh tense under her free hand and heard him say her name once, low and involuntary, like it had come out without his permission.

She worked him until his hand tightened in her hair and his hips made a small movement he didn't seem to intend.

She pulled back slowly, a string of saliva breaking between her lip and the head of his fully hard cock, her jaw aching pleasantly, and looked up at him.

He pulled her up by the arm and turned her and unclipped the bra in one motion. It fell. His hands came around from behind and covered her breasts — both of them, full handfuls, his thumbs finding her nipples — and his mouth dropped to her neck and she felt him against the small of her back, hard, all of it, and her hips rolled back against him before she'd decided to.

He let her. His hands worked her breasts slowly while she ground back against him, his mouth moving from her neck to her shoulder and back up, and she reached back and gripped his thigh for something to hold onto and felt him press forward into her, and heard him exhale against her ear. She was making small sounds she wasn't fully in control of. The garter straps were pulling against her thighs with every movement and the thong was useless at this point and she was rocking back against him like she'd forgotten she was supposed to be composed.

His mouth found the side of her neck once again, and he bit down lightly… she gasped and pressed harder, making him make a low sound against her skin that she felt in her spine.

"Bed," he said against her neck.

He sat her on the edge of it and stepped back and took his shirt off; she'd known he just didn’t play golf, but knowing and seeing were different things. She sat on the edge of her husband’s boss’s bed and looked at him and felt her pussy dampening the lace between her thighs.

He came back to her slowly. Stood between her knees and tipped her chin up and looked at her face for a moment — really looked, the way he hadn't quite allowed himself to until now — and then he laid her back on the bed and his mouth went to her throat first, then her collarbone, then her breast, his tongue closing over her nipple with a patience that made her back arch off the mattress. His hand slid down her tight stomach and she thought — involuntarily, vividly — Daniel is at his desk right now  and the thought didn't cool anything. It did the opposite. It moved through her like heat and she gripped Weyland's hair and pressed into his mouth and let it.

His hand reached her thighs and pushed the thong aside and felt what was there and he lifted his head from her breast and looked at her.

"All of this," he said, "is for me."

Not a question.

"Yes," she said.

He made a low sound — the most unguarded thing she'd heard from him — and pressed two fingers inside her and she gasped at the stretch and the fullness and the fact that it was his  fingers, not Daniel's, and that Daniel knew, and the layered wrongness of that hit her somewhere that wasn't wrong at all. She gripped the sheets. Her hips moved toward his hand without her permission. She was so wet she could hear it.

He pulled the thong off and kept everything else — the garter belt, the thigh-highs, the heels — and looked at her laid out on his bed like that for one long moment.

Then he put his mouth on her.

She stopped being able to think in full sentences almost immediately.

He ate her out the way he did everything — with total patience, with precision, reading her responses and adjusting without being asked, no rush, no performance, just his mouth and his hands and six years of apparently very specific wanting applied directly to her. She came hard, both hands in his hair, thighs locked around his head, trying not to be as loud as she was being and failing.

He gave her thirty seconds.

Then he came over her and lined himself up and Vanessa felt the blunt pressure of his meaty cock at her entrance and her breath caught.

He didn't push in. He held there. His eyes on her face.

"Tell me what you want," he said.

She held his gaze. "I want you to fuck me."

He pressed forward — just the head, just enough — and stopped. "Ask properly."

Her whole body was clenching toward him. "Please," she said. "Please fuck me."

He pushed inside.

Vanessa's breath left her in a rush. He went slowly — inch by inch, letting her feel every increment of it, watching her face the whole time — and she could feel all of it, the stretch and the fullness and the depth of him, more than she'd had in longer than she could remember, more than she'd expected even after the math. She gripped the sheets. Her thighs fell wider. He seated himself fully and held there and she clenched around him involuntarily and heard him exhale slow and controlled through his nose, a man holding himself together by choice.

"God —" she started.

"Say it."

"You're so much —" She couldn't finish it.

He pulled back and thrust and she lost the sentence entirely.

