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A Note From The Author

First, thank you.

The response to A Corporate Working Wife  genuinely floored me. I wrote that series not knowing whether anyone would want it, and you turned up in numbers I still haven't quite processed. Every message, every review, every reader who came back for Book 2 and then Book 3 and finally to Book 4 — I noticed all of it and I promise you the next one in it is coming soon. And just like that, this series too now exists because of you.

And this one has been waiting a long time.

Sienna and Mark have lived in my head since 2019. That year I went to my first kink event in Vegas (my first time in that city at all, and let me just say I understood the "Sin City" thing very quickly) and somewhere in the middle of all that noise I ended up in a long conversation with a couple I'll call Mr. and Mrs. D.

They'd been together decades. She had a history she hadn't left behind so much as set down for a while. He had been there for all of it, and the way he looked at her when she talked about it was something I've never quite been able to describe. There wasn't a shred of stigma anywhere in that room. And there was this two people who had built an entire life together on terms nobody else would have understood, and were quietly, obviously delighted about it.

I went back to my hotel that night and started writing. Most of Book 1 came out in a rush that week, and then it sat in a drawer for seven years while I wrote other things and told myself I'd get to it.

I'm finally getting to it.

A word on what you're holding: this one starts slower than my usual. There's a conversation in a kitchen before there's anything else, and it matters — you need to understand exactly why these two are doing this before you watch them do it. Stay with me through the setup. I promise it earns out, and there is plenty waiting for you once it does.

I hope you have a very spicy time with them.

~ Emily Felix


Chapter I

Sienna rocked back on her heels, guiding him out of her with one hand, relaxed, like she had all the time in the world. Because she did. That was the whole point of tonight.

She held his gaze as she got off the bed and sank down onto her knees on the hotel carpet, leisurely, her tied hair sliding forward over one shoulder as she went. She peeled the condom off with two fingers, slow, watching him watch her do it, then tied it off and set it on the nightstand without breaking eye contact once. His chest was still heaving, damp under the lamp light. Hers wasn't. But she was wet, achingly so, just from the look on his face, and also from the last one hour of attention. She'd had a lot of men look at her over the years, and every one of them remembered her long after she was done with them. That was the whole skill of it. But being looked at like this — young, hungry, a little in awe — still did something to her, every single time. She dragged her tongue slow across her plump bottom lip and watched his eyes follow it. A man young enough to still look at her like that. Forty-five and that had never once stopped working on her.

"You held out longer this time," she said, low, amused. "I'm impressed."

He groaned something that wasn't quite words as his eyes rolled back up into his head. She wrapped her hand around his throbbing cock slowly, watching the rest of his muscles tighten.

"Eyes on me," she said. "Not the ceiling. Me."

He looked. She liked that they always looked, eventually. Liked it more than she probably should — a room full of men, going quiet and stupid the second she let them. She stroked him with one hand and dragged the nails of the other down her own chest, between her firm breasts, over the small glinting jewel through her navel. She'd had it put back in after the last c-section. Her hubby knew what that meant. Nobody else did.

"Tell me what you want honey," she said. "Say it."

"On you," he managed. "Please — on you — I want —"

She smiled, relaxed, and leaned in, mouth first. She took him slow, working the sensitive head with her tongue before sliding down further, feeling him hit the back of her throat, pulling back just enough to breathe before doing it again. He was thick and getting desperate against her tongue with every pass, and she could taste exactly how close he was. She pulled off with a wet sound and wrapped her hand around him instead, gripping tight at the base, stroking fast and hard now, her fist twisting on every upstroke. His hips jerked. His hand found the back of her high-up blonde ponytail, not pulling, just grabbing there like he needed something to hold onto.

"That's it," she said, voice rough, not stopping. "Give it to me."

His whole body went rigid. She watched his face empty out, watched the exact second he stopped being able to string a few syllables together. She chose that. He didn't talk her into it. He came hard, in thick stripes across her chest and collarbone, groaning "Samantha" like it was the only word he had left — and she held her position through all of it, unbothered, warm all the way down, milking the last of it out of him with slow strokes until he twitched and went still.

She wiped herself off with the towel already waiting on the nightstand — she always set one out beforehand, small mercy, small control — and stood leisurely, reaching for her dress off the armchair.

"Same time next month, Mr. Ashford?" she said, stepping into it, smoothing it down over her hips.

He was still catching his breath against the pillows, one arm thrown over his eyes like she'd knocked the wind out of him. Nineteen, turning twenty in a couple of months, all long limbs and a watch he'd clearly bought the week his company's Series B cleared. "You say that every time like you're not sure I'll ask."

"I like hearing you ask." She zipped the side of her dress herself — she never let them do that part, that part was hers — and checked her reflection in the dresser mirror. Lipstick still intact. Hair still perfect.

He sat up on his elbows. "Can I—"

"You can walk me to the door," she said, already moving. "That's all you get tonight. You spent your bonus round."

He laughed, low and rueful, and got up to do exactly that, pulling on a hotel robe. At the door he reached for her waist, just above her hip, and leaned in. She let him kiss her, quick, and kissed back just as quick — then stepped back before it turned into anything else.

"Thank you," he said, and meant it more than the word usually meant.

"Mm. The pleasure was mine." She stepped back, out of his reach, smiling the smile that ended things. "Goodnight."

She didn't look back once the door was shut behind her.

Sienna Edwards walked the hallway barefoot, heels dangling from two fingers, dress skimming her thighs with every step. She was still soaked between her legs, throbbing lightly with every step she took, her thighs rubbing together just enough to remind her.

She hit the elevator button and checked her phone while she waited.

One text. From an hour and a half back. After she’d sent the ' everything’s good' text. From Mark. The love of her life.

Come home when you're done being someone else's.

She read it twice and felt her stomach flip, right there in the hallway, more than anything that had happened in the last hour. Mr. Ashford could pay for her time and body. Only Mark got to do that to the rest of her.

The elevator doors opened. She stepped in, alone, and pressed the button for the lobby. Her legs still felt a little unsteady, that good kind of shaky, the kind that only happened after a session that had actually worked her body. She rolled her shoulders back and felt her own chest still rising a little too fast.

On my way,  she typed back. Don't fall asleep.

The reply came before the doors even shut.

Not a chance. Door's unlocked. Bringing home an appetite or already fed?

She laughed out loud, alone in the elevator, and typed with one thumb.

Starving. Save room.

Two decades  married to that man. Twenty since the night a twenty-year-old introvert named Mark had paid to spend an hour alone with her, all nerves and stammered small talk, a stranger she knew nothing about yet except his name and that he couldn't stop looking at her like he'd never been that close to a woman before; he wasn’t. She was still getting butterflies over his words on a screen. Still felt her whole chest go stupid and warm, same as always.

She didn't have to explain any of this to him. All these years and he'd never once needed her to — he liked it, wanted it, got hard just knowing where she'd been and what she'd let another man do to her. That was the trade. His wife, wanted by strangers, coming home wet and his anyway.

A year ago, none of this had existed yet. Just an empty house, too much quiet, and a conversation neither of them had planned on having.

***

Twelve  months earlier, the house had been too quiet for a Tuesday.

Mark stood in the kitchen with a glass of wine he wasn't really drinking. The house was silent. No kids arguing over the bathroom, no dog barking at the mail truck — they hadn't had a dog in years. Just the fridge humming and Sienna upstairs, out of her post-gym shower by now.

She came down in one of his old t-shirts and nothing else, hair dried and pulled loose from its clip and falling messy past her shoulders, legs bare all the way up. The hem barely covered anything. It never had. He felt his cock stir just watching her cross the kitchen. All these years married and that still happened every single time.

"You're doing the thing," she said, taking the wine glass out of his hand and stealing a sip.

"What thing?"

"The staring-into-space thing. You've done it three nights this week."

He shrugged, leaning against the counter. "House feels big lately."

"The house feels empty," she said, correcting him. "It's been a month. You're allowed to say it." She hopped up onto the counter across from him, bare thighs against the cold granite, and the t-shirt rode up another inch when she did it. He didn't miss it. She caught him not missing it and let her knees fall open, just slightly.

"I miss being needed," he said, moving to stand between her knees without fully deciding to. "Everyone I used to be responsible for doesn't need me anymore. The company runs itself. The kids call once in a blue moon and that's about it. Twenty years of being the guy who fixes things, and there's nothing left to fix." He put a hand on her bare thigh, not going anywhere with it, just resting there. "I don't know how to be someone you still need if there's nothing left for me to build."

Sienna went quiet for a second, turning the wine glass slowly in her free hand, his palm warm against her skin.

"Can I say something and you don't get weird about it?"

"When have I ever gotten weird about anything you've said?"

"I miss being wanted like that, I miss being needed. Same as you. But…" she said. "I miss you watching me be wanted. And more than that — like…"

He went still, and his hand on her thigh tightened without him telling it to.

