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Chapter 1 --- The Portfolio

The weight of the pen felt obscene.

It was solid gold, engraved with the Ascendant Capital crest—a lion and a key, of course. The kind of pen you don’t sign a receipt with. You sign a country’s budget with it. Or, in my case, the paperwork that transferred my dead husband’s nine-figure fortune into my own, freshly-opened account.

The mahogany desk between Marcus Reed and me was a polished, empty expanse. On my side, a single sheet of paper. On his, nothing but his interlaced fingers and a gaze that tracked the movement of my hand.

“Everything is in order, Mrs. Marsh,” he said. His voice was like the rest of him: expensive, measured, cut from a cloth I couldn’t afford even with the number now attached to my name. “The probate court has released the assets. This is the final directive to move them under my firm’s management.”

“Sienna,” I said, not looking up from the line waiting for my signature. “Call me Sienna. ‘Mrs. Marsh’ makes me feel like I’m wearing someone else’s skin.”

A beat of silence. “Sienna,” he conceded. “The fiduciary agreement outlines my duties in exhaustive detail. My obligation is to you. To act in your sole financial interest, with undivided loyalty.”

I finally looked up. He was leaning back in his chair, the lines of his navy suit sharp even in repose. Mid-forties, but time had been kind in a stern way, etching authority rather than weariness. His office was a glass box in the sky, all cool grays and steel, the afternoon sun glinting off the downtown towers beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows. It was a room designed to remind you of power, of altitude, of how far a fall would be.

“Undivided loyalty,” I echoed, capping the gold pen. “Sounds almost medieval. Do you kneel and swear it?”

A ghost of something—not a smile, but a shift in the atmosphere—crossed his face. “It’s binding enough. More so than any oath. My career, my license, my reputation are the collateral. Breaching it is professional suicide.”

“How dramatic.” I pushed the signed paper across the void. Our fingers didn’t brush. He was too careful for that. “So, Marcus. Now that you’re my… fiduciary. What’s my first order of business?”

He took the document, his eyes scanning my signature with a scrutinizing efficiency that should have felt clinical. It didn’t. It felt like he was tasting the loops of the ‘S’.

“Understanding your portfolio. And your appetite for risk.” He stood, moving to a sleek monitor embedded in the wall. With a touch, a cascade of graphs and numbers bloomed across the screen. “Your capital is currently heavily weighted in low-yield municipal bonds and blue-chip equities. Conservative. Dormant.”

“Philip liked things that didn’t move,” I said, the words coming out flatter than I intended.

Marcus glanced at me, a quick, analytical flicker. “You’d prefer things that move?”

“I’d prefer things that do something.” I rose from my chair, drawn to the screen, to the dizzying strings of zeros. “This feels like a museum. A very, very well-endowed museum where no one’s allowed to touch the art.”

“Risk and return are correlated, Sienna. Moving capital requires a strategy. A discipline.” He was beside me now, not close enough to touch, but close enough that I caught his scent—sandalwood and crisp linen, undercut with something like cold ink. “What are your goals?”

I turned my head toward him. He was taller than I’d realized. I had to tilt my chin up just slightly to meet his eyes. They were a gray so pale they were almost silver, the color of a blade.

“Goals?”

“Financial goals. A five-year horizon. Do you want to preserve this wealth? Grow it aggressively? Fund a philanthropic endeavor?”

I let my gaze drift from his eyes to the strong line of his jaw, then down to his mouth, which was set in a firm, uncompromising line. A mouth that clearly spent more time articulating risk-adjusted returns than anything frivolous.

“I’m bored, Marcus,” I said softly, watching his pupils contract just a fraction. “I’ve been bored for a very long time. My goal is to stop being bored.”

The air in the room tightened. He took a deliberate half-step back, creating professional distance. “Boredom is not a quantifiable investment objective.”

“Then quantify provocation,” I said, turning fully to face him, leaning a hip against the edge of his desk. The polished wood was cool through the silk of my black dress. “I want to see what happens. I want to see what you can do. You talk about discipline. Control. Show me.”

His expression didn’t crack, but something in the room did. The sterile silence shattered. He held my stare, and for the first time, I saw past the wealth manager to the man beneath—a man whose control was a living, breathing thing, a caged animal he fed with spreadsheets and fiduciary oaths.

“As your advisor,” he said, his voice dropping a register, “I must caution against emotional decision-making.”

“I’m not emotional. I’m curious.” I smiled, a slow, deliberate curve of my lips. “What’s the most volatile, thrilling, possibly stupid thing we could do with, say… ten million dollars?”

He blinked. A slow, deliberate shutter-click. “That would be… contrary to my duty.”

“Your duty is to my interests. I’m telling you my interest is volatility. In every form.” I pushed off the desk, closing the distance he’d created. Now we were a foot apart. I could see the perfect weave of his tie, the almost imperceptible rise and fall of his chest. “Is your control part of the service, Marcus? Or is that just for you?”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. His hands, which had been resting at his sides, curled slightly into loose fists. “My control is what ensures your capital’s security. It is the foundation of this relationship.”

“Relationship,” I breathed. “Is that what this is?”

“Client and advisor. That is the only relationship possible here.”

“Of course.” I took a final, half-step, invading his space so thoroughly I could feel the heat radiating from his body. “Then advise me. What’s my next move?”

He didn’t retreat. He stood his ground, a pillar of restrained power, his silver eyes burning into mine. The city sprawled behind him, a kingdom he probably felt he managed, too.

“Your next move,” he said, his voice a low, rough scrape, “is to attend a preliminary strategy meeting. Tomorrow. Four PM. We will discuss sector rotation into emerging markets and alternative assets.”

It was a dismissal. A re-establishment of the hierarchy. He was the expert. I was the client. The glass wall was back, thicker than before.

I held his gaze for a beat longer, letting the silence stretch, letting him feel the weight of my unspoken challenge. Then I smiled again, sweetly this time. “I’ll be here.”

I turned and walked toward the door, feeling his eyes on my back every step of the way. At the threshold, I paused, looking over my shoulder. He hadn’t moved.

“Oh, and Marcus?”

“Yes?”

“Undivided loyalty,” I said. “Remember that.”

I didn’t wait for a reply. I left, the heavy office door sighing shut behind me, the taste of his forbidden tension still sharp on my tongue.



The strategy meeting was not in his glass-walled office. It was in a smaller, windowless conference room, all soft lighting and plush chairs, a room designed for focus, not for vistas. A subliminal message: This is about the numbers, not the view.

Marcus was already there, standing at the head of a polished table, his sleeves rolled up to reveal strong, corded forearms. The sight was a jolt. It was more intimate than the suit, a glimpse of the machinery beneath the polished exterior. A tablet glowed in front of him.

Another man was there, younger, with a nervous energy. “Sienna, this is Leo,” Marcus said, his tone all business. “He’s part of our quantitative analysis team.”

Leo gave me a quick, bright smile. “A pleasure. Marcus has outlined some… unconventional parameters for today’s review.”

“Has he?” I sank into a chair opposite Marcus, crossing my legs. “Do tell.”

Marcus’s eyes flickered to my legs, then back to the tablet. So fast I might have imagined it. “Leo, run the simulation. The one we discussed.”

Leo tapped at his laptop. The main screen on the wall lit up with a dizzying, three-dimensional model—swirling galaxies of data points, lines arcing and plunging like rollercoasters. “This is a high-frequency trading algo model, tweaked for extreme volatility,” Leo explained, his voice speeding up with excitement. “Based on your stated… appetite. It’s ruthless. It can capitalize on micro-fluctuations across six continents. The potential upside is staggering. The potential for catastrophic loss is… also present.”

“Catastrophic,” I mused, watching the chaotic dance of numbers. “Define catastrophic.”

“The ten-million-dollar allocation could, in a worst-case scenario, theoretically depreciate by eighty percent in a twenty-four-hour period under a black swan event,” Marcus stated, his voice devoid of inflection. He was watching me, not the screen.

“Eighty percent,” I repeated. “Eight million dollars. Gone in a day.”

“Yes.”

“And the best-case?”

“A forty-percent gain in the same period,” Leo chimed in, almost giddy. “It’s a beast. We’d never deploy this for a client. It’s a stress-test model.”

“But I’m not just any client, am I?” I said, looking directly at Marcus. “I’m the client who wants to see what moves.”

His jaw tightened. “It would be a gross violation of my duty of care.”

“Not if I instruct you to do it.” My voice was calm, a gentle counterpoint to the frenetic data on the screen. “In writing. A signed directive acknowledging the risk. Freeing you of liability.”

Leo looked between us, sensing the current in the room that had nothing to do with finance. He slowly closed his laptop. “I should… let you two discuss the human element. The model’s specs are in your portal, Marcus.” He fled, the door clicking softly behind him.

Silence descended, thick and hot.

Marcus placed his palms flat on the conference table, leaning forward. The position pulled the fabric of his shirt taut across his shoulders. “This is a game to you.”

“Is it?” I stood, walking around the table until I was beside him. The model’s crazy light played over his stern profile. “You built a monster just to show me. You ran the numbers. You had Leo here, ready to dazzle me with the math. You wanted to see if I’d flinch.”

He turned his head, his silver eyes capturing mine. “Did you?”

“No.” I reached out and tapped the tablet screen, blackening it. The room was suddenly dim, lit only by the soft ambient lights. “I’m not interested in the simulation, Marcus.”

“Then what,” he said, the words low and dangerous, “are you interested in?”

I moved then, closing the last inch between us. I placed my hand on his forearm, on the bare skin just below his rolled sleeve. The contact was electric. His skin was warm, the muscle beneath it rock-solid and tense. He didn’t pull away. He went utterly still, a predator caught in a trap he saw coming.

“The control,” I whispered, my fingers lightly tracing the line of a vein. “I want to see it break.”

He moved faster than I thought possible. One hand came up to capture my wrist, his grip firm but not painful. The other arm snaked around my waist, pulling me flush against him. My pulse jumped hard against his fingers. I could feel every hard plane of his body, the rapid, controlled beat of his heart.

“You have no idea what you’re playing with,” he growled, his face inches from mine. His breath was mint and coffee. “The line I cannot cross. The oath that holds me here.” He emphasized the word by tightening his arm around my waist.

“Tell me about the oath,” I whispered against his mouth. “Say the words.”

A tremor ran through him, shoulders locked, breath short. “I shall act with undivided loyalty… in the sole interest of the client…”

“I’m the client,” I cut in, my free hand fisting the front of his shirt. “And my sole interest… is you.”

The words broke something loose.

His mouth slammed into mine.

No gentleness. No question. Just hunger and heat and the sharp edge of rules snapping. His lips crushed mine, tongue driving deep, claiming space like he meant to own it. The hand on my wrist let go only to twist into my hair, yanking my head back so he could take more. A raw sound tore from my throat. My hands clawed at his shirt, dragging him closer, fabric straining under my grip.

He walked me backward until the cool glass of the conference room wall met my spine. His body pressed in, solid and heavy, pinning me there. One thigh shoved between mine and I ground down on it without thinking, the friction dragging a fresh pulse of wet heat through me. He broke the kiss, mouth dragging along my jaw, teeth scraping the skin beneath my ear before he bit down, not hard enough to mark, just enough to make my breath catch.

“Marcus,” I gasped.

“This is a conflict of interest,” he muttered into my throat, voice rough. “A gross, unforgivable conflict.”

“Then be conflicted.”

His palm slid from my waist to my hip, fingers digging into the curve of my ass through silk, hauling me harder against the thick ridge of his cock trapped behind his trousers. Even through the layers I could feel how hard he was, how thick. The pressure sent another slick rush between my thighs.

He took my mouth again, kiss turning rougher, messier. His hands mapped me through the dress—palm cupping the weight of my breast, thumb dragging over the nipple already tight beneath the fabric, then lower, spanning my waist, gripping the flare of my hip. I yanked his shirt free of his waistband, palms sliding up the hot skin of his back. Muscle jumped under my touch.

He pulled back, breathing hard, forehead pressed to mine. His eyes stayed closed, dark lashes stark against his skin. “We can’t. Not here.”

“Where?” The word scraped out of me.

He opened his eyes. The fight was still there, silver irises stormy, but something else had taken the lead—something darker, heavier, fixed entirely on me. “My office. After hours. Nine PM. The building is empty. The cleaners come at ten.”

A plan. A deliberate crossing of lines.

“Yes,” I said. No pause. No doubt.

He pushed off the wall, leaving a foot of cold air between us. His hands shook as he straightened his shirt and raked fingers through his hair. I stayed against the glass, legs unsteady, lips swollen, dress twisted.

“This changes everything,” he said, voice already trying to find its old control, though it frayed at the edges.

“No.” I pushed my own hair back, a slow smile pulling at my mouth. “It just makes things interesting.”

He looked at me for a long moment, that stare burning straight through skin and bone. Then he turned and walked out, leaving me with the ghost of his hands and the heavy, frantic beat of my own pulse.



The hours until nine stretched and snapped. I changed three times inside the quiet penthouse before settling on the charcoal sheath—sleeveless, severe, zipper running straight down the back. It looked like armor and an open door at the same time. I wore nothing beneath it.

The Ascendant Capital building stood black against the night sky. My heels struck marble in the empty lobby, each step sharp and loud. The guard at the desk gave a short nod and buzzed me through. Marcus had already cleared the way.

The private elevator climbed in silence. When the doors opened on the top floor, the reception area was dark except for the city glow bleeding through the glass. His office door stood ajar at the end of the short hallway, a strip of low golden light cutting across the floor.

I walked toward it, pulse knocking hard in my throat.

I pushed the door open.

He stood at the window with his back to me, framed by the grid of lights below. Jacket and tie gone. White shirt untucked, sleeves still rolled to the elbows. A crystal tumbler of amber liquid rested in one hand.

He didn’t turn. “Close the door, Sienna.”

I did. The latch clicked, loud in the quiet.

“Lock it,” he said, low.

I turned the small lock. The sound seemed to loosen something in him. He finally faced me.

The controlled wealth manager had vanished. In his place stood a man stripped of every layer of restraint. His eyes were black with want, expression raw.

“Come here,” he said.

Not a request. An order. Heat licked up my spine. I crossed the room, stopping a few feet from him.

“Tell me what you want,” I said, voice steadier than I felt.

He set the tumbler down. The crystal rang against the desk. “I want to violate every professional ethic I’ve spent twenty years building. I want to take my client—now worth approximately one hundred and seventeen million dollars—on this desk.” He stepped closer. “I want to make you come so hard you forget your own name. And I want you to beg me for it first.”

