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HIS BOSS

BOOK 1

THE BOSS

The first look becomes the first permission.

Olivia Cross


CHAPTER 1 | BRING YOUR WIFE

EVAN

Adrian Vale could make a room feel late even at nine in the morning.

It was one of those things I had never found a clean way to explain to Claire. Adrian did not raise his voice, pound tables, or perform authority for people who already knew he had it. He simply sat at the end of the glass conference table, listened until everyone else had spent their best argument, and then spoke with the irritating calm of a man who expected the room to rearrange itself around his decision.

Most days, it did.

That Thursday, the senior commercial team had been reviewing fourth-quarter accounts for nearly an hour when he closed the folder in front of him.

"Saturday," he said. "Seven thirty. North Harbor Club. Partners and spouses are welcome."

A few people nodded. Somebody asked whether it was formal. Adrian glanced down the table.

"Dinner formal. Not funeral formal."

A small laugh moved through the room.

Then he looked at me.

"Bennett. Bring Claire."

It was the casualness that got me.

Not your wife. Not if she is free. Claire, as if he had heard her name often enough for it to belong naturally in his mouth.

I kept my face neutral. "I'll ask her."

His eyes stayed on me for half a beat. "Do that."

Then he was back to revenue forecasts, and everybody else moved with him.

The meeting ran another twenty minutes, and Adrian spent most of them doing what made him difficult to ignore: almost nothing theatrical.

A director tried to bury a weak number under three slides of explanation. Adrian let him finish, then tapped one figure with the end of his pen.

"What changed?"

The director started again.

"Not the history," Adrian said. "The variable."

One sentence, no raised voice, and the room tightened around the actual problem.

That was Vale. He did not need to remind anyone he founded the company. The building, the numbers, the people waiting for his answer did the reminding for him.

I had spent six years learning how to work under that kind of pressure without resenting it. Most days I even liked it. Adrian rewarded clarity, hated excuses, and could separate a bad result from a bad employee better than most executives I had known.

None of that explained why the phrase Bring Claire kept replaying while he questioned operations about a delayed implementation.

At the end of the meeting he stood, buttoned his jacket, and gathered exactly one page from the stack in front of him.

"Bennett."

I looked up.

"Yeah?"

"Saturday isn't a sales pitch. Don't spend the night working the room."

"I'll try to disappoint everyone equally."

His mouth almost smiled.

"Bring your wife. Eat dinner. Be human for two hours."

There it was again.

Not Claire this time.

Your wife.

A perfectly ordinary phrase that somehow made the first one louder.

"Understood."

Adrian nodded and walked out.

The conference room relaxed after the door closed, everyone exhaling without admitting they had been holding anything in.

I stayed seated an extra second, looking at the empty chair at the head of the table and wondering why I had suddenly pictured Claire sitting somewhere in the same room.

That was the first moment I should have recognized the problem.

I should have forgotten about it before lunch.

I did not.

At six fifteen, I found Claire barefoot in the kitchen, one hip against the counter, eating strawberries over the sink because she claimed plates were an insult to efficiency. She had been at the gym and then showered, and her copper-red hair was still damp at the ends, darker where it touched the shoulders of an old black tank top. Claire had the compact, athletic build of someone who genuinely liked training, not someone who merely tolerated it for photographs. Strong legs. Defined shoulders. A narrow waist. Confidence that had nothing to do with being watched.

Usually.

She looked over when I dropped my keys in the bowl.

"That face means either you lost a client or someone scheduled a meeting at five on Friday."

"Worse. Executive dinner Saturday."

"Devastating."

"Spouses invited."

She took another strawberry. "Still survivable."

I loosened my tie. "Vale told me to bring you."

The strawberry paused halfway to her mouth.

It lasted maybe a second.

I noticed anyway.

"Your boss?"

"Founder. CEO. Supreme commander of glass conference rooms."

"The Adrian Vale?"

"There are not several."

She smiled. "You say his full name enough that he sounds fictional."

"That is because I complain professionally."

"You admire him professionally."

I opened the refrigerator even though I was not hungry. "Those two conditions can coexist."

Claire watched me a moment longer. "What's he actually like?"

There it was. Simple question. Ordinary curiosity.

I gave her the safest version.

"Controlled. Smart. Annoyingly good at reading people."

"Good-looking?"

I turned with the water bottle still in my hand.

She laughed immediately. "Evan, I asked a question."

"I don't grade my boss."

"That means yes."

"It means I don't grade my boss."

"Tall?"

"Claire."

Her grin widened. "Interesting."

"What?"

"Nothing."

She passed me on the way out of the kitchen, close enough to brush her shoulder against mine. Maybe accidentally.

Maybe not.