She kept going before he could stop her. "Not because things aren't good between us. They're good. They're great. But there was a version of us — a long time ago, before the company, before the kids — where I got to be someone men would pay just to be near, and you got to know that happen and it made you feel like the luckiest man alive instead of threatened by it. I miss that. I miss being her again. And I think," she said, setting the glass down, "you miss watching me be her."

For a long moment he didn't say anything at all. His hand was still on her thigh, and he could feel his own pulse in it.

"I'd like to see Samantha again too," he said finally, his hand sliding higher up her thigh, thumb pressing into the inside of it. "The version of you that had me so hard I couldn't stand without embarrassing myself, that made me blow my load in my own boxers before we'd even started. I want to watch some other young man feel exactly that stupid over you. And then I want you to walk through that front door still dripping from him and ride me like you never left."

Sienna felt her whole body go warm at that, a low pulse already starting between her legs. Twenty years ago, the twenty-year-old boy sitting across from her in that hotel room couldn't get a full sentence out without his voice cracking. He'd barely been able to look her in the eye, let alone talk to her like this — filthy and certain, his hand already climbing her thigh.

She'd taken his virginity that night. Taken it, plainly, because he never would have managed it on his own. He'd come almost the second she touched him, apologized four times, looked like he wanted the floor to open up. Even then, underneath all that panic, she'd known she wanted to keep him.

She'd made him into this. A year of dating and nineteen years of marriage, and every confident inch of the man currently working his thumb higher up her leg, she'd built by hand, mind, and more. She pressed her thighs together around his hand, just slightly, just to feel him notice.

"Look at you," she said, low. "Twenty years ago you couldn't say 'thigh' without turning red."

"Twenty years ago I didn't know what I was allowed to want yet." He slid his hand higher, fingers grazing the edge of her underwear, watching her face for permission before he went any further. "You taught me that too."

She caught his wrist, not stopping him, just holding it there a second, feeling her own pulse jump against his fingers through the thin old cotton of the T-shirt already damp under his touch. "What are you actually scared of, saying this out loud? Because I need to hear you say it anyway."

"That I'll like it more than I'm supposed to," he said, and his voice didn't shake at all, not the way it would have twenty years ago. "I'm saying I want to watch you become her again. I want to help you find her. I want to be the one who picks out what she wears — the barely there clothes, the heels, all of it — I didn't get to do that back then; I was too young. And I also want to be the one who's still awake when she comes home, still hard from just thinking about what she let some other man do to her. I remember doing that, back when we were still doing it. Lying there aching for you while you were with someone else, and loving every second of it."

His hand pressed flat against her, and she felt herself soak straight through the fabric at the pressure of it, at the fact that he wasn't asking anymore, he was telling her.

"I want it because it's you," he said. "Because I get to be the one you always come home to. Say yes."

She didn't answer him with words. She reached up, fisted her hand in his shirt, and pulled him into a kiss — slow at first, testing, and then not slow at all, her mouth opening against his, his hand still pressed between her legs, not moving, just staying. When she finally pulled back, both of them out of breath, she rested her forehead against his.

"Yes," she said. "God, yes. Let's do this. Together."

He kissed her again, harder this time, one hand still between her legs, the other already working the hem of the t-shirt up over her hip. The house wasn't quiet anymore.


Chapter II

Mark woke up to sunlight and an empty side of the bed, which meant Sienna was already up and moving, probably getting her morning yoga done, which meant coffee was probably on.

He found her in the kitchen exactly where he'd left her in his head all night — except now it was nine in the morning and she was standing at the counter in a fitted black sports bra and leggings still damp at the small of her back, mat rolled up and leaned against the pantry door, reading something on her phone with her hip cocked against the edge like she owned the room. Which she did. She always had.

Twenty years and he still did a double take some mornings, like his brain needed a second to catch up to the fact that this was actually his life. He'd watched her pour that same coffee into that same mug a thousand mornings running — the very earliest ones of them right after she'd come home from another man's hotel room with cash in her purse and the company's first payroll still not made, and he'd been too deep in a spreadsheet at two a.m. to do anything but love her for it. She'd never once let him forget that debt was two-directional. He tried not to either.

Forty-five years old and she'd only gotten more dangerous with time — not worn down the way people warned you about, but honed, very intentional, like she'd once decided what she wanted her body to say and set about saying it. The leggings sat low on her hips, the sports bra cut high enough to leave a long stretch of toned stomach bare between them, and the little silver glint of her navel piercing caught the light every time she shifted her weight. Blonde hair pulled back into a damp, loose knot, a few strands stuck to her neck. He thought, the way he always thought when he saw that piercing, of the hospital room after their second — of her looking down at her own healing stomach in the mirror months later and telling him she wanted the piercing back in, wanted at least one part of her body to still look like it answered to nobody but itself. He'd been the one to hold her hand in the piercing chair. Nobody else knew that story.

The sports bra did her no favors at hiding anything either, full and high and exactly as unapologetic as the rest of her — their tenth anniversary present to each other, back when the company had finally started printing money and Mark had spent an embarrassing number of hours researching the best surgeon in the country instead of just picking one off a list, because if she was doing this he wanted her to have the best of it, no shortcuts, no risk. The guy had been worth every consulting fee. A decade later they still looked like they'd always belonged to her — natural in the way only real money could buy, better than natural, honestly, and she'd never once regretted it, not for a single morning since the bandages came off. She kept herself this way, toned and hot on purpose now, for herself, not because a body was the only currency she'd once had.

Two kids and a marriage and a company built from nothing — half of it hers, whether her name was on the paperwork or not — and she still looked like something a man would ruin his life trying to keep. Mark had handed his over willingly, twenty years ago, in that little chapel in El Paso, and never once asked for it back. He'd do it again without blinking.

"Good morning, babe," she said, not turning around, like she'd heard him thinking. "There's coffee."

"Mmhmm." He crossed the kitchen and came up behind her, hands settling on her hips, mouth finding the curve of her neck below her ear. She tilted into it, easy, unbothered, still scrolling with one hand while the other came back to rest against his forearm.

"You're still doing the staring thing," she said. "Except now it's a different kind of staring."

"Can't help it. Married to a woman who still looks like that." He pressed his palm flat against her bare stomach, over the piercing, feeling the muscle underneath, and felt his body wake up a beat faster than his brain had planned on. Forty years old and it still worked exactly like it had at twenty — no patience, all instinct, the second she was close enough to touch.

"I’m certainly not complaining, lover…"

She turned in his arms, finally looking at him properly, and reached up to drag a thumb along his jaw… dark stubble, a face that had never been anything special on its own, average in a way he used to be self-conscious about and had long since stopped being. What made people look twice now wasn't the face. It was the way he carried it: a man who knew exactly what he wanted and had stopped being embarrassed about wanting it. Heavier around the middle than he'd been at twenty, brown hair a little overgrown because she liked it that way, none of it apologized for. He knew what she saw when she looked at him now, because she'd told him enough times — not the boy who used to fold under eye contact, but a man who'd grown into the space he took up, some of it learned from watching her take up hers first.

She'd been the best at it, back then, and never once pretended otherwise. Not the kind of girl who took anyone with cash — she'd turned away men who could've paid double what he had, ones with worse manners or wandering hands or no interest in actually being  with someone for an hour instead of just using her — and kept a client list that got shorter and more selective by the year, until by the end it was referral only, half the city's old money having heard her name whispered at some point and never gotten near her. A waitlist, eventually. But not yet, not when he found her; he'd caught her right at the edge of that, before the doors closed, still listed where a determined enough stranger could find her if he looked hard enough and had saved up long enough. She'd told him once, years later, laughing, that she used to screen men the way some people screened marriage prospects — better manners, sometimes, since at least the men paying her were honest about what they wanted. He'd been nobody, twenty years old with student loans and a business plan and a stammer, and had saved up for a year and a half to afford her for an hour after he'd seen her provider profile online, and she'd taken him anyway, for reasons he still didn't fully understand and had long since stopped needing to.

A question crossed his face for half a second, unfinished, before he covered it by reaching for his own mug instead.

"So," she said, setting her phone down on the counter, her tone shifting into something lighter, more focused. "We should probably talk about how this actually works. If we're doing it."

"We're doing it." He said it immediately, no hesitation, and watched something flicker warm across her face at the certainty in it.

"Good." She smiled, slow. "Because I already started thinking about it last night. After you fell asleep."

"You're killing me." He leaned back against the counter, arms crossed, giving her the floor, already fully hard just from the shift in her voice — the low, clear register she used to slip into when she meant business, whether the business was a client or, apparently, him. "Okay. Talk."

"Okay," she said, hopping up to sit on the counter the way she always did when she wanted to actually think something through, legs swinging loose. "So — no agency this time. I don't want some booker taking a cut and deciding who gets through to me. I want full control. Which means I do the screening myself, front to back."

"Fine by me." He came to stand between her knees, hands settling on her thighs, half listening, half just enjoying the excuse to stand there. "What's the screening look like?"