The blunt possession in his words sank low in my belly, thick and hot. “And your duty?”

He closed the last distance, hands rising to frame my face. His thumbs stroked my cheekbones, touch almost gentle. “My duty,” he said, “is to you. To your sole interest. You said your interest was me.” His mouth hovered a breath from mine. “So I’m going to service that interest. Thoroughly.”

Then his mouth was on mine again—different from the conference room. Slower. Deeper. A full claiming. His tongue moved with purpose while his hands slid down my neck, over my shoulders, down my back to the zipper. He drew it down in one smooth pull. Cool air hit my skin as the dress slid to the floor.

I stood naked in front of him.

His gaze moved over me, slow and possessive. “Beautiful.” The word was almost to himself. His fingertips traced from my collarbone down the curve of one breast, circling the nipple until it tightened. “So perfectly responsive.”

He bent and took the nipple into his mouth, tongue hot and wet, sucking with steady pressure. I cried out, fingers twisting into his hair. He switched to the other breast, teeth grazing just enough to make me gasp.

He dropped to his knees, hands sliding down my sides to my hips. He looked up, eyes dark. “Tell me you want this, Sienna. Say the words.”

“I want this,” I breathed, looking down at him. “I want you.”

“Where?” His thumbs stroked the insides of my thighs, easing them apart. “Be specific.”

“I want your mouth on my pussy,” I said, the word sharp in the air. “I want your cock inside me. I want you to fuck me on this desk until neither of us remembers what a fiduciary duty is.”

A dark smile touched his mouth. “Consent noted.”

Then his mouth was on me.

No hesitation. He parted me with his tongue and licked deep, tasting me in long, thorough strokes. I cried out, head falling back, fingers tightening in his hair. He found my clit and circled it, flicked it, then drove his tongue inside me again. Lips, teeth, the flat of his tongue—he used all of it, relentless, building pressure fast and hard.

The cool glass at my back, the wet heat of his mouth, the sight of this powerful man on his knees between my legs—it hit all at once. My thighs started to shake.

“Marcus… I’m going to…”

He pressed one hand flat against my lower belly, holding me still, and lashed my clit with focused strokes. The orgasm tore through me, sudden and blinding, vision whitening at the edges. I shook hard, a broken sound catching in my throat.

He gentled his mouth, licking me through the aftershocks, then pressed a kiss to my inner thigh before standing. His lips glistened. “That,” he said, voice thick, “was just the opening balance.”

Before I could catch my breath he lifted me, hands under my ass, and carried me to the desk. One sweep of his arm cleared files and the monitor aside. He laid me back on the polished surface, legs spread wide.

He stood between them, unbuckling his belt. The leather whispered through the loops. He unzipped and freed his cock.

Thick. Hard. The head flushed dark. He wrapped his hand around the base and stroked once, slow, eyes locked on mine. “Look at what you do.”

I did. Couldn’t look away.

He leaned over me, one hand braced beside my head. The other guided the broad head of his cock through my wetness, coating himself. He pressed against my entrance, just enough pressure to make me ache, not enough to slide inside.

“Tell me again,” he growled.

“I want you inside me,” I moaned, hips lifting. “Now, Marcus. Please.”

The word broke the last thread of his control.

With a low groan he drove into me in one long, deep thrust.

I screamed—raw, unfiltered. He filled me completely, stretching me, the burn and the fullness hitting at the same time. He stayed buried to the hilt, body shaking with the effort of holding still. His eyes were squeezed shut. “God,” he choked.

Then he began to move.

Slow at first. Deep. Deliberate. Each stroke dragged over that spot inside me that made my vision spark. I wrapped my legs around his waist, ankles locked at the small of his back, pulling him deeper on every thrust.

“Faster,” I begged, nails digging into his back through the shirt.

He gave it to me. Rhythm turned harder, more urgent. The desk creaked beneath us. City lights smeared outside the window. The only sounds were our breathing, the wet slap of skin, and the desperate noises I couldn’t hold back.

His control fractured. I watched the silver in his eyes go dark, pupils blown wide as his hips lost their measured drive and started slamming into me, hard and erratic. He was chasing his own finish now, chasing mine with it.

“Look at me,” I ordered.

His eyes snapped open and locked on mine. The stare hit deeper than the cock stretching me open. In that moment he wasn’t Marcus Reed, wealth manager. He was just a man coming apart on top of me.

“I’m close,” he rasped, voice thick.

“Don’t you dare stop,” I panted. The second orgasm was already coiling low and tight, deeper than the first. “Come with me.”

He drove in hard, body bowing over mine, and took my mouth in a bruising kiss. The first hot pulse of him inside me set me off. My cunt clamped down around his cock as the climax tore through me, a raw, wrenching release that ripped a scream straight from my throat. He swallowed the sound, hips jerking as he emptied himself in thick, urgent spurts.

We dropped together onto the desk, a sweaty tangle of limbs and slick skin. His weight pressed me down, heavy and perfect. His face stayed buried against my neck, breath hot and ragged against my pulse.

For a long stretch the only sound was our breathing slowing, the low, steady hum of the city eighty floors below.

He moved first. He eased out of me, the drag making me shiver, then rolled onto his back beside me on the hard surface. We lay shoulder to shoulder, staring up at the dark ceiling.

The silence had changed. It sat between us, thick with what we’d just done.

Finally he spoke, voice hoarse. “This can never happen again.”

I turned my head on the cool wood to look at him. His profile cut sharp in the low light. “Why not?”

He turned to face me, expression unreadable. “Because if it does, I won’t be able to stop.”

I let the words sit. They landed cold after the heat. “Won’t be able to stop,” I repeated. It sounded like a threat. Felt like a promise.

He swung his legs off the desk and stood in one clean motion. He offered his hand. I took it, letting him pull me upright. My body felt loose, used. He retrieved my dress from the floor and held it out. The gesture was absurdly polite. I stepped into it and he zipped it up, fingers brushing my spine, a quick touch that pulled a shiver from me.

“I’ll call you a car,” he said. His voice had already slipped back into its usual measured tone. He was rebuilding the walls, one professional layer at a time.

“I can call my own car.”

“It’s part of the service,” he said, not looking at me while he fastened his trousers and tucked in his shirt. He found his phone among the scattered papers. “The fiduciary duty of care extends to safe transit.”

I laughed, short and disbelieving. “Are you serious?”

He met my eyes then, gaze guarded. “Deadly.” He spoke into the phone, tone cool and clipped, arranging for a car at the private entrance in ten minutes.

The silence that followed felt different. It was full of the mess we’d made—the displaced files, the monitor knocked askew, the charged air slowly thinning. He righted the monitor and began stacking the folders with quiet precision that felt like judgment.

“So that’s it?” I asked, sliding off the desk. My legs held. “A one-time catastrophic loss event?”

He paused, a manila folder in his hand. “It shouldn’t have happened at all.”

“But it did.”

“Yes.” He set the folder down with finality. “It did. And now we manage the fallout.”

“Fallout.” I walked to the window and looked out at the indifferent city. My reflection stared back, a pale ghost over the lights. “You make it sound like a liquidity crisis.”

“It is a crisis of a kind.” He came to stand beside me, not touching, our reflections side by side in the dark glass. “My judgment is compromised. Objectively. I can no longer claim to offer you dispassionate advice.”

I turned to face him. “I never wanted dispassionate.”

“I know.” The admission came quiet, tired. “That’s the problem.” He checked his watch, the platinum catching the light. “Your car will be here. We have a scheduled review next Tuesday. Ten AM.”

“A review,” I said.

“Of the portfolio. We need to discuss rebalancing. The emerging market allocations we talked about.” He was fully Marcus Reed again, elite wealth manager. The man who had knelt between my thighs and shuddered apart inside me was locked away.

“Fine. Ten AM.” I walked to the door and unlocked it. My hand stayed on the knob. “Undivided loyalty, Marcus. You’re still bound by that.”

He didn’t answer. He just watched me leave, a statue in his ruined kingdom of glass and order.

The next five days stretched out like a held breath. No calls. No emails. The silence from his office was absolute. I spent hours staring at the portfolio dashboard on my tablet, numbers sliding into meaningless shapes. The ten-million-dollar volatility simulation sat untouched in my holdings. Of course he hadn’t executed it.

My body remembered everything. The wet heat of his mouth, the solid weight of him pinning me down, the exact grain of the desk against my back. It lived under my skin, a low, constant thrum I carried through the empty rooms of the penthouse. I replayed his words. I won’t be able to stop. Confession or warning, I couldn’t tell.

Tuesday arrived clear and ordinary. I dressed with deliberate precision—a tailored cream pantsuit, sharp lines, expensive fabric, hair pulled into a tight knot. Armor. I walked into the building at 9:58.

Evelyn, his assistant, greeted me with the same unflappable calm she always carried. “Mr. Reed is on a call. He’ll be with you shortly. Water? Coffee?”

“I’m fine,” I said, and took a seat in the waiting area. In daylight the office looked like what it was: a machine for moving money. Sharp angles, hushed efficiency, no trace of the shadowed intimacy from five nights ago.

At 10:05 his door opened. He stood there in a charcoal suit, pale blue tie knotted perfectly. “Sienna. Come in.”

Sunlight flooded the office, wiping away every memory of the dark. He sat behind the vast desk. I took the client chair opposite. The polished surface between us felt like a deliberate distance.

“Thank you for coming,” he began, opening a leather folder. “I’ve prepared a revised asset allocation model. Given recent volatility in the tech sector, I’m recommending a shift into defensive infrastructure stocks and a modest increase in gold holdings as a hedge.”

He spoke for ten minutes, a masterclass in cool detachment. Charts appeared. Risk metrics were explained. The word “correlation” left his mouth seven times. He never once looked at me. His attention stayed on the papers, the screen, the city beyond the glass.

My anger started low and steady. He was erasing it. Reducing what we’d done to a professional lapse to be corrected with municipal bonds and gold.

“Stop,” I said, cutting into a sentence about bond yields.

He paused, pen hovering. “I’m sorry?”

“Just stop.” I leaned forward, closing half the distance across the desk. “Meet my eyes, Marcus. Not the portfolio. Me.”

Slowly he lifted his gaze. His eyes were cool, distant. Winter silver. “Is there a problem with the analysis?”

“The analysis?” A short, humorless sound left me. “You fucked me on this desk five days ago, Marcus. Now you’re talking to me about gold hedges?”

A muscle jumped in his jaw. The only visible crack. “That was a mistake. One I do not intend to repeat. Our relationship must return to a purely professional footing.”

“Why?”

“Because the alternative is untenable.” He set the pen down with care. “I could lose my license. The firm could be sued. You could be portrayed in the media as a vulnerable widow taken advantage of by her unscrupulous advisor. The reputational damage alone—”

“I don’t care about the reputational damage,” I snapped.

“Well, I do!” The words came out sharp, sudden. He stood, turning his back, running a hand through his hair. He took a visible breath and turned around again. The control was back, but it looked thin. “I care because it’s my life’s work. And because it would hurt you, whether you believe it or not.”

The room held only the faint hum of the climate control. We stared at each other across the desk, the ghost of our bodies still between us.

“So that’s it?” My voice had dropped. “We pretend it didn’t happen?”

“It’s the only rational course of action.”

“I’m not feeling particularly rational.”

For the first time a flicker of the man from the other night showed in his eyes—heat, frustration. “Neither am I, Sienna. That is precisely the problem.”

I stood and walked around the desk. He didn’t retreat, but his posture tightened. I stopped close enough to catch the sandalwood on his skin, close enough to see the missed patch of stubble along his jaw.

“You said you wouldn’t be able to stop,” I whispered. “I want to see you not stop.”

His control snapped.

His hand caught the nape of my neck, fingers twisting into my hair, dragging my mouth to his. The kiss was desperate, furious, five days of denial poured into it. It was nothing like the kisses before. This was a fight. I met him, teeth and tongue, fists twisting into his jacket to pull him harder against me.

He walked me backward until my hips hit the desk edge. He broke the kiss, breath rough. “This is a terrible idea.”

“Your best ones are,” I breathed, reaching for his belt.

He caught my wrists and pinned them behind my back with one hand, firm and unyielding. The dominance of it sent a sharp pulse of heat straight between my legs. With his free hand he reached for the intercom and pressed the button.

“Evelyn,” he said, voice steady even while his eyes burned into mine. “Hold my calls. Indefinitely.”

“Yes, Mr. Reed,” came the calm reply.

He released the button. Then he released my wrists only to grip the lapels of my jacket and shove it off my shoulders. It hit the floor. His fingers worked fast on the buttons of my silk blouse. He parted the fabric, gaze dragging over the lace of my bra. “No,” he murmured. “This won’t do.”

He flicked the front clasp open. My breasts spilled free. He bent and took one nipple into his mouth with a low groan that vibrated through me. He sucked hard, tongue working the peak, teeth scraping just enough to sting. I arched into him, a moan breaking loose.

“Quiet,” he ordered against my skin, his hand covering my mouth. “The walls are not as thick as they look.”

The command, the risk, the sheer illicit thrill of it made me wetter. Slick heat gathered between my thighs, my pulse hammering low and insistent. I nodded against his palm. He pulled his hand away and used it to unfasten my trousers instead, fingers working the button and zipper with quick efficiency. He shoved both trousers and underwear down my hips in one rough motion, the fabric whispering against my skin as it pooled at my feet. Cool air kissed my bare legs. He lifted me onto the desk, spreading my thighs wide, and stepped between them, the hard line of his body pinning me in place.

He remained fully dressed, a bastion of order while I lay exposed on polished wood. The contrast sent another rush of wetness through me. He simply looked, eyes dark and hungry, taking in every inch of me open and spread across his desk in the brutal afternoon light. Sunlight cut across my stomach, highlighting the rise and fall of my breath.

“You are a magnificent conflict of interest,” he said, voice thick and low.

He didn’t undress. He only unzipped his trousers and freed his cock, already hard, the flushed head brushing his shirtfront. He wrapped his fist around the thick length and stroked himself once, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on mine. “You see what you do to me? In the middle of a business day? With my assistant right outside that door?”

I reached for him. He caught my wrist and pressed it back to the desk. “No. You don’t get to control this.” He leaned over me, bracing his weight on one hand beside my head, his body caging mine. “You wanted to see me lose control? Watch.”

He guided the blunt head of his cock to my entrance, dragging it through my folds, circling my clit with deliberate pressure. The slick glide made me gasp. I lifted my hips, trying to take him inside, but he held back, teasing, denying. The head nudged and rubbed, never quite pushing in, until my thighs shook.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“I want your cock inside me,” I gasped, the words raw.