I followed her upstairs because that was where I was going anyway, and because after ten years of marriage I still had a weakness for watching Claire climb stairs when she knew I was behind her.

She did know.

At the bedroom door she looked back.

"What kind of dinner?"

"Clients, leadership, a couple of investors, I think."

"So I should behave."

"That would be historic."

She opened the closet.

Claire's clothes were arranged with the ruthless organization of someone who could find a particular black heel in total darkness. She slid hangers aside. Navy. Black. Cream. A dark green dress I liked. Then she stopped at a fitted charcoal one I had seen only twice.

"This?"

"Maybe."

She turned. "Maybe?"

"It's nice."

"Nice is what you say about hotel towels."

She pulled out a second dress, deep red, knee-length, sharper at the waist, with sleeves that made it look executive until the fabric moved and reminded you exactly how it fit her.

She held one dress in each hand.

"Which one?"

"Charcoal."

Too fast.

Claire's eyebrow rose.

"Why?"

"You asked."

"I did. And you answered before I finished asking."

I took a drink of water.

She looked at the red dress, then at me.

"Is this too much for your boss?"

"It isn't about him."

"Of course not."

She put the charcoal dress back.

The red one stayed in her hand.

"Claire."

"What?"

"You are doing that thing."

"What thing?"

"Where you pretend you don't know exactly what you're doing."

Her smile changed. Smaller. Warmer.

"And what am I doing?"

I should have said choosing a dress.

Instead I looked at the fabric in her hand and imagined Adrian Vale turning from some investor in a dark suit and seeing my wife walk into his room.

The thought landed somewhere low and inconvenient. My cock hardened instantly against the fabric of my trousers, a violent, possessive surge of arousal hitting me just imagining his eyes on her.

Claire saw the delay.

That was the problem with being married to someone for ten years. Silence had subtitles.

She stepped closer and draped the red dress against her body.

"Do you think your boss will notice?"

I stared at her.

She stared back.

And for the first time in our marriage, Adrian Vale was standing invisibly between us.


CHAPTER 2 | THE DRESS

CLAIRE

I chose the red dress because Evan told me not to without actually telling me not to.

That was the truth I admitted to myself Saturday afternoon while standing in front of our bedroom mirror wearing only a bra and the expression of a woman pretending she had not spent two days thinking about a stranger.

Not a stranger exactly.

My husband's boss.

That distinction had acquired an unreasonable amount of electricity.

I knew Adrian Vale the way spouses know important people from work. Through fragments. Vale said this. Vale rejected that. Vale closed the account himself. Vale remembered a junior analyst's name. Vale flew to Chicago and came back before lunch. Vale made a room go silent without asking.

For years he had been a surname attached to Evan's professional weather.

Then he had said my name in a meeting.

Bring Claire.

Now he had a face in my imagination, although the face was mostly invented.

I stepped into the red dress and pulled the zipper halfway before calling toward the bathroom.

"Help."

Evan appeared in the doorway with shaving cream along one jaw.

"This feels like a trap."

"Zip me."

He wiped his hand on a towel and came behind me.

His knuckles brushed the center of my back as he found the zipper. I watched his face in the mirror again.

He was trying not to watch the dress close around me.

That made me watch him harder.

"Too tight?" I asked.

"No."

"Too red?"

"Is red measured that way?"

"Everything is measured when your husband becomes weird about a corporate dinner."

His eyes lifted to mine in the mirror again.

"I'm not weird."

"You practically tackled the charcoal dress Thursday."

"I said it looked good."

"You said it in the tone people use while defusing bombs."

He finished the zipper and let his fingertips rest at the top for a second.

I turned.

The dress was not obscene. That was what made it better. High enough at the neckline to belong at a serious dinner. Fitted enough through the waist and hips to make seriousness negotiable. The skirt ended just above my knees. With black heels, small gold earrings, and my hair loose, it looked intentional.

I wanted intentional.

Evan looked from my face down to my shoes and back.

"You look incredible."

"There. That's better than nice."

He smiled despite himself.

I stepped closer and straightened his collar, although it did not need straightening.

"Tell me something."

"Dangerous opening."

"If he looks at me tonight, are you going to hate it?"

His expression changed so subtly another person might have missed it.

I did not.

"Why would he look at you?"

I laughed. "Coward."

"That's not an answer."

"Neither was yours."

I smoothed the front of his jacket. "You told me he's observant. Maybe he'll observe."

"Claire."

"Evan."

His hand closed around my waist.

The pressure was not rough. It was familiar. Possessive in the private, married way I liked because I knew every inch of the man doing it.

"You're enjoying this too much."

"I haven't even met him."

"Exactly."

I kissed him once, slow enough to transfer a trace of lipstick before pulling back.

"Then imagine how annoying I'll be afterward."

I changed my mind about my hair three times.