"ID first. Government photo ID, held up next to their face in a selfie, timestamped. No ID, no conversation past that." She counted it off on her fingers like she'd already run the list a hundred times in her head last night, which she probably had. "If someone's too important for that — some CEO who can't risk a photo like that existing anywhere, even encrypted — fine, there's a workaround. It just costs them. A lot. Consider it a privacy tax."

"How much is a lot?"

"Enough that it stops being about privacy and starts being about whether they actually want it bad enough." She grinned, and he felt that grin land somewhere low in his stomach, the exact way it always had. "Then LinkedIn. Real name, real job, real history — something with enough of a digital footprint that I know he's not a burner identity or a cop or somebody's jealous ex-boyfriend playing dress-up. Once that clears, deposit."

"How are we going to go about receiving it?"

"Crypto." She said it like she'd been waiting for him to ask. "Thirty percent up front, non-refundable, before anything gets confirmed on the calendar. And that's actually where I need you."

He raised an eyebrow. "Yeah?"

"You know how to set up a wallet that doesn't leave a trail back to us. I don't. I could figure it out, but you'd do it in twenty minutes and do it right." She reached out and hooked a finger into the collar of his shirt, tugging him half an inch closer. "My tech guy."

"Your tech guy. Hmm!" He liked the sound of that more than he probably should have. Years of being the guy who fixed the server and negotiated the lease and read the fine print nobody else wanted to read, and somehow this felt like the first time that skill set had ever actually turned him on. "And the rest of it? The other seventy percent?"

"Cash, in person, at the appointment. Or crypto again, if they'd rather — some of them will. Either way, it clears before anything starts. I'm not chasing anybody down after the fact." She said it simply, like a woman describing a return policy, not a woman describing what amounted to the reopening of her sex life. He loved that about her. Always had. "I want us to actually sit down and look at what the good providers are charging right now, too. The real high-end ones. I've been out of it long enough I don't trust my own number anymore, and I don't want to lowball myself just because I've been retired for a couple of decades."

"We'll find the going rate," Mark said. "You'll land somewhere at the top of it. You're not competing with anybody."

"Careful. You sound like a business plan." But she was smiling when she said it, and she reached up and looped both arms loose around his neck. "You know none of this actually matters, right? The money. I know we don't need it. I could do this for free and it wouldn't change anything about our life."

"I have no doubt about that," he chuckled; she joined in. The house around them was tasteful and big enough to get lost in, just like their bank accounts — neither of them had worried about the balance in longer than they'd probably admit.

"But it's fun to charge for it anyway." Her eyes were bright, teasing, that low current already building under the practical talk the way it always did with her… business and heat running on the same wire, no separation between them at all. "Think of it as our play money. Yours and mine. We hit some number by the end of the year and we take that Amalfi trip you keep talking yourself out of. Or I buy something obscene and blame it entirely on whichever client paid for it."

"I like that plan a disturbing amount."

"Ooh, I know you would." She smiled with mischief as she tugged his collar again, closing the last of the distance between them, her voice dropping into something lower — the register he'd been hard from since she first opened her mouth about deposits and screening protocols, which said something about him he'd long since stopped being embarrassed about. "Now. Since we're already talking business. There's one more thing we need to get straight before anybody actually books anything."

"Which is?"

"Rules," she said. "The real ones. The kind that don't move." Sienna said, sliding off the counter and padding across the kitchen to refill her coffee, giving him her back for a second, making him wait for it. Behind her, the espresso machine ticked as it cooled, and the morning light had shifted enough now to catch the counter at a different angle than it had ten minutes ago — the ordinary sounds of their kitchen, going on underneath all of this like nothing was different. "Number one, and this one never moves, not once, not for anybody: no client ever learns my real name. Ever. I'm Samantha. That's the only name that exists in that room."

"Samantha…" Mark repeated, "Good. I like that rule."

"I like hearing you say that again, after all these years," she said, not turning around yet, still facing the counter and the coffee she was pouring. "Number two — full transparency, both directions. You see everything, same as I do — the ID, the LinkedIn, the deposit clearing. If something about a profile doesn't sit right with you, you say so, before it's booked. I'm not going to pretend I'm the only one with instincts here." She turned around fully now, leaning back against the counter across from him, coffee forgotten in her hand. "That's a real say, Mark. Not a rubber stamp. I want you actually looking, not just watching me look."

"Good," he said, quiet, meaning it more than the word usually meant. "I don't want a veto. Just don't want to find out after that something felt wrong to me and I never said anything."

"You won't have to wonder. You'll already be in it with me." She held his eyes a second longer. "That one doesn't move either."

"Check-ins," she went on, business again, though her voice had gone a little warmer around the edges. "Every session, I text you when I arrive and text you the second I'm out the door. If you don't hear from me fifteen minutes past when I should be done, you call, no waiting, no wondering if you're being dramatic." Her tone dropped out of the teasing register entirely, into the part of this that wasn't a game at all. "I need you to actually worry about me a little. That's not romantic, that's just safety."

"I already worry about you a little," he said. "Every single time, since the first time. That's not new."

She crossed over back to him and her hand found his forearm and squeezed once, quick, before she let it drop. "And speaking of safety — the only bareback is blowjobs. Full stop. They can hand me a bloodwork panel fresh off the printer and it still doesn't change that. I never did the full thing bareback back then, not even for regulars, and I'm sure as hell not starting now." She held his eyes, making sure it landed. "You're the only one who ever gets that from me. Forever."

"Good," he said, simply, meaning it all the way down.

"And… this is the one that's really just for us, not for anybody else — you get to hear it. Whatever I want to tell you, whatever detail, however filthy. My husband gets the whole story if he wants it." She stepped in close, close enough that he could feel the heat coming off her skin, and dragged one finger down the center of his chest. "Because that's the whole point of any of this, isn't it? Not the money. Not even really the men. It's coming home and telling my husband every single thing some other man got to do to his wife, and watching what that does to him."

His hand found her hip, gripping harder than he meant to. "Say that again."

"Which part?"

"'His wife.'" His voice had gone rough, all the earlier ease burned out of it. "Say it like that again."

She smiled, reading exactly what she'd done to him, and reached down to press her palm flat against the front of his sweatpants, already unmistakably hard beneath the fabric. "God, you really do still fall apart the second I say it out loud, don't you. Twenty years and you're still that boy in the hotel room, falling apart because a woman finally said something dirty to him." She squeezed once, watching his jaw tighten. "Your wife's going to go let some other man use her body soon, Mark. And you're going to sit at home knowing it, and you're going to want it so bad you can't see straight."

"Sienna—"

"Say it back to me," she said, low, her hand still moving over the fabric. "Tell me what I am to you."

"My wife." The words came out wrecked, half a groan. "You're my wife. The love of my life—"

"Mhmmm, That's right, baby. You’re mine, you’ll always be." She sank down onto her knees on the kitchen tile, still holding his eyes the whole way down, the same command she carried into every room she'd ever walked into for money, except this time — like the last twenty years — it was free; and for the majority of it, it had only been his. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his sweatpants and dragged them down, and his cock sprang free, already fully hard, already leaking at the tip just from her voice alone. "And I take very good care of what's mine."

She wrapped one hand around the base of him, gripping firm, and dragged her tongue in one long line from root to tip. His breath caught audibly, one hand shooting out to grip the counter edge behind him. "Eyes on me," she said, glancing up at him through her lashes, her gray-blue eyes steady — and he knew that line, knew exactly where it came from, had heard the tail end of it secondhand more times than he could count over the years when they talk dirty, recalling her time as a working girl. With a stranger, it was a command, something she used to keep a room under control. With him it landed completely differently: not a command at all, just a woman who wanted to be looked at by the one person whose looking had ever actually mattered to her.

He looked down at her, at his wife on her knees on their kitchen floor at nine thirty in the morning, coffee going cold on the counter above her, and felt his hand find the back of her head, fingers threading into her still-damp hair.

She took him into her mouth slow, working the head first with just her tongue and her lips, hollowing her cheeks on the first real pull, and he made a sound he wasn't proud of. She was good at this — had always been good at this, professionally good, the kind of good that men had paid a great deal of money for back in the day — but there was no performance in it now, no room-reading, no calculated pause built to make a stranger feel like the only man alive. She kept her eyes open and locked on his instead of closing them the way she did at times with clients, kept one hand stretched and splayed flat over his heart instead of just working him, like she wanted to feel it racing as much as she wanted to make it race. She took him deeper with the second pass, further than she needed to, feeling him hit the back of her throat and swallowing around him anyway, and his hips jerked forward on instinct before he caught himself.

"Fuck — Sienna—"

She pulled back just enough to speak, her hand still working him in twisting strokes, her voice wrecked and amused at once. "Rules, husband. We're still talking rules." And then her mouth was back on him before he could answer, faster now, less patient, her free hand sliding up to press flat against his stomach, feeling the muscle jump under her palm every time she took him deep.

