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Chapter One

Jason found the bar at eight-fifteen and decided to stay close to it.

He didn't mind these parties. Claire's agency did them well enough, open bar and a decent view and people who mostly knew how to talk. He just didn't know many of them. He was an engineer at a firm across town with no connection to advertising beyond the woman he had married, which meant these events were an exercise in being charming to strangers for two or three hours before he could reasonably suggest they leave.

He was good at it. He had always been good at it.

He ordered a bourbon and turned to face the room.

The rooftop was filling steadily. He recognized a few faces from previous parties, nodded at a man whose name he couldn't remember, and scanned the crowd for Claire. She was near the far railing, talking to a woman he didn't know, her hair down the way he liked it, her dark blue dress professional and pretty in exactly the way Claire always managed. Put together. Polished. She caught him looking and gave him a small smile before turning back to her conversation.

He loved her. That was never in question.

He was on his second drink when Sandra Holloway walked in.

He had met Sandra once, briefly, at last year's party. Greg's wife. Greg was in media buying, a decent enough guy Jason had shared maybe four conversations with across these events. He remembered Sandra as attractive, polished, the kind of woman who looked good without making a point of it.

The way she looked tonight was definitely making a point of it.

The dress was tiny. That was the only word for it. Black, skintight, the hem stopping high enough on her thighs that every step she took made it a question. But it was the top of the dress that stopped Jason mid-sip. She had gotten work done, and the dress she had chosen left absolutely no ambiguity about it. The neckline plunged deep, her cleavage full and round and impossible to ignore, and she moved through the rooftop like a woman who wanted eyes on her and wanted everyone in the room to know it.

They knew it.

Every man she passed did the same thing. The eyes went first, that involuntary drop, and then came the recovery, the careful look away, the recalibration. Sandra touched arms when she talked. She leaned in when someone said something interesting and the men she leaned toward stopped being able to remember what they had just said.

Jason watched her and his pulse quickened in a way he knew too well.

He looked at Greg.

Greg was watching his wife with a drink in his hand and a slow satisfied smile on his face. Not anxious. Not hovering. Just watching, the way a man watches something he was proud of, something he put on display on purpose and is pleased with the result. Sandra said something to a guy Jason vaguely recognized from accounting and the guy laughed too loud and Greg just sipped his drink.

Jason understood it completely. He didn't find it strange at all. He found it electric. The idea of standing where Greg was standing, watching other men want what was yours, their eyes on her body, on every piece of her body that dress revealed, and feeling turned on by it.

He thought about Claire in that dress.

He was still thinking about it when a man appeared beside him at the bar.

Jason noticed him the way you notice someone with a certain kind of presence. Not loudly, not announced. Just a shift in the air. He was Black, tall, broad through the shoulders, dressed in a dark suit with the collar open, and he settled beside Jason with the ease of someone who was comfortable in rooms like this one.

He glanced at Jason. Then he glanced at where Jason had just been looking.

The faintest amusement crossed his face. "Hard to miss," he said.

Jason laughed, caught and not particularly embarrassed about it. "Yeah, you’d have to work at it."

The man ordered a drink and turned to face the room beside Jason. "Women who dress like that know exactly what they're doing. They command a room." He said it the way you state something obvious, a fact about how the world works. "They open doors. The right people start noticing. The decision makers. The ones who actually move things. And she's the reason they're in the conversation at all." He took a slow sip. "There's more power in it than most people realize.”

Jason found himself nodding. He didn't know this man but he understood exactly how his mind worked.

"Her husband's over there," Jason said, nodding toward Greg. "He seems to be enjoying the view as much as anyone."

The man looked. Took it in. "Good for him."

They fell into it from there, the easy way two people at a bar with nothing else to do and no particular reason not to talk will fall into things. The city, the view, the open bar. The man was sharp and certain and asked the kind of questions that made you want to actually answer them. Jason found himself talking more freely than he usually did at these parties. The bourbon helped. The conversation helped more.

At some point Jason nodded back toward Sandra, who had migrated to a new cluster of people and was currently making a man in a gray suit forget his own name.

"I wish my wife dressed like that," he said. It came out easy, honest, the way things do when you have been drinking and the person beside you feels like someone you can say things to. "She's got the body for it. More than." He shook his head a little. "She just keeps it pretty buttoned up. Especially for work stuff."
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"She here tonight?"

"Yeah." Jason scanned the room. Claire had moved from the railing and was now closer to the center of the rooftop, fresh drink in hand, laughing at something the woman beside her had said. "There. Blonde. Dark blue dress."

The man looked. A beat of quiet.

"She's beautiful," he said. No performance in it. Just a direct, simple statement.

"She is," Jason said, and felt the warmth he always did when someone saw it.

"Seems like she could own a room if she wanted to."

"That's exactly it." Jason pointed his glass loosely in the air, the way you do when someone has just articulated the thing you couldn't. "She could own any room she walked into. Dressed like that she'd own it in about thirty seconds with her body. She never would though." He looked back at his drink, his voice dropping to the kind of low that happens when a man stops performing and starts just thinking out loud. "I mean maybe if I played into her praise kink, she'd slowly let loose. She has this real weakness when she's told she's a good —" He stopped. Laughed at himself. "That’s the booze talking. Jesus, pretend you didn't hear that."

The man listened without comment, the way someone listens when they intend to keep what they’re hearing.

"Does she work here?" he asked. "At the agency? Or is this your work thing?"

"Hers," Jason said. "She’s a project manager. Really good one." He looked at the man. "You? What do you do for work?"

"I'm the new VP of Client Services," the man said. "Xavier Morrow. I start Monday."

Everything in Jason stopped.

He heard himself starting to walk it back and apologizing. Something about not realizing, about Claire being as professional as anyone he knew, genuinely excellent at her job, that none of what he'd said reflected on her, he'd just had a few drinks and run his mouth.

Xavier Morrow stopped him with a slight raise of one hand. Easy. Unbothered.

"Nothing to apologize for," he said. "It was a good conversation." He looked at Jason with a directness that carried no edge in it. "She sounds like someone worth knowing."

"She's the best person I know," Jason said. "Honestly."

Xavier nodded. He accepted a fresh drink and scanned the room once, slow and easy, and said it was good to meet him. Then he was gone, moving away from the bar with the same certainty he'd arrived with.

Jason stood there watching Sandra work the room for a moment.

Then he looked across the rooftop and found Claire.

She was talking to Xavier.

He didn't know how it had happened so fast. Somewhere in the thirty seconds since Xavier walked away from the bar he had crossed the room and now he was standing close to Claire near the far railing, the city spread out behind them, and they were talking the way people talk when the room around them has stopped existing. Claire laughed at something and tucked her hair back behind her ear and Jason watched her the way Greg had been watching Sandra all night.

Xavier knew she lit up for praise. He knew because Jason had told him, sitting at the bar, drinking, feeling loose and easy with a man he'd thought was nobody. He knew Jason wanted her in a dress that stopped traffic. And now he was standing two feet from her with his full focus on her.

Jason watched them. The way Xavier gave Claire his undivided attention, like she was the only thing in the room worth looking at. The way Claire stood differently than she had all night. Straighter. More present. Like something in her had been turned up a degree without her noticing.

Across the rooftop Sandra Holloway laughed at something and every head nearby turned toward the sound.

Jason thought about Greg's quiet satisfied smile.

He thought about Xavier saying women like that open doors.

He thought about Claire in a dress like Sandra's, in a room like this one, with men turning toward her the same way.

He finished his drink and went to find his wife.


Chapter Two

The elevator down was quiet.

Claire watched the numbers drop and let the party noise fade behind her. She was still replaying the conversation over in her mind. Xavier Morrow. New VP, starting Monday. She wasn't sure what she'd expected but it wasn't that. The way he listened. The questions he asked. The feeling of being actually seen, not just looked at. She was a project manager at a party full of account executives and senior staff, and somehow he had found her anyway and made her feel like the most interesting person in the room.

Jason's hand was warm at the small of her back as they crossed the lobby. She leaned into it.

In the car he was quiet in the way that meant something was sitting with him. She gave him the time. The city moved past the windows and she watched it and waited.

"Sandra Holloway," she said finally.

"Yeah."

"When did that happen?"

"I don't know. Sometime in the last year apparently."

She shook her head slowly. "She got a boob job."

"I noticed," Jason said.

She almost laughed. "I could tell."

They were quiet again. The expressway opened up ahead of them, the city thinning at the edges, and Claire looked out the passenger window and thought about Sandra moving through that rooftop. The way the room organized itself around her without her asking it to. The men who forgot what they were saying. The ones who laughed too loud.

"I couldn't believe how okay Greg seemed with it," Claire said. "Sandra was talking to guys all night, leaning into every conversation, and he just watched her like he was enjoying it."

"He did," Jason said.

"Doesn't that seem strange to you?"

Jason was quiet for a moment. "No," he said. "Not really."

She looked at him. He kept his eyes on the road but there was a charge behind them she recognized. Something that had been there since the party and hadn't left.

"He looked happy," Jason said. "He was definitely enjoying it. Proud of how she looked, proud of the attention she was getting." His thumb moved against the wheel. "It was hard not to think about you in a dress like that. In that room tonight. "The way those men would have—" He stopped. Started again. "You would have made Sandra Holloway invisible, Claire."

"Wait." She turned to look at him. "You'd want me dressed like that? Like Sandra was? With everyone staring? Her body was practically on display."

"Yeah, I honestly couldn’t stop thinking about you dressed like that," he said simply.

She sat with that for a moment. It should have bothered her more than it did. The idea of Jason wanting her dressed like Sandra, wanting other men staring at her body, should have landed wrong. The problem was her body seemed to like that it was wrong. She turned back to the window and didn't say anything else.

* * *

The bedroom lamp was on low. She had taken her hair down and washed her face and she came out of the bathroom to find him already in bed, not on his phone, just lying there looking at the ceiling. She crossed to her side and sat on the edge of the mattress and he reached for her immediately, his hand at her hip, and she went to him without discussion because they both knew what the night had been building toward.

His mouth found her neck. She closed her eyes.

"Tell me what you're thinking," he said against her skin.

Claire smiled and teased him, "I know what you're thinking. You're thinking about Sandra's new body."
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"I'm thinking about your body," he said. His hand slid down her stomach and she went still. "In that dress. At that party. Every person in that room looking at you the way they were looking at her." His fingers moved lower. "Imagine being that exposed for all of them."

She let herself. The tiny black hem. The neckline. All that exposure in a room full of people who would have noticed immediately and not been subtle about it.

Jason's hand slipped between her thighs and she felt him go still for just a second.

"Claire."

"Don't."

"You're already wet." His voice had changed, lower and rougher. "Just from thinking about it."

She said nothing. Her face was warm and her heart was going fast and she kept her eyes closed.

"Imagine walking through that room," he said. His fingers moved slowly and her body was losing the battle. "Every man in there turning to look. Not being able to help it. Your tits spilling out of that dress. Seeing their eyes on them."

She made a soft sound she hadn't planned.

"Imagine standing there," he said, and his fingers slowed deliberately, "in that tiny little dress. Your body on display and how naughty it would feel." A pause. His voice dropped further. "Talking to Xavier."

Her pussy flooded.

His breath caught sharp against her neck. His fingers pressing in slightly.

"There it is," he said quietly.

There was nothing to say. Her body had said it without her permission and the shame of that was somehow making it worse, making everything hotter and more unbearable.

"Admit it," Jason said. His fingers moved in slow circles and she was already close, embarrassingly close, her hips moving without her deciding to move them. "Tell me that the thought of dressing like that for Xavier turns you on."

She opened her mouth.

She didn't say anything.

She started cumming.

Hard and sudden and helpless, her hand gripping his arm, her face pressed into his shoulder, a sound escaping her that she swallowed as quickly as she could. Her whole body shook with it. His fingers worked her through it without stopping and she rode it until she couldn't anymore and went still against him.

The room was quiet.

"Fuck me," she said. "Right now."

He was inside her instantly and she wrapped around him and he lasted about 30 seconds, which was not like him, his face buried in her hair and his breathing ragged and desperate, and when he finished he made a sound like something had been taken from him.

They lay there afterward. Her head on his chest. His heartbeat slowed under her palm.

Neither of them said anything.


Chapter Three

She had been at her desk for twenty minutes when Xavier's assistant called over.

"Mr. Morrow would like to see you. Now if you're free."

Claire saved what she was working on, which was nothing important, and stood and smoothed her skirt and told herself there was no reason to feel anything particular about walking into the new VP's office for the first time. She was a project manager with three years of clean performance reviews and a reputation for getting things done quietly and correctly. Whatever this was, she could handle it.

She knocked on the open door.

"Close it behind you," Xavier said without looking up.

She did. The office was large and ordered, nothing on the desk that didn't need to be there. He finished whatever he was reading and set it aside and looked at her with the same attention she remembered from the party, steady and total, like she was the only thing in the room worth focusing on.

"Sit down, Claire."

She sat.

"I'm going to offer you a role," he said. "I'd like you to hear it completely before you respond."

She nodded.

He laid it out with the same directness he seemed to apply to everything. Account Executive on his team. She would own client relationships directly, manage existing accounts, attend pitches and client dinners and agency presentations. The compensation structure was base plus performance bonus, and when he told her the base she kept her face neutral with some effort because it was substantially more than she was making, more than she had expected to be making for another several years at least.

"Your background is project management," he said. "Internal facing, coordination, delivery. You've had some client exposure when they've been on site but always in a support capacity. Never owning the room."

"That's right."

"This role is different. You would own the room." He let that sit for a moment. "The clients you'd be managing make decisions based partly on results and partly on relationships. The agency they choose to work with is often the agency whose people they want to have dinner with. That's not a cynical observation, it's just how this industry works. My team represents this agency in every interaction and I have specific standards for what that looks like."

She nodded again, holding his gaze, professional and composed.

"Presentation matters on this team in a way it may not have in your current role," he said. "How you carry yourself in a client meeting, how you walk into a dinner, the impression you make before you've said a word. I'm not asking you to be someone you're not. I'm asking you to be the best version of what you already are." He paused. "There's a difference."

She held his gaze.

"I'll set up a wardrobe allowance for you through the agency account. Client entertainment is part of what we do and looking the part is a legitimate business expense." He said it matter of factly, like a reasonable administrative detail. "Take your husband shopping with you. I spoke with him briefly at the party. I think he'll know exactly what this role calls for."

The room was very quiet.

She wanted to ask what that meant. She wanted to ask what exactly they had talked about. About how a twenty minute conversation at an open bar had given Xavier Morrow the confidence to reference her husband in a meeting about her wardrobe without any apparent concern that it was an unusual thing to say.

She didn't ask any of it. She sat with it and kept her face even.

"The transfer won't be official until HR processes it tomorrow," he said. "I'd ask that you keep this quiet until then. These things have a way of creating noise before they need to." He looked at her evenly. "I suspect you're someone who can keep a secret when it matters."

"I understand," she said.

He nodded once. "Do you have questions about the role?"

She had approximately forty questions, none of which were about the role. "Not right now," she said.

"Then I'll take that as a yes."

She realized she hadn't actually said yes. She also realized she was never going to say anything but yes.

"Thank you," she said. "I appreciate the opportunity and am looking forward to it."

He was already looking back at his desk. She stood and walked to the door and let herself out and pulled it closed behind her with a soft click.

She walked back to her desk and sat down and stared at her monitor and thought about what Jason might have said at that party.

I think he'll know exactly what this role calls for.

What had Jason told him? She thought it over all morning, quietly, beneath the ordinary surface of her work day. They had talked at the bar, she knew that much, she had seen them together briefly before Xavier crossed the room to find her. But Jason didn't know Xavier. He hadn't known who he was talking to. Which meant whatever he'd said he'd said freely, the way Jason talked when he was relaxed and drinking and in a good conversation with someone he'd just met.

She thought about the things Jason said when he was relaxed and drinking.

The things he'd said about Greg and Sandra and Claire in a dress that would make men stare.

Her face was warm and she made herself focus on her screen.

By the end of the day she had kept her word and told no one. She gathered her things at five thirty and rode the elevator down alone and drove home with the secret sitting in her chest the whole way, quiet and strange and not entirely unpleasant.

* * *

Jason was in the kitchen when she got home, something on the stove, a glass of wine already poured for her on the counter. She picked it up and leaned against the doorframe and watched him for a moment before he noticed her.

"Hey." He smiled. "Good day?"

"Interesting day," she said.

He turned from the stove. Something in her voice made him read her more carefully. "Yeah?"

She told him. The meeting, the role, the compensation. His eyebrows went up at the number and she watched him process it, the genuine pleasure of a proud husband.

"Claire, that's incredible."

"It's not official until tomorrow. He asked me to keep it quiet."

"Of course." He turned back to the stove and then turned back again. "Xavier offered you this?"

"This morning. Yeah."

Jason was quiet for a moment, stirring something he wasn't really paying attention to. She watched his face.

"He mentioned you," she said carefully. "When he was talking about the wardrobe allowance."

The stirring slowed. "What do you mean?"

"He said to take you shopping with me. That he'd spoken with you briefly at the party." She kept her voice even. "That he thought you'd have a good sense of what the role called for."

Jason set the spoon down.

"What did you two talk about?" she asked.

"Just. You know. Party talk." He picked up his own glass. "I told him you were good at your job. That you'd been in a supporting role for a while and deserved more. That kind of thing."
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She looked at him. He met her eyes and held them and she couldn't tell, not entirely, how much of what he was saying was the whole story.

"There's a spending allowance," she said, moving on because moving on seemed like the safer option. "Through the agency. For clothes. Client facing stuff."

"How much?"

She told him. His expression shifted into something she recognized, something that had been in his face on the drive home from the party and in the bedroom afterward, that particular combination of excitement and hunger that she was starting to understand had a certain shape to it.

"We should go this weekend," he said.

"Jason."

"What?"

She set her wine down. "He's my boss. Whatever you're thinking..."