He fucked her deep and unhurried, his hand gripping her hip to control the angle, the headboard knocking once against the wall, and Vanessa stopped thinking about anything outside this room and just felt it. Felt him. The weight of him, the length of every stroke, the specific pressure of him hitting deep each time that made her vision blur at the edges.

He put her stockinged leg over his shoulder.

The angle changed and she cried out — not a managed sound, a real one, loud enough that she registered it distantly and didn't care — and he did it again from that angle and she dug her fingers into his forearm and said don't stop  and he didn't. He stayed there, in that position, driving into her with her leg hooked over his shoulder and her heel against his back, and she felt the second orgasm building differently than the first — deeper, fuller, located somewhere more central — and when it broke she arched clean off the bed and clenched around him so hard she felt him groan above her, the first real uncontrolled sound he'd made, and she pulled him deeper with her heel and rode it out while he kept moving through every second of it.

When she came back down she was shaking.

He wasn't done.

He fucked her through the aftershocks, slower now, deeper, each stroke intentionally tasteful; he wanted to make sure the good wife remembered this even when she goes back to her husband, and she was so sensitised that every push made her twitch and clench around him and gasp and she couldn't tell anymore where oversensitivity ended and wanting more began. She watched his face and saw it — the control she'd been watching him maintain all afternoon finally, finally going. His jaw tight. His breathing audible, unguarded. His eyes on her face and then squeezing shut like he couldn't look at her and keep himself together at the same time.

He pushed in deep and stopped moving.

She felt him finish inside her.

Not over rubber, not through anything — bare, direct, the first time in twelve years it had been anyone other than Daniel, and she felt the difference immediately, felt the heat and amount of him pouring into her and her pussy clenched greedily around it like it had been waiting. He was groaning against her throat, low and wrecked, and she had done that, her body had done that to Marcus Weyland, and she dug her heels into his back and milked every drop out of him knowingly, squeezing around him, working him through it, and felt him shudder and curse and grip her hip hard and didn't stop until he was trembling and spent and heavy on top of her.

She held him there. Kept her stockinged thighs locked around him. Felt the warmth of his cum filling her and thought — Daniel is going to lose his mind  — and felt herself clench again at the thought, aftershocks firing through her at the image of walking back through their front door with Weyland still dripping down her thighs.

The thought went through her like a second orgasm.

He stayed inside her for a long moment. Neither of them moved. The room was quiet. His weight on her was heavier now, less controlled, and she found she didn't mind it.

Then he pulled out slowly and sat on the edge of the bed, and Vanessa lay on her back and felt the immediate, unmistakable sensation of his cum beginning to run out of her and pressed her thighs together and held it there. The thigh-highs still on, although twisted. One heel still fully on, the other dangling about to fall off. The garter belt sitting at her waist crooked. Her body wrecked in every way she'd wanted it to be and one way she hadn't anticipated — the specific, warm, impossible-to-ignore evidence of what had just happened, of whose it was, settling into her while she stared at the ceiling of Marcus Weyland's bedroom on a Friday late afternoon.

Her body was still feeling him. The room was quiet. Forty floors below, the city went on about its business.

She thought about Daniel.

She was already looking forward to telling him everything.

***

He didn't dress. He crossed to the chair in the corner and shrugged on a plush robe — dark, heavy, expensive — and belted it loosely, and that was somehow more arrogant than a suit would have been. Vanessa stayed on the bed and watched and didn't pretend she wasn't watching.

He reached for his watch on the nightstand. Fastened it. Looked at her.

She held his gaze.

"Next Tuesday," he said. "Two o'clock."

She nodded.

"Bring Daniel."

The image arrived before she'd processed the words — Daniel, in this room, standing somewhere behind her while Weyland did what Weyland had just spent the last two hours doing to her. Her thighs pressed together around everything Weyland had left inside her and she felt her pussy clench and had to breathe through her nose and locate her composure from wherever it had gone.

"He can watch," Weyland said. The same tone he'd used for the appointment time. "Nothing else. Not yet."

Not yet.