He tried to hold on to the thread of the conversation, tried to say something about deposits or screening or anything at all, and lost it completely the second she moaned around him, the vibration of it nearly buckling his knees. His hand tightened in her hair, not guiding, just holding on, and she let him, taking that as permission, taking him deeper and faster, one hand working the base in rhythm with her mouth while the other gripped his hip to keep him steady.

"Sienna, I'm not going to—" He didn't finish the sentence. Couldn't.

She felt it building in him, the way his whole body went tight and his breathing turned ragged, and she didn't stop, didn't pull back, kept her eyes locked on his the entire way through it, wanting to watch his face when he finally lost the thread completely. He came hard, gripping her hair, groaning something that might have been her name and might have just been noise, and she took him all the way down and held there, throat and tongue working around him, swallowing every bit of his fresh load without once breaking eye contact — an easy, practiced show of exactly how good she still was at this, the kind of finish men used to tip extra for and kept coming back to get more. She worked him through the last of it with steady strokes until he shuddered and went still, braced against the counter behind him like his legs had genuinely stopped being reliable.

She rose to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and reached up to kiss him, soft, once, tasting of him and coffee both. "Now," she said, voice light again, like nothing at all had just happened, reaching past him for her lukewarm mug. "Where were we. Right. Rules."

He laughed, breathless, wrecked, one arm still braced against the counter. "You're going to be the death of me."

"Mm. Good death, though." She took a sip of her cold coffee, made a face, and dumped it in the sink to start a fresh pot, entirely composed, like she hadn't just brought her husband to his knees — figuratively, this time — on their own kitchen floor. "So. Last rule. And then we actually set up the profile."

Once the fresh pot was going and she'd handed him a mug he hadn't asked for but took anyway. " So the last rule is… if either of us wants to stop — any time, no reason needed, no explaining ourselves — we stop. No guilt, no talking the other one back into it. That's the only rule that actually matters more than all the others combined."

"Deal." He didn't hesitate. "Same goes for you."

"I know." She said it simply, like it had never really been in question. "Okay. That's all of them."

She set her mug down and pulled her laptop toward her across the counter, and just like that the air in the kitchen changed again — lighter, quicker, the particular energy of a woman with a plan finally moving on it. First she pulled up a handful of the top providers in the city, scrolling through rates while Mark read over her shoulder, the two of them landing on a number that sat comfortably at the top of what she'd seen the best providers charging — no reason to undersell herself, and no reason to make it about anything other than what it actually was. Then the photos. Mark had a folder from Mexico last year neither of them posted anywhere on their socials, they weren’t really family friendly — Sienna in the black bikini on the balcony, one strap already slipping when he'd taken it; Sienna in that green dress at the beach club, the slit riding high enough he remembered exactly what his hand had done about it five minutes after the photo; a third he'd almost deleted out of self-consciousness, her bent forward over the balcony rail, in a tiny little white dress laughing at something, every inch of her on display, shot specifically because she'd looked like exactly what she used to be and neither of them had ever said that part out loud until now. He cropped and blurred her face out of all the pictures himself, right there at the counter, unhurried about it despite how hard just looking at them again had gotten him — the same hands that used to build spreadsheets now dragging a blur tool across his wife's face, leaving every other inch of her exposed for strangers to want.

"That's the listing," she said, once it was built — the photos, the rate, a few careful lines of text detailing the services offered, the usuals expected from a high-end provider, everything she used to offer back then, and finally a line about the screening process and the privacy tax if needed. "Discreet, no face pics, just enough to get the right kind of attention. I'm posting it."

Mark stood behind her, hands settling on her shoulders, and watched her thumb hover over the button. Twenty years since a stammering twenty-year-old had first found her online with nothing but a saved-up wire transfer and no idea what he was doing. Now here he was again, watching her do the same thing from the other side of it entirely — not the young john paying to be let in anymore, but the husband standing right behind her, hands on her, the one who'd just blurred his own wife's face out of their own vacation photos so someone else could want her too.

"You sure?" she asked, not turning around.

"I've been sure for twenty years baby." He pressed a kiss to the top of her head. "Send it."

She hit the publish button. No dramatic pause, no second-guessing; just a short breath out, and a small smile she didn't bother hiding.

"Done," she said. "Now we wait."

She turned in his arms, tilting her face up for a kiss, and he gave her one, slow this time, nothing left to rush toward — the same two people who'd said yes to each other once already, twenty years back, just older now, and asking again anyway. Their coffee had gone cold twice and neither of them had touched it once.


Chapter III

Sienna leaned into the bathroom mirror, one eye held wide while she lined it, the other narrowed out of habit, her hand steady in a way that had nothing to do with confidence and everything to do with muscle memory. Years of not doing this for anyone but herself, and her hand still knew exactly how close to the lash line it could get before it stopped being flattering and started being obvious. She'd forgotten she still had that in her. It came back anyway, the way riding a bike came back, except the bike was her own face and the destination was a stranger's hotel room.

She heard him before she saw him — bare feet on the tile, trying and failing to not announce himself.

"You're hovering," she said, not looking away from her own reflection.

"I'm just supervising…"

"Since when do you supervise eyeliner love?"

"Since it comes with a view." He leaned into the doorframe, arms crossed, sweatpants doing nothing to hide how this was already going for him. Three nights ago, the two of them still up at midnight with her laptop between them, watching the inquiries roll in, him half-panicked and half-thrilled every time a new name hit the inbox, asking her a hundred questions about men he'd never met and would probably never meet. He'd barely slept that night. She'd teased him about it for two days straight.

She set the liner down and turned to face him properly. "I heard you at 2 a.m., refreshing that inbox like it owed you money."

"I wasn't refreshing it. I was once again supervising it." He didn't sleep, and they both knew it. She gave him a cheeky smirk in the reflection for that as he kept talking, "There's a difference. I was thinking, too, if you want to know."

"About?"

"About how I was going to survive tonight without doing something embarrassing." He pushed off the frame and crossed to her, hands finding her waist, mouth dropping to the curve of her shoulder where her robe had slipped loose. "Turns out the answer is I'm not going to."

"You've got about three hours, give or take, to figure it out."

"Generous of you." He pressed a kiss to her shoulder, then straightened, arms still loose around her waist. "This one didn't even blink at the deposit. Just sent it. Thirty percent, unprompted."

"Mm. Rich, tidy, and doesn't need to be told twice. Basically the opposite of you at twenty."

He huffed out a laugh, shaking his head, mock offense not quite landing under how genuinely amused he looked. "Twenty-year-old me would like it on record that he showed up with cash and a plan. This guy just has enough to hire an actual accountant."

"Thank god you didn't have enough for an accountant back then; we would've never met." She smirked thinking about their first time together back then as she caught his eyes in the mirror instead of turning around — the two of them framed together in the glass, her robe open at the collar, his hand sliding to the small of her back like it had never left.

"Stop looking at me like that," she said, to his reflection, not to him.

"Like what?"

"Like you already know how tonight ends."

"I do." He met her eyes in the glass, steady, hips pressing forward just slightly into the curve of her ass, his cock rock hard against her through two thin layers of fabric. "I just don't know how I get through the part before it."

She reached back without looking and closed her hand around him through the sweatpants, thick and straining, a wet patch already darkening the fabric at the tip. "Neither do I, apparently."

He let her go first — barely — pulling back with a groan that was half amusement, half genuine suffering, gently prying her fingers loose from around him where she'd had him gripped through the fabric. He nodded toward the bedroom, hand pressed flat against himself through the sweatpants like that might settle anything. "Come on. If we start that now we'll never make it out the door."

"Mm. Tragedy." But she went, robe trailing open behind her, and he followed at a slow, easy pace that only made the ache worse.

The dress was waiting on the foot of the bed — white, short, catching the light when she moved past it. She'd shown it to him three nights ago, held up over her robe-covered body with a straight face, and it had taken him a full ten seconds to get the joke.

"You're really doing this," he said now, picking it up, running the fabric between his fingers.

"Doing what?"

"Wearing white. For your first booking back." He held it out for her to step into. "It's a little on the nose, don't you think?"

"It's not on the nose. It's a statement." She let the robe fall open and slide off her shoulders, down her arms, until it pooled at her feet — full breasts sitting high and firm, the ten-year-anniversary work as flawless as the day he'd watched her heal from it, toned thighs still faintly flushed from the shower, her pussy freshly shaved and bare between them, the navel piercing catching the light, the curve of her ass toward him as she half-turned for the mirror. One hand rested light on his shoulder for balance while she waited for him to do the rest. "A bride returns to her calling."

"You're unbelievable."

"You laughed when I showed you."