"I'm thinking you should have clothes that fit the new role."

"I know what you're thinking."

He looked at her across the kitchen with that expression still in place. "What am I thinking?"

She didn't answer. Her face was warm again and she picked her wine back up and looked away and said she was going to change before dinner.

* * *

She told herself her horniness wasn’t from the images her husband was putting in her head about dressing a certain way for her new boss.

She was still telling herself that when Jason's hands found her in the dark, and she let herself be turned toward him because it had been a long day and she was tired and it was easier than continuing to think.

"Tell me what bothers you about it," he said quietly.

"Nothing bothers me about it."

"Claire."

His hand moved along her side. "He's my boss," she said. "I can't just…I can't walk into client dinners dressed like…" She stopped.

"Like what?"

"Like Sandra."

"Why not?"

"Because I'm not Sandra. Because I'm a professional and I worked hard to be taken seriously and I'm not going to show up to a client dinner with my…" She stopped again. His hand had moved beneath her panties and she was having trouble with the sentence. "Jason."

"What?"

"That's not helping me think."

"I know." His fingers moved and she was already warmer than she wanted to be.

"I have a confession,” Jason whispered against her ear. “I told him I wished you dressed like Sandra. At the bar. Before I knew who he was."

Her breath caught.

"He said women like that command a room. Open doors. That decision makers pay attention to a woman who knows how to walk in and own it." A pause. His fingers rested over her clit.

She stopped breathing for a moment.

She had heard those words that morning. Sitting across from Xavier in his office, composed and professional, taking the job offer like it was a straightforward career opportunity. He had said almost exactly that. The same phrasing.

Jason hadn't known who he was talking to. Xavier had known exactly what he was collecting.

She hated how her body responded to that. Hated the immediacy of it, the complete absence of any delay between understanding and wanting. It went against everything she knew about herself and none of that seemed to matter at all.

Jason’s fingers were circling again and her wetness was undeniable. Her body didn’t stand a chance.

“Fuck Claire, you like this.”

“Don’t.” She tried to fight it as she squirmed under his touch.

"Don't what?" Jason said softly.

She didn't answer.

"Don't talk about it?" His fingers moved slowly. "Or don't make you think about it?"

She said nothing. Both. Neither. She didn't know.

"Because you're already thinking about it," he said. "Your body likes the idea. But you’re probably right Claire. It would be very very bad for you to dress like a little slut for your boss.”

"Jason—"

"So bad that you should probably tell me what you can’t do Claire. Say it. Tell me what you can’t do baby.”

Her breath caught. His fingers pressed and she felt her pussy flood and the words came out before she could stop them.

"I can't—,” her breath caught. “I can’t dress like a little slut for Xavier."

Her pussy spasmed the moment she said it. She started cumming before she could decide how she felt about any of it.

She was still cumming when she pulled him on top of her. He didn't need any encouragement. He didn't last long. When he finished he collapsed against her and she held him in silence. Xavier's name had come up in bed twice now, and both times it had sent them both over the edge faster and harder than either wanted to admit.

Neither of them spoke. His breathing evened out first. Hers took longer.

She lay in the dark and thought about the same words coming from two different mouths in two very different rooms, and what that meant about the morning she thought she'd understood.


Chapter Four

The HR notification arrived at 9:04 Tuesday morning. Two short paragraphs. Her new title, her reporting structure, her effective date. Account Executive, Client Services. Reporting to Xavier Morrow, VP of Client Services.

She read it twice and then forwarded it to Jason with no message attached.

By noon she had an office.

It was small, an interior room with a window that looked onto the open floor rather than the city, a desk and two chairs and a whiteboard she hadn't written anything on yet. Not impressive by any measure, but it was a private office with a door and blinds.

Xavier appeared in the doorway at half past noon. He looked around the space once, orienting, and set a small laminated sign on her desk without ceremony.

She picked it up. DEEP WORK IN PROGRESS.

"Every person on my team with a private office gets one," he said. "When you need uninterrupted focus, put it on the door. Lock it. The sign tells the team you are unavailable and that boundary is respected absolutely. Deep focus is what separates work that is merely done from work that is actually good."

She nodded.

"I mean the lock literally," he said. "Not as a suggestion."

He was gone before she could respond.

The rest of Tuesday was onboarding. New systems, new access, new email signature with Account Executive beneath her name. Wednesday she shadowed Jeff, one of the other AEs, through a client call and a briefing prep session. He was efficient and patient with her questions and she absorbed what she could.

She had worn a skirt Tuesday. Then Wednesday. Then Thursday.

She had never worn skirts to work. Not once in three years at this agency. She owned them, had bought them with good intentions and hung them in her closet and reached past them every morning for the trousers and fitted blazers that had always felt like the right armor for the job she was doing. But the job had changed, and on Tuesday morning she had stood in front of her closet and reached for something different without fully examining why. The skirts she pulled out were longer ones, midi-length, fitted through the hip in a way her trousers never were, paired with slightly more fitted blouses. She told herself it was simply the nature of the new role. Client-facing now. Presentation mattered.

Though if she was being honest with herself, and she was trying not to be, it might also have had something to do with the things Jason kept saying in the dark and the mantra Xavier kept saying to her.

He said it in the Thursday morning team meeting, though she suspected it wasn't the first time everyone else was hearing it given how often she’d heard it already.

"You are the product," he said. He was standing at the head of the table, scanning the room. "You are the creative. Before a client hears a single pitch, before we show them one concept, they have already made a judgment about this agency based on the people sitting across from them. You are the first impression. You are the scroll-stopping image or you are the one they keep scrolling past." He let that land. "I need you to understand that the standard I hold for the work we produce is the same standard I hold for how this team presents itself. We do not make forgettable creative and we do not send forgettable people into rooms with decision makers."

Nobody said anything. Claire looked down at her notepad and wrote nothing and felt the words settle somewhere below professional comprehension.

You are the product. You are the creative.

She thought about it on the drive home Thursday night. Thought about Sandra Holloway and how Jason wanted her to dress like that. You would have made Sandra invisible. Thought about the way Xavier had looked at her in that first meeting, steady and total, and the mantra he kept repeating.

She did not connect these thoughts in any deliberate way. She just let them sit together in the dark of the car and drove home.

Friday morning she stood in front of her closet for longer than usual.

She reached past the midi skirts. Pulled out something she had bought two years ago and worn maybe once, a charcoal wrap skirt that hit just above the knee. Not short by any real standard. But shorter than anything she had worn to work before. She held it for a moment, then put it on.

In the bathroom mirror she saw immediately that it hugged her ass in a way the midi skirts hadn't, fitted and deliberate, putting the curve of her on full display. She looked longer than she needed to.

You are the product.

She wore it.

Xavier called her into his office at ten. He glanced at her skirt when she sat down, a brief deliberate look he made no effort to hide, and then met her eyes. "I'm noticing the effort," he said.

She felt it in her chest the whole time he was talking. The praise was small and she knew it was small and she wanted more of it anyway, which was its own uncomfortable thing to sit with.

"I have a prospect I want to bring you into," he said. "They are not a current client. I cultivated the relationship at my previous agency and they came with me when I moved. I want to run a pitch process in the next month and I want you on that team."

She had her pen ready.

"The brand is called Velour." He said it without particular emphasis. "Lingerie. Their positioning goal is to become the American equivalent of Agent Provocateur. High-end, unapologetic, creative that pushes as close to the line as platforms will allow, and sometimes over. They want to stop people cold. Their brief is about desire and they are not interested in playing it safe."

She wrote the name down.

"I am sending you a file this afternoon. Campaign references, brand assets, some Agent Provocateur material they have identified as directional. I want your first impressions before we get into strategy." He glanced at her skirt, briefly, the way he glanced at everything. "Use your deep work time. Lock the door. You need to be able to sit with this material without interruption."

She thanked him and went back to her office and waited.

The file arrived at half past three.

She put the sign on her door, stepped back inside, and turned the lock.

The click of it was very quiet in the empty office.

She sat down and opened the folder.

The still images came first. Agent Provocateur campaign photography, high-gloss and unapologetic. Women in intricate lingerie in various states of undress, their expressions not coy but direct, fully aware of being looked at and entirely unbothered by it. Black silk. Pale skin. The camera close on a woman's thighs, her ass, the lace edge of something barely covering her. Claire scrolled through them with professional consideration, noting composition, lighting, the tension the images created.

Then she opened the first video file.

Love Me Tender.

She clicked play without reading anything more about it and within ten seconds understood she was not watching a standard campaign asset.

The setting was an office. A woman in black lingerie, her body impossible to look away from in it, her dark hair loose, moving toward a man in a suit who was seated at a desk. The way she moved was not subtle. The way she lowered herself into his lap was not subtle. Claire's hand went still on her mouse.

The woman ground against him through his pants. Claire watched it in her locked office, and the heat rose in her face and then moved lower.

The ad ended with a punch and a one-liner about Valentine's Day and the agency logo and Claire sat there for a moment after the screen went dark just breathing.

She clicked the second file.

Tied Up at the Office.

A woman alone at a desk in amber late-afternoon light, on the phone, the conversation low and suggestive and not about work. One hand held the phone. The other traveled down the front of her open blouse, down her stomach, lower.

Claire shifted in her chair.

The woman put her heels up on the edge of the desk and her hand went to the front of her panties, and Claire's breath caught because she could not believe what she was watching, could not believe an actual brand had produced this, could not believe Xavier had sent it to her.

She did not stop watching.

On screen, another woman walked into the office, froze when she registered what she'd interrupted, and then the scene cut forward: the first woman now bound to the chair in nothing but lingerie, her bra peeled down, her tits completely exposed. Claire felt her own nipples harden against her blouse. The second woman's mouth moved between the bound woman's thighs, and the woman in the chair strained against the binding, and Claire's hand dropped to her lap before she could think better of it.

She pressed her palm between her legs over the charcoal skirt. She could feel her own heat through it.

When the video ended she sat in the silence of her locked office, wet, at work, her hand still between her thighs, losing control of her own body.

She opened the next folder.

This one wasn’t reference material. It was Velour's own campaign assets. Photoshoot images, a female model in the brand's lingerie. Black lace. An office setting. The model was extraordinary, her body offered up to the camera in each image, her expressions ranging from languid to openly wanting.

Claire scrolled.

A boardroom table, the model seated on it, legs slightly open, the lingerie doing almost nothing to cover her. A corridor shot, her hand trailing the wall, looking back over her shoulder at something the camera implied rather than showed.

Then the image that stopped her scrolling entirely.

The model bent forward over a desk, the lingerie riding up over the curve of her ass. A man in a suit behind her, his hand raised, her expression caught in the precise moment between anticipation and impact.

Claire's thighs squeezed around her own hand.

She thought about Xavier's desk. Clean and ordered, nothing on it that didn't need to be there. She thought about his hands. She thought about herself bent exactly like that woman and Xavier behind her and the complete absence of anything professional or reasonable about the thought did nothing whatsoever to stop it.

Her hand slid under the hem of her skirt.

The fabric of her panties was damp.

She kept the image open on her screen.

Her fingers traced slow patient arcs through the wet fabric and she let herself look at the photograph and let herself think the thing she shouldn’t be thinking and the wanting was so complete and so embarrassing and so entirely beyond managing at this point that she stopped trying.

Her phone rang.

She startled, her hand jerking away from between her legs, and grabbed the phone off the desk.

Xavier.

She sat up straight and pulled in a breath and answered.

"Claire." His voice was even, direct, giving nothing away. "I just sent a survey to your email. I need you to complete it before you leave today."

She looked at her screen. Her wet fingers were still on the phone.

"It's not a formal HR document," he said. "It will only be seen by me. Understanding how you receive feedback and what motivates you makes me a better leader." A pause. "It is important. Will you take care of it before you go?"

"Yes Mr. Morrow," she said. She hadn't called him that before. It came out before she decided to say it and she didn't take it back.

"Good. Enjoy your weekend."

The call ended.

She set the phone down and looked at the image still open on her screen. Then she opened her email. The survey was already there.

She clicked the link.

Her hand returned to her thigh before the first question finished loading.

Our product is advertising. What kind of advertising imagery tends to perform best for our clients?

A) Clean and professional

B) Stylish and modern

C) Bold and attention-grabbing

D) Sexy, provocative, and impossible to ignore

She looked at D and thought about what she had just spent the last forty minutes watching.

Sexy, provocative, and impossible to ignore.

The question was about their product.

She thought about Xavier’s voice. You are the product.

The thought arrived without invitation and sat there. Her horny, traitorous mind had just connected those two things and could not unconnect them.

She read D again, imagining how she would perform best for her clients, for Xavier. Sexy, provocative, and impossible to ignore.

She selected it.

Her hand moved to her inner thigh, her skirt riding up as her knees parted, and her fingers moved slowly up the inside of her thigh.

She clicked Next.

Great advertising lives and dies on its creative assets . In your opinion, the most effective creatives we produce that stop the scroll are:

A) Safe and professional

B) Smart and sophisticated

C) Beautiful and elegant

D) Seductive, limit-pushing that bypasses rational thought and speaks directly to primal needs and desires.

She stared at the screen. The first question was about product. The second question about creative. The mantra he had said to her all week, just rearranged, her answers going nowhere but to him. She didn't know if it was deliberate, but her body loved the thought that it was. That he had built this for her specifically, that every question had been written with her in mind, and that thought was so much worse and so much better than anything else she had been thinking that she stopped pretending to fight it.

She read the choices again. Not as an advertising question. As a question about herself. About how Xavier would want her.

She selected D. Seductive, limit-pushing that bypasses rational thought and speaks directly to primal needs and desires.

Her fingers now against her panties.

She clicked Next.

How do you prefer to receive recognition from your leader?

A) Public recognition in team or all-staff settings

B) Written feedback submitted through the performance review process

C) Increased responsibility or expanded scope as a signal of confidence

D) Private verbal praise from my leader

She thought about his voice. The way he held her attention. The way he said her name.

Her fingers moved to the waistband of her panties. Tracing the edge.

She selected D. Private verbal praise from my leader.

She thought about what that would sound like coming from him. Thought about him looking into her eyes after something done well and hearing that calm deep voice praise her.

Her fingers slid beneath the fabric.

The contact was immediate and exact. Her pussy improperly soaked, and she swallowed a sound in her throat before it could become anything louder. Her hips shifted forward in the chair.

She clicked Next with her free hand.

How do you feel when all eyes are on you and you are the center of their attention?

A) I get nervous and my performance drops significantly.

B) I don't like the attention and try to direct it elsewhere.

C) I get a little nervous but at the same time I feel a rush of energy that sharpens my performance.

D) I hate to even admit it and would never say so publicly, but I privately like the attention and it heightens everything for me. I become more present and more switched on.

She thought about what Jason had said in bed and how her body reacted to it.

She selected D. I hate to even admit it and would never say so publicly, but I privately like the attention and it heightens everything for me. I become more present and more switched on.

Her fingers circled her clit slowly and her eyelids half closed.

Her phone lit up on the desk.

Jason.

She looked at it. His name on the screen and the phone buzzing against the desk and her hand was under her panties with her fingers moving against her soaked pussy.

She reached over and silenced it.

The guilt arrived immediately, a brief hot flash of it, and underneath the guilt was something worse, the awareness that silencing it had made her wetter, that the wrongness of what she was doing had its own charge that she couldn't separate from everything else she was feeling and didn't particularly want to.

She turned back to the screen.

She clicked Next.

When you make a mistake at work, what helps you to reset and perform at your best again? Check all that apply.

A) A structured debrief through the formal review process

B) Peer perspective on how to approach it differently

C) Understanding the impact the mistake had on the team or client

D) Direct, personal correction from my leader

She read option D three times.

Direct, personal correction from my leader.

She thought about being bent over his desk. The weight of his focus when it wasn't approving, when she had been bad. She thought about the Velour photograph still open on her other monitor. The man's hand raised. The woman submissively bent over his desk.

She selected D out of pure need. Her fingers worked steadily and she was close enough now that her hips were moving in the chair. She selected C as well, because she was still trying to appear reasonable to herself, but D was the one that had her struggling to keep quiet.

A low moan escaped her lips.

She clicked Next.

How do you feel when a strong leader consistently pushes you past your previous limits and stretches you fully? Check all that apply.

A) I have hard limits and don't want to be stretched.

B) I'm capable of pushing past my own limits and don't need a strong leader.

C) I feel alive and energized at the idea of a strong leader pushing me further than anyone has and further than I would take myself.

D) I want to be stretched fully by my leader.

Her hips were moving faster now. Small rocking movements against her hand, the chair silent beneath her, the office quiet and locked and the floor beyond the glass going about the ordinary business of a Friday afternoon.

I want to be stretched fully by my leader.

She pushed two fingers inside her pussy and thought about being stretched fully by her leader. She worked her fingers in and out and the moan came out uncontrolled, filling the quiet office for just a second before she pressed her other hand to her mouth.

She selected C and D both, her fingers pushing deeper, and bit down hard on her lower lip.

She was going to submit this to him. She was going to click the button at the bottom of this page and send him her answers and he was going to open them and read them and know all of this about her.

That thought finished her.

Her fingers curled and her back arched away from the chair and the orgasm broke through her without warning or mercy, a full body clench that pulled a sound from her chest she barely managed to keep behind her closed mouth, her palm pressed hard against her lips, her hips grinding forward against her hand as the waves moved through her one after another and she rode each one until she couldn't anymore and finally went still.

The office was completely quiet.

She sat there with her hand still between her thighs and her chest heaving and looked at the submit button.

She clicked it.

Thank you for completing your submission.

She closed the browser. She withdrew her hand slowly and sat for a long moment just breathing. Then she straightened her skirt and gathered her bag. She unlocked her door and replaced the sign in its holder on the wall.

She pulled out her phone on the way to the elevator. Jason's missed call sat on the screen.

She stared at it for a moment.

Then she put the phone in her bag and stepped into the elevator and pressed the button for the lobby and watched the doors close.