She knew what that meant. Not today, not next Tuesday, but eventually — Daniel in this room not just watching. Her body registered the implication before her mind did, a low pull she felt in her stomach and lower, and she understood that the arrangement she and Daniel had agreed to had longer horizons than either of them had fully mapped.

She found her composure. "Alright," she said. One word, steady. She was proud of that.

He looked at her for one more moment — the full assessment, unhurried, taking in what he'd done to her and what she looked like now, still arranged on his bed in his lingerie — and then his mouth moved, almost a smile. "I'd invite you to join me for a shower, but I've got a poker game." He picked up his phone from the nightstand, checked something, set it down. "Besides." His eyes moved over her once more, deliberate. "I suspect Daniel would prefer you go back to him just the way you are."

He left. She heard him move through the penthouse, heard the quiet close of a door, and then it was just her in his bedroom in the afternoon light.

Vanessa sat on the edge of the bed and reached for her thong from the floor; the bra was nowhere to be found, probably under a furniture or in some corner. She held the thong. Looked at what the afternoon had done to it. She set it back down. She wasn't putting that back on. She wasn't covering what he'd left in her with a scrap of ruined lace — she was going to feel every step to the elevator, every floor down, the whole ride home. She wanted to arrive at her own front door, back to her husband, just like this.

She pulled the thigh-high straight. Adjusted the suspender. Stood, felt herself shift with the movement, pressed her thighs together and breathed.

She walked out of the bedroom and picked up her phone from the clutch she walked in with that now lay in the living room floor beside her coat.

4:53.

And a message from Daniel, delivered five minutes ago.

Leaving work early, will be back home by the time you're back. Love you.

Vanessa read it once. Then she looked up at herself in the mirror across the room — hair slightly undone, nothing on her body but the garter belt and thigh-highs and everything Weyland had left in her — and looked at herself for a long moment.

She didn't reply. She was going to be seeing him soon enough. She picked up the coat. Put it on, buttoned it, belted it. Collar to hem. And walked herself out to the front door and to the private elevator.

The elevator arrived. She stepped in.

Forty floors down, the doors would open and the city would be there — ordinary, oblivious, everyone going about their Friday. She would walk through it in a floor-length coat with the evidence of what had happened warm between her thighs, soaking up her thigh-highs; nobody would know, and her sweet yet kinky smart husband would open the door… and he would know everything.

She felt the drop of the elevator in her stomach and pressed her thighs together and smiled.


Chapter IV

He left early.

Not because there was anything left to do at the desk. He'd read the same paragraph of a new client’s term sheet four times and retained nothing, and by mid-afternoon he'd stopped pretending. He told his assistant he had a call to take from home and she looked at him the way she sometimes looked at him — a half-second too long, something behind it — and said of course.

He was in the elevator before she'd finished the sentence.

And if she'd pushed back, if anyone had — if his section head had materialized from his office doorway with something urgent, some crisis that needed Daniel's particular attention right now — he thought he might have just looked at him. Just looked at him and thought: my wife is across town with our big boss and I can leave whenever I want.  He didn't know if that was dignity or the opposite of it. He suspected it didn't matter. He had the run of the floor in a way he hadn't had last month, and everyone could feel it even if no one could name it, and walking out mid-afternoon on a Tuesday was the smallest possible expression of that.

He drove with his phone face-down on the passenger seat and did not look at it. He'd sent the text and that was enough. That was probably already too much.

Leaving work early, will be back home by the time you're back. Love you.

He'd typed it standing at the elevator bay and sent it before he could think clearly about what she'd be doing when it arrived. She hadn't replied. Of course she hadn't. She was in Weyland's bed and the text from her husband saying love you  was sitting unread in her phone somewhere on his floor.

He was hard the whole drive. He kept both hands on the wheel and looked at the road.

He'd been hard, on and off, since the morning, and even more since the moment Weyland had walked out of his office and said Tell Mrs. Hale, I'm expecting her sharp at three,  — before moving toward the elevator — and Daniel had watched the doors close and the floor indicator descend and stop.