“Louder.”

“I want your cock inside me, Marcus!”

He thrust home in one hard stroke.

The sudden, blinding fullness knocked the air from my lungs. The stretch burned sweet and deep, my body clenching around the thick invasion. He set a punishing rhythm from the first drive, hips snapping forward, each thrust burying him to the hilt. The desk shuddered beneath us, wood creaking with the force. One hand stayed braced by my head; the other gripped my hip hard enough to bruise, fingers digging into flesh as he held me exactly where he wanted me.

The sounds were filthy—the wet slap of skin on skin, his guttural grunts, the broken little noises tearing from my throat. He was relentless, gaze fixed on where his cock disappeared inside me, watching every inch as he fucked me. Afternoon sunlight warmed my bare stomach and breasts, a shocking contrast to the cool wood under my back and the dark, possessive heat in his eyes.

I was hurtling toward the edge too fast, the pressure coiling tight and vicious. “Marcus, I’m going to—”

“Not yet,” he commanded. He slowed, withdrawing almost completely before sinking back in with torturous, grinding slowness. The head dragged against every sensitive inch inside me. “You don’t come until I say you can.”

The denial only wound me tighter. I was a live wire, trembling, desperate, my cunt fluttering around him in helpless pulses. He changed rhythm again—short, shallow thrusts that barely gave me what I needed, then one deep grind that made my vision spark—keeping me right on the knife’s edge.

He bent his head and took my mouth in a searing kiss, swallowing my moans. “You ruin me,” he muttered against my lips. “My discipline. My order. My fucking life.”

“Then ruin me back,” I challenged, dragging my nails down the back of his shirt, feeling the muscle flex beneath the fabric.

A low growl rumbled from his chest. He hooked my legs over his shoulders, folding me nearly in half, and drove in deeper. The new angle punched the head of his cock against that perfect spot inside me with every thrust. White heat lanced through my spine. A raw, broken cry tore from my throat.

“Now,” he growled, control fraying at the edges. “Come for me. Now.”

The orgasm ripped through me, violent and shattering. My body convulsed around him, inner walls clamping down hard, pleasure crashing in relentless waves. I shook, thighs quivering against his shoulders, every muscle locked tight as I pulsed and fluttered around his cock. He watched me come apart, eyes fierce with possession and something darker, something almost reverent.

As the last tremors began to fade, his own restraint snapped. His thrusts turned erratic, brutal, hips slamming into mine. With a final, deep groan he buried himself to the root and stilled, body bowing over mine. I felt the hot, thick pulse of his release, the way his cock jerked and throbbed inside me as he emptied himself. The sensation dragged another helpless aftershock from me.

He collapsed over me, weight heavy and grounding. We stayed like that for long minutes, skin damp, sunlight painting us both. His breath burned hot against my neck, the scent of his cologne mixed with sex and sweat thick in the air.

Slowly he pulled out. The world rushed back in—the wrecked state of the desk, papers scattered, the fact that I was naked from the waist down while he was still mostly dressed, trousers around his ankles. The sheer scandal of it hit me and a helpless giggle rose in my throat.

He lifted his head, looking down at me. A slow, genuine smile curved his mouth—the first real one I’d ever seen from him. It softened the hard lines of his face, transformed him. “What?”

“Your ten-thirty is probably wondering what’s taking so long,” I said, still laughing softly, voice hoarse.

He chuckled, low and rich, the sound doing something strange and warm to my chest. He kissed my shoulder, then helped me sit up with careful hands. He handed me my clothes before dealing with his own, movements now loose and sated.

Once we were both dressed—me in my rumpled blouse and creased trousers, him retying his tie with practiced precision—the reality settled back over us like a familiar weight. He looked at the sun-drenched desk, then at me. The conflict was back in his eyes, quieter now, threaded with something like resignation.

“This is unsustainable,” he said softly, not looking at me.

“I know.”

“It can’t happen in the office again.”

“Okay.”

He finally met my gaze. “But it is going to happen again.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of fact, grim and thrilling at once.

I nodded. “Yes.”

He walked to the window, staring out at the city skyline. “I have to go to Zurich. A client summit. Three days. I leave Thursday.”

My stomach dropped, a ridiculous reaction. “Oh.”

He turned. “Come with me.”

The offer hung between us, heavy with implication. “As your client?”

“As my guest.” He paused. “There will be one suite. For efficiency.”

A business trip. One suite. The fiduciary breach was about to go international.

I smiled. “What’s in Zurich?”

“Me,” he said simply. “For three days. Away from this desk. Away from… this.” He gestured at the office, at the lingering evidence of what we’d done. “We’ll see if it’s just the glass walls that are the problem.”

“Or if it’s just us,” I finished.

He gave a slow, single nod. “Or if it’s just us.”

I walked to the door, my body still humming, thighs slick, the ache between my legs a pleasant reminder. “Text me the flight details.”

“Sienna.”

I looked back.

He stood the picture of the elite wealth manager once more—suit pristine, expression composed. Only his eyes betrayed him. “Pack light.”


Chapter 2 — Swiss Rules

He texted the flight details an hour later. A confirmation for a first-class ticket on the overnight flight to Zurich, leaving Thursday at 10 PM. His message was pure Marcus: Suite is secured at the hotel. Agenda light. Be prepared for discussion on Asian market volatility. And then, a minute later, a second text: Pack light.

I stared at my phone. The screen lit the dark of my apartment. This was insane. I was flying to Zurich with a man who was legally, ethically, and professionally bound not to fuck me. And we were going to fuck. The money made it a crime. The crime made it an aphrodisiac.

The two days before the flight were a form of exquisite torture. I had a flurry of meetings with the estate lawyer—a dull, necessary man who kept saying “prudent” and “long-term horizon”—and each time he droned on, I’d picture Marcus’s hands, the way his knuckles had whitened on the edge of his desk. I bought lingerie. Not the practical silk I usually wore, but lace so fine it felt like a breath against my fingers, a corset with satin ribbons that would tie tight, stockings with seams running straight up the backs of my thighs. I packed two business suits, heels, and the lingerie. Light.

Thursday night, a black car collected me. He wasn’t in it. The driver handed me an envelope. Inside was a note on thick, cream cardstock. Separate cars preserve appearances. I’ll meet you at the gate. —M.

Appearances. The word was the chain he rattled. The chain I wanted to break.

He was at the first-class lounge, not the gate, standing near a window overlooking the tarmac. He wore a charcoal travel suit, no tie, the top button of his shirt open. He looked like money and impatience. When he saw me, his eyes did a slow, thorough inventory—my tailored navy sheath, my carry-on, my face.

“Sienna.” His voice was neutral, a client greeting.

“Marcus.” I matched his tone, a perfect mimicry of professionalism. “Shall we?”

The flight was a study in restraint. We sat in pod-like seats, a console between us. He ordered a Scotch, neat. I had champagne. We discussed the agenda—or, he did. The client summit was a day of presentations. He wanted me to sit in on a few, he said, to understand the global asset allocation strategy.

“Of course,” I said, sipping my drink. “Fiduciary duty demands full transparency.”

His jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. “It does.”

He opened his laptop, the blue light etching harsh lines on his face. I pretended to read a novel on my tablet. My knee, accidentally, brushed against his under the console. He didn’t move his away. We stayed like that, a point of contact humming with static, for twenty minutes. It was the most intimate thing we’d done since the office.

He closed his laptop with a quiet snap. “This is untenable.”

“The market volatility?” I asked innocently.

He turned his head, his gaze dropping to my mouth. “You know what I mean.”

The captain announced our initial descent into Zurich. The spell broke. He became the guide again, efficient and remote, shepherding me through passport control, to the waiting car. The night was clear and cold. The drive to the hotel was a silent glide through orderly, lit streets, then up a winding road into the hills.

The hotel was a stone castle overlooking the city lights and a dark lake. Opulent, hushed. A uniformed attendant whisked our bags away as Marcus checked us in. I heard him say, “Reed, the Lake Suite.” Not suites. Suite. Singular.

The elevator was mirrored. I watched our reflections—the impeccable, distanced couple. He stared straight ahead at the doors. I watched his profile. The elevator climbed, silent and swift.

The Lake Suite was not a room; it was a domain. A vast living area with deep sofas, a grand piano, a fireplace already lit, flickering warmly. Floor-to-ceiling windows presented the view: Zurich a scatter of lights along the dark throat of the lake, mountains rising as black shapes against a sky pricked with stars.

And one bedroom. The door was ajar. I could see the foot of a massive bed.

“I’ll take the sofa,” Marcus said, his voice echoing slightly in the spacious room. He walked to the window, his back to me, as if surveying his kingdom.

“Don’t be ridiculous.” I dropped my coat over a chair. “It’s a king-sized bed. We’re adults.”

He turned. The firelight played on one side of his face. “Are we?”

“We signed a lot of paperwork saying I’m a very mature inheritor.”

A faint, humorless smile touched his lips. “That’s not what I meant.”

I walked toward him, stopping a few feet away. The city lights were tiny, far below. Up here, we were alone. “What are the rules, Marcus? Here. Now.”

He didn’t answer immediately. He studied me, the way he might study a complex financial instrument, looking for hidden risks, underlying value. “The rule is consent. Explicit, ongoing, revocable at any moment.”

“Okay.”

“The rule is that what happens here stays here. It does not follow us back to New York. Not into my office. Not into a portfolio review.”

“Agreed.”

“The rule,” he said, taking a single step closer, closing the distance so I could smell the clean, cold scent of his skin, the faint trace of Scotch, “is that I am still your wealth manager. And you are still my client. That fact does not disappear because we’re in Switzerland. It is the thing we are breaking. We will not pretend otherwise.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “Acknowledged.”

“And the final rule,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, rough vibration that went straight to my core, “is that for the next seventy-two hours, the only interest I intend to compound is yours.”

The air left my lungs. He hadn’t touched me, but I felt stripped bare.

“Say it, Sienna.” His command was soft, absolute.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes,” I said, “to all of it.”

He closed his eyes for a second, as if steadying himself. When he opened them, the control was still there, but it was a thin layer over something hotter. “Good.”

He turned and walked toward the bedroom. “Unpack. Freshen up. I’ll order dinner.”

It was a dismissal. A postponement. The master of the universe, dictating the schedule. A flare of rebellion heated my blood. But I also wanted to see what he had planned. I obeyed.

In the grand marble bathroom, I changed. I didn’t put on the lace. I put on one of his rules. A simple silk camisole and shorts, the kind a client might wear to bed in a shared suite out of pure practicality. When I emerged, he had changed too. Loose linen trousers, a soft grey henley pushed up to his elbows. He looked younger, and more dangerous.

A table by the window was set for two, silver cloches covering plates. He’d opened a bottle of red wine. He held out my chair.

We ate. We talked—really talked. Not about markets, but about where he’d grown up (Boston), why he became a wealth manager (control, order, the clean logic of numbers), what I did before I married into money (marketing, which I’d hated). The wine unspooled something in him, or in me. The view was a silent, spectacular third party.

When the plates were cleared, he didn’t move from the table. He swirled the last of his wine.

“Do you understand the weight of what I’m risking?” he asked, not looking at me.

“Your license. Your reputation. Your firm.”

“Yes.”

“Do you understand the weight of what I’m risking?” I countered.

He looked at me then. “Your privacy. The sanctity of your late husband’s legacy. The easy public narrative of the grieving heiress.”

“Yes.”

He nodded slowly. “Then we both know the cost.” He finished his wine. “Come here.”

It wasn’t a request. I stood, my legs unsteady. I walked to him. He remained seated, looking up at me. He reached out and took my hand, his fingers warm and firm. He turned it over, exposing my wrist, and pressed his lips to the frantic pulse there. The touch was so tender, so at odds with the steel in his voice, that a shiver racked me.

“I am going to touch you now,” he said, his mouth against my skin, his words a vibration I felt in my bones. “You will tell me what you want. You will tell me to stop if you want to stop. Nod if you understand.”

I nodded, speechless.

He stood in one fluid motion, our bodies suddenly close. He cupped my face, his thumbs stroking my cheekbones. His gaze searched mine. Then he kissed me.

It was nothing like the frantic, desperate kiss in the office. This was slow. Deliberate. A thorough exploration. He tasted of wine and dark intent. His hands slid from my face to my neck, my shoulders, down my spine, pulling me flush against him. I could feel the hard planes of his body, the thick length of his cock pressed against my belly even through the layers of fabric.

I moaned into his mouth, my hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders. He broke the kiss, his breath ragged.

“Bedroom,” he commanded, his voice thick.

He didn’t carry me. He took my hand and led me. The room was lit only by the ambient glow from the living area and the city beyond the windows. He stopped me beside the bed.

“Take off your clothes,” he said. “Let me see you.”

My fingers trembled as I pulled the camisole over my head. I pushed the shorts down my hips. I stood before him in just the simple, practical underwear I’d worn beneath. His eyes darkened, traveling over my bare skin, my peaked nipples visible through the silk of the bra.

“All of it,” he said.

I unhooked the bra, let it fall. Slid my panties down. The cool Swiss air kissed my skin, raising goosebumps. I was completely exposed, under the vast sky and the watching city.

He made a low, approving sound in his throat. “You are…” he trailed off, shaking his head as if words failed. He began to undress, his movements economical, precise. The henley came off, revealing a torso that was lean and powerfully built, dusted with dark hair. The linen trousers followed. He stood before me, gloriously, unashamedly naked. His cock was fully erect, thick and curving upward, the head flushed dark.

“My turn,” I breathed, my eyes drinking him in.

He came to me then, his hands finding my hips, pulling me against him. Skin to skin. The shock of heat, of hardness against my softness, made me gasp. He kissed me again, deeply, one hand tangling in my hair, the other sliding down to cup my ass, squeezing possessively.

He walked me backward until my knees hit the mattress. He laid me down, following me, his weight settling over me, propped on his elbows. He kissed my neck, my collarbones, the valley between my breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth, sucking deeply, his tongue swirling. I cried out, arching off the bed, my fingers gripping his hair.

“So responsive,” he murmured against my skin, moving to the other breast. His hand drifted down my stomach, through the neat thatch of curls, and found my pussy. He stroked me, finding me already slick, swollen. “So wet for me. Is this for me, Sienna?”

“Yes,” I panted. “Yes, it’s for you.”

He slid a finger inside me, and I gasped at the intrusion, the perfect fit. He added a second, curling them, finding a rhythm that made my hips buck. His thumb circled my clit, applying just the right pressure.

“Do you like that?” he asked, his voice a rough whisper by my ear.