Chapter Five

Jason had been awake since six, the day already sorted out in his head before his alarm went off. The wardrobe allowance, Claire's new role, a Saturday with nothing else scheduled. It added up to a perfectly reasonable errand, and he'd been reciting that reasoning to himself since her text came through Friday morning, like a man checking a lock he'd already checked twice.

Claire was in the passenger seat with her coffee, the city giving way to the shopping district. He was excited in a way that had nothing to do with practical errands and he wasn’t going to say so.

He thought about Xavier on the rooftop. She's beautiful. Said once, directly, like a man taking inventory. Jason had heard it as a compliment. He was no longer sure that was all it was.

She could own a room.

Jason had felt proud when Xavier said it. The warmth of someone else seeing what he had always seen. That warmth shifted into something more complicated and considerably more interesting now.

"You know what you're looking for?" Claire asked.

"Generally," he said.

She gave him a sideways look. "That's not reassuring."

He smiled and kept driving.

* * *

The boutique was warm and well lit and understood exactly what it was selling. Not a department store. The kind of place where the racks were curated and the lighting was doing deliberate work and everything on display was chosen to make a woman understand what she could look like if she stopped playing it safe.

Jason moved through it with more focus than Claire expected.

She reached for things that were a step from where she had started this week. He redirected her gently and steered her toward the things he had actually come for.

The first skirt was charcoal, hitting two inches above the knee and fitted through the hips. Conservative by the standards of what Jason had in mind but a genuine step from anything in Claire's current closet. She came out of the dressing room and turned in the mirror and smoothed the fabric once across her hips and looked at herself with her head tilted slightly.

"That actually works," she said.

"Buy it," he said.

She did. Simple as that. He watched her carry it to the growing pile and felt the first stirring of something he wasn't ready to name. She hadn't hesitated. Hadn't negotiated. Just looked at herself and decided and moved on.

The second skirt was black, mid-thigh, significantly shorter than anything she owned. He had pulled it from the rack without showing her first and handed it over the dressing room door and waited.

She came out and his brain briefly stopped working.

The hem sat at mid-thigh and the fabric pulled tight across her ass in a way that made the charcoal skirt look like something she'd wear to a funeral. Her legs were on full display and she was looking at the mirror with an expression he couldn't quite read and he was suddenly very aware of the logistics of sitting in a dressing room chair with an erection.

"This is significantly shorter than the other one," she said.

"I know," he said.

She turned sideways. The fabric pulled tighter.

"I don't own anything this short," she said.

"That's why we're here," he said.

She looked at herself for another long moment. He watched her looking and felt something shift in the room, the charge of watching his wife see herself in something she would never have reached for and not immediately dismissing it.

She caught his eyes in the mirror and then looked back at herself in the skirt. “Okay, I’ll get it.”

He sat with that for a moment. She was going to buy it. No extended negotiation, no meaningful pushback, just a long look in the mirror and a decision. He had the feeling of watching a fantasy become something real and tangible and no longer entirely his. One part arousal, two parts something considerably more complicated. His real wife buying a mid-thigh skirt Xavier Morrow was going to see her in.

He was fully hard now.

Then she came back holding three more skirts over her arm. Mid-thigh, all of them, different colors, a deep burgundy, a charcoal plaid, a rich forest green. She held them up one at a time and looked at them and looked at herself in the mirror with each one pressed against her hip.

"These all work," she said, more to herself than to him.

He looked at her. "Yeah?"

"The length is right for the role," she said, with the particular tone of someone constructing a reasonable explanation for something they have already decided. "Client facing. I need things with presence."

He heard Xavier's language moving through her mouth without her noticing it and felt his cock throb against his jeans.

She added all of them to the pile.

That was the moment it stopped being just a fantasy. Not the first skirt, not even the second. It was watching her stand there with four mid-thigh skirts in her arms, calm and decided, talking about presence and the role, that made him understand this was not a one-time concession to the wardrobe allowance. She was building something. She was building a new version of her work wardrobe from the ground up and she was doing it with an intention she wasn't fully naming out loud and he was watching it happen in real time and his body was on fire over it.

The internal voice that had been quietly asking questions since they walked in got a little louder. He had wanted this in the abstract. The fantasy version of it lived at a comfortable distance in his head. Watching Claire actually do it, watching her decide and commit and carry things to the pile without being persuaded, was different from the fantasy in a way he couldn't fully articulate. His body had no confusion about how it felt. The rest of him was less certain.

He pushed it down.

The next skirt was where things got interesting. He had seen it on a separate rack and doubled back for it twice before pulling it. Black, the fabric fitted, the hem sitting so far up her thighs that calling it a skirt felt generous. It would barely cover her ass. He knew that. He pulled it anyway and handed it over the dressing room door without comment.

A pause from inside.

"Jason." Her voice had a specific quality to it.

"Just try it."

Another pause. Then the sound of her moving.

The door opened.

She stood in the doorway with one hand at the hem, holding it down instinctively, and even with her hand there he could see exactly what the skirt was doing and what it was not covering and his cock tightened so hard it made quietly groan.

"Absolutely not," she said. But she was looking at the mirror, not at him. The fact that she even came out of the dressing room with it on pleasantly surprised him.

"Turn around," he said.

"Jason."

"Just turn around."
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She turned. The fabric stretched tight her ass and the hem rode up slightly with the movement and he exhaled slowly through his nose and said nothing for a moment. Her ass looked incredible. Inviting even. It was the sexiest thing he had ever seen her in.

"No," she said again. Still looking at the mirror. "This barely covers anything."

"I know," he said. "I'll buy it on my card. Not the allowance. For the bedroom."

She turned to look at him directly for the first time since she'd come out. Reading his face. He let her read it.

"Just for me," he said.

A long beat. She looked back at the mirror. Looked at herself in the black micro skirt with her hand at the hem and her gorgeous ass turned toward the mirror. He watched her looking and did not say another word.

"Fine," she said quietly, and went back inside to change.

He sat there with the decision still settling, his mind already running ahead to the bedroom, to that skirt, to the name he'd find some way to bring into the room with them.

* * *

The tops took longer.

Claire had opinions about tops in a way she hadn't about skirts and Jason had to work harder. He pulled fitted things in dark colors, silk, thin fabrics that moved with her body rather than sitting away from it. She tried them on and came out and he told her honestly what he thought and kept his face as neutral as he could manage.

The navy fitted top with the slight V was easy. She liked it immediately and bought it without discussion.

The low cut black one took more convincing. She came out with one arm crossed over her chest and gave him a look that said she already knew what he was going to say.

"It's too low," she said.

"It's exactly right," he said.

"Jason, you can see everything."

"You can see that you have a chest," he said. "There's a difference."

She stood in front of the mirror and lowered her arm and looked at herself. He watched her decide and did not say anything further. Her chest pressed against the fabric, low and tight enough to show the curve of her tits spilling slightly over the neckline, and she was breathtaking.

When she agreed to buy it, Jason wondered if she was getting just as turned on as he was.

Then the silk button-down.

Dark navy, almost black, the fabric liquid and expensive looking, exactly the kind of thing that looked conservative on the hanger and became something else entirely on a body like Claire's. He had grabbed a size smaller than he should have and had not mentioned that to anyone.

She came out and he forgot for a moment what he was about to say.

The silk pulled across her tits in a way that was not revealing in any technical sense. Every button was fastened. Nothing was showing. But the fabric followed the curve of her breasts with a fidelity that made the word covered feel like a technicality, and she turned sideways in the mirror and the light caught the sheen of it and Jason's cock twitched.

"It's tight," she said.

"I know," he said. He did not apologize.

She looked at herself for another moment. Made no move to take it off.

"It's a lot," she said.

"It shows off your body without showing anything," he said. "It's sexy and professional at the same time. You look incredible, Claire."

She looked at her reflection. Her hands moved down the front of it slowly, feeling the fabric, and he watched her hands and thought about Xavier watching those same hands running over that shirt and his cock pressed hard against his jeans.

She agreed to get it. They walked back to the car with more bags than he had planned for and he couldn’t wait to get her alone.

* * *

He asked her to put on the micro skirt before they made it to the bedroom. She looked at him for a moment and then went without a word and came back in it and nothing else and he couldn’t help but think of Xavier seeing her like this.

They were all over each other. His clothes coming off, her skirt staying on. He felt how wet she was and slid his cock inside her and he lost whatever remaining grip he had on the version of himself that was going to stay quiet about all of it.

"I can’t stop thinking about you wearing this for Xavier," he said against her ear. His cock throbbed inside of her as he said it and kept going. "Him seeing you in this slutty little skirt, your body on display for your boss.”

Claire's moan was immediate and unguarded. A sharp whimper and then, barely above a whisper: "Fuck."

Their pace quickened with frantic need and they came together, fast and hard, Xavier's name still in the air between them.

He lay there afterward with her breathing evening out beside him and stared at the ceiling.

He thought about the day. Claire pulling four mid-thigh skirts to the pile without hesitation, building a wardrobe she had never owned before with the quiet intention of a woman who knew exactly where she was headed. The way she had looked at herself in the dressing room mirror, that expression he had never seen on her face before today, something between recognition and surrender. How wet she had been when he finally got to feel her at home. How easily she had put the micro skirt on when he asked. How her body had answered him the moment Xavier's name came out of his mouth, that helpless sound she made, the way she had whispered fuck like it was the safest honest thing she could say.

Her body got rewarded with an orgasm every time Xavier Morrow came up in bed. He had noticed that. He had been noticing it and using it anyway and tonight he had said something he could not unsay and she had cum immediately and so had he and now he was wondering if he should stop.

He knew he should stop. He was playing a dangerous game.


Chapter Six

She had spent the weekend telling herself a reasonable story.

The survey was a standard onboarding tool. She had reviewed it on a Friday afternoon after spending an hour watching provocative campaign materials for a lingerie client and she had been horny and reading everything through that particular lens. The questions were about professional development and leadership philosophy and working style. Normal things. The kind of thing HR departments sent to new hires at agencies everywhere. She had projected onto it because of the state she was in and the state she was in had nothing to do with Xavier and everything to do with forty minutes of Agent Provocateur films in a locked office.

She had almost convinced herself of this by Saturday morning.

Almost.

The problem was Jason. The things he had said in bed Saturday night, his mouth at her ear, his voice dropping into something she didn't fully recognize. Xavier's name coming out of him like something he had been holding back and then couldn't anymore. Her body answering it the way it had been answering everything connected to Xavier Morrow for two weeks now, immediately and without her permission. She had come so hard she couldn't speak afterward and had lain there in the dark beside her husband feeling like a passenger in her own skin.

She was carrying something else. Friday afternoon, his name on her phone screen, her hand under her skirt. She had silenced the call. Turned back to the survey with her fingers still wet and kept going until she came with her hand pressed to her mouth.

She had submitted the survey after. Sat in the quiet office with the feeling of someone who had done something they cannot undo and is not sure they want to.

She had driven home and kissed Jason hello and said nothing.

Now it was Monday morning and the secret was sitting in her chest with its own particular weight and she could not tell anymore if what she felt about it was shame or something considerably worse than shame.

The survey was a standard onboarding tool.

* * *

She opened her closet and reached for the charcoal skirt, the one that hit two inches above her knee, and paired it with a fitted navy top that showed nothing but followed the shape of her in a way her old work clothes never had. She stood in front of the mirror and looked at herself and thought about Xavier's voice in her office on Friday.

I'm noticing the effort.

She wore it.

The compliment, if it could be called that, had been sitting in her chest all weekend. Small and insufficient and somehow worse for being insufficient, the dissatisfaction of being given just enough to want more. She had told herself that was a normal professional response to feedback from a new manager. By Sunday night she had stopped trying.

Monday morning Xavier passed her in the corridor outside the conference room and glanced at the skirt and didn’t mention it and she felt it like a physical thing, the absence of it, and then hated herself for feeling it and went into the conference room and sat down and opened her laptop and was completely professional for the rest of the meeting.

Tuesday she wore the black mid-thigh skirt for the first time.

She had put it on and taken it off twice before she left the house. It was significantly shorter than anything she had owned three weeks ago and it pulled tight across her ass in a way that she was aware of every time she moved. She paired it with a fitted white blouse, nothing low cut, nothing that could be called anything other than professional, and told herself the skirt was simply part of the new wardrobe and wearing it was simply doing her job.

She wore it into Xavier's ten o'clock briefing and sat across the table from him and watched him not look at her skirt for the first forty minutes and then look, once, briefly, when she stood to write something on the whiteboard. She felt his eyes on the back of her thighs and kept writing and did not turn around until she was finished.

After the meeting he stopped her at the door.

"Strong instincts on the Velour positioning," he said. "You understood the brief faster than I expected."

She thanked him.

"The presentation Thursday," he said. "I want you leading the open."

She nodded and said of course and walked back to her office and closed the door and stood there for a moment with her hand flat on the surface of her desk.

He had not said anything about the skirt. He had given her something better. He had given her more responsibility by telling her I want you leading the open. She sat down and opened her laptop and crossed her legs under her desk and tried to focus on something that was not the way his voice had sounded when he said I want you.

Wednesday she wore the forest green mid-thigh skirt with the silk button-down.

She knew before she left the house what the silk did. She had stood in that boutique dressing room and watched the fabric pull across her chest and bought it anyway and now she was wearing it to work with a mid-thigh skirt and her hair down and heels she had not worn to this office before and she stood at the mirror in the front hallway and said quietly to herself the thing that had started saying itself without her permission every morning.

You are the product.

She drove to work.

Xavier saw her at eleven when she stopped by his office to drop off the Velour preliminary deck. He looked up from his desk when she appeared in the doorway and his eyes moved over her once, the same brief assessment he gave everything, and then he took the deck from her hand.

"This is good work," he said, paging through it. "Very good."

She said thank you.

"How does it feel," he said, not looking up from the deck, "being client-facing after three years in project management?"

"It feels good," she said. And then, because she desperately wanted his validation and gaze: "Am I doing better at representing the product and creative?”

He looked up at that. Held her eyes and then scanned her body for just a moment.

"You are," he said. “I noticed. It suits you.”

She went back to her office and did not put the deep work sign up and did not review any materials. She just sat there, heart still racing from the brief weight of his attention, already replaying it, already wanting more of it, and made herself open her laptop before she lost the next twenty minutes to it entirely.

Thursday of the second week she woke up and looked at her closet and felt something she could only describe as exhaustion. A tiredness of two weeks of intention, of standing in front of a mirror every morning and assembling a version of herself and carrying that version into a building and feeling it being noticed and evaluated only to be found progressing but not yet sufficient. She was tired of it. She reached past everything she had bought at the boutique and pulled out a pair of tailored grey trousers and a soft ivory blouse that she had owned for two years and wore at least once a week before the promotion.

She looked like herself. The previous version of herself. The project manager version.

She drove to work.

Xavier had two interactions with her on Thursday. The first was a brief hallway exchange about the afternoon client call, logistical, thirty seconds, his eyes on her face the entire time. Not on her clothes. Not the assessment she had become accustomed to. Just her face, the way he looked at anyone he was exchanging information with.

The second was a late afternoon check-in about the Velour deck revisions. He sat across from her in her office and went through her notes and offered two suggestions and thanked her for the quick turnaround and left.

That was it.
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No pause at the door. No held eye contact. No brief word at the end of a meeting that landed somewhere below her sternum and stayed.

She sat at her desk after he left and looked at the closed door and tried to locate the part of herself that found this preferable. The normal part of her that didn't need his attention, that the wardrobe was about the role, that the way his praise landed had nothing to do with why she kept reaching for shorter skirts. That part should have been relieved. A normal Thursday. A professional interaction with her manager. Exactly what she should have wanted.

She felt invisible to him and she hated it and she hated that she hated it.

She drove home in the grey trousers and the ivory blouse and sat in traffic and did not turn the radio on and had a conversation with herself that she lost comprehensively by the time she pulled into her driveway.

Friday morning she stood in front of her closet for a long time.

She had something in mind and was trying to talk herself out of it and making no progress. She pulled out the black mid-thigh skirt, and then she reached for the low cut black top she had bought at the boutique and held them both and looked at herself in the mirror before she even put them on, just stood there holding them, and had one last reasonable argument with herself about the difference between dressing for a role and dressing for a person.

The conversation ended the way Thursday had ended. With her already knowing what she was going to do.

She put them on.

The top was lower than anything she had worn to the office. Not exactly indecent. Not Sandra territory, not yet, but a visible departure from everything she had worn in the weeks prior. She looked at herself in the mirror; the top showed a lot of her breasts, the skirt hit mid-thigh, and with the heels on, she barely recognized the woman looking back. Nothing like the grey trousers.

You are the product. You are the creative.

Her nipples were hard before she left the house. She told herself it was the cold.

* * *

The morning passed without Xavier.

He was in back to back external calls until noon and she did not see him and she was aware of not seeing him the way you are aware of a sound that stops, the presence of an absence. She focused on the Velour deck and answered three client emails and reviewed Jeff’s briefing notes for the afternoon presentation and tried not to think about Xavier Morrow.

She thought about Xavier Morrow.

The presentation was at two. The full team plus Xavier at the head of the table and two clients from a regional account on a video screen. Claire led the open the way he had asked her to, fifteen minutes, the positioning strategy and the creative rationale and the media framework, and she felt herself settle into it the way she always settled into things she was good at, the nerves burning off in the first two minutes and the clarity coming in behind them.

She was aware of her body in a way she had never been during a presentation before. The top, fitted and low cut, the lowest she had worn to the office, and she could feel where men's eyes went every time she shifted, the brief drop before they caught themselves and looked back at the screen.

When it came time to advance the slides she had her clicker in hand and did not use it. She leaned over the table toward the laptop instead, reaching for the trackpad, and felt her tits push together and spill forward against the fabric, fully on display from the angle every man at that table now had, and she did not straighten up any faster than she needed to.

She stood at the front of the room and presented herself just as much as the deck and felt every eye in the room on her body and felt, underneath the professional competence, the other thing, the thing she had not had a name for until Xavier put it on a survey.