His penthouse. His wife in a coat wearing the lingerie he’d bought for her underneath it.

He couldn't stop placing her in it. He'd been to the penthouse once, a firm event years ago — the long view west, the bedroom behind the double doors — and he kept putting her there, in different positions, in different states of undress, mapping Weyland's particular patience against the shape of an afternoon that was happening without him. Whether the coat was already off. Whether she was on her knees. Whether Weyland had said anything or just moved her where he wanted her without needing to. His cock throbbed against his thigh and he kept going, kept placing her there, and it didn't help and he couldn't stop.

He'd gone to the men's room and run cold water over his wrists. It had helped nothing.

He'd gone back to the term sheet and read it until leaving felt like a decision instead of a failure.

He poured two fingers of bourbon and sat on the couch now back at home and didn't drink it.

He checked his phone. Put it face-down. Picked it back up.

What he kept coming back to was the moment Weyland had walked out of his office and said her name. To Daniel. The way the words Mrs. Hale , came out of his mouth, like she was already his to collect. Six years of watching her and now he was doing something about it, and Daniel had made that possible, had offered it, and Weyland had simply said yes the way he said yes to anything that made sense.

Daniel pressed his hand against his cock and held it there and didn't move.

This was what he'd asked for.

He made himself take his hand off his crotch and keep it flat on his knee.

He heard the elevator.

Not the door yet — the elevator itself, the mechanical drop and stop of it landing on their floor, the ping announcing its arrival, the pause before the inner doors parted. He'd lived here long enough to know that sound from across the apartment.

He set his phone face-down on the cushion.

Footsteps near the door. A beat. Then the key in the lock.

She walked in, still in the coat.

Dark camel wool, belted. She'd rebeltled it before she left, which meant she'd had it off, which his body received like a current regardless of whether he needed the information. Her hair was down and slightly toussled— it hadn't been this morning. Her makeup from the pictures earlier wasn’t there anymore, she’d clearly wiped it off, guessing it was better to be makeup-less than walk into her building with a post-shag look. Her lips were slightly swollen and her cheeks had the high flush that started at her collarbone, the color that only came after, and she was in the clear-heeled mules with nothing else detectable below the coat hem, and she was smiling, almost the same smile she gets when she’s drunk.

She wasn’t smiling at him. She was just smiling — the way someone smiles when they've been carrying something pleasant for a long time and they're still holding it.

She closed the door. Set her clutch on the entry table. Looked at Daniel.

"Hey babe," she said.

"Hi."

She came toward him and something compressed in his chest. She moved differently than this morning — nothing performed, no theater — just an ease in her hips, a settled quality, like her body had been confirmed in something it had been waiting to confirm. She stopped a foot in front of him and reached for the belt on her coat.

She pulled it loose and let the coat fall open.

The high-waist garter belt with the satin bows at the hips, blush pink, the thigh-highs still smooth and clipped into place. No bra. No thong. Her skin had the particular looseness of someone who'd been undressed and handled for a long time — not disheveled, just settled into herself differently, the way a woman looks when she's been thoroughly fucked and hasn't bothered to pretend otherwise.

And between her legs she was wet. Not delicately. Visibly slick down the inside of both thighs, not cleaned up, not touched — exactly as Weyland had left her. She'd walked out of the penthouse like this, through the lobby, into the car with the driver, up in their elevator. She'd carried everything Weyland had put in her all the way home and she'd opened her coat and let Daniel see it.

She watched him look. Gave him all the time he needed. The smile held.

Then: "He sends his regards."

He was on his feet before he'd chosen to move.

He got his hands on her face and kissed her, hard, and she made a sound against his mouth and her hands came up and shoved his jacket off his shoulders. He walked her back and she sat down on the couch and pulled him with her and he got the coat off her and her thigh over his hip and buried his face in her neck.

She still smelled like the penthouse. Something expensive he couldn't name — a cologne that wasn't his, heavier, sitting in her hair and on her skin — and underneath it she smelled like sex in a way she only smelled when she'd been ravished for a long time, thoroughly, and the combination bypassed thought entirely. He pushed his nose into the curve of her throat and breathed it in and her nails went into his back.