That was how I knew the dinner had gotten inside my head before we even left.

Up was too formal. Straight felt like I was trying to look younger than thirty-five. I finally left the copper waves loose, brushed smooth over my shoulders, and stood under the bathroom lights studying the whole effect with more suspicion than vanity.

The woman in the mirror looked like me.

That should have been reassuring.

Instead I wondered what a man who had never seen me before would notice first.

The thought embarrassed me enough that I reached for the hair clip again.

Evan caught my wrist lightly.

"Leave it."

I looked at him in the mirror again.

"Why?"

"Because you like it down."

"You like it down."

"Both can be true."

His tie was still untied around his neck. I turned and took the ends from him.

"You know what is annoying?"

"The list is long."

"I've spent an unreasonable amount of time thinking about someone I've never met."

Evan watched my hands knot his tie.

"That someone being my boss."

"See? Even saying that changes the sentence."

"It shouldn't."

"It does."

I tightened the knot and flattened his collar.

Evan's eyes stayed on my face.

"What do you think is going to happen tonight?"

The question was serious enough that I stopped playing with the tie.

"Nothing. Dinner. Work people. You being nervous about quarterly numbers even though nobody asked."

"And Vale?"

I smiled despite myself.

"Maybe he'll look at me."

"You say that very casually."

"Would you rather I pretend I haven't thought about it?"

He considered.

"No."

"Good answer."

I put my palms flat against his chest.

"What do you think is going to happen?"

Evan looked at the red dress again.

"He's going to notice you."

There was no joking in his voice now.

The certainty made my stomach flutter.

"And then?"

"Then I'll probably notice him noticing you."

"And then?"

His hands settled on my hips.

"Then you'll notice me noticing him noticing you, because apparently we're twelve years old."

I laughed.

"Ten years married and this is how we keep it fresh."

"By introducing my CEO into the pre-dinner conversation?"

"Into the conversation. Don't get ambitious."

He smiled, but the tension remained.

I liked it more than I expected.

Not because I wanted him insecure.

Because after years of knowing each other's habits, stories, preferences, and predictable jokes, we had found a subject neither of us knew how to handle cleanly.

That uncertainty felt alive.

I kissed him once more before checking my lipstick.

"One rule," I said.

"Already?"

"If you're genuinely uncomfortable tonight, tell me. Don't do the husband thing where you pretend you're fine and become weird three hours later."

"That's not a husband thing."

"It is very specifically an Evan thing."

"Fine. Same rule for you."

"Agreed."

He offered me his hand.

"Ready?"

I looked at the red dress one final time in the mirror again.

"No."

Evan laughed.

I took his hand anyway.

In the car I behaved.

Mostly.

I kept my hand on Evan's thigh at red lights. I asked harmless questions about who would be there. I pretended not to notice that he checked me in the side window when he thought I was looking at my phone.

North Harbor Club sat above the water in a sweep of glass and pale stone. Valets. Low lighting. The kind of lobby that smelled faintly of cedar and money.

The moment we stepped inside, Evan changed.

Not dramatically. Shoulders a little straighter. Attention widening. Work version of my husband sliding into place.

I liked watching it.

Then I saw the room beyond the open doors and realized I was searching for one man before I had consciously decided to.

I hated that Evan noticed.

"Looking for someone?" he asked.

"The bar."

"The bar is on the left."

"Then I'm terrible at this."

He gave me a look.

I smiled and hooked my arm through his.

Inside, conversations layered over soft piano and the clink of glassware. Evan pointed out people under his breath. Chief operating officer. Investor. Client. Client's husband. Someone from legal.

Then a small group shifted near the windows.

And there he was.

Adrian Vale was taller than I expected.

That was my first thought, embarrassingly simple and completely physical.

The second was that Evan had undersold everything else.

Dark suit. White shirt. No tie pin, no showy pocket square, nothing trying to pull attention. Broad shoulders without the gym-influencer inflation I had been prepared to mock. A face that looked better when serious. Dark hair touched with gray at the temples. A watch that was probably expensive because it did not need to tell me it was expensive.

He listened to the man speaking beside him without looking bored.

Then his eyes moved.

Found Evan.

Found me.

And stopped.

Not long.

Not rudely.

Just long enough to make every decision I had made in front of the mirror feel suddenly visible.

Evan's arm tightened slightly under mine.

I did not look at him.

Adrian excused himself from the group and came toward us.

The strange part was that people seemed to create space without realizing they were doing it.

Evan leaned close enough for only me to hear.

"Still think I was being weird about the dress?"

I watched Adrian cross the room.

"Ask me in thirty seconds."


CHAPTER 3 | THE HANDSHAKE

CLAIRE

Adrian shook Evan's hand first.

That mattered more than it should have.

"Bennett. Glad you made it."