"I laughed after  I choked." He drew the dress up over her hips, over her waist, his palms dragging slow against bare skin the whole way — nothing underneath; at least not for now; they'd agreed on that too, and the fabric settling against her with nothing between them made his breath catch audibly. He cupped both breasts through the fabric as he settled the bodice over them, thumbs dragging over her nipples until they were hard little points under the lace, and squeezed once before he made himself stop. "Last chance to touch these before someone else's hands are on them tonight," he said, low, giving her one more slow feel before he let go. "My wife, in white, off to go be worked over by a stranger. Very traditional. Bare underneath and all."

"Careful," she said, arching back into him just enough to feel exactly how hard he still was against her. "You keep that up and I'm going to walk in there already this worked up. Not exactly the professional image I'm going for. The Johns gotta earn it, love."

She hadn't even felt the zipper yet and her nipples were already tight under the lace, just from knowing what was coming next. This wasn't nerves. It was want, plain and simple, and it hadn't gone anywhere in all these years.

"Very us." She turned so he could reach the zipper, glancing at him over her shoulder. "Do it up before you get any more ideas."

He didn't, not right away. He ran one knuckle slow up the length of her spine first, feeling her shiver under it, before he finally caught the zipper tab between two fingers and drew it up, sealing her into the dress an inch at a time. When it reached the top he smoothed his palms back down over the fabric like he was memorizing the shape of her through it.

"There," he said, low, mouth close to her ear. "I'm the only one who gets to know what's underneath this until he does."

"That's the plan baby." She reached for the thin straps, adjusted one where it had twisted, and caught his eyes in the full-length mirror by the closet — the two of them again, framed together, her in white and him still half-hard in sweatpants he clearly wasn't going anywhere in for a while. Her gaze drifted past his shoulder to the overnight bag waiting on the chair. "You know what's in there."

"I packed it with you. I know exactly what's in there." But he crossed to it anyway, unzipped it partway, and looked down again at the black lace folded on top — like knowing wasn't the same as being ready to see it twice.

"You picked this one on purpose hun," he said finally.

"We picked it."

"I know. I just mean—" He touched the lace, just the edge of it, careful, like it might mean something if he pressed too hard. "This is close to what you had on. The first time. When I—"

"When you sat in my hotel room and couldn't look at me for the first ten minutes." She came up behind him, arms sliding around his waist, chin on his shoulder so they were both looking down into the bag together. "I remember exactly what I wore that day, Mark. I picked this because I remember."

"I know you did." His voice had gone quieter, the joking mostly drained out of it. One of her hands slid from his waist to find his cock instead, curling around the length of him through the sweatpants once again, and he stopped talking entirely for a second. "I just didn't expect it to get me like this."

"Good." She pressed a kiss to the back of his neck, brief, and stepped back before either of them could sink into it too far. "Zip the bag before I change my mind and wear it out the door instead."

That got the laugh back into him. He zipped the bag, set it by the door, and turned to find her sitting on the edge of the bed, one heel already in hand.

"Let me," he said, and dropped to his knees in front of her without waiting for permission.

She lifted her foot into his palm. He held her ankle steady, slid the four-inch designer pumps on, buckled the thin strap with more care than the task strictly needed, then did the same for the other — his hands moving slow, taking their time in a way that had nothing to do with the clock and everything to do with not wanting this part to end yet. When he finished he didn't stand right away. He stayed there a moment, forehead resting against her knee, her fingers threading into his hair.

"Three hours babe," she said, fingers still threading through his hair.

"I know."

"You're going to survive it."

"Barely." He looked up at her, and whatever had been playful in his face a minute ago had gone soft and a little wrecked around the edges. "You look incredible, by the way. In case that got lost somewhere in there."

"It didn't." She cupped his jaw, tilted his face up further, and kissed him — slow, thorough, nothing hurried about it despite the dress and the heels and the clock ticking somewhere behind both of them. It was a trick she'd never lost, kissing deep and messy without smudging a thing, all lips and tongue with her mouth angled just enough to keep her lipstick exactly where it belonged.

He held onto the kiss a second longer than she expected, like he was putting something away for later. Then he let out a breath and stood, and whatever had gone soft in him folded itself back into something steadier.

"Now get up," she said, smoothing his hair back into place and giving a quick glance at the mirror for her makeup. "I still have a bag to grab and a husband to leave standing in a doorway."

He carried the bag down for her anyway, even though she could've managed it herself in the heels no problem, because it gave his hands something to do besides reach for her again. She grabbed her keys off the hook by the kitchen, checked her reflection one last time in the hallway mirror, and turned to find him already holding the front door open.

"I could drive you," he said. Same offer he'd made every single time, going all the way back. "It's no trouble."

"I know you could."

"I'm just saying the offer stands."

"I know it always does, love." She took the bag from him, slung it over one shoulder, and pressed a hand flat to his chest — not pushing him back, just resting there a second, feeling his heart going a little too fast under her palm. "But you know I like the drive."

"Mmhmm, I know." He did know. The drive alone, radio off, her own thoughts, whatever ritual she ran through in her head to get from a just-a-girl to whoever she needed to be by the time she pulled into that valet line — she'd done it this exact way for years, all through those early days when he was still building the company from nothing and she was still working to keep them afloat, same silence, same stretch of road between one version of herself and the next. He'd never asked for the exact details of this particular ritual of hers, and she'd never offered them, and yet, somehow that had never once felt like a wall between them. It was simply a door she got to close and open on her own terms. "Text me when you're there."

"Obviously."

"And when you're leaving from there."

"Mark."

"I know, I know." He held up both hands, backing off, though he didn't move from the doorway. "Let me be nervous. It's the first one in a long  time."

"He's an easy one." She stepped in close, kissed him quick, careful of the lipstick this time, just a brush. "Handsome, boring, corporate. You'll barely have time to miss me."

"I doubt that." He caught her wrist before she could step past him, not stopping her, just holding on a second longer. "Drive safe."

"Always do."

She left him in the doorway the way she always did — a last look back over her shoulder, dress catching the porch light, heels clicking down the front steps to where the car sat waiting in the driveway. He watched until she'd backed out and turned onto the street, taillights disappearing at the corner, and then he stayed a moment longer than that, just looking at the empty space where the car had been.

He tried to keep busy — poured a whiskey he barely touched, checked his phone twice for a text that wasn't going to come for a while yet. None of it worked. His mind kept looping back to her, to the drive, to whatever hotel bathroom she was standing in right now peeling that white dress off and changing into something else entirely.

His phone buzzed about an hour after she'd left.

One photo. Sienna, now fully transformed into Samantha in the hotel bathroom mirror, full-length, phone angled low so nothing was left out of frame. The expensive black set clung to her like it had been made for exactly her — sheer underwire cups barely containing her, her nipples visible straining hard through the mesh, the bows at each strap somehow making the whole thing filthier instead of sweeter, a garter belt cinched high at her waist with straps running down into the tops of black stockings, the thong cut high enough that there was nothing left to guess at. Her hip was cocked hard toward the mirror, ass pushed back and on full display, one hand braced against the marble counter and the other holding the phone at just the angle that had always worked best for this — the angle from photos that used to sit right at the top of her provider profile — the kind that made men book without even glancing twice at her rate, Mark included, back in a very different life. Her makeup was still flawless. Her expression was pure Samantha — a filthy, knowing smirk built for exactly one purpose, already halfway into the headspace of a woman about to get thoroughly used by a stranger — but the smile underneath it, the real one only he'd ever know how to find, was all Sienna, all wife, all his.

Under it: Checked in. Room's stunning. Received the cash, everything’s perfect. Wish me luck baby… see you in two hours

Followed by three blowing kisses emojis.

He didn't type anything clever back. Just: Go get him baby. Love you.

He sat down on the edge of the couch without quite meaning to, phone in one hand, staring at the photo until he couldn't stand it anymore. He shoved his sweatpants down just enough to wrap a hand around himself, giving in to a few fast strokes with her image right there on the screen, thumb catching on the head each time — but he made himself stop after only a handful, breathing hard, cock still throbbing in his fist. Not like this. Not alone on a couch before she'd even started. He tucked himself back in, hand shaking slightly, and stared at the photo instead. Long enough to memorize the garter straps, the curve of her hip, the black lace sitting exactly where his hands had been a little over an hour ago.

Then he set the phone down, face-up on the coffee table where he could see it, and let himself sit with the fact of it, still achingly hard — that somewhere across the city, in a room with a man he'd never meet, his wife was about to spend the next 120 minutes working him. Some stranger was about to get his hands on everything Mark had just dressed, zipped, and sent walking out the door — get to peel that lingerie off her, get to hear the sounds she made, get to have her for a full two hours while her husband sat at home hard and helpless and loving every second of it.

He picked the whiskey back up, finally took a drink, and settled in to wait — phone within reach, the photo still glowing on the screen every time it lit up with nothing.


Chapter IV

He'd moved the whiskey to the coffee table an hour ago and hadn't touched it since.