I hate to even admit it and would never say so publicly, but I privately like the attention and it heightens everything for me.

She had selected D.

She was selecting it right now, in front of a room, in a black mid-thigh skirt and a low cut top, and she was the best version of herself professionally and she knew it and Xavier knew it and the clients on the screen were nodding before she finished her sentences and the room was entirely hers.

She did not look at Xavier directly during the presentation. She didn't need to.

* * *

He called her into his office at four.

She had been expecting it and had spent two hours since the presentation deciding how to carry herself through it and still felt her elevated pulse when she knocked and pushed the door open.

He was at his desk. He gestured to the chair across from him and she sat and waited.

"The presentation this afternoon," he said. He looked at her steadily. "Walk me through how you felt it went."

She did. Concisely, honestly, noting the two moments she thought had landed strongest and the one transition she wanted to sharpen for the next version.

He listened without interrupting.

When she finished he was quiet for a moment. Then he said, "The clients were engaged from the first minute. The regional lead asked a follow-up question about the media framework that told me he was already thinking about implementation." He paused. "That does not happen when a presentation is merely competent. That happens when the person delivering it commands the room."

She felt it land. Kept her face even.

"You understood exactly what this client needed and you delivered it." His eyes moved over her briefly, the same once-over she had been cataloguing, and then back to her face. "The work was excellent. You were excellent."

Her chest was tight. She said thank you and meant it completely and waited for him to continue.

He looked at her for a moment in the way he had, the full weight of his attention sitting across the desk from her, and said, almost as a natural extension of everything that had come before it, his voice not changing register at all:

"Good girl."

The room went very quiet.

She did not move. Did not correct him. Did not reach for the professional response that should have been sitting right there ready to deploy. She looked at him and he looked at her and two words sat in the air between them and she felt them land in her body before her mind had any say in the matter at all. A heat that started low and moved upward. Her nipples tightening against the fabric of her top. Her thighs pressing together once, briefly, involuntarily.

"Thank you," she said. Then, a beat later, quieter: "Sir."

The word arrived late and on its own, separate from the thank you, like something that had been sitting in her mouth and only just found its way out.

She stood. She gathered her portfolio. She walked to the door on legs that felt uncertain beneath her and put her hand on the frame and did not look back.


Chapter Seven

She walked in the door at six fifteen and he knew before she said a word that something had happened.

Not something bad. Something else. She had a quality he had been noticing more frequently in recent weeks, a heightened aliveness, like whatever happened at that office was turning a dial in her that their life at home had been turning slowly as well. She kissed him hello and went to change and came back in a t-shirt and shorts and poured herself a glass of wine and he watched her move through the kitchen and felt the familiar pull low in his stomach. Two weeks of watching her walk out the door every morning in those skirts had done something permanent to how he looked at her even when she wasn't wearing them.

"Good day?" he said.

"Really good," she said. She was looking out the kitchen window. Something in her expression he couldn't read. "I led the presentation. Xavier said the clients were engaged from the first minute."

Xavier. There it was. The name had been coming up more in the last few weeks than he could keep track of. Xavier thought this. Xavier said that. Xavier wants the Velour deck revised by Monday. He had started counting without meaning to.

"He was pleased with you," Jason said.

She looked at him. "He was."

"How did that feel?"

A pause. She turned her wine glass once on the counter. "Good," she said carefully. "It felt good."

He held her eyes for a moment and she looked away first and he felt his pulse pick up and went back to making dinner.

Later, in the dark, her body was urgent against his in a way that had become its own weather system, the closer they got to the weekend the more charged she was, and he had stopped examining the correlation and started simply being grateful for it. She pulled him close and his cock was hard against her before she finished moving. Her fingers found his hair and pulled and he felt her hips already rolling against him and lost whatever was left of his patience entirely.

The dirty talk had been escalating. He was aware of that. Each week he pushed a little further and each time he did her body rewarded him so completely that stopping felt like a choice he was theoretically capable of making and practically incapable of making.

"Xavier praised you today," he said against her ear, his cock deep inside her. She whimpered softly and her hips pushed back against him. "Tell me what he said."

"He said I was excellent," she breathed.

He thrust harder. "He's been watching you." Her hips rolled up to meet him. "Watching you walk into those rooms in those skirts."

"Jason." His name in her mouth like a warning she didn't mean.

"He wants you," he said. His voice had dropped to something he barely recognized. "You walk in there every morning dressed for him. He wants to fuck you. Imagine spreading your legs for your boss. Taking his big black cock like this. Tell me you want to fuck your boss Claire."

“Oh fuck, yes. Fuuuck. I’m gonna cum.” Claire came apart completely. Her whole body, her nails in his back, a sound torn out of her that she didn't try to muffle, and he followed her over the edge with Xavier Morrow's name in his mouth like a confession he had stopped trying to keep.

He lay there afterward and stared at the ceiling.

Two weeks ago he had said Xavier would see her in a skirt. Tonight he had said Xavier wanted to fuck her and told her to admit she wanted to fuck him. He had watched the distance between those two things close and had done nothing to stop it and his body had betrayed him so completely on the other side of it that stopping felt like a concept that applied to other people.

He had lit something he no longer knew how to put out.

He closed his eyes.

Beside him Claire was quiet and he could feel her still awake in the dark and did not ask what she was thinking and did not want to know.

* * *

The following week had its own rhythm.

He noticed the wardrobe continuing its quiet progression without anyone announcing it. Tuesday she came home in a skirt he hadn't seen before, darker, shorter than the ones from the boutique, and he registered it the way he had been registering everything lately, with a part of his brain that had stopped pretending it was neutral about any of it. Wednesday the silk button-down again, this time with heels that added three inches and changed the entire geometry of how she moved through a room. Xavier's name appeared at dinner both nights, not prominently, just present, woven into the fabric of how she talked about her days now the way a person's name gets woven in when they occupy enough of your thinking.

He said nothing about any of it. Just listened and watched and let it sit in him.

Thursday she came home different.

Not the heightened aliveness he had come to recognize. Something quieter, turned further inward. She made dinner with her shoulders slightly drawn in and answered his questions in full sentences and was completely fine in every observable way and was not fine at all and he knew better than to push it directly.

He waited.

After dinner she was quieter still. They watched television for an hour and she sat close to him on the couch with her feet tucked under her and her glass of wine and didn’t speak about work and he let the silence do what it needed to do.

She talked when they were in bed.

The lights were off and they were lying side by side in the dark and he was almost asleep when she said, "He was hard on me today."

He opened his eyes.

"Xavier," she said. Not that he had needed the clarification.

"What happened?"
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She told him. A client deliverable, a timeline she had misread, a consequence that had rippled out to two other accounts and required Xavier to make a call he shouldn't have needed to make. She laid the details out with the precision of someone who had been wrestling with them all day. Then she described his office. The closed door. Xavier sitting across from her with that complete and total attention she had described before, except this time it was not approving. The way he walked her through exactly what she did wrong and what it had cost and what he expected going forward. His voice never rising. Never needing to.

"I kept waiting to feel defensive," she said quietly. "I had my reasoning ready. I knew what I was going to say." A pause. "And then he just looked at me and started talking and I didn't say any of it."

"What did you feel instead?" Jason said.

A long silence.

"I don't know," she said. "It was just really intense,” her voice lowered. “I don't know how else to describe it."

He believed her. He also believed there was a more accurate word for what she felt in that office and she had decided not to say it.

His hand moved to her hip under the covers. Felt her exhale slowly at the contact. He slid his palm across her stomach and she made a small sound that was not quite permission and not quite resistance and he kept moving until his hand slipped beneath the waistband of her underwear.

He found her warm. Not soaked. Just a slight unmistakable heat that told him everything the careful words she had been choosing all evening had been working to not say.

He went still for a moment.

She went still too.

Neither of them spoke. The dark quiet of the house sitting around them and his fingers resting against her and her body's answer already there, already given, before either of them had decided anything.

"I bet you felt so small," he said quietly against her temple. "Standing there while he looked at you like that."

"Jason." Her voice low. Warning.

"So small and helpless while he told you exactly what you did wrong." His fingers moved, just barely. She drew a sharp breath. "Didn't you?"

"Don't," she whispered.

"Your pussy doesn't seem to mind," he said.

She made a sound that dissolved before it became anything nameable.

"He's so strong," Jason said. His voice had dropped to the register it always found its way to in these moments, something he didn't fully recognize as his own. "So controlled. Just imagine him really laying into you, Claire. Really punishing you the way you needed to be punished."

"Jason, stop—" Her hips pushed toward his hand as she said it. Stop and her body were not in agreement.

"Imagine him taking control of you and deciding you need more than a scolding."

She moaned and grabbed him. Both hands, his shirt, his shoulders, pulling him over her with a force that surprised him, her hips already rising before he had fully shifted his weight, and he understood what she was doing. Understood that this was the only move she had left that didn't require her to say out loud what his fingers had already found. She was pulling him on top of her to end the conversation. To put something physical between herself and the thing she was not going to say.

He let her.

He sank into her and felt her body answer and she buried her face and made sounds she didn't try to muffle and he did not say another word because he didn't need to. Her body was saying it. Had been saying it since she walked in the door with her shoulders drawn in and her careful words and her glass of wine and her I don't know.

She came hard and fast and quiet against him, her fingers gripping his back, her breathing jagged in his ear.

He followed her and stayed quiet.

Afterward she fell asleep quickly, her back to him, and he lay there in the dark listening to her breathe and thinking about what his hand had found before she pulled him over her. That slight warmth. Not the urgency of their charged nights recently. Something more complicated than that. Something that had been sitting in her all evening, building quietly the whole time she had been making dinner and watching television and choosing her words carefully, and she hadn't known it was there until his fingers told her.

Or she had known and had been hoping he wouldn't find out.

He reached for his phone on the nightstand. The screen lit the dark in a narrow band and he turned the brightness down and started searching. He knew what he was looking for.

He found it a few minutes later. A book. The cover showed a woman at a desk and a man standing over her and the title was not subtle and he read the first page of the preview and felt his cock stir against his thigh.

He bought it without deliberating further.

Then he opened his messages and typed her name and pasted the link and wrote: this looks incredibly hot. you should read it.

He set the phone down and closed his eyes and listened to his wife breathe in the dark and thought about Xavier Morrow punishing his sweet little wife.


Chapter Eight

Jason sent the link on a Thursday night.

She saw it Friday morning while she was making coffee, his text sitting on her phone screen with the cover image loading beneath it. She looked at it long enough to understand what she was looking at and then set the phone face down on the counter and finished making her coffee.

Disciplined By My Black Boss.

The cover was erotic with a woman bent over a desk, a man in a suit standing behind her, and an expression on her face that no professional context could have produced. She put the phone in her bag and drove to work and told herself she was not thinking about it.

She downloaded it that evening while Jason was watching television in the next room. She was curious and pretending otherwise was becoming its own kind of effort. She synced it to her kindle and put the kindle in her bag and did not open it.

That was Friday.

Saturday she carried it to the farmers market and did not open it.

Sunday she took the kindle to the back porch with her coffee and instead read three chapters of the novel she had actually been meaning to finish and did not open it.

The week moved quickly and the work was good. A client briefing Tuesday that ran exactly as it should. Deck revisions Wednesday that Xavier approved without a single note. A new business call Thursday where she held the room in a way that felt natural now, the nerves of her first weeks on the team burned off entirely.

She had grown comfortable in the mid-thigh skirts and wore them every day that week without thinking twice about it. The fitted tops and low cut blouses had become equally automatic, the wardrobe she had bought at the boutique now simply the wardrobe she wore, her body on display in a way that had stopped feeling like a battle and started feeling like who she was.

Xavier's praise had shifted in the weeks since the good girl Friday. Not dramatically. Nothing she could have pointed to professionally. But his attention, when he gave it, had changed in some way she felt more than observed. He held eye contact a beat longer than he needed to. He appeared in her office doorway without a meeting scheduled and asked questions and listened to her answers and stayed a moment longer than the conversation required before he left.

The good girl moments had become their own private rhythm. Always in private, always the same exchange, his two words and her thank you sir coming back before she decided to say it, the words arriving certain and complete in a way that told her they had been waiting there for a while. He said it twice that week. Once Tuesday after the briefing when the room had emptied and it was just the two of them, and once Wednesday in her office doorway after she walked him through a client deck.

She had never called him sir in any other context. Not once. Something about him calling her a good girl just pulled the word out of her. The word belonged only to these moments and both of them knew it and neither of them needed to mention it.

Jason had dinner with a colleague from his firm and Claire had the house to herself.

She ran a bath.

She brought the kindle and a glass of wine into the bathroom and set both on the edge of the tub and got in and sank into the water. She picked up the kindle. She had been carrying it in her bag for a week and she was done waiting.

She was not detached by the end of the first page.

The book moved fast. The woman was a secretary, a new boss, the nature of his authority and what it did to her over weeks without her permission. Claire read in the warm water with her wine going untouched and felt the accumulated weight of the week sitting in her body in a way she had not let herself feel fully until now. The character's boss had traits the writing kept returning to. Controlled. Patient. Powerful. Claire couldn’t help but imagine his voice.

The spanking scene arrived in chapter four.

She had made a mistake. He had called her in. The door closed behind her and he came around the desk and said very quietly bend over and lift up your skirt and Claire’s legs slid apart in the warm water before she had finished processing the sentence.

She was already touching herself. Had been, she realized, for some time before she noticed, her fingers moving between her legs in the warm water with no memory of having decided to put them there.

She kept reading. Kept touching.

The scene did not describe pain. It described alternation. His hand on her ass and then his hand between her thighs, the two things woven together with a patience that was clearly intentional, the message her body was receiving from the page encoded not in any single sentence but in the rhythm of them. Punishment and pleasure. Delivered together, inseparable, until the body stopped being able to want punishment without pleasure.

Every time his hand came down she was already desperate for the next time he touched her between her thighs, her body having learned the rhythm of it, the punishment and the pleasure so tangled together now that she could not tell where one ended and the other began. He leaned down close to her ear and told her she had been a very naughty girl and that he was going to make sure she understood that, and she pushed back against his hand and said yes sir.

"Oh, yes sir," Claire breathed to the empty bathroom.

Her fingers worked faster.

She was not reading anymore. The kindle was on the edge of the tub where she had set it without noticing and she did not reach for it. She was somewhere else entirely. Xavier's office. His desk. His hands. She let herself go there completely for the first time, no deflection, no unnamed pair of hands, just Xavier Morrow and what those hands would feel like and what his voice would sound like close to her ear telling her she had been a very naughty girl, and her fingers worked faster and the water moved around her and she did not try to think about anything else at all.

She came hard. Her back arching away from the tub, a sound leaving her that bounced off the tile walls, her hips pushing up against her own fingers as the orgasm hit her in long full waves. She rode it until her thighs stopped shaking and the water settled and the bathroom went quiet again.

She closed her eyes and let out a long slow breath.

She reached for her wine.

She did not get out of the bath for a long time.

* * *

The working lunch was Monday.

Xavier, Jeff, herself, the Velour preliminary numbers across the boardroom table. It ran over because Xavier had questions and she gathered her things when they finally wrapped and her phone was already ringing as she stood and she answered it walking out the door and did not notice the kindle sitting on the table near her chair.

Xavier was the last one out of the boardroom.

She did not see him pause. Did not see him pick up the kindle with the intention of returning it and then go still in the way he went still when something had his full attention. Did not see his face when the library loaded and Disciplined By My Black Boss sat there in the list beside her respectable thriller.

She did not see him open it.

Did not see him find her place and read, his thumb not moving, the boardroom quiet around him as he read the last page she was on. Then he closed it and put it in his jacket pocket and went back to work.

* * *

Tuesday she was at her desk at half past two when the email came in.

She had been expecting a routine acknowledgment. The Whitmore account, a regional insurance brand, a large conservative client on the agency's roster, clean professional work, nothing edgy, nothing that pushed anything anywhere. She had meant to send them the updated Q2 campaign overview. She had sent it without opening the attachment to verify.

She opened the client's reply and read the first sentence and her face went hot so fast she felt it in her ears.

We are writing to express our significant concern regarding the materials received this afternoon, which appear to have been sent in error.

She clicked the sent folder.

The Velour deck. Thirty-four pages. The Agent Provocateur reference images and short films. The campaign concept photographs. The model bent over the desk with the man's hand raised. The full creative brief for a lingerie brand positioning itself around explicit desire and the limits of what platforms would allow along with a ‘shock strategy’ specifically meant to be too hot for platforms.

Sent to the Whitmore account at 2:17 PM.

She sat very still for a moment.

Her face was still hot. Her hands had gone cold. There was a physical response to this kind of mistake that had nothing to do with professional calculation, a drop in the stomach, the heat climbing her neck before she could think, the full-body horror of understanding that something had already happened and could not be undone.

She was still sitting there when her phone buzzed.

An email notification. Xavier. The subject line was empty and the body contained four words.

Come to my office.

She set the phone down and looked back at the email from Whitmore. Xavier had been copied on it.

Her heart was pounding and she felt sick to her stomach.

Her kindle was not in her bag and she did not know it yet. She was not thinking about anything except the Velour deck sitting in the Whitmore account lead's inbox and what was waiting for her behind Xavier's closed door.

She gathered herself. Adjusted her skirt once with her shaking hands and walked toward his office on legs that felt uncertain beneath her.

She knocked. Feeling more timid than she could ever remember.

"Come in," he said. "And put the sign on the door."


Chapter Nine

The sign was in her hand before she had fully processed reaching for it.

Muscle memory. She had put it up dozens of times, the same motion every time, the small laminated card in its holder beside the door and her hand knowing where it was without looking. She put it in place and turned the lock and the click of it was very quiet in the office and she stood there for a moment with her hand still on the door.

She turned around.

Xavier was standing at the window behind his desk, his back to her, looking out at the city. She moved across the floor and reached for the chair in front of his desk.