"Wouldn't miss it. Adrian, this is Claire."

As if he needed the introduction.

Adrian turned to me.

"Claire."

My name sounded different in his voice than it did in Evan's. Not better. That would have been too easy and too disloyal to the decade of history carried inside my husband's voice.

Different.

Lower. Precise.

I put out my hand.

His palm was warm and large enough that I noticed the difference immediately. Not because he squeezed. He did not. The handshake was controlled, professional, exactly the pressure it should have been.

Which left me no good reason to notice his hand at all.

I noticed anyway.

"It's nice to finally meet you," I said.

"Finally?"

"I hear your name often."

The corner of his mouth moved.

"I hope not always in anger."

"Only on weekdays."

Evan made a sound that was almost a laugh.

Adrian's eyes came back to mine.

"Then I'll try to improve my weekend reputation."

There was nothing openly flirtatious in the sentence.

My body behaved as if there had been.

He released my hand.

For one ridiculous beat, I felt the absence.

"You chose well," he told Evan.

Evan glanced at me. "I know."

The answer came so fast and so firmly that warmth moved through my chest.

Adrian nodded once, as if that answer had been correct.

Then someone called his name, and he excused himself with the same economy he seemed to do everything else.

I waited until he was several steps away before turning to Evan.

"You absolutely undersold him."

Evan nearly inhaled his drink.

"Claire."

"What? You did."

"I told you he was tall."

"You did not. I asked and you changed the subject."

"Because I did not think I would need to provide dimensions."

"You said you don't grade your boss."

"I regret ever speaking to you."

I laughed and took his arm again.

The rest of the first hour should have diluted the moment.

It did the opposite.

Adrian was good with people without appearing hungry for them. He remembered spouses' names. Asked one investor's husband about a gallery opening mentioned months earlier. Thanked a server quietly after she replaced a glass. When he spoke to a group, he did not dominate by volume. He made people lean in.

That was what I kept noticing.

Space.

How much of it he seemed to own.

How little he wasted.

And because my brain had apparently decided to become an enemy, I began noticing smaller things. The movement of his wrist when he checked his watch. The way his jacket pulled slightly across his shoulders when he reached for a chair. The fact that he held eye contact instead of scattering attention around the room looking for someone more useful.

I became aware of myself in response.

My posture. My hair against my back. The hem of the red dress when I crossed my legs. The weight of Evan's hand at the base of my spine.

The cocktail hour gave me too many chances to observe him without admitting I was observing him.

That was the danger of a room full of people.

Privacy was impossible, but looking was easy.

I watched Adrian speak to an older investor near the bar. The investor interrupted him twice. Adrian did not react beyond a slight pause, then resumed at exactly the same volume. A server nearly clipped his shoulder with a tray and apologized. Adrian stepped aside and thanked her as if he had caused the inconvenience.

Little things.

None sexual.

All of them building a picture I found inconveniently attractive.

"You're doing it again," Evan murmured.

I looked at him. "Doing what?"

"Studying."

"I'm socializing."

"You haven't spoken for thirty seconds."

"Some of us listen."

Evan took a sip of his drink.

"What are you listening to from twenty feet away?"

I fought a smile.

"Body language."

"Of course."

"You're jealous."

"I'm observant."

"Your boss owns that word now."

His eyes narrowed.

I touched his lapel.

"Hey."

The humor left my voice enough for him to look at me properly.

"I'm here with you."

"I know."

"And I'm enjoying you watching me be curious."

That surprised him.

It surprised me too, but once said, the truth felt obvious.

"Why?" he asked.

"I don't know yet."

"Convenient answer."

"Honest one."

He glanced toward Adrian, then back.

"He is looking again."

My heart jumped.

I did not turn immediately.

That restraint became a small game I had not planned to play.

"Now?"

"Yes."

"At me?"

"You know the answer."

I let two seconds pass before turning my head.

Adrian was speaking to someone else, but his attention had indeed been in our direction. He shifted his gaze before mine reached him.

I smiled.

Evan saw the smile.

"This is going to be a long night."

"You invited me."

"Technically he invited you."

The words sent another quick current through me.

I looked at my husband.

He had felt it too.

Neither of us commented.

Instead I took his drink from his hand, tasted it, grimaced, and gave it back.

"Still terrible."

"It's whiskey."

"Exactly."

"Vale drinks the same thing."

I paused.

Evan smiled despite himself.

"See?"

"That was cheap."

"And effective."

I nudged his shoulder.

"You're learning."

"God help me."

A photographer asked us to stand near the windows for a company picture. Evan put his hand at my waist. I leaned into him automatically. When the flash went off, I saw Adrian over the photographer's shoulder.

He was not looking at the camera.

He was looking at Evan's hand on me.

Then at my face.