See you in two hours, she'd said in her text. She checked in around eight, which put her walking back out somewhere around ten — give or take, depending on whatever that stranger's stamina turned out to be worth. He tried not to think too hard about that part. Failed, mostly. Went back to not thinking about it anyway.

Some guy whose name he learned only a couple of days ago had his mouth on her right now. Maybe his hands in her hair, probably worse than that, and Mark had no way of knowing which and no right to ask until she came back and said it all herself. He let himself picture it for exactly two seconds — long enough to feel his cock jump against his sweatpants — and then shut it down hard, because if he let that thought run any further he wasn't going to make it the rest of the way to her getting home.

The photo was still up on his phone. He'd looked at it so many times the black lace had started to blur a little at the edges, less an image now than a fact he already knew by heart.

His phone lit up at 9:58

Leaving now. Be home soon xx

He read it twice, the way he always managed to make three words last longer than they had any business lasting, and then he was up off the couch before he'd fully decided to be. Whiskey abandoned. Sweatpants adjusted for what felt like the fortieth time that night, which did nothing, because he'd been hard on and off for hours now since he saw her putting her makeup on — never all the way gone, never anything he could actually do something about, just a low insistent ache that flared every time his brain helpfully supplied him with a new detail to picture.

He went to the bathroom and ran the water hot, dropped in the bath oil she liked, the one that made the whole room smell like her for a full day after. Something for her to come home to besides just him standing in the doorway like an idiot. Somebody else had spent the last two hours taking care of her, one way or another. It didn't sit right, letting that be the only kind of care she got tonight — so before she'd even pulled into the driveway, he wanted this part waiting for her instead, water and oil and a candle he had no real reason to light. He lit it anyway, felt stupid for lighting it, left it lit regardless.

Every time his mind went quiet for even a second it filled itself right back up with her. Not the photo this time. Just her. Whatever she was doing right now, still driving, still —

He cut that thought off before it finished and went to go check on the bath a third time.

He heard the car in the driveway before he heard the front door.

The front door opened not a minute later and she was just there, all at once, back in the white dress she’d left the house in, and his whole body reacted to that before his brain caught up to why. Heels in one hand, her bag slung over the other shoulder. Her hair had come loose from whatever the john had done with it for those two hours, a few strands stuck to her neck, and her lipstick looked freshly reapplied, too perfect for this late in the night. Under it, faint, something that wasn't her perfume. She dropped the heels the second she saw him standing there. Didn't say a word. Didn't have to.

She crossed the entryway in bare feet and hit him full-on, one hand fisting in his shirt and the other going straight to the back of his neck, mouth already open against his before he'd even gotten a hand up to catch her. He'd been half-hard on and off all night waiting for exactly this, and the second her mouth found his he was back to being fully hard against her, immediate, no working up to it required. He staggered back half a step into the wall, more from surprise than anything else, and then his arms were around her and he was kissing her back just as hard, her bag sliding off her shoulder and hitting the floor somewhere behind her, forgotten. He caught that same faint trace under her perfume again, closer now, and instead of it pulling him back it pushed him further in — she'd come straight from another man's hands to his, hadn't even showered first, and something about that made him grip her harder instead of easing off.

"Hi," he managed, when she gave him half a second of air.

"Don't talk." She was already working his shirt up over his stomach, nails dragging light against his skin as she went, and whatever had been holding her together for the drive home was clearly gone now, burned off somewhere on the highway. Her breathing was fast, her whole body pressed flush against his like she was trying to close a gap that had been open for three hours. "I need you. Right now. I just spent two hours being somebody else's, and I need my husband to remind me whose wife I actually am."

His cock throbbed hard against his stretched waistband — not despite what she'd just said, exactly because of it. He got the shirt the rest of the way off himself while she went for his sweatpants, and then his hands found the zipper at the side of the white dress, the same one he'd done up himself hours ago — carefully, ceremonially, the two of them half-laughing about a bridal joke that hadn't felt like a joke at all by the end of it. Now, there was nothing careful about this. He dragged the zipper down in one motion.

They didn't make it far. A few steps out of the entryway, into the hallway, her back finding the wall there because neither of them wanted to stop long enough to get any farther than that. The dress came the rest of the way off there, pooling somewhere at her feet, and what was left underneath stopped him for a second — she'd left the house commando underneath the lace dress, nothing at all, but now there was the black thong from the photo, the same one he'd folded into her bag himself hours ago, fresh and clean, and it was nothing like that now — damp, clinging, clearly worn hard instead of just worn. He didn't need to ask when she'd put it back on. His hand found it anyway, felt exactly how damp it still was, and she gasped against his mouth and pushed into his fingers like she'd been waiting all the while driving back home for him to notice.

"Bedroom," she said against his mouth, not quite a question.

"Yes Ma’am," he agreed, and picked her light, tight body up before she could argue about walking there herself, her legs going around his waist, her laugh breaking against his neck as he carried her the rest of the way down the hall, nothing left on her now but the thong, neither of them tracking anything else anymore.

He got her down onto the bed and she pulled him with her, both of them still working at the last of what either of them had on — his sweatpants finally kicked off somewhere at the foot of the bed, her thong gone a moment after — mouths barely breaking contact long enough to manage any of it. She rolled him onto his back and climbed over him, knees braced either side of his hips, sitting up higher on his stomach than his hips, close enough to feel him hard against her but nowhere near where he actually wanted her yet. She stayed there a second, just looking down at him, her hair falling loose around her face.

"You want to hear it baby…" she said. It wasn’t a question. She already knew her husband well enough.

"Yeah." His hands found her waist, thumbs pressing into the soft give of her there. "All of it."

"Then hold still and let me tell you." She rocked forward against his stomach once, slow, letting him feel how wet she already was without giving him anything more than that, and started talking.

"Somewhere on the drive over I stopped just being your wife." She dragged her nails down his chest as she said it, watching them leave faint pink trails behind. "I didn’t even notice it happening. I just knew that by the time I pulled into the valet, I was wet, and I was somebody men pay for, and none of that has anything to do with you or the house or our life at all. It's the best part, honestly. Getting to be that for a few hours once again after all these years." She rolled her hips down hard against him, once, and let him feel exactly how much that admission did to her. "So by the time I walked into his room, Samantha was already the one checking the envelope on the dresser. Not me. Cash was all there, counted, exactly what we agreed. He'd left it right out where I could see it, like a good boy who didn't need to be told twice." Her hand slid down between them, wrapped around his rock-hard cock, stroking slow. "Room smelled expensive. Fresh flowers some concierge picked out for him. He was trying so  hard."

"You liked him," Mark responded between a half-moan; it was not quite a question, there was something tight underneath it.

"I liked that he tried." She smiled at him. "There's a difference. Don't get jealous of effort, baby, that's not what this is."

His hands tightened on her waist at that, and he pulled her down harder against his stomach, one grinding roll that had nothing patient about it. "Keep going. All of it."

"While I was changing into the lingerie to get the night started, he'd ordered champagne. A good bottle, actually — I was a little impressed for a guy who still had his suit jacket on at eight at night. We sat on the couch by the window and just talked for a while first, me in that barely there and him still in his office clothes. And that's the part nobody tells you about, how much of it is just talking. You remember your first time?" She rocked against him again, slow, his cock feeling the wet outer lips of her used pussy, and his hands tightened further. "And somewhere in there he got brave enough to touch me. Right here." She guided one of his hands up to her chest, pressed his palm flat against her tits.

That was when he saw them — two faint marks low on the curve of one breast, just above where her hand was pressing his, already darkening. He hadn't noticed them until right now, not in the living room, not undressing her in the hallway. His fingers found one without meaning to.

"He got a little enthusiastic," she said, watching his face change. "Same as you're doing right now. Except it wasn't you. It was some stranger figuring out for the first time what I feel like baby."

His thumb found her nipple, already hard, and he watched her breath catch. "What was he like with them?"

"Couldn't stop looking at them the whole time we talked. Kept finding excuses to touch — 'just checking if they're real,' like that line's ever worked on anybody." She laughed, low and a little breathless now, her own hand still stroking her hubby slow and steady. "I let him play for a while. Didn't rush him. That's part of what he's paying for — not just the main event, the whole meal. Half of my job is just teaching a nervous man how to want something out loud." she winked at the once nervous man she now calls her loving husband. "By the time I got down on my knees for him, he was already halfway gone, and I hadn't even gotten his cock out yet. You know I'm good at what I do, Mark. He had no idea what was coming."

"You went down on him...!" He said it like he needed to hear himself say it, needed the words in his own mouth to make it fully real.

"I did, baby!" She shifted lower on the bed as she said it, her mouth trailing from his ear down along his jaw, his throat, his chest, every word coming out a little rougher than the last. "Took his edge off first. He was so worked up by then he wasn't going to last through much else, so I got him out of his pants and took him in my mouth before he could embarrass himself worse than he already was about to." She paused there, grinning up at him. "Should've done that with you first, twenty years ago. Would've saved us both some embarrassment."