"Don't sit."

He had not turned around. She straightened and stood in front of the desk with her hands at her sides and the office was very quiet. Her heart was going so loud she was certain he could hear it. She thought about the Whitmore email. About the Velour deck sitting in that inbox. She had been on Xavier's team for less than two months and she likely just cost the agency a client and she was standing in his locked office with her heart pounding and her hands not entirely steady and trying to locate the professional composure she was going to need for whatever came next.

She was not entirely sure she still had a job.

He turned after a moment and looked at her with that quality of attention that had never once felt casual and came around to her side of the desk without speaking. He had never done that before. In every meeting, every one on one, every moment in this office there had always been the desk between them and now there wasn't and she felt the absence of it before she understood why it mattered. She watched him reach into his jacket pocket. She watched him place her kindle on the desk in front of her, open, the screen lit.

She looked down at it.

The page he had left it on was the page she had left it on. The spanking scene. The secretary bent over the desk. The boss's hand.

"My husband bought it," she said. Immediately. Before he had spoken a single word. The confession came out of her like something that had been waiting behind her teeth and she heard it land in the silence of the office and felt the dread arrive right behind it, cold and complete, spreading through her chest as she understood exactly what those four words had just conveyed to him.

Xavier was silent. He stood beside her and looked at the kindle on the desk. Then he looked at her. Her confession was sitting in the room between them and he did not acknowledge it. He had filed it away somewhere she could not access, and she wondered just how much he learned about her marriage from that one single line.

"The Whitmore situation," he said. "You understand the gravity of it?"

"Yes — yes sir." She felt her face go hot because this was not the context it had ever arrived in before and they both knew it.

"The standard response to a mistake of this magnitude is a formal HR process," he said. "Documentation. A performance review and whatever else they decide." He paused. "That is one option."

She waited.

"If you’d prefer to leave HR completely out of it, there is another way to handle correction that is needed," he said. "For people who respond better to something more direct and personal." He let that sit. The kindle was open on the desk and he didn’t need to gesture toward it. "In your onboarding survey you stated that when you make a mistake at work, direct personal correction from your leader is what helps you reset and perform at your best."

He looked at her steadily.

"Is that what you want?"

The office was very quiet.

She opened her mouth and closed it and opened it again and what came out was barely a sound at all. A small meek yes that she felt leave her body like something she was not getting back.

He let the silence sit for a moment. Then he moved closer. She felt him beside her ear before she heard him.

"Yes what?" he said quietly.

Her body responded before her mind did. Goosebumps across her arms, her neck, the back of her legs. Her fingers trembling at her sides.

"Yes sir," she whispered.

A beat of silence. He waited, and let her ‘yes sir’ settle in the room.

"Place your palms on the desk."

She turned toward the desk. Her hands were still trembling slightly when she set them flat on the surface, fingers spread. She looked down at the kindle still open beside her left hand and felt the full weight of what she was doing settle over her. Her heart was pounding and her entire body was warm and she was ashamed of how willingly it had gotten there.

"Good girl."

She closed her eyes for just a second and swallowed. "Thank you sir."

"Before we continue," he said, "I want to establish a few rules." His voice was even, the same register it always occupied, as if she were not standing bent over his desk with her palms flat on the surface. "This office is a safe space. Everything said and everything that happens here stays between us."

She exhaled slowly.

"If at any point you want to stop, you say red," he said. "Everything stops immediately. No consequences. No discussion. That option is available to you from this moment until you walk out that door." A pause. "Do you understand?"

"Yes sir."

"The second rule is complete honesty," he said. "Every question I ask you, you answer fully and truthfully. No deflection. No partial answers. No lies. No deciding what I need to know and what I don't." Another pause. "Do you understand?"

"Yes sir."

"Good." He moved behind her and she felt the air in the room change. "Then we'll begin."

A pause.

"Tell me what you sent to Whitmore."

She stared at the desk surface. "The Velour deck."

"And what is in the Velour deck?”

"Campaign materials," she said. "For a lingerie brand."

"What kind of campaign materials?"

"Reference imagery. Creative concepts. Videos."

"Describe the videos."

She swallowed. "They were Agent Provocateur films. Reference material for the campaign direction."

"I didn't ask what they were for. Describe them."

"They were — provocative."

"Claire."

Just her name. She felt it up her spine.

"One of them was set in an office," she said carefully. "There was a woman. In lingerie."

"And?"

"She was with a man."

Silence.

"She was dancing for him," Claire said.

"Dancing," he repeated. Flat. Unconvinced.

"It was — a lap dance." She felt her face go hot. "She was sitting on him. Moving against him."

"Be specific about what was happening between them physically."

She pressed her lips together. "You could see that he was — that it was affecting him."

"Say it plainly."

A long pause.

"You could see that he was aroused," she said.

"Explicitly, Claire. Say exactly what you saw."

She closed her eyes. "You could see how hard he was," she said. "She was feeling his — his cock through his pants." The word leaving her mouth and landing in the quiet office and her pussy clenching the moment it did, her body responding to her own words in a way she had no framework for and no ability to stop.

The first smack landed without warning.

She gripped the desk hard and gasped, the sound leaving her before she could catch it. The heat bloomed across her ass through her skirt and radiated outward and she felt it move through her in a way that had nothing to do with pain. Her nipples tightened against her top. Her pussy filled with a warmth that made her feel simultaneously out of her body and more inside it than she had ever been.

She did not understand why her body liked this.

"The second film," he said.

She was breathing harder now and trying not to let him hear it. "A woman. At her desk. Alone."

"And?"

"She was on the phone."

Silence.

"She put her feet up on the desk," Claire said.

He waited.

"She started — touching herself." She stopped.

"Touching herself," he said. "Where?"

The tip of her tongue moved across her lower lip. "Between her legs."

"Explicitly Claire."

A long moment.

"Her pussy. She was rubbing her pussy," Claire said. The word in her own mouth in this office and her own pussy needing to be rubbed the moment she said it. "While she was on the phone. At her desk."

"Continue."

"Another woman walked in and caught her." She swallowed. "And then — the woman who was caught was tied to her chair."

"And?"

"Her bra was pulled down." Claire's voice had dropped. "Her nipples were completely exposed." She paused. "And the other woman put her mouth on her. Between her thighs."

The second smack landed harder than the first. She made a sound that was not a gasp and not a moan and was both at once and her hips shifted forward against the desk involuntarily and she felt the slick heat of herself and the shame of it and the want of it all arriving simultaneously and indistinguishably.

"The photography," he said.

She was past pretending her breathing was even. "Images of a model. In Velour lingerie. With a man in a suit. In an office."

"Describe the images specifically."

"She was in — submissive positions." She kept going before he could push her. "On her knees in one. Bent over a desk in another." She felt her pussy throb saying it while bent over a desk. "While he spanked her. You could see how much she wanted it."

"And the brief itself."

"A shock strategy," she said. The words coming faster now, something having loosened in her. "Content deliberately designed to be too sexually explicit for standard ad platforms. That was the point. To push past what was acceptable on purpose."

"And you sent all of that," he said. "To Whitmore."

"Yes sir."

"Tell me," he said. "Tell me what kind of girl sends sexually explicit content designed to arouse people to a client without their consent."

She felt it in her body before her mind caught up. Her pussy was soaked. Her nipples were hard against her top. She was bent over her boss's desk in a locked office with his eyes on her and no way to hide any of it.

"A bad girl," she said.

A pause.

"Who is?" he said quietly.

She swallowed. "I am."

Another pause. Longer this time.

"Say it completely," he said. "All of it."

She gripped the desk surface. "I am a bad girl."

The smack landed the moment the last word left her mouth. The hardest yet. Her back arched and a broken moan filled the office and her hips pushed back toward him before she could stop them.

His hand stayed on her ass afterward. Moving in slow circles over the fabric of her skirt, the heat of his palm radiating through the fabric, and she felt it in her nipples and in her pussy like an electric current and her hips wanted to push back toward him and she held herself still with everything she had left.

He took his hand away.

"Good girl," he said quietly.

"Thank you sir," she breathed. Barely there.

She waited. The office was quiet around her and she was still bent over the desk and her ass was warm through her skirt and her pussy was soaked and her heart was pounding but some part of her thought that was it. That she had made it through. That the professional accountability had been established and the punishment had been delivered and she could straighten up now and compose herself and walk out of this office.

She started to push herself upright.

"I didn't tell you to move," he said.

She went still.

"Lift the back of your skirt," he said. "And put your elbows on the desk."

Her stomach went hollow.

She reached back with both hands and gathered the fabric of her skirt.

She lifted it over her ass.

The air of the office met the backs of her bare thighs and she felt herself flush from her chest to her hairline and she lowered herself onto her elbows, her back flatter, her hips higher, and the position said something about her that she did not have words for and did not need words for because Xavier was standing behind her and could see everything the position was saying without her having to say any of it.

The silence held for a long moment behind her. She was aware of everything. Her pussy was dripping and she was certain he could see the evidence of it through the fabric and that certainty made it worse and made it better and she could not separate those two things anymore.

"I found something interesting," he said, "when I picked up your kindle in the boardroom."

She remained silent.

"You were reading two books," he said. "A thriller. And something else." A pause. "Were you reading that book here? At the office?"

"No sir."

"Where were you reading it?"

"At home."

"Be very specific."

A pause. The backs of her thighs were trembling slightly. "In the bathtub," she said.

He let that sit. She could feel him behind her letting it sit, the image of it assembling itself in the quiet office between them. Her completely naked in a tub reading that book.

"Were you alone?" he said. "Or with your husband?"

"Alone."

"And what specifically were you doing," he said, "when you were reading the page the kindle was left open on?" A pause. "I want to remind you of the rule about honesty."

She slowly bit her bottom lip. The silence stretched and she felt it stretching and knew she was going to have to fill it.

"I was touching myself," she said quietly.

"Be more explicit, Claire."

The smack landed before she finished drawing breath to speak again, directly across her panties this time, the thin fabric doing nothing, and the sensation was entirely different from the skirt, sharper and more immediate and more intimate and a sharp moan escaped her before she could catch it, her mouth pressed closed immediately after, and the pleasure of it radiated straight to her pussy and she had to lock her knees to stay upright.

"I was rubbing my pussy," she said. The words coming out broken and breathless. "While I was reading it."

Then his hand came down again, but differently this time. Not the full flat smack of before. Lighter. Faster. A rapid series of soft taps, not against her ass but lower, directly over the wet fabric of her panties, and the sensation that tore through her was nothing like the spanking had been. The vibration moved straight through her panties and hit her clit like a current and her whole body lurched forward against the desk, a strangled sound pressing out of her that she barely caught in time.

He stopped. As if he hadn't done anything at all.

"The page the kindle was left open on," he said, his voice exactly as it had been before, unaffected, unhurried. "Is that the page where you made yourself cum?"

She could barely form words. Her clit was still pulsing from the tapping, her panties drenched and clinging, her whole body teetering at an edge she hadn't been anywhere near a minute ago.

"Yes sir," she managed.

The second full smack landed on the sir. She whimpered, a helpless sound she had never heard herself make before, and her hips pushed back toward him and her arms were shaking against the desk surface and she was sweating and breathing in ragged pulls.

Then the tapping came again. Faster this time. The same rapid soft strikes landed directly over her soaked panties, his hand rapidly tapping her dripping pussy with filthy wet smacks. The drenched fabric amplified every sensation, each quick tap sending sharp bursts of pleasure exploding through her swollen clit. She pressed her forehead into the desk and let out a desperate broken moan she could not stop while her hips rolled shamelessly toward his hand, her pussy begging for more.

He stopped again.

She stayed there, chest heaving, right at the edge of something she had no business being at the edge of in her boss's office, and said nothing and did nothing because there was nothing left to say or do except hold on.

"Good girl," he said quietly.

"Thank you sir," she whimpered.

His hand rested on her ass and rubbed slowly, the same gentle circles as before, and she bit down on her lip and focused on staying still.

"Your panties are soaked through," he said. Factual. Calm.

She said nothing because there was nothing to say. It was true and denying it would have cost her something she was no longer willing to spend.

"You're making a mess of them," he said. His hand still moving in slow strokes across her ass. Her pussy aching for contact, still pulsing from what he had just done to it, still right at that edge with nowhere to go.

He removed his hand. "Pull them down and put your face against the desk."

She did not hesitate.

Her hands went back and her fingers found the waistband of her panties and she pulled them down in one motion and lowered her face to the desk the way he had told her to and her chest followed and her nipples, already hard beneath her top, pressed into the desk surface and the pressure of it shot straight through the fabric and she exhaled slowly and held on to the far edge of the desk with both hands.

Her panties were a mess as they came down. A strand of her own wetness stretched between the soaked fabric and her bare pussy, thick and glistening, and she felt it and knew he could see it and her face burned against the desk with a want so acute it had moved completely past shame.

She felt him move closer behind her.

His fingers arrived at her inner thigh, warm and deliberate, and she understood he was addressing the strand, cleaning it. But he didn't clean it quickly. His fingers moved slowly, tracing up the inside of her thigh with a focus that had nothing hurried about it, following the wetness that had spread further down her leg than she'd realized, and she felt each millimeter of contact like something electric and her hips tilted toward him before she could stop them.

He said nothing.

His fingers worked higher, slow circles against her inner thigh, rubbing the wetness into her skin rather than wiping it away, getting closer with every pass without ever arriving, and she was pressing her nipples hard into the desk and gripping the far edge with both hands and her breathing had gone completely ragged and her pussy was throbbing for contact she was not getting and her hips were rolling back toward him in small helpless movements she could not stop.

He moved to the other thigh. Starting low again. The same slow deliberate path upward, his fingers warm against her skin, tracing the wetness that had run down the inside of her other leg, working higher in slow unhurried circles. She could feel how wet she was, could feel the slick heat of herself with every pass of his fingers getting close and then retreating, and a sound was building in her chest that she was fighting with everything she had left.

His fingers moved to the crease where her thigh met her hip. Rubbing slowly. Still not touching her pussy directly. Just outside it, so close she could feel the heat of his hand radiating against her clit, and her hips snapped back toward him hard and she gasped into the desk, her knuckles white against the far edge.

He stepped back.

She heard the soft sound of his pocket square. He was wiping his hand. The clinical composure of that, while she was face down on his desk with her bare ass in the air and her pussy soaked and swollen and completely ignored, was the most devastating thing that had happened in this office yet.

"The Velour materials," he said. His voice exactly as it always was. "Reviewing them as part of your work on the account." A pause. "Did they ever make you wet?"

She closed her eyes against the desk surface, still throbbing, still trying to breathe. "Yes sir."

"At work? In your office?"

"Yes sir."

"And did you touch yourself?"

Her nipples pressed harder into the desk, and she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, bending each knee in turn, chasing whatever friction she could find, and exhaled. "Yes sir."

The smack landed on her bare ass.

The difference from the panties was total. No fabric, nothing, just his palm and her bare skin and the sharp crack of it filling the office and the burn spreading outward and she cried out into the desk and muffled it with her forearm and her pussy clenched hard around nothing.

She lay there breathing.

"In your bathtub," he said. "Reading that page." A pause. "Were you thinking about someone?"

The silence that followed was the longest yet. Her cheek pressed against the desk, her ass and bare pussy completely exposed, and she understood that whatever she said next was going to give him everything.

"Yes," she said finally.

"Who."

Another silence. Shorter. She had nothing left to fight with.

"You," she said. "I was thinking about you."

The smack landed on the last word.

She moaned into her forearm, loud and helpless and completely beyond managing, and then his hand came down again but differently, immediately, the transition so fast she barely registered what was happening before it was already happening.

The tapping.

Directly on her bare pussy this time. No fabric. No barrier. His fingers coming down in rapid, light strikes directly against her swollen clit, and the sound of it in the quiet office was obscene, wet and sharp with every tap, the slick evidence of how desperately aroused she was audible with each strike, and the sensation was nothing like anything that had come before it.

Pure. Immediate. Detonating through her clit in rapid successive waves.

"Oh fuck," she gasped into the desk, the words tearing out of her before she could stop them. Her hand flew from the edge of the desk to her own mouth. "Fuck, fuck—"

The tapping continued. Faster. His fingers striking her clit in quick rhythmic succession, each tap sending a sharp bolt of pleasure straight through her, her wetness audible and obscene with every strike, she could feel it, the slick evidence of how desperately aroused she was spraying against her own inner thighs with each rapid tap, and between each strike there was the briefest graze, the softest drag of his fingers against her clit, so slight she couldn't tell if it was him doing it deliberately or her own hips rolling forward to chase the contact. She stopped trying to figure it out. Her whole body was grinding back toward his hand shamelessly now, chasing every tap and every graze equally, and the orgasm that had been building, since the tapping over her soaked panties, since every admission she had been forced to make in this office, came crashing through her all at once.

"Yes," she moaned into her palm, barely muffled. "Yes, yes—oh god—"

Her whole body convulsed against the desk, her thighs shaking violently, her pussy clenching and pulsing as the orgasm ripped through her in waves she had no control over. She used her hand to muffle the sounds and they spilled out anyway, broken and desperate and completely honest, her hips still rolling back toward his hand even as she fell apart, her body wringing every last pulse of pleasure out of the contact until she had nothing left and went still.

The office was completely quiet.

He said nothing. Did nothing to acknowledge what had just happened. His hand simply withdrew and after a moment she heard the soft sound of his pocket square again and understood he was cleaning his fingers and that composure, that absolute unaffected composure while she lay shaking and wrecked on his desk having just cum on her boss's hand in a locked office on a Tuesday afternoon, broke something open in her chest that she was not going to be able to close again.

"Good girl, Claire," he said quietly.

She lay there for a long moment. Sweaty, chest heaving against the desk, her nipples raw from the surface, her pussy still pulsing in the aftermath, completely and thoroughly undone.

"Thank you sir," she whispered. Barely there.

A pause.

"Get yourself together," he said. "We're done for today."

He was holding the kindle out toward her.