For one quiet beat, the attention felt less like admiration and more like information gathering.

That should have unsettled me.

Instead it made me more aware of Evan's palm through the red fabric.

I covered his hand with mine.

The photographer took another picture.

This time I smiled for entirely different reasons.

At one point I caught my reflection in a dark window and saw the three of us at different depths in the glass.

Me in red.

Evan beside me.

Adrian ten feet behind us in conversation.

His eyes lifted in the reflection.

Straight to mine.

I did not turn around.

Neither did he.

The contact existed only in the glass for maybe two seconds.

Then I looked away first.

My pulse behaved as if I had done something worse.

"What?" Evan asked.

"Nothing."

"You're terrible at nothing."

"I saw someone I thought I knew."

He looked behind us.

I caught his wrist before he could turn fully.

"Don't."

He looked at my hand on him, then at my face.

The realization arrived slowly.

"Was he looking at you?"

"Keep smiling."

"Claire."

"You're at your boss's dinner. Smile."

He smiled.

It was a dangerous smile because I knew my husband well enough to recognize when curiosity had started fighting jealousy and neither side had a clear advantage.

"You like this," he murmured.

"I like bothering you."

"That's not what I said."

A server approached and saved me from answering.

Later, when everyone began moving toward the dining room, Adrian stood near the doors greeting people as they entered.

When we reached him, he looked at Evan.

"Table six."

Then at me.

"Claire, the red was a good decision."

My steps almost slowed.

It was the first direct acknowledgment that he had noticed more than my name.

Evan heard it.

Of course he heard it.

"Thank you," I said.

Adrian moved to greet the couple behind us.

I walked beside Evan toward table six.

Neither of us spoke until we were almost seated.

Then Evan leaned close.

"You asked if he'd notice."

I looked across the room at Adrian, then back at my husband.

"I guess we have our answer."


CHAPTER 4 | ACROSS THE TABLE

EVAN

Watching another man look at your wife sounds simpler than it is.

You imagine one clean emotion.

Anger, maybe.

Possession.

A hard territorial line drawn through the middle of the room.

What I got instead was a crowded committee meeting in my head.

One part of me wanted Adrian Vale to stop looking at Claire.

Another part wanted to know if Claire would notice when he did.

A third, apparently run by an idiot, wanted him to do it again so I could watch her notice.

Table six did not help.

Claire sat on my right. Adrian sat two places beyond her across the curve of the round table, close enough for ordinary conversation, far enough that any attention crossing between them had to travel through other people.

Dinner began normally.

That was almost worse.

Client story. Market story. Someone complained about interest rates. Claire spoke with a woman from legal about running shoes. Adrian asked a question about a new account and listened to my answer without any trace of the man who had just told my wife her dress was a good decision.

I started to relax.

Then the CFO said something that made the table laugh.

Claire laughed too, head tipping back slightly, copper hair sliding over one shoulder.

Adrian looked at her.

Not at the person speaking.

At her.

I saw it because I had stopped pretending I wasn't watching for it.

His gaze dropped for a fraction of a second, not crudely, just enough to register the red dress again before returning to her face.

Claire was still smiling when she caught him.

Her smile changed.

Small change. Tiny.

But I knew every version of that mouth.

She looked down at her glass.

My stomach tightened.

Then, beneath the table, her knee touched mine.

I looked at her.

She kept her attention on the woman speaking beside her, but the pressure of her knee stayed there.

A private contact.

A message without language.

I know you saw.

Maybe I imagined the meaning.

Then Claire slid her hand onto my thigh beneath the tablecloth.

No.

I had not imagined it.

She kept talking as if nothing had changed.

Her fingers rested just above my knee. Warm. Still.

Across the table, Adrian answered a question from an investor.

I could not have repeated a word of his answer.

Claire's thumb moved once against my pants.

I turned my head toward her.

She did not look at me.

Instead, she reached for her water with her free hand and glanced across the table.

Adrian's eyes met hers.

And my wife's thumb moved again. Her fingers didn't just rest there. They moved higher, finding the hard ridge of my cock straining against my trousers. She squeezed, slowly, deliberately. I swallowed hard, my jaw clenching.

That was the moment the night became something else.

Not because anything happened.

Because Claire knew exactly what was happening to me and chose not to stop it.

I leaned close to her ear.

"You're playing with fire."

Her eyes stayed forward.

Her eyes stayed forward, but she whispered back, her voice dripping with lust. "He's looking at your wife, baby. And your cock is throbbing in my hand. Confess... you love knowing he wants to fuck me."

A low groan vibrated in my chest. I sat back, trapped between the corporate reality of table six and the filthy game happening underneath it.

"At a corporate dinner? That sounds unprofessional."

"Claire."

"Smile."