“God, yes.”

“Tell me what you want.”

“You,” I begged, incoherent. “I want you inside me.”

He withdrew his fingers, slick with me, and brought them to his mouth. He sucked them clean, slow and deliberate, his eyes locked on mine. The sight hit low in my belly, filthy and raw. I clenched around nothing, the aftershock rolling through me.

He reached for the nightstand, pulled a condom from his wallet, and tore the foil open with his teeth. He rolled it down the thick length of his cock in two quick strokes, the latex snapping tight at the base. Then he was over me again, his shoulders blotting out the city lights, his body caging mine. The blunt head of his cock nudged my entrance, parting me.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

I lifted my gaze. His eyes were black, pupils blown wide, the last thread of his control pulled taut.

“This is a breach,” he said. The words came out rough, half confession, half vow. “Of my duty. Of my ethics. Of every professional standard I hold.”

“I know.”

“And I don’t care.” He pushed forward, the head stretching me open. One inch. Two. The burn was perfect. “Do you care?”

“No.” I wrapped my legs around his hips and pulled him deeper. “I don’t care.”

He sank the rest of the way in on a single slow thrust, burying himself to the hilt. I felt every inch, the stretch, the fullness, the way my body had to yield to take him. He stayed there, locked inside me, his arms shaking with the effort of holding still. A vein stood out along his throat.

“You feel…” He broke off, jaw clenched, then started to move.

The rhythm was slow and punishing. Each withdrawal dragged against every sensitive nerve, each thrust drove deeper, claiming. The world narrowed to the wet sound of him fucking me, the slap of skin, the ragged pull of our breath. His face hovered above mine, fierce and open, pleasure stripping him bare. Beyond his shoulders the Zurich lights smeared into gold streaks across the glass.

He shifted his angle and hit the spot that made my vision spark white. I cried out, nails scoring down his back.

“There?” He did it again, harder.

“Yes—there, fuck, right there.”

His pace snapped faster. The slow burn caught and flared. The bed frame slammed the wall in steady rhythm, thump after thump. He dropped his head to my shoulder, breath scorching my skin. “Come for me, Sienna. I want to feel you come around my cock.”

The command finished me. The orgasm tore through me in long, brutal waves. My cunt clamped down hard, pulsing around him, milking every inch. He growled, the sound feral, and drove into me twice more before his own release hit. He went rigid, shout muffled against my neck, hips jerking as he emptied himself into the condom.

He slumped over me, his weight thick and anchoring. Our hearts hammered the same frantic rhythm against each other. Sweat cooled between our skin in the night air.

After a long minute he rolled off, dealt with the condom, and came back. He pulled me into him, my back to his chest, one heavy arm banded across my waist. His nose brushed the nape of my neck.

“Rule number one,” he murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. “Consent.”

“Ongoing,” I whispered, already sliding under.

“Revocable.”

“I’m not revoking a thing.”

His arm tightened. We didn’t speak again. I fell asleep to the steady rise and fall of his chest and the cold glitter of Zurich spread out below us like a judgment we had already ignored.

I woke to an empty bed and the smell of dark coffee. Morning light cut hard across the room. I pushed up on one elbow. The sheets slid down to my waist. My body ached in the best way—used, marked, satisfied.

Marcus stood at the window already dressed in a fresh charcoal suit, sipping from a thin porcelain cup. He looked like he had been awake for hours. He turned when he heard me move. The mask was back in place, the wealth manager cool and unreadable.

“Good morning,” he said, voice neutral. “Coffee’s on the sideboard. We have the first summit session in an hour.”

The shift was deliberate. I felt the snap of it. From the man who had fucked me open in the dark to the advisor with a schedule. I stood, naked, and crossed to the sideboard. I poured myself a cup, not bothering to cover anything. Let him look. He did. His gaze dragged over my breasts, my stomach, the faint red marks his mouth had left, before he forced it back to the window.

“Did you sleep well?” I asked, matching his clinical tone.

“Adequately.” He set his cup down. “We need to discuss today’s agenda. I’ve flagged the presentations most relevant to your portfolio.”

He picked up a slim folder from the desk. The fiduciary was back in the room. The lover had been folded away with the used condom.

I took my coffee and leaned against the sideboard, facing him. “Of course. Fiduciary duty.”

He met my eyes. For one heartbeat the mask slipped and I saw the man from last night—the one who had surrendered. Then it was gone, sealed behind glass.

“Precisely,” he said, opening the folder. “Now. About Asian market volatility…”

He clicked his pen, the sound sharp in the quiet. “The Hong Kong presentation is at ten. It will be dense, but the currency hedging strategies could apply to a portion of your fixed-income allocation.”

I took a slow sip. The bitterness cut clean against the memory of his mouth on me. “You’re very… focused this morning.”

“It’s what you pay me for.” He didn’t look up.

“I pay you for a lot of things, Marcus.” I let the words hang, then turned and walked back toward the bedroom. “I’ll be ready in thirty.”

I showered under water hot enough to sting. I scrubbed the scent of him from my skin, the feel of him, but the ache between my legs stayed, a sweet, constant reminder. I dressed in the black tailored pantsuit, sharp lines and clean tailoring, and did my makeup with deliberate care. Armor. When I stepped out, Marcus waited by the suite door, briefcase in hand.

The summit filled the hotel ballroom—crystal chandeliers, severe modern paintings, the low murmur of money. Marcus introduced me to colleagues as “Ms. Marsh, a key client.” The title landed like a brand. I sat beside him through a morning of presentations on sovereign debt and emerging-market equities. He took notes in clean, precise lines. I watched his profile, the focused set of his mouth, the way his fingers tapped the pen against the pad. A secret heat curled low in my stomach. These people saw a disciplined advisor and his attentive client. They didn’t see the man who had groaned my name against my shoulder while he came.

During the coffee break a Singaporean man cornered him. I lingered at the edge of the crowd, picking at a petit four. A woman approached—elegant, late fifties, sharp assessing eyes.

“You’re with Marcus Reed?” she asked, French accent crisp.

“I’m his client,” I said.

“Ah.” Her smile was knowing. “He is very good. Ruthless, some say. But the best ones are.” She sipped her espresso. “He has never brought a client to one of these before. You must be quite special.”

“My portfolio is quite large,” I said evenly.

“Of course.” She nodded, but her eyes said she didn’t believe that was the whole story. “A word of advice, chérie? Men like Marcus build fortresses. The walls are made of rules. It is a dangerous thing, to be the one who makes them want to tear those walls down.” She touched my arm lightly and moved away before I could answer.

I found Marcus after the break. “Who was that?”

“Claire Duval,” he said, not looking up from his phone. “Runs a family office in Geneva. Why?”

“She implied I was your dirty little secret.”

His head came up fast. “What did she say exactly?”

I repeated it. A muscle jumped in his jaw. “Perception is currency in this world. We need to be more careful.”

“Are you ashamed?” The question slipped out sharper than I meant.

He looked at me, gaze steady. “No. I am cautious. There’s a difference.” He leaned in, voice dropping for my ears only. “Last night was not an act of shame. It was an act of surrender. Remember that.”

The rest of the day blurred into charts and jargon. We ate a late lunch alone at a bistro by the lake. The conversation stayed professional, polished. Under the table his foot brushed mine and stayed there, a secret live wire in the cool Swiss afternoon.

That night, after a formal dinner where we sat at separate tables, we returned to the suite in charged silence. Marcus poured two glasses of whiskey from the minibar and handed one to me.

“Today was…” He shook his head.

“Tense?”

“A performance.” He took a swallow. “And I’m tired of performing.”

He set his glass down and crossed to me. No slow negotiation this time. He kissed me like he meant to reclaim something. It was hungry, all tongue and teeth and urgent hands. He walked me backward until my shoulders met the cool stone beside the fireplace.

“I thought about this all day,” he growled against my mouth. His fingers worked the buttons of my blouse. “Watching you sit there so composed. Knowing what you sounded like. What you felt like.”

My blouse fell open. He pushed it off my shoulders, mouth following, hot kisses down my throat to the swell of my breasts above the lace. He unfastened my trousers and shoved them and my panties down in one rough motion. They pooled at my ankles. He dropped to his knees, hands gripping my bare thighs.

“Marcus,” I breathed, fingers sliding into his hair.

He looked up, eyes reflecting the fire. “Explicit consent, Sienna. I want to taste you. Right here. Right now. May I?”

The formal words against the crude, wet reality of his intention made my knees weaken. “Yes. Please.”

He didn’t wait for more. He pulled me forward, spread my thighs, and put his mouth on me.

The first drag of his tongue over my clit sent a shock straight up my spine. I cried out, head thunking back against the stone. He ate me like a man starved—hungry, focused, relentless. One hand held my hip steady. The other reached up, pinched and rolled my nipple through the lace until it ached. His tongue circled, flicked, then pushed inside me. The sounds were obscene, wet and greedy in the quiet room. I looked down and saw him—Marcus Reed in his expensive suit, still fully dressed, on his knees with his face buried between my legs. The sight, the sheer wrongness of it, sent another rush of heat through me.

“You taste like heaven,” he muttered against my slick cunt. “Like sin.”

Two fingers slid into me, curling, while his thumb pressed firm circles on my clit. The dual pressure wound me tighter, tighter.

“I’m going to come,” I gasped, voice thin.

He sealed his mouth over me and sucked. The orgasm hit hard, a convulsive wave that shook my legs and whited my vision. I sobbed his name, hands fisted in his hair, riding it out against his tongue.

When I sagged, spent, he rose. His mouth shone wet. He kissed me, letting me taste myself on his tongue—filthy, possessive.

“Bedroom,” he said, voice hoarse. “Now.”

In the bedroom he stripped with focused urgency. When he laid me down he didn’t hover. He flipped me onto my stomach. I heard the tear of foil behind me.

“On your knees,” he commanded, his hand firm on my hip as he guided me upward.

I moved into position, knees sinking into the duvet, thighs spread, the cool air of the suite brushing the wet heat between my legs. Exposed. Open. The thought sent a fresh pulse of arousal through me. He knelt behind me, palms sliding over the bare curves of my ass, thumbs pressing into the flesh as he spread me wider.

“This is a breach of fiduciary duty, Sienna,” he said, the blunt head of his cock dragging through my slick folds, nudging at my entrance. “Say it.”

“It’s a breach,” I panted, pushing back, desperate to take him.

He drove into me in one long, deliberate thrust, stretching me open until his hips met the backs of my thighs. The angle forced him deeper than before, the head of his cock pressing against a spot that made my vision spark. I cried out, face buried in the duvet, fingers twisting in the fabric.

He set a punishing rhythm, each thrust shoving me forward on the bed. One hand locked on my hip, the other fisted in my hair, tugging just hard enough to light up my scalp. “Whose money is this?” he gritted out, never breaking pace.

“Mine,” I managed, voice muffled.

“And who manages it?”

“You do.”

“And what am I doing?”

“Fucking me,” I moaned, the word tearing out of me as another rush of heat flooded between my legs.

“I’m ruining you,” he corrected, voice low and rough. “I’m compromising every principle I have for this pussy. And it’s worth it.”

The words hit harder than the thrusts. My orgasm crashed through me without warning, sharp and violent, my cunt clamping down around him in rhythmic pulses. He groaned, hips snapping forward one last time as he came, flooding me deep.

We collapsed in a tangle of sweat-slicked limbs. He dragged me back against his chest, one heavy arm banded across my waist, his breath hot against the nape of my neck. Neither of us spoke. Only the low crackle of the fireplace in the adjoining room and the slowing rasp of our breathing filled the quiet.

The next day, our last full day, he canceled the remaining summit sessions. “I’ve seen the materials,” he said, already reaching for his jacket. “We’re going into the city.”

It felt like a truce, a temporary escape from the suite that had become our private battlefield. We walked the uneven cobblestones of the Old Town, the morning sun warming the pale stone buildings. In a small café off a narrow side street we ate dark chocolate so rich it coated the tongue, and for a few hours we pretended we were simply a couple on holiday. He held my hand as we wandered. Smiled without calculation, the expression softening the sharp lines of his face. We talked about nothing of consequence—the slant of the medieval rooftops, the way the chocolate melted slow and bitter-sweet, the ridiculous gait of a dachshund being walked by an elderly woman in a fur coat.

In a quiet square beside the Limmat, he stopped and turned to me. Sunlight caught in his hair, turning it gold at the edges. “This,” he said, gesturing at the river, the swans drifting on the current, the distant chime of a church bell, “this is the fantasy.”

“What’s the reality?”

“The reality is a flight back to New York tomorrow. The reality is my office, your portfolio, and a line we have not simply crossed but destroyed.” He reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, his fingers lingering at my jaw. “The reality is, I don’t know how to go back.”

The words settled between us, heavier than anything we’d done in the dark.

“So don’t,” I said. “Resign. Manage my money from a beach somewhere. Let someone else be the fiduciary.”

He laughed once, the sound short and edged. “It’s not just a job, Sienna. It’s who I am. The control. The order. Without them…” He shook his head. “I’d come apart.”

“Maybe you need to come apart.”

He looked at me then, eyes searching, the usual guarded distance gone. “Maybe I already am.”

That night, our last night, was different. Slower. He took me with a quiet, focused intensity that left no room for commands or calculated filth. There was only the steady press of his body into mine, the shared rhythm of our breathing, the way his eyes held mine until neither of us could look away. Afterward he stayed inside me for a long time, his face buried against my neck, one hand stroking slowly down my spine.

“I don’t know how we do this,” he said into the darkness, voice stripped raw.

My heart lurched. “Do what?”

“This. You and me. I’m your wealth manager. That doesn’t change because we’re in Switzerland.”

I turned in his arms until we were face to face. “So what do we do about it?”

“I don’t have a clean answer.” His hand moved between us, a small gesture that encompassed everything we had become. “Every instinct I have says to hand your account to a colleague and make the conflict vanish. And I can’t make myself do it. I won’t put you in another man’s file.”

“And then what? We date?” The word felt strange in my mouth, too ordinary for what we were.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. His thumb traced the curve of my cheek. “But I know I can’t stand in my office with you and pretend last week didn’t happen. I know I can’t sit across a desk and advise you on municipal bonds while I’m remembering how you taste.” He kissed me, slow and deliberate. “So we keep it quiet. Careful. Off the record. And we figure out the rest as we go.”

It was a risk that left my stomach tight—choosing to keep the very thing that could ruin us both. But the look in his eyes was new: hope threaded through with something close to fear.

“Okay,” I whispered.

“Okay?”

“Yes. We keep going.”