She reached for it and her eyes dropped.

His pants left nothing to question. He was hard, visibly, completely, and he made no move to conceal it and offered no acknowledgment of it and looked at her with the same even look he always had, as if they had just concluded a standard meeting and she was on her way back to her desk.

She took the kindle from his hand.

She walked to the door. Put the sign back in its holder. Unlocked it. Stepped into the hallway.


Chapter Ten

She stood in the kitchen for a long time before she turned the light on.

The house was empty. Jason was gone on a business trip. His note still on the counter. Back Friday, love you. She put it face down.

She had cum in her boss's office. That was the fact she kept arriving back at no matter where her mind tried to go. She had been bent over his desk with her panties around her thighs and she had cum from his hand and walked out of there afterward past colleagues with her panties a complete mess.

The guilt arrived then. Not the surface guilt she had been managing for weeks, the survey, the bathtub, Jason's name lighting up on her phone while her fingers were still wet. Something heavier than that. She had crossed a line tonight that the other things had only approached. There was no version of what happened in that office that she could fold into something manageable or explainable or okay.

She was a married woman. She had cum on her boss's hand.

But Jason had put her here. Not intentionally, not knowingly, but he had spent months saying things in the dark that had pointed her toward exactly this and some part of her felt like that meant something, like his role in it gave her somewhere to put the guilt, even partially. He had wanted this version of her. He just hadn't known what wanting it would actually look like.

Still. She needed to tell him something. Not everything, she didn't have language for everything yet, but something. Enough that she wasn't carrying it completely alone.

She poured a glass of water and did not drink it.

She went to bed without touching herself. A line she drew and held because she understood what touching herself would become tonight and she was not going to let it become that. Not tonight. Not this week.

* * *

Wednesday morning she came to work and found his office dark.

Xavier's assistant told her he was traveling and would be back sometime Friday. Claire thanked her and walked back to her own office and closed the door and felt the disappointment arrive before she could stop it.

She sat with that for a moment. The disappointment of finding out her boss was not in the building. She examined it with the same flat clarity she had been applying to herself all week and found it exactly as incriminating as she had expected to find it.

She opened her laptop and threw herself into the work.

It helped. It always had. The clean architecture of a brief, the logic of a media framework, the satisfaction of a deck coming together. She worked through Wednesday and Thursday with a focus she had not felt since before the promotion and told herself this was fine, that she was fine, that what had happened in Xavier's office was a professional correction that had been handled and was behind her now.

The email arrived Thursday afternoon.

She almost missed it, buried under three client emails and a revised brief from Jeff, and she nearly scrolled past it before the subject line registered. Friday dinner. She opened it.

The Velour client will be in town Friday evening. Client dinner, eight o'clock. Bring your husband.

She read it three times.

Bring your husband. Four words from Xavier Morrow who knew her husband had bought her that book. Who had read the page she left off on and filed it away and said nothing about it.

She closed the email and opened the Velour brand guidelines and stared at them for a long time.

Provocative. Edgy. Limit-pushing creative that crossed lines on purpose. A brand that wanted to stop people cold and did not apologize for it. She had been living inside this brief for weeks and she understood instinctively what showing up for this client required. A Velour woman was not conservative. She was not safe. She commanded attention before she opened her mouth and owned it completely.

You are the product. You are the creative.

She closed her laptop at five and drove to the Velour boutique that had just opened downtown.

* * *

The bra was black lace, thin and structured, the kind of thing that was technically a bra in the same way the silk button-down was technically modest. It covered what it needed to cover and displayed everything else and she stood in the dressing room in it and the matching thong and looked at herself in the mirror for a long time.

She had never owned a thong before. Had always considered them impractical and slightly performative. She stood in the dressing room in the bra and thong. The black lace against her skin, her full chest filling the cups, her ass almost entirely bare beneath the thin strip of lace. She looked like the women in the Velour ads.

She bought both pieces and drove home.

She hung the bra and thong on the back of her closet door. The blazer was already there. The micro skirt beside it. She stood in her bedroom in the quiet house and looked at what she had assembled and thought about tomorrow night.

The thought made her wet immediately.

She did not touch herself. One more night of control. She was not sure she had another one after that.

Friday she went through the motions at work and came home early to get ready. She had been ready in her head since Thursday night.

* * *

Jason

He heard her moving upstairs when he came through the front door.

He dropped his bag and called her name. She called back from upstairs that she was getting ready. He went up.

She was standing at the mirror with her back to him.

He registered things in pieces because that was the only way his brain could handle it. The micro skirt first. The one he had bought with his own card and told her was for their bedroom. She had it on while getting ready for a client dinner and the back of it barely covered the curve of her ass and his throat closed around whatever he had been about to say.

Then the blazer, its deep V lapel putting the black lace bra on full display without a button undone, and he stood in the doorway of his own bedroom and forgot what words were.

She turned around.

"Jason," she said. "You're staring."

He was staring. He had no plans to stop.

"What are you wearing?" His voice came out wrong and he did not fix it.

"It's a client dinner," she said. Easy. Unbothered. Like she was wearing something completely ordinary and he was the one being unreasonable. "Velour is a lingerie brand. I thought wearing the product made sense." She looked down at the bra visible above the open lapels of the blazer. "The bra and the thong are both Velour."

The thong.

He crossed the room.

His hands went to her chest before he made any conscious decision to put them there, both palms cupping her breasts over the thin lace, and her nipples were already hard beneath the fabric and he felt them against his palms and something in his chest went sideways.

"Fuck," he said. "Your body is so exposed."

She put her hands over his and leaned into him for just a moment and he felt the warmth of her and the lace under his palms and then his hands moved to her hips and slid down and found the bottom of the micro skirt and he lifted it.

The thong. Black lace, barely there, the Velour branding on the thin waistband. He stood there holding the skirt up and looking at his wife in a thong she had never owned before on her way to a dinner with Xavier Morrow and felt the vertigo of a man watching something happen that he could not locate his objection to.

"You've never worn a thong," he said.

"I know."

"Claire." He looked up at her. "This skirt."

"I know."

"This is the skirt I—"

"I know," she said. Softer. She put her hand against his jaw and he felt it the way he felt everything she did lately, more than he should, deeper than he was prepared for. "I missed you. I wanted tonight to feel like something." A pause. "We'll make it a date night after. Just us."

He looked at her for a long moment.

He had an objection somewhere. He could feel the shape of it. It had something to do with the micro skirt and Xavier Morrow and the way she was looking at him right now with her hand against his jaw like she already knew what he was going to decide. He tried to locate the objection and find words for it and his cock was straining against his trousers and the words did not come.

He pulled her against him instead. Felt her against his chest, the lace bra and the blazer and her body underneath all of it, and she made a small sound and smiled against his shoulder and he was rock hard and had nowhere to go with it.

"We don't have time," she said.

"Claire."

"Later," she said. "I promise."

He exhaled against her hair. His hands tightened on her hips once, holding everything he was not going to say, and then he let her go.

She straightened her blazer and picked up her clutch and looked at him with that expression he had been cataloguing for months, the one that was Claire and also something Claire was becoming, and he still did not have a word for it.

"Come on," she said. "We'll be late."

* * *

He had not finished a single sentence in the bedroom and he was not finishing them in the car either.

She was in the passenger seat with her legs crossed and the micro skirt not covering much and her bra visible and he drove with too much in his head to untangle any of it.

He was not going to think about her and Xavier fucking.

He thought about it anyway.

His jaw tightened. His cock tightened. He hated both of those things with approximately equal conviction and could stop neither of them.

She had said later tonight. He held onto that.

The restaurant appeared ahead and he pulled to the curb and looked at her in the passenger seat. The micro skirt. The bra. The heels. Her hair down and those blue eyes and the confidence she was carrying that had been building for months and had crossed some line tonight that he could feel without being able to name.

He got out and came around and opened her door and she took his hand and stepped out and the micro skirt did exactly what a skirt that short does when a woman rises from the seat of a car. The Velour thong. The front of it. Right there before she was fully on her feet and the skirt fell back into place and she was standing on the pavement looking at him like nothing had happened.

He stood there a beat longer than he needed to.

The night air moved through her hair and she looked at him and he looked back at her and felt everything he had been feeling for months sitting right there between them with no language around it.

He stopped her just before the door with a hand on her arm and looked at her one more time. He couldn’t believe his wife was about to walk into a room dressed like this.

Xavier Morrow was on the other side of that door.

She turned toward it.

He followed her in.


Chapter Eleven

The restaurant was the kind of place that understood what a good evening was supposed to feel like. Low light, warm wood, the quiet of a room designed to make conversations feel private even when they weren't. Claire had been to client dinners here before. She knew the hostess by name. She had never walked in feeling like this.

Xavier saw them the moment they came through the door.

He was already standing by the time they crossed the room, and Andre beside him a half beat after. Claire took them in before anyone had spoken. Two tall Black men, both of them with a presence that made the room arrange itself around them rather than the other way around. Xavier she knew. Andre was new, broader through the shoulders, his expression open and warm where Xavier's was contained, the kind of man who filled a room the moment he entered it. The founder and CEO of Velour. They had clearly been deep in conversation before Jason and Claire arrived.

"Jason." Xavier extended his hand and Jason took it. The handshake of two men who had met once before under circumstances neither of them was going to reference directly. "Good to see you again."

"Likewise," Jason said. Claire heard him work to make it steady.

Then Xavier looked at her.

His eyes took her in fully, moving from the deep V of her blazer downward to the Velour bra visible beneath it and back up to her face. He let the looking be what it was without apology.

"You look exceptional tonight, Claire," he said. Then his eyes dropped briefly to the bra again. "And wearing Velour." His lips formed a smile. "That is owning being the product." A pause, just long enough. "Good girl."

"Thank you sir." She beamed. She felt it happen before she could moderate it, the warmth of it spreading through her chest and into her face, and she said it clearly and without hesitation.

Not quietly. Not into his ear. Just out loud at a restaurant with her husband standing right beside her.

She was glowing and she did not try to stop it.

Jason said nothing. She could feel the shape of his silence beside her.

Then Andre came around the edge of the booth with both arms open and the energy of a man who had decided the evening was going to be exactly what he wanted it to be and saw no reason to delay getting there.

"Claire." Her name in his mouth like he had been looking forward to saying it. He took both her hands and stepped back and looked at her with an open appreciative sweep that had nothing of Xavier's contained quality in it. Warmer. More immediate. Completely unguarded. "Xavier did not do you justice. Not even close."

She laughed despite herself. "Andre—"

"No." Still holding her hands. Still looking at her with that expression that made you feel like the most interesting thing in the room. "And you are wearing Velour." His face did something genuinely delighted. "You came to dinner wearing my brand. Do you have any idea how delighted I am to have women who actually look like this wearing my lingerie?" He glanced at Xavier with a look that said everything and nothing simultaneously. "She could be one of our models. I mean that literally."

Xavier was silent. A hint of a smile he didn’t let fully form.

"You are stunning," Andre said, returning to Claire with his full warmth. "Absolutely stunning. Xavier told me you were sharp and that you understood the brand but he left out the part where you were going to walk in here looking like the campaign itself."

She was flushed and the professional composure she had walked in with was nowhere she could reach.

"Good girl indeed," Andre said, squeezing her hands once before releasing them.

"Thank you sir."

Out of her mouth before she finished processing who had said it. She heard the words land in the restaurant air and felt the flush deepen and glanced at Jason for the first time since they had reached the booth.

His face was doing something she did not have a word for.

Andre looked at Xavier. Xavier looked at nothing in particular.

"Shall we sit?" Xavier said.

It was a standard booth. Xavier and Andre had taken opposite sides, leaving the choice of where Jason and Claire sat to arrange itself naturally. Xavier gestured toward the seat beside him as they arrived at the table. A simple motion. Nothing made of it.

Claire slid in next to Xavier.

Jason sat across from her beside Andre.

She watched her husband settle into his seat and take in the arrangement. His eyes moving from her to Xavier beside her and then to Andre beside him. He reached for his menu.

Andre settled back and turned toward Jason with the easy curiosity of a man genuinely interested in everyone he met.

"So Jason," he said. "What do you do?"

Jason talked about his work at the firm when Andre asked, the kind of easy answer you give when someone asks what you do and you want to be polite without going too deep. Andre listened with genuine attention, asking one follow-up question that showed he had actually processed the answer before moving on.

Then he turned to Claire.

"And before Xavier got his hands on you, what were you doing?”

The phrasing landed somewhere it had no business landing and she felt her face stay even through it with an effort she hoped didn't show.

She walked him through it the way you do when someone asks a general question at a dinner table. Project management at the same agency. Some voice work early on. A brief stint at a smaller firm before that. Andre listened and nodded and asked Jason something about the drive over and the conversation moved on.

The menus came. Drinks were ordered. And somewhere in the comfortable settling of the early evening Claire became aware that she had arrived with an entire professional architecture prepared and none of it was going to be necessary.

She had her presentation instincts ready. The Velour positioning. The campaign direction. The questions she had anticipated Andre asking and the answers she had refined during the week Xavier was traveling. She had been ready to perform competence and instead she was sitting in a booth with two men who were treating the evening like something that had already been decided.

Andre confirmed it when the waiter left.

He leaned back and looked at her with that open warmth. "Can I tell you something? Relax tonight. Genuinely." The smile reached his eyes completely. "You have my business. Tonight is about pleasure."

She felt the professional armor she had been wearing since she walked through the door become suddenly unnecessary.

"Okay," she said. And meant it.

Jason looked between them and she could feel him recalibrating alongside her, understanding that whatever this dinner was it was not what either of them had prepared for.

The conversation loosened. Andre was funny without trying to be, the humor arriving naturally out of how he saw things rather than being performed for the table. He told a story about a brand launch that had gone catastrophically wrong, still painful and somehow also hilarious and Claire found herself laughing genuinely.

At some point Xavier said something quiet and Andre laughed in the way you laugh at something only funny if you know the context and Claire caught the edge of it without catching the thing itself. A shared reference. The shorthand of two people who had been in each other's lives long enough that full sentences were sometimes optional.

She watched them for a moment.

"How long have you two known each other?" she asked.

Andre's face shifted into something that was almost nostalgic. "Since we were eighteen," he said. "Freshman year. Xavier was my roommate."

"College roommates?" she asked.

"Four years." Andre picked up his drink. "Which is a long time to know somebody at that age. You learn a lot about a person when you are living with them." He glanced at Xavier.

Xavier nodded in agreement.

"Those were good years," Andre said, settling back with the ease of a man who had genuinely enjoyed his life. "We were broke and ambitious and completely convinced we were going to run the world." He smiled at Claire. "Xavier was always the most focused person in any room. Even at eighteen. I knew the first month we lived together that he was going to be something. We did everything together in those days." His eyes moved briefly to Xavier and back. "Practically shared everything too,” he said with a laugh.

"And then you built Velour," she said.

"And then I built Velour," he agreed. "And Xavier built what Xavier built. And here we are." He raised his glass slightly.

Xavier raised his glass without looking up.

The food arrived then, the waiter moving efficiently around the table, and in the brief reorganization of plates and glasses Xavier took her napkin from beside her plate and placed it across her lap like he was performing a small courtesy. His hand smoothed it once against her thigh. And stayed. The conversation moved around her and she smiled at the right moments and said the right things and felt Xavier's hand and still on her thigh over the napkin and wondered how long she could keep doing all of those things simultaneously.

Andre turned to Jason with his wine glass and that easy smile.

"Can I ask you something personal?"

Jason looked at him. "Sure."

"In my experience there are two kinds of men when their wife walks into a room dressed the way Claire is dressed tonight." His eyes moved to her briefly, taking in the Velour bra, then back to Jason. "Men who want to cover her up. And men who want everyone to see her and enjoy the attention she gets." A pause. "Which one are you?"

Jason laughed. A short sound that did not quite land as a laugh. His eyes went to Xavier for just a moment, a reflex he could not stop, and Xavier met the look and gave it nothing back.

"I don't mind," Jason said.

Xavier's hand moved beneath the napkin. Slow. Just slightly higher on her thigh. She felt it and kept her eyes on Jason and kept her face exactly where it needed to be.

"You don't mind?" Andre smiled, big and genuine. "Or you love it?"

Jason offered no response for a moment. Then: "I love it, actually."

"As you should," Andre said, leaning back with his wine, completely comfortable with all of it. "I respect that completely. A woman like Claire." His eyes moved to her with open appreciation, taking his time with it, not apologizing for a second of it. "Beauty like that was never meant to be kept private and covered up." He looked back at Jason. "It is meant to be celebrated. Enjoyed. Shared." A pause. "You understand that. Not every man does."

Xavier's hand moved higher up her thigh beneath the napkin.

Claire felt her thighs part.

Not a decision. Just her body answering what was being said about her at this table, being talked about like something meant to be shared while Xavier's hand was right there waiting, and her legs opening slowly under the table before she had said a word about any of it.

She reached for her wine and kept quiet and felt Xavier's fingers find the inside of her thigh and the dinner continued above the table exactly as before.

The conversation had moved on to something she was no longer tracking. She was too aware of Xavier's hand, of what her own legs had done under that table, of the elevated state of her body that had been building since he placed his hand on her lap. She excused herself. Slid out of the booth. Walked toward the bathroom with her clutch in her hand and her heart going.

Her phone buzzed in her clutch.

She assumed Jason. Checking on her, wondering if she was alright, the small domestic reflex of a husband whose wife had been the center of attention all night. She pulled the phone out.

Xavier.

One line. No greeting. No explanation.

Remove your panties and bring them to me.

She stared at it.

The restaurant was on the other side of that door. Jason was on the other side of that door. Andre was on the other side of that door. And Xavier was sitting in that booth with his wine glass and his composure and his hand that had just been on her inner thigh and he had sent her a command that she was either going to comply with or not and she had approximately thirty seconds to decide which.

She already knew which.

She reached under her skirt.