He got his pants open and down.

He made himself stop and get his hand between her thighs first. He had to feel it before he was inside it. He pressed two fingers against her and she was open and wet and full in a way he hadn't made her — a looseness that wasn't hers alone, a warmth from deeper inside — and there was more of it than she'd started with and it ran over his knuckles and the sound he made into her neck was not language.

"He didn't pull out." she said quietly, watching his face.

He took his fingers out and pushed his hard-since-morning cock inside her.

She took him in one stroke and he groaned into her neck at the feeling of it — the wetness, the heat, the specific looseness of her that wasn't hers alone — and his whole body understood immediately what it was inside and what had made it that way. Weyland had been here first. Weyland had been here all afternoon. And Daniel was pushing through all of it now, feeling every stroke of it, and the scandalousness of that and the want of that were the exact same thing and he was already gone.

He fucked her fast and shallow and couldn't stop, couldn't pace it, didn't try. His hand found her ass and gripped and she made a sound beneath him — low and leisurely, a woman who'd spent hours being thoroughly enjoyed and was now simply watching her husband inside her an hour after his boss was — and that sound finished him. He came hard with his face buried in her hair and felt himself finishing inside everything Weyland had already left there, and that thought alone — the layering of it, whose was whose — was what finally pushed him over the edge.

He stayed there after. Still inside her. Breathing.

Her hand moved up his back, slow. She wasn't breathing hard at all.

He cleaned up and came back and sat at the other end of the couch. She'd closed the coat, legs tucked underneath her. He poured two glasses of bourbon, gave her one and this time he drank it.

"Tell me," he said.

"All of it?"

"Yes."

She held his gaze for a moment. Then she started at the beginning.

The coat. He'd taken it off her himself, button by button, she said — not in a hurry, not performing patience, just actually unhurried — and then he'd stepped back and looked at her. Really looked, the way he hadn't quite allowed himself to at the dinner. She let him.

"He said that's a good girl ," she said. "When the coat came off."

Daniel's jaw tightened. He loosened it.

"How did it sound."

"Like a fact." She considered. "Not something he was giving me. Something he'd determined."

"And."

"And I wanted to hear it again." She said it directly. "I want you to know that."

He nodded once. He held her gaze and nodded.

She told him about her knees on the bedroom floor. She told it plainly — she'd always understood that he needed the actual thing, not the shape of it — and she told him about the size of him, how she'd had to adjust her hand and then adjust again, how the stretch of her jaw had been different from anything the last twelve years had prepared her for, and how that had made her work slower, more deliberately, like she was learning something she intended to keep. She told him about maintaining eye contact. She told him about the moment his hand had tightened in her hair and he'd said her name like it had come out without his permission.

Daniel was holding her hand. He didn't remember taking it.

"I already knew," she said. "About the size. I'd noticed it at that dinner," She paused. "Through his trousers, when I stood close to him at the end of the night." She looked at him steadily. "I didn't tell you that when we talked after. I should have."

"Why didn't you Vee?!"

A beat. Honest. "Because I'd already started wanting it by then, and I didn't know how to say that yet." She held his eyes. "I'm not sure I'd said it to myself."

He turned her hand over and held it.

She told him the rest. She told him about Weyland's mouth on her pussy — not merely as a foreplay, but how his full attention was applied directly to it, patient and precise, reading her responses the way he read everything, and she spoke about how she'd orgasmed with both hands in his hair and her thighs clamped around his head trying to muffle herself and failing. She told Daniel that Weyland had given her thirty seconds and then come over her. She told him about feeling the blunt pressure of him at her entrance before he pushed in — the stretch of it, the specific fullness of each inch, the way he'd gone slowly and watched her face the whole time, she saw he was letting go all six years of waiting and finally basking in having her — and that she'd had to grip the sheets to hold still.

"He told me to ask for it," she said. "Properly."