He exhaled like he’d been holding the breath for days and pulled me hard against him. We fell asleep tangled together, uncertain futures pressed close.

The morning of our departure returned us to crisp efficiency. We packed without speaking, the easy intimacy of the night before folded away with our clothes. In the car to the airport he took out his phone and scrolled through overnight messages without looking up.

“Back to the real world,” he said, voice already back to its usual clipped precision. “Compliance never sleeps. Neither do the markets.” He slid the phone away. “And you’re still my client. On paper and everywhere else.”

The words landed like a door closing. I watched the Swiss countryside slide past the window, green fields and tidy villages blurring into one another.

On the plane we sat in the same pod seats. He opened his laptop, the screen casting its familiar blue light across his face. The flight attendant offered champagne. I accepted. He asked for water.

Halfway across the Atlantic he closed the laptop with a quiet click. He looked at me, the professional mask slipping for a moment. “When we land,” he said, voice low, “this goes dark for a while. No visits to the office. No calls to the main line. We let the dust settle. It has to.”

“A pause.”

“A necessary one. Before one of us gets reckless and burns it all down.”

I nodded, the champagne suddenly sour on my tongue. “Understood.”

He reached across the console and took my hand, threading our fingers together. It was the only touch he allowed himself for the remainder of the flight. He didn’t let go until the wheels touched down at JFK.

The black car waited at the curb. This time he got in beside me. The silence between us felt loaded, ready to fracture. When we reached my building on the Upper East Side he turned toward me.

“I won’t reach out for a while,” he said. “It’s safer that way. Give it time.”

“And then?” I asked, fingers already on the door handle.

“Then,” he said, gaze locked on mine, “we find out how far we’re willing to go.”

He leaned across the seat and kissed me, hard and brief, the pressure almost bruising. It felt like a claim and a promise at once. “Go.”

I stepped out. The car pulled away immediately, merging into traffic without hesitation. I stood on the sidewalk, the weight of the city pressing down, the ghost of his mouth still on mine, and the vast, terrifying openness of whatever came next stretching out in front of me. The rules still bound us, every one of them. We’d just decided to keep breaking them in the dark.


Chapter 3 — Breaking the Fiduciary

The silence lasted eleven days.

Eleven days of nothing—no calls, no encrypted texts, no excuse to set foot inside his building. Eleven days of my phone staying silent, the contact labeled M. Reed (Wealth Mgmt) frozen in my recents. Eleven days of replaying that final kiss on the sidewalk, the hard press of his mouth, the promise in his low voice: we find out how far we’re willing to go.

Every morning I woke with the same tight coil in my stomach. Every night I lay awake listening to the city and wondering when the fuse would finally reach the charge.

On the morning of the twelfth day, my phone finally buzzed with an unknown number. The text was pure Marcus: precise, devoid of sentiment, and it set my blood humming.

I’m done pretending I can stay away. My office. 8 PM.

I typed back a single question mark.

His reply came instantly. For the after-hours review.

I didn’t ask what we’d be reviewing. We both knew.



His building in Midtown was a silent monolith of steel and shadow after dark. The lobby guard, expecting me, nodded and gestured to the private elevator bank with a knowing neutrality that suggested this was a practiced routine. The elevator soared to the penthouse, a smooth, soundless ascent that felt like being swallowed by the city itself.

The doors opened directly into his office suite. The vast space was lit only by the sprawling grid of New York, a million points of amber and white through the floor-to-ceiling glass. The city’s hum was a distant, constant breath. He was standing at the window, silhouetted against the glittering expanse, a crystal tumbler of something amber in his hand. He’d shed his jacket and tie. His white shirt was open at the collar, sleeves rolled to his elbows.

He didn’t turn. “Close the door.”

I did. The quiet click was deafening.

“You’re still my client,” he said, still facing the view. “On paper, I’m still the man who manages your fortune and keeps his hands to himself. Bound by every rule I’ve ever signed.”

I walked toward him, my heels silent on the polished concrete. “And off paper?”

He turned then. The controlled mask from the plane, from every meeting before, was gone. In its place was a raw, focused intensity that made the air between us feel thinner. “Whatever you want me to be.”

The space between us crackled. The city sprawled below, a witness to our transgression. “I want you to be honest,” I said, stopping a few feet from him. “I want you to stop pretending this is about portfolio reviews.”

A ghost of a smile touched his lips. “It’s not.”

“Say it.”

He took a slow sip from his glass, his eyes never leaving mine. “I want you, Sienna Marsh. I have since you walked into this office and asked me if my fiduciary duty extended to telling you how to spend your money on a decent bottle of wine. I want to put my hands on you. I want to hear the sounds you make when you forget you’re a client and I forget I’m supposed to be in control. I want to fuck you against this window with half of Manhattan watching. Is that honest enough?”

Heat gathered low and tight between my legs, a slick, insistent throb. “Yes.”

He set the glass down on a low table with a definitive clink. “Consent is a continuous conversation,” he said, his voice dropping into a register that vibrated through my chest. “You say stop, we stop. You say slow, we slow. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“What do you want right now?”

I stepped into his space, close enough to smell the clean, sharp scent of his soap and the faint trace of whiskey. “I want you to touch me. I want you to stop thinking.”

A low sound escaped him, almost a growl. He closed the final distance, one hand coming up to cup my jaw, his thumb stroking my bottom lip. “Thinking,” he said, his breath warm against my mouth, “is the one thing I can’t seem to stop doing around you.”

Then his mouth was on mine, and the world narrowed to the points of contact: his lips, demanding and skilled; his hand, sliding from my jaw to tangle in my hair, angling my head to deepen the kiss; the hard line of his body pressing against me. It wasn’t like the kiss on the sidewalk. That had been a seal, a promise. This was a claiming. His tongue swept into my mouth, tasting of whiskey and heat, and I met him with equal fervor, my hands fisting in the fine cotton of his shirt.

He broke the kiss, breathing ragged. “Tell me what you want next.”

“Less talking,” I gasped.

He gave a short, sharp laugh and spun me around, my back coming to rest against the cool glass of the window. The cityscape pressed against my spine, a dizzying backdrop of lights. He stood before me, his gaze raking over me with a possessiveness that should have chafed but instead ignited me.

“Your dress,” he commanded, his voice rough. “Take it off.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. The power here was a seesaw. He gave the order, but I held the power to obey. Slowly, watching his face, I reached for the zipper at the side of my black sheath dress and tugged. The sound was loud in the quiet room. I let the dress slide from my shoulders, down over my hips, until it pooled at my feet. I stood before him in just my heels, my bra, and a pair of lace panties.

His eyes darkened. “All of it.”

I reached behind me, released the clasp, and let the bra fall. Slid my panties down my legs, stepped out of them. The chill of the glass against my bare skin was a shocking contrast to the fire burning inside me. He drank me in, his gaze a physical caress over my breasts, my stomach, the apex of my thighs.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, the words stark and sincere. He reached out, traced the curve of my hip with a single finger. “And you’re mine tonight.”

“Yours,” I agreed, the word a surrender and a victory all at once.

He kissed me again, slower now, more deliberate. His hands explored my body with a thoroughness that felt both clinical and worshipful—the swell of my breasts, the sensitive skin of my inner arms, the dip of my waist. He dropped to his knees before me, his hands sliding up to grip my thighs. I looked down at the crown of his dark hair, my breath catching.

“Spread your legs,” he said, his voice muffled against my skin.

I did, bracing my hands against the cool window behind me.

He didn’t dive in. He kissed the inside of my thigh, first one side, then the other, his stubble a delicious abrasion. He moved higher, his breath hot against my pussy. I whimpered, my hips pushing forward of their own accord.

“Tell me,” he murmured, his lips a whisper away from my clit.

“Please,” I begged, the word torn from me.

He finally closed his mouth over me, and the world narrowed to the wet heat of his tongue. He circled my clit with slow, deliberate strokes, then flicked the tip against it until my thighs trembled. When he plunged his tongue inside me, I gasped. Two fingers followed, sliding in with an easy, slick stretch, curling hard against the spot that made my knees give. He held me up with an arm around my hips, his other hand braced against the glass. The noises he drew from me were raw and unfiltered, echoing in the vast room. I came with a sharp cry, my pussy clenching around his fingers, my vision spotting as the orgasm ripped through me.

He stayed there, gentling me through the aftershocks with soft, lapping kisses, before rising to his feet. His own breathing was uneven. He looked utterly debauched, his lips glistening, his eyes heavy-lidded with desire.

“On the desk,” he said, his voice gravel.

I was pliant, boneless from the orgasm. He guided me the few steps to his massive, minimalist desk, sweeping a stack of files and a monitor aside with a careless arm. He sat me on the edge, the cold surface a shock against my heated skin. He stood between my spread legs, his hands on my knees.

“I need to be inside you,” he said, the words a strained confession. “Now.”

“Yes.”

He fumbled with his belt, his usually impeccable coordination deserting him. He got it open, shoved his trousers and boxer briefs down just enough to free his cock. It was thick, fully erect, the head flushed and wet. He stroked himself once, his eyes locked on mine.

“Condom?” I managed.

“Top drawer. Since the day after you first walked in here.”

A fresh wave of heat washed over me. He retrieved it, sheathed himself with quick, efficient movements. Then he was back, the hard length of him pressing against my soaked entrance.

“Don’t close your eyes,” he ordered, voice ragged. “Not for this.”

I didn’t. I saw the last vestiges of his famous control shatter in his eyes.

He pushed inside with one slow, inexorable thrust. I cried out, my nails digging into the hard surface of the desk. He filled me completely, a stretching, burning fullness that was pure pleasure. He paused, buried to the hilt, his forehead dropping to mine. We stayed like that for a moment, joined, breathing the same air.

Then he began to move.

It was not gentle. It was a frantic, driving rhythm born of weeks of pent-up tension. He fucked me on his desk with the city as our witness, each thrust jolting through me, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks. The sounds were obscene: the slap of skin, my ragged moans, his guttural grunts, the slight squeak of the desk against the floor. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust.

“You feel…” he groaned, his pace becoming erratic. “God, Sienna…”

I was climbing again, a new coil of pleasure tightening deep within. “Don’t stop. Marcus, please.”

He reached between us, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing tight, fast circles. It was all I needed. My second orgasm ripped through me, a blinding, shattering wave that had me arching off the desk, screaming his name into the quiet office.

He followed me over the edge with a choked roar, his body shuddering, his thrusts becoming short and sharp as he came inside the condom.

For a long minute, the only sound was our ragged breathing. He slumped over me, his weight a comforting anchor. The scent of sex and sweat and him filled the air. Slowly, he pulled out, disposed of the condom, and then gathered me against his chest. He carried me—naked, spent—to a deep leather sofa in a corner of the office and sat down, cradling me in his lap. He grabbed his suit jacket from the back of a chair and draped it over my shoulders.

We sat in silence, watching the silent ballet of the city’s lights. His heart hammered against my ear.

“So,” I said finally, my voice hoarse. “That was the after-hours review.”

He barked a laugh, the vibration rumbling through his chest. “Performance metrics were off the charts.”

I traced the line of his collarbone where his shirt hung open. “What happens tomorrow?”

His arms tightened around me. “Tomorrow,” he said, his voice thoughtful, “we see if we can do this without blowing up my career and your reputation.” He looked down at me, his expression serious. “This isn’t a one-time breach of ethics, Sienna. It’s an ongoing conspiracy.”

I met his gaze. “I know.”

“I don’t have a plan,” he admitted. It seemed to cost him something to say it.

“Good,” I whispered, pressing a kiss to the base of his throat. “Neither do I.”

We sat there for a long time, wrapped in the weight of his jacket and the slow-cooling sweat on our skin. The city’s lights pressed against the glass, indifferent. His fingers traced idle patterns on my bare shoulder, the pads rough from years of gripping pens and shaking hands that moved millions.

“You’re cold,” he murmured, feeling the goosebumps rise under his touch.

“A little.”

He shifted, easing me aside on the sofa before standing. The dim office swallowed his movement as he crossed to gather my scattered clothes. He handed them over without looking, giving me the small privacy of turning his back while I stepped into my underwear and fastened my bra. The silk of the dress whispered down my body, catching on skin still hypersensitive from his mouth and hands. He righted his own clothes with the same quiet efficiency—tucking his shirt, buckling his belt, the wealth manager sliding back into place layer by layer.

When he finished, he didn’t return to the sofa. He went to his desk instead, surveying the disorder we’d left behind. A stray pen lay across the blotter. He set it neatly in its holder. The gesture was so ordinary it pressed against something tender in my chest.

“Let me call a car for you.” His voice had settled back into its professional register, though the edges were softer now.

“I can get a cab.”

“I’ll call you a car,” he repeated, the tone leaving no space for negotiation. He lifted the office phone, dialed, requested a sedan to the building’s address. “Five minutes.”

I crossed to him, stopping a few feet short. “Marcus.”

He turned. The mask was back in place, but his eyes betrayed him—still dark, still hungry, now edged with something sharper. Wariness. Calculation. “This changes everything,” he said quietly.

“I know.”

“No, Sienna. You inherited a fortune. My entire career rests on trust, on a reputation that can’t be questioned. What we just did—if it gets out, it’s not gossip. It’s a breach of fiduciary duty. Disbarment. Lawsuits. Your late husband’s name dragged through every tabloid that still prints. Your judgment would be the first thing they attack.”

The words landed cold and precise. He wasn’t trying to frighten me. He was laying out the arithmetic.

“So we don’t let it get out,” I said. My voice held steadier than I expected.

He gave a short, humorless laugh. “It’s not that simple. My firm logs everything. Partners notice when patterns shift. There are compliance reviews, access audits, security footage from every floor. All of it traceable.”

A different kind of chill moved down my spine. “The security footage?”

“I have administrative access. I’ll clear the elevator and lobby records from tonight. But it’s a risk every time.” He dragged a hand through his hair. “This was ill-advised.”

“It was inevitable,” I said.

He met my eyes. The conflict there was naked—want against self-preservation, hunger against the life he’d built. “Perhaps. But the aftermath requires strategy.”

The intercom buzzed. “Your car is here, Mr. Reed.”

“Thank you.” He looked at me. “I’ll walk you down.”

We rode the elevator in silence, a careful foot of space between us. The guard in the lobby gave a polite nod as we passed. The black sedan waited at the curb, engine idling. Marcus opened the rear door.

I paused before sliding in. “What’s the strategy, then?”

He leaned close, voice pitched for my ear alone. “Discretion. Absolute control. We see each other on my terms, in places with no witnesses.” His fingers brushed a strand of hair from my cheek, the touch at odds with the cold precision of his words. “I’ll be in touch.”