I almost laughed because she had used my own discomfort against me twice in one night.

She finally looked at me.

Her pupils seemed darker in the low light.

"You're watching him more than I am," she whispered.

That landed hard because it was true.

I sat back.

Adrian was speaking again, one hand around the stem of his water glass. Calm. Controlled. Entirely unaware, or expertly pretending to be unaware, that my marriage had developed a secret rhythm two seats away.

Claire removed her hand from my thigh.

The loss of it annoyed me instantly.

Ten minutes later Adrian stood to make a short toast.

He did not use notes.

He thanked clients. Thanked staff. Said something about building durable things in a market that rewarded noise. His voice carried without effort.

While everyone else watched him, I watched Claire.

She listened with her chin lifted, a faint smile at the edge of her mouth.

Then she glanced at me.

Caught me watching her watch him.

And did not look away.

Something hot and complicated moved through me.

Adrian finished. Applause rose around us.

Claire leaned close.

"You okay?"

It was quiet and real, not theatrical.

"Yes."

"Good."

The word should have ended it.

Instead she added, almost under her breath, "Because I'm having fun."

I stared at her.

She lifted her glass.

Across the table, Adrian's gaze passed over us.

Maybe he saw nothing.

Maybe he saw everything.

On the drive home, Claire lasted exactly four minutes before turning down the music.

Streetlights moved over her face in alternating bands of gold and shadow.

"So," she said.

I kept my eyes on the road.

"So."

"Was he looking at me?"

I tightened my hands on the steering wheel.

Claire waited.

I could hear the smile in her silence.

"You know he was."

"I want to hear you say it."

I looked over.

She was watching me, not teasing now. Not entirely.

Curious.

Affected.

Maybe even a little nervous about how much she wanted the answer.

"Yes," I said. "He was looking at you."

Claire turned toward the windshield again.

Her smile disappeared slowly.

Not because she was unhappy.

Because the truth had landed.

And when she crossed her legs, the movement was deliberate enough to tell me Saturday night was nowhere near over.


CHAPTER 5 | TELL ME

CLAIRE

The first thing I did when we got home was take off my heels.

The second was realize Evan had not stopped watching me since the car.

I left the shoes beside the stairs and walked barefoot into the kitchen for water. The house was dark except for the light over the stove. After the club, the quiet felt intimate, almost conspiratorial. My ears still held fragments of conversation and piano and silverware against plates. My skin still remembered being looked at—the heat of Adrian Vale's gaze lingering like a physical touch.

That last part was harder to admit.

Evan leaned against the doorway while I drank.

"You are staring."

"So was he."

I lowered the glass.

There it was.

Adrian's name had not been spoken yet, but his presence arrived anyway, heavy and thick in the air between us.

I set the glass down carefully. "You keep saying that."

"Twice."

"You counted?"

"I noticed."

"You noticed everything tonight."

"So did you."

I turned to face him.

His tie was loose now. Jacket gone. Top button open. He looked less like the senior executive who had spent the evening managing clients and more like my husband at midnight, tired and alert at the same time.

"What exactly do you want me to say?"

He did not answer immediately.

That made my pulse pick up, a frantic rhythm in my chest.

"Tell me what you noticed," he said.

I smiled because I was suddenly nervous and did not want him to know.

"About the dinner? The salmon was overcooked."

"Claire."

"The pianist had a weird arrangement of 'Dreams.'"

"Claire."

"The legal director's husband definitely hates everyone there."

Evan pushed off the doorway and came closer.

"Tell me."

Two words.

No anger.

That was what made them dangerous.

I folded my arms. "He is tall."

Evan shifted once, and the front of his trousers pulled tighter before he could hide the reaction.

"You already knew that."

"I knew it intellectually. That's different from standing next to someone. Seeing the way he fills a room."

"What else?"

I looked down at his shirt, then back up.

"His hands."

The admission surprised both of us.

Evan's expression sharpened.

"His hands?"

"The handshake. They were... noticeable. Large. Capable. Powerful."

"Noticeable."

"Don't make me regret being honest."

"I'm not."

"You are repeating everything like a prosecutor."

He stepped closer until the space between us was small enough for me to feel the heat radiating from his body.

"What else?"

I inhaled slowly.

The game was changing. I could feel it happening while neither of us named it—the shift from corporate curiosity to something primal.

"His voice," I said.

Evan's eyes stayed on mine, dark and unreadable.

"The way people listen when he speaks. The absolute authority he carries without having to raise it."

"Power."

"Maybe."

"You like that?"

I started to deny it.

Then I remembered his face across the table when he had caught me watching Adrian. The jealousy in it. The fascination underneath.

I chose the truth because the truth was clearly doing something to us.

"Tonight I did."

Evan exhaled through his nose, a sharp, heavy sound.