Daniel was fully hard again. He didn't move.

"And you did."

"Yes."

She told him about the position — her leg over his shoulder, the angle changing, and a sound coming out of her that she'd heard distantly and hadn't been able to stop. She told him she'd said don't stop  and meant it. She told him Weyland had finished inside her while she was still gripping his forearm, and that she'd felt the heat of it and locked her heel into his back and held him there through all of it. Daniel's hand tightened around hers and she felt it and kept going. She told him about the second time — slower, deeper, him working her through the aftershocks until she was oversensitised and clenching around him and couldn't tell anymore where too much ended and wanting more began, and then he'd finished inside her again, and she'd felt that too, all of it, and her body had known exactly what it was.

"He stayed inside me after he’d cum," she said. "For a while. I kept him there."

She let that land.

"There's more," she said.

"Tell me."

"The bra is still up there somewhere. I couldn't find it." A pause. "I didn't look very hard." She watched his face. "And I left the thong on the bedroom floor. He didn't ask me to. I just decided to."

He breathed through that.

"He told me not to clean up," she said. "He said he had a poker game and couldn't ask me to join him in the shower anyway." Her thumb moved against the back of his hand. "And that he suspected you'd prefer me to come home just the way he left me."

The way he left me.

"The sex… Was it—" he started.

"Yes." She didn't let him finish. She always knew what he was asking. "It was everything you imagined. And everything I didn't let myself imagine until I was already there."

He nodded slowly. She'd known at the dinner. She'd left the thong. Weyland had sent her home exactly as he'd left her and she'd walked through their door smiling, and the smile had belonged to the afternoon before it belonged to him. He was already hard again. The shame and the want had never been separate things — he understood that now in a way he hadn't before tonight.

"He wants me back there next Tuesday," she said. "Two o'clock."

He nodded slowly. He'd expected this. He'd known from the moment she walked through the door that there would be a next time, and a structure to it, after all he himself pitched this as an arrangement  to his older boss. Still, hearing the specific day from her mouth in their own home now, after everything, landed differently than the idea of it had.

"Also… He wants you there," she said.

A beat.

"Watching," she said.  " Nothing else. Not yet. " She held his gaze."His words exactly."

The not yet  hung in the air between them. Daniel's cock was hard against his thigh and he didn't do anything about it, just sat with it, sat with the specific image of standing in that penthouse watching Weyland take her apart the way he'd apparently just spent the afternoon doing, and felt it move through him like something he'd been waiting for without knowing he was waiting.

She watched his face. She could see exactly what it was doing to him and she let him feel it.

He exhaled through his nose. "Okay."

She reached up and touched his jaw, her thumb at the corner of his mouth, and he turned into it.

"You did well babe," she said.

It hit him where it always hit him. He pressed his face briefly into her palm.

"So did you."

She looked at him for a moment — really looked, taking him in the way Weyland had taken her in, unhurried — and then she smiled. Not the loaded one, not the private one that had belonged to the penthouse. Just hers. The one she'd had since before any of this.

"Yes," she said. "I really did."

***

He woke before the alarm and reached for his phone out of habit.

A calendar notification. Added overnight, no explanation — an invitation to a round of golf, Sunday morning, Weyland's club. Four names on it. Weyland's. Two others Daniel didn't recognise from work at all — old money, from the look of the names, the kind of men whose wealth had nothing to do with earned but rather inherited. And then on the last – his own name. Mr. Daniel Hale.

He lay there in the dark and looked at it.

Preston had his director slot because his father-in-law sat on two bank boards. That was the thing Daniel had understood when the folder closed a half-inch too early two weeks ago — that at a firm like Weyland Capital, proximity to the right men was the actual currency, and proximity came from the right connections. You inherited them or you built them or, apparently, you earned them in ways that didn't appear on any LinkedIn post.

He thought about Vanessa in that penthouse yesterday afternoon. Her on her knees on another man's bedroom floor, in lingerie that man had chosen and paid for, learning the size and weight of him with her mouth with a patience she'd described to Daniel three hours later in their own living room without flinching. He thought about the way she'd walked through their front door still carrying everything Weyland had left in her. The way she'd opened the coat.