It wasn’t a goodbye. It was an order. I got into the car. He shut the door with a solid click. As we pulled away, I looked back through the tinted glass. He was already gone, swallowed by the tower again.

The strategy, as it turned out, was a series of encrypted messages and borrowed spaces.

He didn’t call. He used a secure messaging app, his texts short and exact.

Tomorrow night. 10 PM. 45 Rivington, apartment 4B. Key under the mat.

The apartment was a sleek, modern one-bedroom in a nondescript building on the Lower East Side. Spartan. Barely lived-in. A safe house for what we were doing. He was already there when I arrived, pouring two glasses of wine.

No city view. No desk. Just a low, wide sofa and a bed visible through an open doorway.

“Whose place is this?” I asked, taking the glass.

“Mine,” he said. “An investment property. It’s leased, but the tenant is traveling for the next month. It’s clean.”

Clean. No direct ties to his firm. His name attached only through an LLC. A perfect, sterile box for our transgression.

That night moved slower than the first. More deliberate. He undressed me with patient attention, learning the sounds I made when his mouth found the skin behind my ear, when his teeth grazed the curve of my hip. He laid me back on the cool linen and took his time, mouth and hands mapping every inch until I was shaking and asking. When he finally pushed inside me, it was with a slow, deep pressure that felt like being studied from the inside out. We didn’t speak much. The language was breath, sweat, the wet slide of skin. Afterward he held me, but he didn’t stay long. By midnight he was dressed and I was in a cab heading uptown.

The pattern repeated. A text with a time and an address. Sometimes the apartment. Once, a hotel room booked under a corporate alias. Once, the back of his chauffeured car, partition raised, his hand under my skirt as we moved through midnight traffic. His fingers worked me open with steady pressure until I came in silence, thighs trembling, forehead pressed to the cool window glass.

The power dynamic lived between us like a third body. In these borrowed rooms he was in command. He told me what to wear. When to arrive. How to touch him. He’d order me to my knees, watch me take his cock into my mouth, his hands tight in my hair as he set the rhythm. He’d bend me over the arm of the sofa, spank me until my skin burned, then soothe the sting with his tongue. I gave myself to it, the surrender sharp and clean, the temporary erasure of everything else.

Outside those rooms the power reversed. I was the client. The heir. The one holding nine figures of leverage. He texted; I could ignore it. Cancel. Walk away and leave him with nothing but a ruined career and the memory of what he’d tasted. We never spoke of it, but the knowledge ran under every interaction like a live wire. It was the sharpest edge of the whole thing.

Two weeks into the arrangement, the message changed.

My place. 9 PM. Tribeca. Penthouse. Use the service elevator at the rear. Code 0910.

His actual home. That was new.

I wore a simple silk slip dress, the kind that could pass for either cocktail wear or something meant to be removed. The service elevator was small and clattering. It opened directly into a spacious, dimly lit kitchen. The apartment beyond it was breathtaking—high ceilings, cool stone and steel, art that looked expensive because it was. Spare. Immaculate. Impersonal as a showroom. It felt like him.

He waited in the living room, barefoot in dark jeans and a soft grey sweater. He looked younger without the suit. Softer. He handed me a glass of wine.

“No rules tonight,” he said, eyes moving over my face. “No scripts. Just us.”

It was the most exposed I’d ever seen him. We talked. Not about money or strategy. About ordinary things. He told me about growing up in Boston, about his first internship on Wall Street and how he’d learned to hide the accent. I told him about the chaos of art school, about the whirlwind with my late husband that already felt like it belonged to someone else. We sat on his vast sofa, legs tucked beneath us, the city glittering beyond the windows.

Eventually the conversation thinned. The air changed. He reached out, hooked a finger under the thin strap of my dress, and slid it off my shoulder.

“I want to taste you,” he said, voice low. “Here. On my couch. With all the lights on.”

“Yes.”

He knelt on the floor in front of me, easing my thighs apart. He pushed the dress up to my waist. He didn’t rush. He looked first, gaze hot and appreciative on my exposed cunt.

“You’re soaked already,” he said, one finger stroking lightly along my slit. “Just from talking.”

I moaned, head falling back against the cushions. He lowered his mouth at last, tongue dragging in a broad, wet stroke from my entrance to my clit. I cried out, hands fisting in his hair. He worked me with focused, relentless attention—long, slow licks alternating with tight circles around my clit, his hands pinning my hips when I tried to rock against his mouth. He brought me to the edge twice, pulling back each time, drawing it out until I was sobbing his name.

“Please, Marcus. I need you. Inside me. Now.”

He stood, stripping with quick efficiency. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed. He took one from the drawer of the side table, rolled it on, eyes never leaving mine.

He pulled me to the edge of the sofa, then lifted my legs, hooking them over his shoulders. The position opened me completely. He pressed the head of his cock against my entrance. I gasped at the stretch.

“Eyes here,” he said, thumb pressing beneath my chin to tip my face toward his.

I held his gaze. The raw need in his face stripped away every layer of the wealth manager.

He pushed in with one deep, controlled thrust, burying himself to the hilt. He stayed there, letting me adjust to the fullness, then began to move—slow, rolling strokes that dragged over the same sensitive place with every pass. One hand braced on the sofa behind me. The other reached between us, thumb finding my clit.

“Come for me, Sienna,” he growled, thrusts growing harder. “Let me feel you come around my cock.”

The permission broke something open. The orgasm hit in hard, pulsing waves, my cunt clenching tight around him, cries loud and unrestrained in his pristine living room. The sensation pulled him over with me. He drove in deep one last time, his own shout rough and broken as he came.

We collapsed together on the wide sofa, tangled and sweating. He didn’t pull out. He stayed inside me, softening, face buried against my neck. We lay like that for long minutes, breathing in sync.

Later, wrapped in a blanket on his terrace under a thin slice of moon, he broke the comfortable quiet.

“There’s an event,” he said, voice cautious. “A charity gala at the museum. My firm has a table. I’m expected to attend.”

I waited, sensing the shift.

“I want you to come with me,” he continued. “As my date.”

I turned to look at him. “Publicly?”

“Yes. It’s a calculated risk. We’ll be seen together socially. It establishes a plausible, non-professional connection. If anyone notices a pattern later, we have a cover. We met at a charity event. We dated.”

The strategist was back, but this felt different. This wasn’t about hiding in borrowed rooms. This was about stepping into the light, however carefully.

“And your partners?” I asked. “Won’t they find it odd? You bringing a date?”

“It will be noted,” he admitted. “But advisors bring clients to these events all the time. It reads as business. As long as no one can prove there’s anything more, it’s permissible. Barely.” He took my hand. “I’m tired of the shadows, Sienna. I want to take you to dinner. I want to dance with you. I want to leave an event with you on my arm and take you home to my bed without a security camera to purge.”

The words came out low and rough, like he’d been holding them back for weeks. His thumb dragged across my knuckles, restless.

“What about my reputation?” I asked. “The grieving widow, out on the town with her wealth manager?”

“You’re a young, vibrant woman. You’re allowed to live. Anyone who says otherwise can answer to me.” The edge in his voice surprised me. “Say you’ll come.”

I looked out at the city, at the countless windows holding countless secrets. Our conspiracy was about to get a lot more complicated.

“Yes,” I said, lacing my fingers through his. “I’ll come.”

He brought my hand to his lips and kissed my knuckles. The gesture was old-world, at odds with the raw sex of an hour before and the professional peril waiting ahead. It felt, for the first time, like the beginning of something more than an affair.

“Good,” he murmured against my skin. “Now, let’s go inside. I’m not done with you yet.”

He led me back to his bedroom, where the sheets were still rumpled from our first round. This time the pace was languid, sleepy. He kissed me slowly, his mouth moving over mine with unhurried possession, his hands sliding down my back, over the curve of my ass, pulling me closer. I felt the hard length of his cock press against my belly, already thickening again.

He turned me onto my side and moved in behind me, one arm sliding under my head, the other wrapping tight around my waist. His chest was warm against my back. He nudged my thigh forward with his knee, then reached down between us and guided the blunt head of his cock to my entrance. I was still slick from earlier, and he pushed in with one slow, steady thrust that made me gasp at the stretch. He filled me completely, hips flush to my ass, and stayed there a moment, breathing against the back of my neck.

His hand found my breast, fingers closing around the nipple, rolling it gently as he began to move. Each thrust was deep and deliberate, the head of his cock dragging against that sensitive spot inside me. I reached back and gripped his hip, needing the anchor. He fucked me like that for a long time—slow, thorough, his mouth pressed to my shoulder, his breath hot on my skin. The only sounds were the wet slide of his cock in my cunt, the soft catch of my breath, and the low rumble of pleasure in his chest when I clenched around him.

When he came, he stayed buried deep, his arm tightening around my waist, his cock pulsing thick and hot inside me. I followed a moment later, the orgasm rolling through me in long, sweet waves. We stayed joined, his softening length still tucked inside me, his hand resting possessively over my breast. The first grey light of dawn began to bleed into the sky over the city.

I woke alone. The space beside me was cool. I found him in the kitchen, already showered and dressed in a crisp suit, making coffee. The wealth manager was back, but his eyes were soft when he looked at me, wrapped in his robe.

“The car will take you home in an hour,” he said, handing me a mug. “I have an early meeting.”

“The gala,” I said, sipping the coffee. “When is it?”

“Saturday. A week from now.” He straightened his cufflinks. “I’ll have a dress sent to you. Something appropriate for the museum gala.”

“You’re picking my dress now?”

He gave me a look that was pure Marcus—a mix of command and heat. “Indulge me. It’s part of the fantasy.”

“Which part?”

He leaned across the island, his voice dropping. “The part where I get to see you in a room full of people, looking like a dream, and know that later, I’ll be the one taking it off you.”

A shiver went through me. “Okay.”

He came around the island, cupped my face, and kissed me, deep and thorough. “One week,” he said against my lips. “Then we step into the light.”

He left for his meeting, and I wandered his apartment, a ghost in his world. In his study, the shelves held nothing personal—no photos, no mementos, only rows of pristine, unread-looking books and a life sanded smooth of any past. It felt a million miles from the high-stakes game we were playing, and somehow just as lonely.

The car came. As I rode down in the private elevator, a different kind of nervousness settled in my stomach. The shadows had been safe, in their own way. The light was where things got seen, and judged, and broken.

But as the car pulled away from his building, I touched my lips, still swollen from his kisses, and felt a reckless thrill. Let them see. Let them talk. The money was mine. The man, for now, was mine. And for the first time since inheriting a fortune, I felt truly, dangerously alive.

The week passed in a blur of anticipation. The dress arrived in a discreet black garment bag. It was a column of midnight blue silk, strapless, deceptively simple. It would look modest from the front and devastating from the back, where it dipped to the base of my spine. He knew what he was doing.

The night of the gala, my doorbell rang at seven. He stood there, breathtaking in a tuxedo, his hair perfect, his eyes sharp. He held a velvet box. Inside, nestled on black satin, was a pair of sapphire earrings that matched the dress exactly.

“A loan from the vault,” he said, fastening them for me. “Not a gift. A… strategic accessory.”

I turned and looked in the mirror. The woman staring back was a version of Sienna Marsh I barely recognized—elegant, poised, powerful. A woman who belonged on the arm of a man like Marcus Reed.

“Ready?” he asked, offering his arm.

I took it, my heart hammering against my ribs. “Ready.”

As we walked out into the hallway, the reality of the night hit me. This was no borrowed apartment. This was the world watching. His career, my name, our secret—it was all walking a tightrope over a gala floor.

He leaned in as we waited for the elevator, his lips brushing my ear. “Whatever happens tonight,” he whispered, his voice a dark promise, “remember one thing.”

“What?”

“You’re mine.” The elevator doors opened, and he led me inside, his hand firm on the small of my back. “And before the night is over, everyone in that room will know it.”


Chapter 4 — Open Secrets

The gala was a blur of crystal light, murmured introductions, and the heavy weight of Marcus’s hand on my back. He didn’t kiss me on the cheek when we entered the ballroom. He didn’t need to. His palm rested low, fingers spread wide enough to claim the curve of my spine through the thin silk. When his gaze swept the room and then settled on me—dark, possessive, unblinking—it said more than any announcement could.

He introduced me as “Ms. Marsh, my most important client.” The words were a shield and a weapon at once. They kept the questions professional, but the slow stroke of his thumb across bare skin turned the title into something else. I watched the calculation flicker in the eyes of the men around us—his colleagues, his rivals, the society vultures who lived for scandal. They saw a young widow on the arm of a man who never slipped, and they started adding numbers. The whispers moved through the crowd like a low current under the music.

We danced. His body was a rigid wall of heat against mine, his hand splayed low on my back, holding me flush so every shift of weight pressed us closer. The music was some classical piece I didn’t recognize, strings swelling and falling, but all I felt was the hard line of his cock against my stomach. A sharp, dangerous thrill shot through me. He was letting the mask slip here, in public, for anyone sharp enough to notice.

He was marking his territory. And I was letting him.

The night dragged on, a glittering performance with too many eyes. We left just after midnight, his palm a brand on the small of my back as he guided me through the lobby. Outside, photographers pressed against the velvet rope, a wall of flashing light. He didn’t shield me. He stopped, turned us slightly, and let them have the shot: Marcus Reed and his client, Sienna Marsh, leaving together. His expression stayed unreadable. Mine, I knew, was flushed, lips parted, the silk of my dress clinging where his hand had been. It looked exactly like what it was.

The car waited at the curb, a silent black sedan. He held the door, his hand lingering on my waist as I slid across the leather. Then he was beside me, the partition rising with a soft hum, city lights streaking across the tinted glass.

The silence inside the car was thick, charged. He didn’t touch me. He stared straight ahead, jaw tight, the muscle there twitching once.

“Where are we going?” I asked. My voice sounded too loud in the small space.

“My place.”

Not the office. Not a hotel. His place. That was new. That was a different kind of line.

We drove to a sleek modern building in Tribeca. The lobby was cool marble and hushed tones. He used a private elevator, keycard swiping with practiced efficiency. The doors opened straight into his apartment.

It was exactly what I expected and nothing like it. Spare, minimalist, clean lines and monochrome. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the city like a circuit board of light. No personal photos. No clutter. It looked like a showroom, or a very expensive cell.

He shrugged out of his tuxedo jacket and tossed it over the back of a steel-framed chair. The bow tie came loose next, then the top button of his shirt. He moved with contained fury, every motion precise and angry.