I touched the loosened end of his tie.

"There," I murmured. "That."

"What?"

"Your face when I say something you don't think you want to hear."

"You think I don't want to hear it?"

I pulled gently on the tie until he came half a step closer.

"I think you have no idea what you want to hear. I think you're starving for it."

His hand found my waist.

The contact felt different from before the dinner because we were no longer pretending the night had been ordinary.

"Did you like him looking at you?" he asked.

I could have softened it.

I could have said it was flattering. Harmless. Just attention.

Instead I thought of Adrian's eyes in the dark glass. The red dress comment. That fraction of a second across the dinner table where he saw me through the social noise.

"Yes."

Evan's fingers tightened slightly at my waist, digging into my skin.

My breath caught.

There it was again.

I knew him well enough to recognize arousal even when it arrived tangled with discomfort.

The discovery did something unexpected to me. It gave me courage.

"You liked watching him look at me."

"That's not what we're talking about."

"It is now."

"Claire."

I slid both hands up his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath the cotton.

"Tell me I'm wrong."

He stared at me.

I waited.

The silence stretched, charged with everything we hadn't said.

"You are incredibly annoying," he said.

I laughed softly. "Not a denial."

He kissed me, and the memory of Adrian stopped being a neat story I could retell and turned into something Evan could pull out of me with touch.

I caught the front of his shirt, pulled him toward the bedroom, and dragged him down onto the mattress with me. I stayed on top, straddling his hips, feeling the heavy heat of his arousal through my red dress.

I did not waste time. My hands went straight to his belt, the metal cold against my hot fingers. Evan lay still for one second, arms spread on the mattress, chin lifted, looking at me like a man watching a fire he had helped start.

"You really want to do this," he said.

It was not a question.

"I want you to listen."

My voice came out low and rough. I lowered his zipper slowly and felt his hips rise a fraction against my hand. I could feel how hard he was through the fabric, and my smile came slowly.

"Say it," he said.

"Adrian."

The name landed between us like a physical blow. Evan did not move. His eyes darkened, not with anger, but with the deeper mix I had started to recognize. Jealousy. Desire. Both.

I leaned over him, my red hair falling around his face like a copper curtain.

"When I close my eyes, I think about you watching me. And I think about him. Both of you. You have no idea what that does to me. How wet I am just thinking about his hands on my waist while you're standing right there."

Evan breathed out slowly. His hands slid from my waist to my back, under my dress, his full palms against bare skin. I shivered. I was still dressed and somehow felt exposed.

"You're a slut," he said, his voice lower than usual.

"Your slut."

"My dirty wife."

"Yours. Always yours. Just dirty for you."

He turned me over in one firm movement. Suddenly I was on my back, hair spread across the mattress, chest rising too fast. Evan stayed above me, knees between mine, and pulled my dress up without ceremony.

I raised my arms to help. The dress disappeared. The bra followed, and my laugh died when his mouth closed over my nipple.

He sucked hard and slow, his tongue swirling around the peak until it was throbbing. My back arched. My fingers buried themselves in his hair.

"Fuck. Evan."

He lifted his head and looked straight at me, his eyes burning.

"Say his name."

"Adrian."

"Tell me what you're thinking."

I drew a breath, my body humming with electricity.

"I think about you fucking me. And I think about him watching. I think about both of you wanting me at the same time. I think about you knowing another man's name made me wet."

A low sound came from Evan's chest. His hips moved against me and I felt exactly how hard he was.

I put my hand over him through the fabric, squeezed slowly, then stroked him once, twice.

"Feel that?"

"Yeah."

"Feel what happens when I say his name? How your cock throbs for me?"

"Claire..."

"Tell me what you feel."

"Like I want to fuck you until you forget his name. Until you only know mine."

"But I don't want to forget."

His eyes opened.

"Then say it again."

"Adrian."

He pulled at my panties. I lifted my hips and helped him strip the rest away until I was naked beneath him, exposed and aching.

He stopped and looked.

"Fuck," he said quietly. "You're too beautiful to be this dirty."

I opened my legs wider, exposing my dripping pussy to him, the slick heat shimmering in the dim light.

"Then fuck me like I am."

His hand went between my thighs. Two fingers slid through how wet I was, sinking deep into my slick cunt, and I watched his face change when he felt it. His fingers found my clit and circled slowly, ruthlessly. My hips pushed into his hand, desperate for the friction.

"Why are you this wet?"

"Because I was thinking about you."

"And?"

"Him. You watching me think about him. You liking it. You getting hard because your boss wants me."

"I do."

"I know you do."

He withdrew his hand and moved between my thighs. His thick cock pressed against me, hot and slick with my own wetness. He rubbed the swollen head against my clit once, twice, and I moaned, my head tossing back.