He thought about a lot of things. About how far he, and his wife have come.

He put his phone face-down on the nightstand and looked at the ceiling for a while.

Then he texted the direct line — two words: Thank you.  — and got up to make coffee.

Vanessa was sitting up in bed when he came back, showered, in the soft pastel set she wore at home — the one that clung just enough, that he'd seen a hundred mornings before this one. Hair loose, no makeup, one knee pulled up, phone in her lap. She looked up and read his face the way she'd been reading it for eleven years.

"Well?" she said.

He handed her the coffee and sat beside her and held up his phone so she could see the screen.

She read it. Set her mug down.

"There it is," she said.

Her shoulder was warm against his. Neither of them said anything after that. The morning came in through the curtains. Easy, and theirs.

Tuesday was three days away.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix


Other Books By The Author

A Corporate Working Wife: A High Heat Hotwife, Cuckold, Forbidden Transformation Tale

[image: ]

https://mybook.to/Uw0R

This explicit erotica series follows Cassie Harper, a married woman who accepts a position as an "Executive Analyst" at an exclusive firm where the role involves providing intimate services to powerful executives and clients. Behind the confidential contracts and luxury penthouses lies a corporate world where women are coached to please, trained for surrender, and presented as assets to the firm's top-tier clientele. Cassie navigates private suites, mentors who study her every reaction, and contracts that control when she can touch her husband Noah.

Exploring hotwife and cuckold dynamics, the series follows Noah as he attempts to share his wife while managing jealousy mixed with arousal. Cassie confronts her own desires as she moves deeper into a role that challenges conventional boundaries around marriage and fidelity. Set in high-end corporate environments with explicit sexual content, this series appeals to readers seeking taboo relationship dynamics, the psychological tension of cuckolding, and narratives exploring forbidden service and power exchange within marital contexts.

***


The Hotwife Chronicles
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https://mybook.to/tf64SNl

The Hotwife Chronicles  – A Series of Passion, Permission, and Shared Desire

You know the thrill—the way his eyes darken when he watches you, the way your pulse quickens when another man lingers just a second too long. The unspoken permission, the indulgence of being admired, desired… shared. 

The Hotwife Chronicles  explores the sensual journeys of wives who embrace their deepest cravings—not in secrecy, but with the full knowledge and approval of the men who adore them. These are stories of confidence, seduction, and the electric charge of knowing you belong to one man, yet are allowed to experience more. 

This isn’t about distance or detachment—it’s about closeness, control, and trust.  The husbands in these stories don’t lose their women; they celebrate them. The wives don’t stray; they surrender to pleasure in a way that brings them even closer to the men they love. Every touch, every glance, every indulgence is shared—because some fantasies are too intoxicating to keep to yourself. 

If you crave stories that push boundaries without breaking bonds, that revel in pleasure without shame, and that celebrate a woman’s desire without compromise , then The Hotwife Chronicles  is your perfect escape. 


Some passions aren’t meant to be tamed. They’re meant to be shared. 

***


First Time Hotwife
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https://mybook.to/1LXz5

Some wives discover what they want in the dark, whispering it like a secret. 

Tiffany kept it there. Nathan said it out loud. 

This is a marriage that doesn't just survive desire — it runs toward it. A husband who gets harder every time he has to watch. A wife who was always going to be this woman; she just needed her husband to say it first. 

First Time Hotwife  is an ordered series following Nathan and Tiffany as they cross every line they drew together and discover they want to draw new ones. 

First agreements. First meetings. First BBC. First time she looks across a hotel room at her husband while another man is inside her and smiles like everything is exactly as it should be. This is a series of First Times for a couple who'd been together for a decade, still finding new things about each other. 

He sits in the corner and watches. 

She puts on the heels and performs. 

And every book leaves them closer, filthier, and more certain than the one before. 

Start at Book 1. You'll need the build. 

***

About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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