“You made your point tonight,” I said, standing in the center of the vast living space, feeling exposed under the high ceilings.

“Did I?” He turned to face me, eyes shadowed. “What point was that?”

“That I’m yours. That you don’t care who knows.”

He crossed the room in three strides and stopped just short of touching me. “I care.” The words came out gritted. “I care that every compliance officer at the firm, every gossip columnist, every fucking vulture circling your estate now has a photo of us looking like that. I care that I broke my own rule.”

“Then why did you do it?”

“Because I’m tired of hiding.” His hand came up, fingers tracing the line of my jaw, the pad of his thumb dragging across my lower lip. “Because watching a hundred men look at you tonight like you were the most desirable asset in the room made me want to burn the building down.”

His confession hung between us, raw.

“So burn it,” I whispered.

A low, almost pained sound escaped his throat. His mouth crashed down on mine. This wasn’t the controlled kiss from the office. This was hunger, unchecked. He backed me up until my shoulders met the cool glass of the window, the entire city glittering behind me. He kissed me like he was claiming something, like he was devouring me, tongue sliding deep, teeth catching my lower lip hard enough to sting.

His hands went to the sides of my dress, searching for a zipper. Finding none, he growled against my mouth. “How does this come off?”

“It doesn’t,” I breathed. “You have to pull it down.”

He grasped the top of the silk column and drew it down slowly—over my breasts, my waist, my hips—until it pooled at my feet like dark water. I stood before him in nothing but heels and the sapphire earrings, city lights painting streaks of gold and blue across my skin.

“Christ, Sienna.” His gaze moved over me like a physical touch, scorching. He dropped to his knees.

He didn’t start with my mouth. He started with my ankle, lips brushing the bone, tongue tracing a slow path up my calf. He took his time, worshipping the inside of my knee, the tense muscle of my thigh, the soft skin just below the curve of my ass. By the time his breath ghosted over the lace of my thong, my legs were shaking.

He hooked his fingers in the sides and drew the thong down, helping me step out of it. Then he was there, face between my thighs, and he didn’t hesitate. He licked a broad, flat stripe over my pussy, and I cried out, head thudding back against the glass.

“Quiet,” he murmured, the vibration against my clit making me jerk. “The whole city can see you.”

He said it like a challenge. He wanted me loud. He wanted the risk.

He buried his face in me, tongue spearing inside, then flicking over my clit with relentless precision. His hands gripped my ass, holding me open, holding me still for his mouth. I tangled my hands in his perfectly styled hair, ruining it, pulling him closer. The cool glass at my back, the wet heat of his mouth on my core, the dizzying drop of the city below—it was too much. I came fast and hard, orgasm tearing through me with a sharp cry I didn’t try to swallow.

He rose, mouth glistening, and kissed me again, deep and filthy, making me taste myself on his tongue. I fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, shoving it off his shoulders. My hands went to his belt, undoing it, then the button and zip of his trousers. He was already hard, cock springing free, thick and heavy in my hand.

I stroked him, watching his control fracture. His eyes slammed shut, breath coming in harsh gusts.

“Bedroom,” he managed.

“No.” The power shift was instant, heady. I was the client here. In his sterile apartment, with his career in my hands, I had the leverage. “Here. Now.”

His eyes opened, blazing with shock and raw arousal. “Against the window?”

“You said everyone should know.” I turned, pressing my palms and my breasts against the cool glass, looking out at the countless lit windows across the street. “Show them.”

A shudder went through him. He stepped in close behind me, body caging mine. One hand came around my waist, pulling me back against him, the other guiding his cock to my entrance. He was slick from my release, from his own mouth.

“Do you want this?” His voice was ragged at my ear.

“Yes.” The word was a gasp.

“Say it.”

“I want you. I want this. Now, Marcus.”

He drove into me with one slow, unyielding thrust. The feeling of being filled, here, exposed, was overwhelming. I cried out again, breath fogging the glass.

He set a brutal pace from the start. No gentle build. No careful rhythm. This was possession, pure and simple. Each thrust drove me harder against the window, his hips slapping against my ass, the wet sound of it loud in the quiet room. The city swayed and blurred in my vision. One of his hands gripped my hip hard enough to bruise; the other came around to my front, fingers finding my clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

“You see that?” he growled, mouth hot on my shoulder. He nodded at the view. “All of that is yours. Every light, every building. And you’re mine. My greatest conflict. My only interest.”

His words, the relentless stimulation, the sheer taboo of it, coiled the tension in my belly tighter. I was wound up, ready to snap. He felt it, fingers working me faster, thrusts becoming shorter, harder, more desperate.

“Come for me, Sienna.” It was an order, gravelly and urgent. “Let them see what you do to me.”

It was the permission I didn’t know I needed. The orgasm exploded through me, white-hot, wiping out every thought. I screamed, body clamping around him, convulsing. The sound of my pleasure seemed to shatter his last thread of control. With a raw, guttural shout he drove into me one last time, deep, and I felt him pulse inside me, his release hot and endless.

We stayed like that for long minutes, slumped against the glass, both of us gasping, chests heaving, sweat cooling on our skin. The city twinkled, indifferent.

Slowly, he pulled out. He turned me gently, gathering me against his chest. His heartbeat thundered against my ear. He didn’t speak. He just held me, chin resting on the top of my head, as we looked out at the night we’d defied.

Finally, he led me to a bathroom of cool gray stone. He ran a bath, poured in some expensive-smelling oil that filled the air with cedar and something darker. He washed me with a tenderness that belied the fury of our joining, hands soft on my skin, careful between my legs. He dried me with a thick towel, then wrapped me in a robe that smelled like him—clean linen and something sharp, like the edge of his aftershave.

He put on a pair of sweatpants, torso bare. We didn’t go to the bedroom. We went back to the living room, to a deep, low sofa facing the windows. He pulled me onto his lap, tucking my head under his chin.

The afterglow settled quiet and profound. But it couldn’t last.

“What happens Monday?” I asked, voice small.

His arms tightened around me. “The same as what happened Friday. I manage your portfolio. We have meetings. We are professional.”

“And after hours?”

He was silent for a long time. “We’ll find a way.”

“This isn’t sustainable, Marcus.”

“I know.” He kissed my hair. “But it’s all we have right now.”

The arrangement held, but it grew more fraught, more addictive. We became experts in subterfuge. Late nights at the office that ended with me bent over his desk, my moans swallowed by the steady hum of the building’s HVAC. “Business lunches” at discreet restaurants with private rooms where his hand would disappear under the tablecloth, fingers working me slow and relentless while I tried to keep my face composed. A weekend in the Hamptons under the guise of reviewing a real estate holding, where we barely left the bedroom, the sheets tangled and damp, the sound of the ocean a constant backdrop to every desperate, whispered demand.

The power dynamic lived in our bodies. In the conference room I sat at the head of the table while he stood at the screen, pointer in hand, and I could cut him off with a single raised eyebrow. He would pause, jaw flexing once, then nod and adjust the slide without a word. The moment the elevator doors sealed us in, the air changed. He would back me into the corner, one forearm braced above my head, the other hand already sliding under my jacket to grip my waist hard enough to bruise. His mouth hovered at my ear, voice low and filthy with everything he intended to do the second we were alone—how he would bend me over the edge of his desk, how he would make me beg before he let me come. By the time the doors opened on the lobby I could barely walk straight.

The danger was the only thing that ever got me high.

Weeks bled into a month. Then the call came.

I was at the apartment, a stack of foundation proposals spread across the dining table, when my phone lit with his private line. Only I had the number.

“Sienna.” His voice was stripped bare, no warmth left. A cold wire pulled tight behind my ribs. “Don’t come to the office. Don’t call the main line. I’ll be out of touch for the next forty-eight hours.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Internal Compliance pulled a surprise audit. My files, my calls, every client note.” A pause, the line so quiet I could hear the faint rasp of his breathing. “They’re hunting conflicts. Undisclosed relationships.”

My stomach dropped. “The gala photos.”

“Among other things.” Another slow exhale. “A partner who wants my desk raised the flag. They’ve pulled everything. Including your account.”

“What do we do?”

“Nothing. You say nothing. Anyone from the firm contacts you, you refer them to me. You are my client. Our relationship has always been strictly professional.” He was reciting it like a deposition transcript he’d practiced in the mirror.

“Marcus—”

“Sienna. Listen.” His voice dropped, rough. “This is the line we crossed. If it goes sideways my license is gone. Everything.”

“And me?”

“You’ll be fine. You’re the client. The grieving widow who got taken advantage of by her advisor.”

The words landed like a slap. “I am not a victim.”

“In their eyes you might be. That’s how they’ll spin it to protect the firm.” He sounded wrung out. “I have to go. Ten minutes.”

“Marcus, wait—”

“I’ll call when I can.”

The line died.

I sat with the phone still pressed to my ear, the proposals blurring in front of me. Cold fear moved through my veins in a slow, steady current. The threat had always been abstract. Now it had a room number and a file with both our names on the tab.

The next two days crawled. Every ring made me flinch. I refreshed financial news until the screen burned my eyes. I replayed the gala, the elevator, the way he’d fucked me against the glass wall of his apartment with the city spread out below us like it belonged to him. Had any of it been worth this?

On the morning of the third day the intercom crackled.

“Ms. Marsh, a Mr. Reed is here. Says it’s urgent.”

My pulse slammed into my throat. “Send him up.”

Two minutes later he stood in my doorway. His suit was perfect, but the skin under his eyes had gone gray. He looked like he’d aged ten years in forty-eight hours.

He stepped inside. I shut the door. He didn’t reach for me. He just stood there, eyes moving over my face like he was trying to memorize it before it disappeared.

“Tell me,” I said. The words barely carried.

“They found nothing actionable. Every trade documented. Every recommendation backed by the record.”

Relief hit so hard my knees loosened. “Thank God.”

“But.”

The word dropped between us like a blade.

“The appearance of a personal relationship is now documented. The partner who flagged it is pushing for my resignation. Says it’s the only way to avoid reputational damage to the firm.”

“They can’t force you out over rumors.”

“They can. They will. Unless the conflict disappears.”

I felt the dread settle low in my gut, heavy and cold. “What does that mean?”

He drew the first real breath I’d seen him take since he walked in. “It means I’ve already initiated the transfer of your account. End of business today, you won’t be my client anymore.”

The floor seemed to tilt. “You’re firing me.”

“I’m saving both our skins.” The words came out flat. “A clean break. No further contact. It’s the only option left.”

The finality of it knocked the air from my lungs. All the heat, the stolen hours, the secret language between us—neatly severed by the same rules we’d spent months mocking.

“So that’s it?” My voice cracked. “After everything, you just walk away to protect your reputation?”

His composure fractured. A raw, wounded look crossed his face. “You think I want this?” He started toward me, stopped himself, fists clenched at his sides. “Do you have any idea what the last two days have been? One wrong email, one phone record, one person who saw us leaving the same building at the same time and it all burns. Not just me. You. The relatives who already want a piece of the estate would smell blood in the water. You’d be the headline. ‘Heiress seduced by her wealth manager while the body was still warm.’ Is that the story you want printed?”

“I don’t give a damn what they print!”

“Well I do!” The shout cracked through the quiet apartment. He dragged a hand down his face, visibly forcing himself back under control. When he spoke again his voice was quieter, wrecked. “I have a fiduciary duty. I took an oath. To protect your assets. Your interests. Even from myself.” His eyes were bleak. “This thing between us is the one risk I can’t hedge.”

Tears stung behind my eyes. I refused to let them fall. We had always known the price. “So you’re choosing your duty.”

“No.” He closed the distance at last. He still didn’t touch me, but he was close enough that I could see the exhaustion carved into every line of his face, feel the heat radiating off his body. “I’m choosing you.”

I blinked. “By cutting me off?”

“By cutting the professional tie. Removing the conflict.” He steadied himself. “My resignation letter is already on the partner’s desk. Effective immediately.”

The air left my lungs in a rush. “What?”

“I’m leaving the firm. Walking away from the equity, the clients, the title. Everything.” He said it with a strange, almost peaceful calm. “There is no more fiduciary duty, Sienna. There’s just me. Standing here. Asking you…”

He faltered. The unflappable Marcus Reed suddenly unsure of his next step. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a single folded sheet of paper, held it out.

A non-disclosure agreement. But not the standard firm version. This one was between the two of us. In dense legal language it stated that Marcus Reed voluntarily surrendered any and all claims to compensation, fees, or benefits arising from his management of the Marsh estate, effective immediately. All professional relationships were terminated. It was a scorched-earth document, written to survive any future accusation of conflict.

A blank signature line for him. Another for me.

“What is this?” I whispered.

“My surrender.” His gaze held mine. “I am no longer your wealth manager. No professional obligation. No financial stake in your decisions. The power dynamic you liked so much?” He nodded at the paper. “It’s gone. I’m just a man who just burned his career to the ground for a chance.”

My hands shook. “A chance at what?”

He lifted one hand slowly and cupped my cheek. His thumb brushed away a tear I hadn’t felt fall. “A chance to be with you. Without the rules. If you’ll have me.”

The world narrowed to the warmth of his palm, the rough edge of his thumb, the weight of the document in my other hand. This wasn’t an ending. It was a brutal, necessary, terrifying new beginning. He had chosen. Not the firm. Not the oath. Me.

I looked from the paper to his face. Fear and hope warred in his eyes. We were standing on the edge of the cliff.

I let the document slip from my fingers. It drifted to the floor, forgotten.

Then I fisted both hands in the lapels of his jacket, dragged him down, and kissed him like the world was ending and beginning at the same time. He made a broken sound against my mouth, part relief, part hunger, and his arms locked around me, crushing me against the hard line of his body.

When we finally pulled apart, the taste of him was still on my tongue, sharp and desperate.

“The paperwork—” he started.

“Fuck the paperwork.” I pulled him back in.

He kissed me like a man coming up for air, hands sliding into my hair, down my back, under my shirt to press hot against my spine. Every touch was greedy, unfiltered, the careful control he’d maintained for months finally shattered.

“You’re out of your mind,” I said against his mouth, fingers digging into his shoulders. “You gave up everything.”

“I had nothing before you.” He drew back just far enough to meet my eyes. The exhaustion was gone, replaced by a clear, almost frightening focus. “The money, the title, the corner office. It was all just something to do. A very expensive way to fill the hours. You were the first real thing that walked into my life in twenty years.”

The words landed heavier than any declaration of love could have. He hadn’t chosen me over his duty. He’d chosen a life instead of a script.

I stepped back, sliding my hand into his. “Show me.”

A flicker of confusion crossed his face. “Show you what?”