"Hey." He laughed, half-offended, half not able to argue with it. "I was twenty. And you were already the best in the business by then."

"I was," she agreed, entirely without modesty. "You didn't even get my dress all the way off before you were done. I don't think I'd even touched you yet." She pressed a kiss low on his stomach, still grinning. "This one at least made it as far as getting his pants open first. So. Progress, for the species." Her mouth reached lower, hovering above his glistening head of his cock, her eyes flicking up to his. "I was very slow at first with him, just feeling him out. Then I was not so slow."

She took her husband's cock into her mouth without any more warning than that, sinking down slow until he hit the back of her throat, and Mark's hips jerked up off the bed on their own, a groan tearing out of him he didn't even try to hold back. She pulled back up with a wet, filthy sound and did it again, faster this time, tongue dragging hard along the underside on every pass, her fist twisting tight at the base to match, and by the third stroke he had a hand fisted in her hair.

She could've had him finished in under thirty seconds if she'd wanted to — she knew exactly where that switch was on him, always had, twenty years of knowing his body better than he knew it himself. She eased off instead, right when he started to tighten up under her, backed him down a notch with a slower pass, then built him right back up again, over and over, keeping him circling the edge without ever letting him near it. No two-hour clock running here. No next client waiting on a schedule somewhere. This was her bed, her husband, and she could keep him right here on the edge of it for as long as she felt like it.

When she finally let herself come up for air, lips plump and wet, spit slicking her chin, his cock throbbing angrily in her fist, he was breathing like he'd run a mile.

"That's what he got," she said, voice wrecked and pleased with itself in equal measure, stroking him steady with her fist now. "Just like that. Right up until he almost lost it—"

She dipped her head and took Mark's cock back into her mouth, one long, slow pass, cutting her own sentence off on purpose, making him wait for the rest of it right at the worst possible moment.

"Mmph—" He fisted his hand tighter in her hair, hips straining up, right back at that same edge she'd just spent five minutes building him toward and denying him. "Sienna. Finish the sentence."

She pulled off with a wet pop, grinning, and went back to stroking him slow instead, merciless about it. "Right up until he almost lost it too early, and I had to pull off and squeeze the base hard to bring him back down. He actually apologized. Sweet, really." She pressed her lips to the head of Mark's cock, not taking him in, just resting there, talking against him now instead of around him. "Once I had him steady again, I got the condom off him myself. Peeled it off slow, dropped it on the coffee table, and told him he could finish on me instead. On my tits. Right here." She dragged two fingers up along her own chest, between her breasts, showing him exactly where. "Told him not to hold back."

Mark's cock jumped hard in her hand, an actual full-body twitch he had no control over, and a sound came out of him that was half word, half groan. "You let him mark you."

"I let him," she agreed, and she said it like she was proud of it, not sorry for a second.  "Wrapped my own hand around him after that and finished the job myself. Fast, hard strokes, right up close so he could watch himself do it. Took him maybe fifteen seconds once I had my hand on him bare like that." Her own hand tightened around Mark to match, stroking him faster now, urgent where it had been slow, and he groaned low and long. "He came so hard he actually staggered. Both hands braced on the wall behind me by the end of it, groaning something that wasn't even a real word anymore. All over my chest. My collarbone. Some of it even caught in my chin."

"And you just — let it sit there." His voice had gone rough, wrecked, his hips working up into her fist now without any restraint left in him.

"He asked me not to wipe it off right away. Wanted to look at it for a minute." She leaned down, mouth finding his ear again, voice dropping lower still. "So I let him. Sat there on the edge of that bed with his cum drying on my tits while he caught his breath and told me how good I was. Didn't clean up until he was ready to stop looking."

"Christ, Sienna—"

"I know, baby." She kissed his jaw, his throat, working her way back down his chest, her hand never once losing its rhythm on him, keeping him right there, right at that same edge, over and over, refusing to let him go any further than that. "I know exactly what that does to you. That's why I'm telling you."

She didn't go back down on him right away. She stretched up along his body instead, settling half over him, one leg still hooked over his hip, and just looked at him for a second, catching her own breath. His cock was still hard and neglected between them, twitching every time she shifted her weight against it.

"You're going to torture me on purpose," he said, hips rolling up against her without permission, cock dragging slick against her thigh.

"I know." She traced one finger down the center of his chest, following the same track her nails had left earlier, unbothered by his complaint. "That's the whole point of telling it this way. We're not in a hurry, baby. Nobody's timing us."

"Somebody's timing me." He caught her wrist, brought her palm flat against his own chest so she could feel how hard his heart was going. "Feel that?"

"I feel it." She smiled, pleased with herself, and let her hand stay there a second before it started wandering again — down his stomach, along his hip, everywhere except where he actually wanted it. "Patience, baby. You're going to get every last second of it, I promise, but only once I'm good and ready to give it to you." She dragged her nails back up his stomach, slow, watching him twitch under her hand. "We sat there for a few minutes after he finished. Him getting his breath back, me letting him look his fill. He wanted to talk for a bit, actually. Not about anything — just talk. Guys get like that after. Softer than they walked in."

"You let him."

"I let him have his few minutes. That's part of it too." She shrugged, easy, like it cost her nothing. "Then I got up, cleaned myself off in his bathroom, freshened my lipstick, and came back out ready for round two. He'd barely had time to catch his breath before I was climbing back over him."

Mark's hand slid up her thigh, fingers pressing into the soft inside of it, and she let her legs fall open a little wider over his hip in response, wet enough now that he could feel it against his skin without her even trying.

"Round two's the main event," she said, voice dropping into something rougher. "That's what he actually paid for. The rest is just getting there."

She reached down between them and finally, finally wrapped her hand around him, guiding the head of his cock through her drenched folds once, twice, before notching him right at her entrance and holding him there, not sinking down yet, just letting him feel exactly how warm and wet and ready she already was, his cock throbbing against her in the wait.

"He got me on my back first," she said. "Same as you always do. Missionary, slow, wanted to watch my face the whole time he was inside me. I let him have that too — most of them want it, wanting to see whether it's real, not performed. Whether they could really make a hot woman feel hot, get her worked up and watch her lose it on his cock. So I gave him that. Moaned nice and loud when it felt good, which it did, arched up into every stroke and let him watch it land right there on my face."

She sank down onto Mark in one long, slow slide, and both of them groaned at the same time, her head dropping back for a second before she caught herself and kept going.

"God, Mark—" She rolled her hips down, testing, finding the angle. "He felt different. New. Bigger in some ways, not in others, and my body had to figure him out same as it does with anybody new. Years of just you, and then some stranger's cock stretching me open in a hotel room, and my body just — adjusted. Like it remembered how."

"You liked stretching around a cock that wasn't mine?" His hands found her hips, guiding her into a rhythm, his own hips starting to work up to meet her.

"I liked it fine." She rocked against him harder now, both of them finding the same pace together, her nails digging half-moons into his chest. "But he wasn't you. Nobody's you." She ground down hard, taking him all the way to the base, and held there a second, clenched tight around him… this was the fit she knew by heart, the one her body never had to adjust for. "He was just — a body. A good one, sure, decent stamina for a corporate guy who probably hasn't broken a sweat outside a gym in years." She rolled her hips again, slow this time, intentionally slow, watching his face while she did it, her breath catching on the roll. "But it was never going to be anything more than that." Her hand slid up his chest, fingers curling into his shoulder, nails biting in as she picked up the pace once more, riding him hard enough that the headboard started to knock against the wall. "You know that, right? You know exactly what this is and isn't."

"I know." His voice cracked rough on the words, hips slamming up into her hard enough to jolt a gasp out of both of them, cock throbbing deep inside her with every stroke. "Keep going. Tell me the rest."

"He flipped me over eventually. Wanted me on my hands and knees, which — fine, sure, everybody wants that eventually, it's not exactly original." She laughed, breathless, grinding down against him, her pace picking up on top of him without breaking stride. "Held onto my hips so hard his knuckles probably’ll feel dull tomorrow. Cute effort, considering I wasn't going anywhere for the rest of the hour." She leaned down, bracing both hands flat on his chest, and rode him harder, her rhythm turning ruthless. "He went faster once he had the angle he wanted, deep enough I felt it in my teeth." Her head dropped back, throat working, a moan tearing loose before she caught it and kept talking. "I let my head hang down and just took it for a while. Didn't have to do much." She ground down and held there, clenched tight around him, both of them groaning at once. "He was doing all the work by then."

Mark flipped her without warning, rolling them both so she landed under him, and she gasped, surprised, grinning up at him with her hair fanned out across the pillow.

"My turn," he said, low, and pushed into her deep, no warning, no build — and she cried out, back arching up off the bed to meet him.

"There’s my man," she said, breathless, hooking a leg around his hip to pull him deeper.