The thong was soaked. She felt it the moment her fingers found the fabric. She pulled it down and stepped out of it and stood there in the restaurant bathroom holding her thong in her hand.

She folded it carefully and put it in her clutch and unlocked the door and walked back out into the restaurant.

Xavier was mid sentence with Andre when she slid back into the booth beside him.

She reached into her clutch under the table. Her fingers found the folded lace and she held it in her palm for just a moment, the warmth of it, the evidence of what the last hour had done to her body folded into something that fit in her hand, and then she reached sideways and pressed it into his.

He did not pause. Did not look down. His sentence continued without a break and he received it in his palm and she felt his fingers close around it briefly before his hand disappeared from hers.

She looked at the table.

She heard the quiet movement of his hand going to his pocket. The soft displacement of fabric. And then his hand was back, settled on her thigh beneath the napkin, and she felt it land and felt what it meant that he was sitting at this table with her Velour thong in his pocket and his hand on her leg and her husband two feet away and she once again parted her thighs.

Completely. Slowly. An opening that had nothing left of resistance in it.

Andre was telling Jason something about the early days of Velour, the first campaign, the risks he had taken that everyone told him were too far, and Jason was listening with the genuine attention he gave things he found interesting and Claire was doing her best to be at the same table as both of them.

She was not entirely succeeding.

Xavier's fingers had moved from her inner thigh to the hem of her skirt and were tracing slow circles just beneath it, close enough that she could feel the heat of his hand radiating against her pussy without touching it, close enough that every small movement of his fingers felt like a question she did not have the willpower to answer no to. She shifted slightly in her seat and felt the shift bring her fractionally closer to his hand and hated herself for it and did it anyway.

She picked up her fork.

Set it down.

She was soaked and bare and sitting in a restaurant with her husband across the table and her boss's fingers a breath away from her pussy and she could not have told anyone what Andre had just said.

She waited for Xavier to touch her.
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He did not touch her.

He kept his fingers exactly where they were, absolutely certain of what he was doing, and she sat there and burned.

"Actually," Andre said, reaching into his jacket pocket, "since we are all here I want to show you something." He produced his phone and unlocked it and turned it so both Jason and Claire could see the screen. "We just wrapped a shoot last week. First look at the campaign assets."

Claire leaned forward slightly to see the screen.

The woman was blonde. Wavy hair, her chest filling the black lace cups of the Velour bra, pale skin on full display. The bra she was wearing was identical to the one currently visible above Claire's blazer. The thong, the one currently in Xavier's pocket, stretched across the woman's hips. She was seated at an office desk with her legs spread and her head tilted back and her lips parted and the Black man in the suit behind her had one hand wrapped around her throat from behind, not squeezing, just holding, ownership without force, and her expression said she had been waiting for exactly that hand for a very long time.

Claire felt Xavier's fingers move.

The first contact. The lightest drag along her outer lips and she gripped the edge of the table and kept her eyes on the phone and stayed quiet.

Andre swiped.

The woman on her knees on the office floor. The man standing over her, his suit jacket still on, one hand on her chin, tilting her face up toward him. Her hands behind her back. Her chest pushed forward in the black lace bra, her nipples visible through the thin fabric, her expression somewhere between begging and completely surrendered. Her mouth partially open.

Xavier's fingers moved slowly up and down her lips. Finding her wetness. Registering it. Continuing.

She parted her thighs wider under the table.

Her legs simply moved, opening further, giving him what he had been patiently waiting for, and she felt the air of the restaurant against her bare pussy and felt his fingers settle into the new access and kept her face pointed at the phone.

Andre swiped again.

The woman bent forward over the desk, her elbows on the surface, her back flat, the thong she was wearing displaying her perfect ass. The man behind her, his dark hand on her pale ass, his suit jacket still perfectly in place, his expression calm and certain and completely in control. In the next one her face was turned sideways against the desk, her eyes closed, her mouth open in a way that left nothing about what she was feeling open to interpretation. His hand raised in the next shot, caught mid strike, the red bloom visible on her pale skin, her expression not pain but something considerably more complicated and considerably more honest.

Xavier's fingers circled her clit and she exhaled slowly through her nose and gripped the table.

Andre looked between the phone and Claire.

"Am I the only one seeing this?" He glanced at Jason. "That almost looks like Claire. Doesn't it."

"Yeah," Jason said. The word coming out slightly wrong. "It does."

She could see it in him from across the table. The way he was sitting had changed. The focus he was giving the phone was not the same focus he had been giving Andre's stories all evening. He was looking at those images and putting his wife in them and Xavier's fingers were moving slowly between her legs and she could see from the slight shift in Jason's posture and the way he reached for his water glass that he was hard.

Andre turned the phone toward Claire directly.

"What do you think?" His voice was warm and professional on the surface. "The poses. The way she is positioned throughout." His eyes held hers. "Do you like the way she is surrendering in each shot?”

Xavier's fingers continued moving in slow deliberate circles over her swollen clit as she was coating his fingers. "Yes," she said. A beat too late. Slightly too much breath behind it. "They're really good."

Andre's eyes stayed on her face for just a moment longer than the answer required. He slid his phone back into his pocket and leaned forward with the energy of a man about to share something he was genuinely excited about.

"Before I forget," he said, looking at Claire. "Your tagline proposal came through this week." He shook his head slightly with a smile. "I have not been able to get it out of my head since I read it."

Jason looked between them. "What is it?"

Andre looked at Claire. Giving her the floor.

She felt Xavier's fingers slow against her clit. As if giving her a moment. As if he wanted her fully present for this.

She looked at Jason across the table and then at Andre and said it.

"Good girls wear Velour." A breath. "When they want to be bad."

The table was quiet for just a second.

She heard the words in her own voice and felt how true they were. She was wearing Velour. Her thighs were open under the table. Her boss's fingers were rubbing her pussy. She was a good girl who wanted to be very bad and had for months and had just said so out loud at a dinner table and nobody at this table except Xavier knew all the ways in which she meant it.

It was the most charged sentence she had ever spoken out loud.

Jason didn’t speak. She could see it landing on him, the words and her voice and the way they had come out of her, and she watched him reach for his water glass.

Andre looked at her for a long moment.

"Say that again," he said quietly.

She said it again.

"Good girls wear Velour." The briefest pause. "When they want to be bad."

Xavier's fingers moved and she felt it in her voice on the last word, a barely perceptible softness, a slight catch she could not fully control and could not take back. She reached for her wine and did not look at Jason.

Andre tilted his head slightly. Something had shifted in his awareness. He was looking at her the way he had looked at the tagline proposal, like something had just confirmed itself.

"You mentioned you did voice work," he said. Still looking at her. "Early in your career."

"Some," she said carefully.

His smile arrived slowly. The smile of a man whose evening had just become exactly what he wanted it to be.

"Claire," he said. "I want you to say it one more time. Like you are recording it. Like it is the campaign." He held her eyes. "And I want the second half." His voice dropped slightly. "Breathy. Seductive. Like you mean every word of it."

Xavier's fingers slid a little lower.

Waiting.

She felt Xavier's fingers tease her entrance the moment she opened her mouth.

"Good girls wear Velour."

A pause.

His fingers pushed inside her.

She felt them and her breath caught and her eyes stayed on Andre and the pause stretched just a beat longer than it should have and then she kept going.

"When they want to be bad."

His fingers began to move.

Slow. Deliberate. In and out with the same patience he brought to everything and she felt each movement and gripped the stem of her wine glass and kept her face pointed at Andre and her expression as close to composed as she could make it which was not very close at all.

Andre was watching her face with the awareness of a man who understood exactly what he was seeing and was going to say nothing about it.

"That," he said quietly, "is the campaign."

Xavier's fingers kept moving inside her.

She reached for her water glass because she needed something to do with her hand and because she did not trust her wine hand anymore and because the alternative was gripping the edge of the table and she had done that enough tonight.

Jason was watching her from across the table. She could feel his eyes on her face and she looked back at him and tried to look like a woman who was simply pleased that her tagline had landed well.

She did not think she was succeeding.

Andre set his glass down and looked between the three of them with a satisfied expression.

"I have an early flight," he said. "But before I go." He looked at Claire with that warm smile. "I meant what I said. That tagline. That voice." He shook his head slightly. "We are going to do great things together."

He looked at Xavier and something passed between them that Claire could feel without being able to read.

Then he stood.

Xavier did not stand. His hand did not move.

Andre leaned down to kiss Claire on the cheek and from that angle, that close, there was nothing between his eyes and Xavier's hand under her skirt. Her skirt was too short for any of it to be hidden. Xavier's fingers against her bare pussy, her thighs open, her glistening wetness visible to a client standing right beside her.

Andre straightened.

He looked at Claire. His eyes warm and direct and completely aware and she felt the flush in her face and felt her pussy flood from the shame of it all. She held his gaze because looking away would have been worse and felt her whole body burning under that look. The shame of being caught was real. But underneath it something else entirely, the heat of being seen like this by a man with that kind of presence, a client, someone with power over the account and over the evening, while her husband sat two feet away completely unaware of what Andre was looking at. The wrongness of it flooded through her and she felt her pussy dripping on Xavier's fingers and held Andre's eyes.

Andre smirked at her. Slow and genuine and entirely without judgment.

Then he looked at Xavier and Xavier looked back at him with nothing on his face at all and his hand still exactly where it was.

Andre said his goodbyes to Jason. Shook his hand. Told him it was a pleasure.

When he was gone Xavier looked at Claire.

"Do you have plans for the rest of the evening?" he said. His fingers moving against her pussy while he asked it.

She felt Jason's eyes on her from across the table.

She thought about what she had said in their bedroom. The date night. Later tonight. Just us. I promise. The way he had let her go and held onto it through the whole evening, through everything he had watched at this table, that promise was the one thing he had been carrying.

Xavier's fingers teased slowly against her and she felt her body respond before her mouth did.

"No," she said. "No plans."

The guilt arrived immediately and sat right alongside everything else her body was feeling and she did not take the words back and did not look at Jason.

Xavier looked at Jason then.

"I have a suite upstairs," he said. "We should celebrate."

His fingers stilled against her. Waiting for Jason's answer. Everyone at the table understood exactly what was being asked and exactly what saying yes would mean.

Jason looked at her first. Just for a second. Then at Xavier.

"Okay," he said.

Xavier slid out of the booth and moved toward the front to settle the bill, leaving them alone at the table for the first time all evening.

Jason stood and reached for Claire's hand to help her up. She slid toward the edge of the booth and took his hand and rose and the micro skirt failed to cover her and his eyes went down before he could stop them.

He went very still.

No thong. Nothing. Just bare skin, her pussy wet and glistening, the evidence of the entire evening coating her inner thighs, completely exposed for the single second it took her to get to her feet and the skirt to fall back into place.

He looked up at her face and she looked down at his pants and saw what she had suspected since she slid into that booth next to Xavier. He was hard. Visibly, completely, straining against the fabric in a way that left no ambiguity about how he had spent the last hour watching his wife at that table. She thought about the things he said when he thought his fantasy was safely contained to their bedroom. He had wanted her like this. Wanted Xavier to want her like this. He just hadn't known it was quietly pushing her into letting it become a reality.

Neither of them said a word.

Xavier appeared beside them.

"Ready?" he asked.


Chapter Twelve

The elevator was quiet.

Jason stood between his wife and a man he had known for exactly two encounters. Claire was looking at the floor numbers ticking upward. Xavier's eyes were on the doors, his hands folded in front of him, his face giving nothing away.

Jason's cock was still hard. Had been since the booth. He had stopped being surprised by that fact somewhere around the second course.

The doors opened on the top floor.

Xavier led the way down a hallway and let them into a suite with high ceilings and a wall of glass looking out over the city. A bottle of champagne sat chilling in a bucket on the table, condensation already forming on the glass. Jason understood, looking at it, that this had been arranged before any of them sat down to dinner.

Xavier closed the door behind them.

He shrugged out of his suit jacket and crossed to the closet. He hung it on a wooden hanger and adjusted the shoulders once with two fingers.

Then he looked at Jason.

"Your jacket."

Jason handed it over. Watched Xavier hang it beside his own, the same care applied to both, as if the two jackets belonged together now.

Xavier turned back to face them.

"And Claire's blazer."

Flat. Certain. Like it was the most natural thing in the world to ask for.

Jason looked at his wife.

Claire was looking at him.

He didn't move right away. He stood there for a second that felt considerably longer than a second, his hand half lifted, his mind working through something he couldn't quite name and didn't try very hard to find.

He reached for the blazer's lapel.

Claire let him.

His hands felt heavy as he reached up and slowly slid the blazer off her shoulders. The fabric whispered down her arms. When it came free, he was left holding it, staring at his wife now standing in nothing but the tiny Velour lace bra that barely contained her full breasts, the obscenely short micro skirt, and her heels.

She looked like pure sin.

Jason turned and handed the blazer to Xavier.

Xavier took it without looking away from Claire. His eyes moved over her once, slow and complete, taking in everything Jason had just uncovered. He said nothing. He didn't need to.

Jason stood there with empty hands, the blazer gone, and nothing left between him and the fact that he had just uncovered his wife for another man.

Xavier finally turned, crossed to the closet, and hung the blazer beside the two jackets already there. Then he moved to the bar cart along the wall and worked efficiently, the bottle of champagne going into an ice bucket already prepared, two flutes set beside it.

He grabbed a third glass and reached for a bottle of bourbon, poured two fingers neat, and carried it across the room to the chair in the corner. He set it on the end table beside it without looking at Jason directly.

"Bourbon," he said. "Like the rooftop."

He hadn't asked if Jason wanted one.

Jason looked at the glass sitting there, amber and waiting, and understood the chair was where he was meant to be sitting. He crossed the room and sat down.

The drink sat untouched on the end table beside him. He didn't reach for it yet. From here he had a clean view of all of it. Claire standing in the middle of the suite in nothing but the black lace bra and that skirt, so short he could see the glisten of wetness on her upper inner thighs, her heels still on, her arms loose at her sides like she didn't know what to do with them. She looked like a slut who'd come to a hotel room for exactly one reason. He'd never seen her look like that before. Not once, not in nine years. He felt his cock throb against his zipper just looking at her.

He was in a chair. In the corner. With a drink he hadn't asked for, placed there by a man who hadn't asked if he wanted it. He understood, somewhere underneath the want, that he'd been put here. Positioned. The way you position a piece of furniture, or an audience.

He hadn't argued. That was the part he couldn't get past. Not one word of resistance, not even to himself.

Xavier didn't move toward the champagne. He crossed toward Claire instead, slow, and circled her once, his eyes moving over her body the whole way around, taking his time with it.

"We're going to be honest tonight," he said. "All three of us." His eyes found Jason's over her shoulder. "The bar. The first night. You told me what you wished for." A pause, his gaze settling back on Claire. "Look at her now." Back to Jason. "So tell the truth. You like seeing your wife dressed like this in front of me right now, don't you, Jason?"

Jason's face burned. He couldn't look away from his wife. He shifted in the chair, uncomfortably hard, the kind of want that didn't leave room for anything else. There was no version of lying that was going to work in this room.

"I... yeah." His voice came out rougher than he expected. "I like seeing her like this."

"Good." Xavier said it to Jason, but he was already moving, already done with him. He stepped in behind Claire and pressed his body against her, his cock a hard line against her ass through his pants, his hand finding the hem of her skirt, fingers resting against the fabric, not lifting it, just resting there like he owned it.

His mouth was near her ear, but his voice carried, pitched just enough that Jason wouldn't miss a word.

"Now you." A pause. "When you put on this slutty little outfit tonight, who were you thinking about? Did you wear this for your husband?" His fingers slipped just beneath the hem of her skirt, barely an inch, teasing. "Or for me?"

She swallowed hard and her nervous eyes flicked to Jason for half a second, then dropped away before she answered. "You," Claire said, her voice barely above a whisper as she turned to look at Xavier over her shoulder. "I wore it for you."

The words hit Jason harder than he expected. His own wife not only dressed for Xavier, but was openly admitting it to him. The realization sent a sharp jolt of shame through his chest, followed almost instantly by an even stronger pulse of lust straight to his cock. The humiliation was almost unbearable. So was the throbbing ache in his pants. He sat frozen in the chair and couldn't manage to speak or even breathe right.

Xavier didn't move for a moment. He let the admission sit in the room, let Jason absorb it fully. Then his hand slid the rest of the way beneath her skirt, fingers finding her clit, slow and circling. A brief reward for the truth she'd just given him. She was instantly slick against his fingers and a soft whimper slipped out of her, high and helpless.

"Look at him," Xavier said quietly, his fingers still moving. Claire's eyes found Jason's across the room, glassy and unfocused, and she held them this time, unable to look away even if she'd wanted to.

"Thank him properly," Xavier commanded. "For bringing you to me."

Her breath caught around the words. Her eyes fluttered, threatening to close, before she forced them back open and fixed them on Jason. "Thank you," she breathed, her hips shifting slightly into Xavier's hand, the words coming out broken between small gasps. "For bringing me to Xavier."

Jason couldn't stop himself. His hand moved to his own lap, pressing the heel of his palm against his straining cock through his pants, rubbing slowly, helplessly, watching his wife thank him for this while another man's fingers worked between her legs. There was no pretending anymore. No version of himself left to perform for. This was permission, given without a single word, the only kind he had left to give.

Xavier withdrew his hand and turned Claire towards him, his voice dropping lower. "Now get on your knees."

Claire sank to her knees in front of him without hesitation.

The micro skirt rode up over her ass as she lowered herself, leaving her completely exposed from behind. From his chair in the corner, Jason had a clear view. Her bare glistening pussy. The curve of her ass. The way her thighs trembled slightly as she settled onto the floor.

Her hands went straight to Xavier's belt. His zipper came down slowly, the sound impossibly loud in the silence.

Xavier's cock sprang free, thick, heavy, and unmistakably bigger than Jason's. Darker. Thicker. Longer. Claire's eyes widened. Her lips parted in a soft involuntary gasp. For a moment she just stared, breathing faster. Clearly intimidated and clearly turned on.