“What it looks like when Marcus Reed isn’t the elite wealth manager anymore. The man who just walked away from everything. Show me who he is now.”

He studied me for a long moment. Then a slow, genuine smile touched his mouth, the kind I’d never seen from him before. It changed his whole face. “He’s a man standing in a very expensive apartment he’s about to have to sublet. With one change of clothes in a go-bag by the door.”

I followed his glance. A sleek black duffel rested against the console table. He’d come here already prepared to leave everything behind.

“Then let’s get out of here,” I said.

We didn’t go to a hotel. Hotels were for affairs. Instead he took me to a small, family-run Italian place in the West Village where the tables wore red-checked cloths and the owner greeted him with a clap on the shoulder and a loud “Marco!” He ordered in fluent Italian, the accent soft and natural, nothing like the crisp, measured tone he used in boardrooms. We drank cheap Chianti from thick glass tumblers and shared a plate of spaghetti carbonara so rich it coated the tongue. He told me about studying in Milan, about the summer he tried to race bicycles professionally and wrecked his knee, about the old partner who recognized his head for numbers and pulled him into finance. Stories I’d never heard. Stories the controlled, impeccable Marcus Reed had kept locked away.

It was the most ordinary, most perfect evening I’d ever spent with anyone.

Afterwards, we walked. The spring night was cool against my skin, and he shrugged out of his suit jacket and draped it over my shoulders. The wool still held the heat of his body. We didn’t talk about the future, or the firm, or the money. We talked about nothing. We window-shopped. He pointed out the architecture of a building he loved, tracing the lines of the facade with one finger as if he could feel the stone from where we stood. I made him try a ridiculous flavored ice cream from a cart, the vendor laughing when Marcus took the first bite and immediately handed it back to me, shaking his head.

The normalcy was a bubble, fragile and precious. But it couldn’t block out reality forever. As we turned onto my street, the bubble began to thin.

“They’ll call,” he said, his voice quiet. “The partners. The press, eventually. There will be a statement from the firm.”

“What will it say?”

“That I left to pursue other opportunities. That the transition of my clients has been seamless. Standard corporate bullshit.” He squeezed my hand. “They won’t mention you. It’s in their interest to make this as clean as possible.”

We entered my building, the doorman nodding us through. In the elevator, the tension returned, a different kind now. Not the forbidden thrill of secrecy, but the vast, uncharted openness of what came next. He’d blown up his life. For me. The weight of that gift settled in my chest, heavy and real.

Inside my apartment, he finally looked out of place. Not the penthouse, but my space—the art I’d chosen, the bright colors, the comfortable clutter. He stood in the middle of the living room, his hands in his pockets, as if waiting for instructions.

I walked to him, took his hands, and drew them out. “No more clients,” I said. “No more fiduciary duty. No more rules.”

“No more rules,” he echoed, his voice husky.

I led him to my bedroom. It wasn’t the stark, dramatic stage of his apartment or the professional battleground of his office. It was just my room. The bed was unmade, a book open on the nightstand, a silk robe tossed over a chair.

He looked at it all, then at me, with a kind of reverence. “I’ve imagined this,” he admitted. “A thousand times. What your private space looked like. What you looked like in it.”

“And?”

“It’s better.” He reached for me, his touch different now. There was no urgency born of stolen time, no desperate edge of risk. His hands smoothed over my hips, up my sides, as if he had all the time in the world to learn my shape. He kissed me slowly, deeply, exploring my mouth with a tenderness that made my chest ache.

He undressed me piece by piece, kneeling to remove my shoes, lifting my shirt over my head, unhooking my bra with deliberate care. Each brush of his fingers was a promise. When I stood naked before him, he just looked, his gaze a warm, steady caress.

“My turn,” I whispered, and pushed his jacket from his shoulders. I undid his tie, pulled it slowly from his collar. I unbuttoned his shirt, my fingers tracing the hard planes of his chest, the dusting of dark hair. I freed him from his trousers and briefs, his cock springing out, already fully hard. I wrapped my hand around him, feeling him jump at my touch.

“Sienna…” It was a plea.

I pushed him gently back onto the bed. He went willingly, his eyes dark with anticipation. I straddled him, but instead of taking him inside me, I leaned down and kissed a trail down his chest, his stomach. I took him into my mouth.

He groaned, a deep, ragged sound, and his hands fisted in the sheets. I loved this power—the power to unravel him, to make the famously disciplined man come completely undone. I loved the taste of him, the salt and musk, the way his hips lifted off the bed as I took him deeper. I loved the broken litany of my name falling from his lips.

When I felt him nearing the edge, I released him, crawling back up his body to kiss him. He flipped us over in one smooth motion, pinning me beneath him.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled, his control fraying. “I need to feel you.”

“Then feel me,” I said, spreading my legs for him.

He positioned himself at my entrance, his gaze locked with mine. “This is different,” he said, his voice thick. “This isn’t a transgression. This is a choice.”

“I choose you,” I answered.

He pushed in, slowly, completely, the thick head of his cock stretching me open. There was no guilt, no fear of discovery, no ticking clock. There was just him, filling me, the hot, slick slide of his cock driving deep until his hips met mine. He buried his face in my neck, holding himself still, as if absorbing the sensation.

Then he began to move. It wasn’t the frantic, possessive pace of before. It was deep, rolling waves of motion, a claiming that was also a gift. His hands slid under me, cradling me, angling me to take him deeper. Our eyes stayed open, locked together. Every thrust was a vow, every sigh a confession.

The pleasure built not in a sharp, frantic crescendo, but in a warm, swelling tide. It felt less like falling and more like coming home. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer, meeting every stroke. My climax approached, a glowing, inevitable sunrise. He saw it on my face, felt it in the tightening of my body around him.

“Look at me,” he whispered. “I want to see you.”

I did. And as I shattered, as the waves of pleasure broke over me, I saw his own ecstasy reflected in his eyes, felt his rhythm stutter and break as he followed me over the edge. His cock pulsed deep inside me, thick and hot, his release flooding me with a groan that was my name.

He collapsed beside me, pulling me into his arms, our bodies slick and sated. We lay tangled together in the quiet dark, the only sound our slowing breaths.

After a long while, he spoke, his voice rough with emotion. “I don’t know what happens tomorrow.”

“I do,” I said, tracing the line of his jaw. “We have breakfast. We read the news. We figure it out. Together.”

He kissed my forehead. “Together.”



The news broke quietly, in the business section. Reed Leaves Ascendant Capital, Citing Personal Reasons. It was three paragraphs. It mentioned his distinguished career, his impeccable record. It did not mention me.

The silence from the firm was absolute. My new wealth manager, a polite, efficient woman named Vivian Cho, called to introduce herself. The transition, as Marcus predicted, was seamless. The money was safe. The world kept turning.

But other vultures circled. A week after his resignation, a tabloid ran a grainy, speculative piece: Widowed Heiress and Her Wealthy Advisor: Was It More Than Money? It used the gala photo. It hinted. It implied. But without confirmation, without a smoking gun, it died a quick death.

Marcus moved out of his apartment and into a temporary rental—a small, sunny loft in Brooklyn. It had books on the shelves that weren’t just for show, and a coffee maker that didn’t look like a spaceship. He started consulting, advising high-net-worth individuals on a freelance basis. The calls came, slowly at first, then more steadily. His reputation, it turned out, preceded him.

We didn’t hide. We had dinner at restaurants where we might be seen. We walked in the park holding hands. We were, for the first time, simply a couple. The power dynamic that had fueled us had shifted, evolved. He was no longer my advisor. I was no longer his client. We were partners. It was terrifying and ordinary and wonderful.

A month after the night he’d resigned, we were at his loft. I was cooking, something I was hilariously bad at, and he was leaning against the counter, sipping a glass of wine and laughing at my attempts.

“It’s supposed to be a sauté, not a sacrificial offering to the smoke alarm,” he teased.

I threw a dish towel at him. “You try, then.”

He took the pan from me, his hands guiding mine, showing me the motion. It was intimate in a way sex hadn’t been—this quiet, domestic tutoring. His body pressed against my back, his chin resting on my shoulder.

The doorbell rang.

We both froze. He wasn’t expecting anyone. I saw the old caution flash in his eyes, the ghost of the man who’d lived by risk assessment. Then he shook it off, kissed my temple, and went to answer it.

I heard the murmur of voices. A man’s voice, familiar. Then Marcus’s, cold and flat. “You shouldn’t be here.”

Curious, I wiped my hands and walked to the doorway.

Standing in the hall was Charles, the contesting relative from the estate. He was older, impeccably dressed, with a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. His gaze slid past Marcus and landed on me.

“Sienna,” he said, oozing false warmth. “I was hoping we could talk.”

Marcus moved to block his path. “She has nothing to say to you.”

“It’s about the estate,” Charles pressed. “About the… instability of your current situation.” His eyes flicked to Marcus, dripping with contempt. “A man who would abandon his professional ethics so readily is not a man to be trusted. The courts might take a dim view of your… association. When considering the competency clauses of the trust.”

The threat was clear, ugly. He was here to use Marcus’s resignation, our relationship, as a weapon to challenge my inheritance.

A cold fury settled in my gut. I stepped forward, placing a hand on Marcus’s arm. He was rigid with anger beside me.

“Charles,” I said, my voice cool and steady. “You can leave now.”

“You’re making a mistake, my dear. Letting sentiment cloud your judgment. This… man… is a liability. A scandal waiting to happen. Cut ties now, and I’m sure we can come to a reasonable, private arrangement regarding the family assets.”

It was a bribe. A threat wrapped in a bribe.

Marcus started to speak, but I squeezed his arm, silencing him. This was my fight. My money. My life.

“Let me be very clear,” I said, taking a step closer to Charles. “Marcus Reed is the only person who has ever been completely honest with me about my money. He walked away from his career to remove any shadow of a doubt about his integrity. You, on the other hand, have done nothing but circle like a shark since the day my husband died, looking for a way to take what isn’t yours.”

Charles’s smile tightened. “You’re emotional.”

“I’m decisive.” I crossed my arms. “And my decision is this: you will get nothing. Not a penny. And if you try to use my personal relationship as leverage in court, I will bury you in legal fees so deep you’ll wish you’d never heard the name Marsh. Now get out of my boyfriend’s home.”

The word hung in the air. Boyfriend. It was so simple, so civilian. Charles’s face flushed with anger. He looked at Marcus, as if for support, but found only a wall of cold, implacable resolve.

“You’ll regret this,” he spat, and turned on his heel.

Marcus closed the door behind him, locking it. He turned to me, his expression unreadable.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I shouldn’t have just… I didn’t mean to presume…”

He closed the distance between us in two strides, cupped my face in his hands, and kissed me. It was a kiss of fierce pride, of awe. When he pulled back, his eyes were shining.

“Boyfriend, huh?”

I shrugged, a smile tugging at my lips. “It seemed accurate.”

He laughed, a real, full-bodied sound I realized I’d never heard from him before. He picked me up, spinning me around in the small kitchen. “I like it,” he declared, setting me down. “I like it a lot.”

That night the sheets still carried the warmth of skin and breath. The confrontation had stripped something thin and brittle from between us, and what remained felt solid, shared.

He undressed me slowly, without the ticking clock that had haunted every other room we’d ever done this in. No assistant listening at a door. No compliance officer three floors down. No security footage he’d have to think about erasing by morning. He peeled my shirt over my head, unhooked my bra with unhurried fingers, and looked at me for a long moment before he spoke, voice rough. “I want to hear you tonight. All of it. However loud that gets.”

He lowered his mouth to my throat and worked lower with a patience that made my pulse kick against his lips. His palms mapped the curve of my waist, the dip of my spine, the backs of my knees. He tasted the salt at my hip, the soft give of my breast, the tender skin just above my knee.

He settled between my thighs and put his mouth on my pussy without asking, the way a man does when asking has long since stopped being the point. He ate me slow and deep, tongue circling my clit until my thighs shook, and I didn’t bite back a single sound—no thin walls to mind, no door down the hall, nothing left to hide from. I let myself be loud, hips rocking shamelessly against his mouth, and when the orgasm broke over me I said his name like a shout instead of a secret. Nobody came running. Nobody cared. It was the freest I had ever felt in my life.

When he finally pressed into me, thick and unhurried, the stretch pulled a low sound from my chest that had nothing to do with performance and everything to do with the fact that he was here, inside the life we had just chosen.

He didn’t rush what came next. His hips rolled into mine in a deep, unhurried rhythm, one hand laced through mine and pinned to the mattress, the other hooked behind my knee to draw me open wider beneath him. Every stroke of his cock dragged slow against the spot inside me that made my spine arch off the sheets, and every time I clenched around him he groaned my name like it cost him something to admit. “All those weeks of rules,” he said, forehead dropping to mine, hips never breaking rhythm, “and you undo me with just this.” I dragged my nails down his back and told him to stop holding anything back, and he answered by driving deeper, harder, the headboard knocking softly against the wall, the slow burn catching and flaring into something neither of us tried to control anymore. When my climax came it came in long, cresting waves, no need to muffle the cry that tore out of me, and he followed seconds later with a broken shout against my throat, his whole body shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside me, holding on like he never intended to let go.

Afterward, the room smelled of sweat and linen and the faint trace of his cologne. He propped himself on one elbow, the sheet sliding down his ribs. His thumb traced the shape of my lower lip.

“You were magnificent today,” he said.

“He threatened you. What you built.”

“He threatened us,” Marcus corrected. His voice stayed low, almost rough. “And you defended us. Not the money. Us.” He drew a slow breath, chest rising against my arm. “I spent my whole life building walls. Protocols. Defenses. I thought they were my strength.” A quiet laugh moved through him. “You just walk through them. You make a different kind of strength. One I didn’t know I needed.”

He reached for the nightstand, opened the drawer, and lifted out a small black velvet box. My breath caught.

He saw the look on my face and smiled, the corner of his mouth tilting. “It’s not a ring.” The lid lifted with a soft click. Inside lay a simple, elegant key. “It’s for here. This place is temporary. I’ve been looking at other buildings. Nothing like the penthouse. Something with windows that actually open. A terrace wide enough for the plants you’ll forget to water. A kitchen that isn’t just a row of polished stone.” He took the key out, pressed the cool metal into my palm, and folded my fingers around it. “Wherever we land, I want you to have a key. I want you to choose it with me. I want it to be ours.”

The key warmed against my skin. I looked at it, then at the man lying beside me—the one who had traded glass towers and careful distance for something messier and more alive.

“Yes,” I said.

The word came out steady, certain, the easiest answer I had ever given.
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