He set the pace now, driving into her hard and steady; the bed continued to knock against the wall on every stroke, same as it always had — one of the reasons they'd built this place a little over a decade back instead of staying put, tired of neighbors giving them looks over the fence and kids down the hall who’d soon grow old enough to notice.

Neither of them had ever once considered getting quieter about it. She was a pro, he'd married a pro, and twenty years in, that hadn't changed a thing. Her breath caught every time he bottomed out, his own breathing gone ragged above her. She locked her long legs tighter around him, pulling him deeper with every stroke, and he groaned into her neck, hips stuttering for a second before he found his rhythm again.

"Don't stop talking," he managed, mouth against her throat. "Finish it."

She gasped as Mark hit somewhere deep, her whole body tightening around him for a second before she found her breath again. "He came the second time inside the condom, obviously. Fisted the sheets on either side of me, buried himself as deep as he could get and just stayed there, shaking through it, made this sound like he'd been holding it in his whole life, and that was it. Done. Wrecked."

"And you?" Mark’s pace hadn't slowed; if anything it was building, his hand sliding down to grip her ass and pull it higher against his side.

"Doesn't matter." She said it plainly, no shame in it at all, watching his face while she said it. "My body reacts how it reacts, baby, you know this. Doesn't mean anything except that it works exactly how it's supposed to."

His hips faltered for half a second at that — not from jealousy, something closer to her honesty landing like a live wire straight to his cock — and then he drove into her harder, chasing something now, both of them past the point of talking in full sentences.

Sienna's voice frayed at the edges now, her own hips rising to meet every stroke. "He thanked me. Actually thanked me, like I'd done him some kind of favor instead of a job. Told me I was better than he'd let himself imagine, and he'd imagined plenty. Wanted to book again next month already, before I'd even left the room."

"Sienna—" Her name tore out of him rough, half a warning, half a plea, and she reached up and pulled his face down to hers.

"Look at me," she said, and he did, both of them right there at the edge together now, her voice gone soft and unguarded, not Samantha, just her, just Sienna, just this. "That's what happened to me tonight. Every single second of it. And I drove straight home to you."

Whatever she meant to say next dissolved somewhere in her throat. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her hips rising to meet him harder, faster, both of them slamming together now with no rhythm left to name — just her breath breaking high and ragged in his ear, his name, and her familiar sweet nothings for him, coming apart into half a syllable every time he drove deep, the headboard cracking against the wall over and over. His forehead pressed to hers, sweat-slick, both of them gasping into the same air, chasing the same high, nothing left of talk or story, just the wet slap of skin and how close they both were.

Then her voice found its way back, ragged now, barely holding together. "That's it," she said, "that's the whole thing, Mark. That's the entire point. I go be Samantha for a few hours and then I drive myself right back into being your wife, and it's better with you. So much better. Nobody's ever come close. Nobody ever will."

That did it. His hips drove into her hard, once, twice, and he buried himself as deep as he could go and came inside her, hot and pulsing, groaning her name into her neck like it was being torn out of him, hips grinding through every last spasm of it. She felt him finish — felt every twitch of it deep inside her — and it dragged her over right behind him, her whole body drawing tight around his cock, milking him through it, back arching hard off the bed, nails raking down his back, a sound breaking out of her low and unguarded, nothing performed in it at all — nothing Samantha, nothing for anybody's benefit but the two of them alone in their own marriage bed, cumming together with nothing between them at all.

They stayed like that a long moment after, neither of them moving, his weight still braced over her, both of them breathing hard into the quiet.

"So," she said, still catching her breath, dragging a thumb along his warm ear. "How's it feel? Being married to a world-class slut again."

He huffed a laugh against her hand, hips still pinning her to the mattress. "Feels like it never actually stopped."

"No," she said, grinning up at him, nothing left of Samantha anywhere in it, "I guess it didn't. Not for you, lover. Not for a second."

They stayed tangled together long after either of them could've moved, his weight still braced over her, her fingers tracing slow, aimless lines along his shoulder. Neither of them said anything for a while. They didn't need to.

"Bath's probably gone cold by now," he said eventually, mouth against her hair.

"You drew me a bath?"

"Hours ago." He pushed himself up on one elbow, looking down at her, still a little wrecked around the edges. "Figured you'd want something waiting that wasn't just me standing in the doorway like an idiot."

"You're never just that." She caught his jaw, pulled him down for a slow kiss, nothing urgent left in it now, just warm. "But I'll take the bath too."

He ran it hot again while she lay there another minute, boneless, one arm thrown over her eyes. By the time she made it to the bathroom he was already in the tub, water steaming, the same oil he'd used earlier filling the room with that smell that was hers now more than it had ever been anyone else's. He held a hand out and she took it, stepping in and settling back against his chest, his legs bracketing hers, the water closing warm around both of them.

For a long stretch neither of them talked. He worked his thumbs into her shoulders, slow circles that found every knot the night had left behind, and she let her head drop back against him, eyes closed, soft in a way she never let herself be with anyone who was paying for the privilege.

"This is new," she said eventually, eyes still closed. "You, doing the work."

"Seemed fair." His hands moved lower, working down her spine, careful over the two marks still faintly visible on her breast when she shifted. "You spent two hours getting used by somebody else. Least I can do is take care of you after."

"I like this version of fair." She caught one of his hands, brought it around to her stomach, held it there against her skin. "Keep going."

He did, slow and careful in a way neither of them had managed all night, working the tension out of her shoulders, her neck, down along her arms, until she'd gone soft and heavy against him, half-asleep in the warm water. He pressed a kiss to the top of her head and just held her there for a while, both of them quiet, the water cooling slow around them.

"Counted the cash again before I started the drive home," she said, eyes still closed. "Force of habit."

"You're doing math. In a bathtub."

"Counting what matters." She grinned, tilting her head back against his shoulder. "Tonight put us right on track for what was needed, baby."

"On what track, exactly?!"

"You know exactly what." She reached for her phone off the bathmat instead, pulling up the running total she'd begun keeping since they started this, this how she used to operate back in the day — every deposit, every cash envelope, logged by hand in a notes app nobody else would ever see. "Our play money. Yours and mine. We said we'd hit a number by the end of the year and take that Amalfi trip you keep talking yourself out of." She glanced up at him, daring him to argue. "Well. We’re going to hit it if this keeps up."

"Sienna—"

"Don't." She was already pulling up flights, thumb moving fast and sure over the screen, water dripping off her wrist onto the glass. "You'll find six reasons it's not the right time. The company, the quarter, whatever's next on your list of things to worry about instead of just going and lying on a beach with your hot hotwife for a week." She hit something, waited a second, and grinned. "Too late anyway. Just booked it."

He stared at her, half-laughing, half something rawer than that. "You just booked flights to Italy. In the bathtub. Right now. You're out here making rich-person decisions."

"I did." She set the phone down on the edge of the tub, smug about it, and settled back against him again. "Some stranger paid for half of it tonight without even knowing it. Feels like the least he could do, honestly, considering what else he got out of the deal."

He wrapped both arms around her, pulling her back flush against his chest, and pressed his mouth to her temple. "You're something else, you know that?"

"I do know that." She laced her fingers through his where they rested against her stomach, both of them quiet again, the water gone properly cool now and neither of them caring. "Ten days. Just us. No clients, no calls, nothing but you and me and a very large ocean."

"I can live with that."

"I know you can." She turned her head enough to catch his mouth again, slow this time, easy, the kind of kiss that didn't need to go anywhere else to matter. When she pulled back she was smiling, soft, entirely her own. "Come on. Water's freezing and I'm pruning. Bed."

They didn't make it straight to sleep. He changed the damp, sexed-up sheets while she went through her nighttime skin routine, and then they were back in bed, tangled in fresh sheets, her head on his chest, his hand tracing slow shapes against her back, both of them drifting toward that place just before sleep where nothing needed saying anymore.

Her phone lit up once more from the nightstand, screen glowing bright in the dark room. She reached for it out of habit more than anything, thumb swiping it open, and went still for half a second reading whatever had come through.

"What is it?" he asked, voice already thick with sleep.

"New inquiry." She scrolled, thumb pausing on something, then set the phone face-down on the nightstand without answering it, without saying anything else about it at all. "Tomorrow's problem."

"Good one?"

"Don't know yet." She curled back into him, eyes already closing. "Ask me tomorrow."

He didn't ask anything else. Just pulled her closer, her back against his chest, one hand splayed warm over her stomach, and matched his breathing to hers until it slowed enough to sleep.

***

Enjoyed the story?

This is only the beginning for Sienna and Mark.

I have plenty planned for this couple — new clients, deeper waters, and one young man in particular who's going to complicate things.

If you'd like to read more of their journey, leave a rating or a review. They are what keeps a series alive, and every single one helps another reader find them.

Thank you for being here for their first night back. 💋

~ Emily Felix
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A Corporate Working Wife: A High Heat Hotwife, Cuckold, Forbidden Transformation Tale
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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.
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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. 
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First Time Hotwife
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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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