She wrapped both hands around the base and moved upward, slow and testing, exploring the weight of him, almost in awe, like she was trying to memorize every inch before she let herself go any further.

Xavier looked down at her with dark satisfaction. One hand rested lightly on top of her head.

"I don't know if I can take all of you," Claire breathed, almost to herself, her hands still moving slowly along his length, her tongue wetting her lips.

She leaned in and dragged her tongue slowly up the entire length of him, wet and reverent. She traced the thick vein underneath before swirling around the swollen head.

Then she opened her mouth and took just the head inside.

Her lips stretched wide around his girth. A soft, overwhelmed whimper escaped her as she struggled to adjust. She held there for a long moment, only able to fit the thick head past her lips. Her jaw worked slowly, trying to relax and accommodate him. She sucked gently at first, almost carefully, her tongue moving against the underside as she got used to the size.

Jason watched, transfixed, as his wife slowly pushed herself forward. She took another inch. Then another. Her eyes watered. Her throat flexed visibly with the effort. She pulled back slightly, took a shaky breath, then tried again, working him deeper into her mouth with slow, determined strokes.

She was still nowhere close to taking all of him.

Jason could not breathe. He had never seen his wife look like this. So hungry. So determined to take every inch of another man's cock. The wet obscene sounds of her sucking filled the suite. Soft eager greedy little noises he had never heard her make before.

Xavier's fingers tightened gently in her hair. Not forcing her. Just guiding.

"Good girl," he said softly. The praise landed like a spark. "That’s my good girl."

Claire moaned louder around him. The vibration traveled down his shaft as she took him even deeper.

Jason's hand was pressed hard against his own aching cock through his pants. He rubbed desperately as he watched his wife worship another man's dick.

She took him as deep as she could, eyes watering almost immediately, pulling back with a wet gasp before pushing herself to try again. She wasn't smooth about it. She wasn't practiced. But she kept going, determined, until her mouth simply couldn't keep up with him anymore and she gave up trying to take him deeper, working him instead with both hands, stroking him in slick twisting motions, her lips and tongue catching the head between strokes, saliva slicking down over her fingers.

Jason fumbled with his own belt, freeing himself completely, unable to stand the friction of fabric against himself for one more second. His cock sprang free into his fist and he stroked himself in time with his wife's hands, helpless to do anything else but watch and match her pace with his own.

Xavier's hand tightened gently in her hair, pulling her up and off him without a word. He pulled her to her feet, his eyes finally leaving her for the first time, finding Jason in the chair, cock in his fist, watching everything. Xavier said nothing about it. He turned back to Claire and walked her backward until her legs hit the edge of the bed, then guided her down onto her back, her heels still on, her knees falling open.

He reached behind her and unhooked the bra in one motion, pulling it free and tossing it aside. Her breasts spilled free and he wasted no time, his mouth closing over one hard nipple while his hand slid up her inner thigh, two fingers finding her clit and circling slowly. Claire moaned, her hips already lifting into his hand, and he switched to her other nipple, sucking harder this time, his fingers never losing their rhythm against her.

"Look at your husband," he murmured against her skin.

Her eyes found Jason across the room, and Jason forced himself to slow down, stroking himself in long, deliberate movements, fighting to hold back, precum already leaking down his cock and over his fingers with every pass. He didn't want this to end yet. He needed to see more.

Xavier moved lower, pushing her skirt up around her waist, settling between her thighs. He lowered his mouth to her, and Claire cried out the moment his tongue found her, the sound breaking loose before she could stop it, her eyes drifting to Jason across the room, fixed not on his face but on his cock, slick and glistening in his fist.

It didn’t take long for her.

Xavier licked slow devastating circles around her clit while one thick finger curled deep inside her. Claire’s entire body suddenly went rigid. Her back arched hard off the bed. A raw broken cry tore out of her, loud and desperate, a sound Jason had never heard before.



  A simple search can point you toward another story.

  Try searching Lokepub on Google when you have a minute.




Her hips bucked wildly against Xavier’s mouth as the orgasm slammed through her. She ground herself shamelessly against his tongue, trembling and gasping, her full tits bouncing with every helpless roll of her body. Another loud broken moan spilled from her lips and then another as the waves kept crashing through her.

Jason gripped his cock hard. He had to stop stroking completely. He squeezed the base almost painfully to keep from cumming all over his own hand. Watching his wife come apart so violently for another man, cumming harder than he had ever made her cum, weighed heavy on his mind, even as it made his own cock throb with a desperate humiliating need.

Xavier lifted his head, her arousal slick on his mouth, and rose over her. He positioned himself between her spread thighs and pressed the thick head of his cock against her entrance. He pushed forward slowly, just enough for the tip to stretch her open.

Claire gasped sharply, her hands flying up to grip his shoulders.

Jason couldn't believe what he was seeing. All those nights of dirty talk in the dark, all those fantasies he'd half meant and half just said out loud to see what it would do to her, and somehow it had actually led here, to this room, to this moment. Nine years of marriage and she had never once had anyone else inside her since the day they said their vows. He watched the head of another man's cock disappear into his wife, watched it actually happen, real and irreversible, and he couldn't make himself believe it even as he watched it.

Xavier pulled back almost immediately, leaving her empty, and pressed forward again, the same shallow inch, teasing her open with nothing but the head of him, over and over, watching her face the entire time. Claire whimpered beneath him, her hips lifting desperately, trying to take more of him than he was giving her.

She felt it everywhere. The thick head alone felt enormous. Every nerve ending lit up with the foreignness of it, the wrongness of it, a stretch and a fullness that was nothing like Jason, nothing like anything she'd ever felt, and some small distant part of her mind kept circling the same disbelieving thought. This isn't my husband. This isn't my husband inside me. The thought should have stopped her. It didn't. It only made her wetter, made her hips chase him greedily when he pulled away.

"Easy," Xavier murmured.

He worked himself deeper by fractions, each shallow thrust going a little further than the last, the slow burn of being stretched open one inch at a time pulling broken sounds out of her. Her nails dug into his shoulders. Her thighs trembled around his hips.

Jason was watching his wife's body accept another man, watching her face twist with something that looked like both overwhelm and total surrender, and the part of him that should have been screaming to stop this was instead screaming for an entirely different reason, his cock throbbing harder than it ever had in his life, even as something complicated knotted up in his chest alongside it.

It took minutes for Xavier to fully get his cock inside her, minutes of relentless, patient shallow strokes, before he was finally buried completely, deep and unmoving, letting her feel the entire, overwhelming length of him at once.

Claire let out a sound somewhere between a whimper and a moan.

Then he kissed her.

It wasn't soft. It wasn't searching the way a first kiss usually was. He kissed her the way he did everything, total and complete, claiming her mouth the same way he'd just claimed the rest of her, his tongue pushing past her lips without asking. She made a small sound against his mouth and kissed him back just as hard.

Jason watched his wife kiss another man, another man's cock buried fully inside her for the first time, and understood with a clarity that hollowed him out that something had just permanently changed between them. There was no version of tonight that ended with things going back to exactly how they were.

His hand found his cock again. He hated how badly he needed to touch himself right now, hated it and couldn't stop, stroking himself slowly as he watched, the shame of his own arousal doing nothing to slow him down. His body wanted this, every part of it, even the parts of him screaming that it shouldn't.

Xavier began to move again, slow deliberate thrusts, still kissing her through every one of them.

She came before he picked up any real pace at all, the orgasm building quietly and then breaking all at once, her cry swallowed by his mouth, her nails dragging down his back as she trembled beneath him.

Xavier didn't stop kissing her. Didn't stop moving.

He kept kissing her through several more slow deep thrusts before he finally broke the kiss. In one smooth motion he flipped her onto her stomach and pulled her up onto her hands and knees so she was facing Jason directly. Xavier positioned himself behind her and drove back inside her in one long stroke, burying every inch of his thick cock into her soaked pussy.

"Oh god," Claire moaned loudly, her fingers curling into the sheets, a long shaky breath leaving her as he filled her completely.

Jason had a perfect unobstructed view. His wife on all fours like a slut, her full breasts hanging and swaying heavily with every movement, her pale skin flushed pink from everything Xavier had already done to her. Behind her, Xavier's strong dark hands gripped her hips tightly, the contrast stark and obscene as his thick cock slid in and out of her stretched pussy again and again.

It was the filthiest thing Jason had ever seen.

Xavier began fucking her harder now. His hips snapped forward with steady powerful strokes, driving deep into her with controlled force. The wet sound of his cock plunging into her soaked pussy filled the room with every thrust. Claire's moans grew louder and more desperate as she pushed back against him, clearly hungry for more.

"Who is the boss of you, Claire?" Xavier asked, his voice steady even as he kept fucking her with deep, powerful strokes.

Claire's mouth fell open. A loud moan spilled out instead of words as her body rocked forward with every thrust. The pleasure was overwhelming. Her pussy was so full, so stretched, and every stroke hit places inside her that made her toes curl.

"Answer me," he commanded, his hand coming down sharp, spanking her ass.

Claire cried out, her back arching hard as the burn spread across her skin.

"You are," she gasped, her voice shaky and broken. "You're the boss of me."

"Good girl." Xavier kept thrusting deep and steady, his thick cock stretching her perfectly with every stroke. "And who do you answer to at work? Who do you belong to in that office?"

Her hips rolled back to meet him greedily. "My boss," she moaned, the words tumbling out between desperate gasps. "I belong to my boss at work."

Xavier did not slow down. "Does your boss's cock feel good inside you?"

Claire's face burned with shame, but the pleasure was too strong to fight. Her eyes flicked toward Jason for a brief second before she looked away again.

"Say it," he ordered, spanking her ass again, harder this time.

"Yes," she whimpered, her voice cracking with raw need. "Yes, my boss's cock feels so good. It feels so fucking good."

Jason's fist tightened around his cock as he stroked himself desperately. He had already pulled his hand away once, terrified he would cum too soon, but the sight and sounds of his wife getting fucked were too much. He could not stop himself from touching again.

Xavier's thrusts grew harder and faster. The headboard began to knock rhythmically against the wall.

"And who does your pussy belong to now, Claire?"

Claire buried her face against her arm. She hesitated, her body still rocking forward with every deep thrust. For a long moment only soft, embarrassed whimpers escaped her. Then, in a tiny, shaky whisper that was barely loud enough for Xavier to hear, she answered.

"My boss."

Xavier's hand fisted tightly in her hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to look at her husband. At the same moment his palm came down hard on her ass. "Louder. Who does your pussy belong to now?"

Claire cried out from the sting. "Oh fuck," she gasped, the words spilling helplessly from her. Her eyes on Jason’s. "My boss. Fuck. My pussy belongs to my boss."

Jason's hand flew off his own cock the second the words left her mouth. He grabbed the arm of the chair instead, but it was already too late. His cock pulsed on its own, hot ropes of cum shooting across his stomach and chest in powerful spurts, completely untouched.

Claire watched it happen, watched her husband lose control just from hearing her say it, hands-free, helpless because of her. That sight, combined with the words still hanging in the air, her own confession, sent her crashing over the edge right behind him. The orgasm ripped through her, her whole body convulsing, her arms shaking beneath her, and she kept moaning the words like she couldn't stop herself, broken and repeating. "My boss... oh god, my boss..." Her pussy clenched and pulsed around Xavier in waves, her hips still rocking back to meet every stroke.

Xavier suddenly pulled out of her from behind and flipped Claire onto her back. He settled between her spread thighs and drove back inside her with a deep, powerful thrust. His control was finally cracking. He braced himself above her, muscles flexing, and began fucking her hard, his hips slamming forward with urgent, almost desperate force.

"Fuck," he growled, the first real crack in his composure all night. His breathing grew ragged. Low, deep grunts escaped his chest with every brutal thrust.

Claire moaned loudly beneath him, her hands gripping his forearms tightly as her whole body rocked with the intensity of his fucking. Her tits bounced heavily with every slam of his hips.

He lasted only a few more savage strokes before he pulled out with a deep groan. He gripped his thick cock and stroked it furiously, aiming right at her. The first powerful rope of cum erupted across her stomach in a thick, white line. The second shot higher, painting her tits and splattering across her hard nipples. Another heavy spurt landed on her chest, followed by more that streaked all the way up to her neck. Several thick drops landed on her chin and the bottom of her parted lips.

Xavier kept stroking himself through every pulse, milking out every last drop until Claire was thoroughly marked. Her stomach, tits, and face glistened with his cum, streaks of it running down her skin as she lay there panting beneath him.

Jason stared, unable to look away. His wife lay there completely wrecked, covered in another man's load, breathing hard with her legs still spread. The sight burned itself into him, permanent in a way nothing else tonight had been, and some small, distant part of him understood that he was never going to be able to unsee it. He wasn't sure he wanted to.


Chapter Thirteen

The suite was quiet.

Xavier straightened up from between her thighs and sat on the edge of the bed for a moment, his breathing already evening out, composure reassembling itself almost instantly. He ran a hand across his jaw once, looked down at Claire still spread across the bed, then looked at Jason in the chair.

"Come kiss your wife," he said. Flat and certain, like the outcome was already decided.

Jason looked at Claire. She was still on her back, breathing hard, her chest rising and falling, Xavier's cum streaked across her stomach, her tits, her chin, her lips. She hadn't moved to wipe any of it away.

Xavier crossed toward the bathroom without waiting to see what Jason would do. The door clicked shut behind him. A moment later the shower started running.

Jason stood from the chair on shaky legs. His own cum was still cooling on his stomach and chest as he crossed the room toward his wife.

He stopped at the edge of the bed.

Claire looked up at him, eyes glassy, Xavier's cum still wet on her lips and chin. She didn't speak. She didn't reach for him. She simply held his gaze and waited, looking every bit the well-fucked slut she had become.

Jason leaned down and kissed her.

The taste hit him instantly, salty, thick, and unmistakably another man's. Xavier's cum coated her lips, and the filthy reality of it made Jason's head spin. Instead of pulling away, he groaned and kissed her harder, licking into her mouth, tasting the evidence of what had just happened. His cock twitched and started hardening again almost immediately.

Claire moaned softly into his mouth and kissed him back with raw hunger. Her hand slid down her own body, fingers dragging through the warm streaks of Xavier's cum on her stomach and chest. She gathered some on her fingertips, then brought them to her lips, coating them between kisses. Her boss’s cum passed between them naturally as they made out, deep and messy and without any pretense of restraint.

Jason groaned deeply. He needed to be inside her. Right now.

Jason stripped off his shirt, his own cum smearing against the fabric as he pulled it over his head, and climbed onto the bed over her. Claire reached for him immediately, pulling him down into her, and he felt it the moment their bodies met, Xavier's cum still slick across her stomach and chest, warm and wet between them as he pressed himself against her. The obscenity of it sent a fresh pulse through his cock that he felt everywhere.

He reached between them and lined himself up. She was soaked, stretched, slippery with everything that had already happened tonight, and he slid inside her in one slow stroke.

They both went still for a moment.

Her eyes found his. His found hers.

He started to move.

It was nothing like what they had just watched. No commands, no questions, no audience. Just the two of them, their bodies sliding together in the mess of the night, Xavier's cum working between them with every movement, slick and filthy and completely unavoidable. Jason buried his face against her neck and felt her arms wrap around his back and pull him closer, deeper, and something cracked open between them that had nothing to do with Xavier at all.

"I love you," she said against his ear. Quiet. Certain.

"I love you," he said back. And meant it more than he ever had.

He kept moving, slow and deep, his eyes finding hers again, holding there. She held his gaze without looking away, her hands moving up his back, her hips rising to meet every thrust. The shower was still running somewhere behind the bathroom door and neither of them acknowledged it.

He felt himself getting close. Felt her getting close beneath him.

And then, before he could stop himself, before the reasonable part of him could catch up to the part that was already saying it, the words came out.

"Tell me you want to keep fucking your boss."

She looked at him. Her eyes wide, her breath catching.

He kept moving inside her, his voice dropping lower. "Tell me."

"Oh fuck…I want to keep fucking my boss," she breathed, her hips pushing up harder against him. "Yes…fuck….yes…I want to keep fucking Xavier."

Jason groaned, his whole body shuddering, and came hard inside her, feeling her pussy pulse around him at the same moment, both of them cumming together, her nails dragging down his back, his forehead dropping to hers, her voice still soft in his ear.

They shook together, tangled and breathless, Xavier's cum slick between their skin, the shower still running behind the closed door, and they held each other and said I love you until the words were the only thing left in the room.

They heard the shower cut off.

Neither of them spoke. Claire sat up from the bed and reached for the hand towel on the nightstand, wiping herself down as best she could. But the micro skirt was already stained and her blazer would only cover so much.

Jason cleaned himself up and pulled his shirt back on. He glanced at the end table in the corner, the bourbon glass still sitting exactly where Xavier had left it, untouched all night. He picked up Claire's hand instead.

She squeezed it once.

They left before Xavier came out of the bathroom.

The hallway was quiet, the same hallway they had walked down a few hours ago as three, now just the two of them. Jason kept her hand in his.

In the elevator Claire caught her own reflection in the mirrored doors. Blazer open, Velour bra on full display, the micro skirt stained and barely covering anything, her hair loose around her face. A piece of her was still up there, folded in Xavier's pocket, and she felt the absence of it with every step.

Jason watched her look at herself and thought about that night on the rooftop. He hadn't known then what he was starting.

The doors opened into the lobby.

They walked out together, his hand in hers, and heads turned. A man near the bar looked up from his drink and didn't look away. Two men by the entrance clocked her and said something quiet to each other. A woman at the front desk glanced up and then back down again.

Claire felt every set of eyes and kept walking, her chin level, her heels steady on the marble floor, her hand tight in Jason's.

Jason squeezed her hand and watched the room turn toward her, feeling exactly what he'd always wanted to feel.

They walked into the night hand in hand, the same couple who had left a rooftop party months ago, and yet nothing like them at all.
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