"Say his name."

"Adrian."

Then he pushed inside me.

One deep, ruthless movement. I cried out and dug my nails into his back, feeling the massive girth of him stretching my tight hole completely open. It was too much and not enough.

"That's it," I gasped. "That's it."

Evan started slowly, full strokes that made the bed shift beneath us. The sound of our flesh slapping together filled the quiet room, loud and obscene. My body moved with every thrust, my cunt clenching around his thick dick. One hand gripped the sheet. The other held his shoulder.

"Talk," he said, sweat beading on his forehead as he drove into my wet slit.

"Adrian watching you fuck me."

"And?"

"Watching you stretch my cunt like this. Watching me moan your name while I think about his big cock filling me up. Thinking about how it would feel to have both of you."

Evan sped up, his breathing going ragged as he pounded my pussy mercilessly. The wet, heavy smacks of his hips driving against my ass filled the room.

"You like this."

"Yes."

"You like knowing I know."

"I like knowing you like it. I like being your dirty secret."

"I like it." He drove deeper, bottoming out inside me with a wet smack. "I like fucking your wet cunt while you're thinking about him. While you're picturing his hands on you."

I reached between us and touched my own clit, rubbing my slick juices over the swollen nub. I wanted all of it. I wanted the sensation to last.

"My slut," Evan said, and somehow the word sounded filthy and affectionate at the same time.

"Your married slut."

"Thinking about another man's dick inside you."

"Coming for you."

He leaned close, his mouth at my ear, the heat of his breath sending shivers down my spine as his hard cock ruthlessly pounded my slit.

"Come for me."

"Say it again."

"Come for me, my slut," he growled, his hips snapping against mine with bruising force. "Tell me you want his cock stretching you out while I watch!"

"I want it!" I screamed, losing my mind. "I want your boss's massive cock splitting me wide open! I want to take every inch of him while you watch your wife get wrecked!"

"Come for me, my slut."

"Tell me I'm yours."

"You're mine."

"Tell me you like me thinking about him."

"I like it." His voice was breaking now. "I like you thinking about him. I like you telling me. I like fucking you while you're thinking about both of us. Now come. Come for me."

That did it.

The orgasm rose hard and fast, a violent surge of pleasure. Heat spread from my center into my legs and stomach. My whole body locked for a second, my cunt clamping down tight on his cock, then broke into spasms that pulled loud sounds out of me.

Evan kept moving through it, burying his length inside my pulsing walls. Three more thrusts, maybe four, his face against my neck, his breathing hot and uneven. Then his body went rigid.

He came deep inside me with my name rough in his throat, his cock pulsing with hot cum while his body shook over mine.

For a while neither of us moved.

The room smelled like sex and warm skin. The bed was destroyed, the sheet twisted, a pillow on the floor. I had no idea where my dress had gone.

Evan rolled to his side and pulled me with him, one arm under my neck.

"So," he said after he caught his breath. "Adrian."

I laughed, tired and satisfied.

"Adrian."

"You're going to make me insane."

"I know."

He kissed my forehead, slow and calm, completely different from everything that had just happened.

"You're mine," he said quietly.

"I'm yours."

Adrian's name still hung in the room, but it had no weight. It was fantasy. A game. The marriage was still there, whole and sweaty and satisfied in the bed.

For several minutes we stayed close without speaking, skin cooling, breathing evening out, the adrenaline of confession settling into something quieter.

I reached for his hand and threaded our fingers together.

"That was different," I said.

"A little."

"Liar."

"A lot."

I smiled into the dark.

"Because of him?"

Evan was quiet long enough that I turned my head.

"Because of us talking about him," he said. "There's a difference."

I thought about that.

He was right.

Adrian had not entered our bed.

The truth had.

And we had discovered we liked what honesty did once it got there.

Nothing about it felt like Adrian had replaced Evan.

The opposite.

The stranger at the dinner had become a match we were striking inside our own marriage.

Later, after the room had gone quiet again, my head rested on Evan's chest while I traced an absent line across his ribs.

"Are you jealous?"

He considered lying.

I felt it in the pause.

"A little."

"Did you hate it?"

"No."

I lifted my head.

"Did you like it?"

He looked at me.

"A little."

I smiled.

"That sounds inconvenient."

"Extremely."

I rested my chin on his chest.

"What if he looks again?"

Evan's hand moved slowly through my hair.

"I assume you'll notice."

"That wasn't what I asked."

"I know."

I waited.

He looked toward the dark ceiling, then back at me.

"I don't know yet."

The answer should have cooled the moment.

Instead it gave the fantasy somewhere to go.

I kissed his chest once and settled against him.

"Good," I whispered.

"Why good?"

I closed my eyes.

"Because I don't know either."


CHAPTER 6 | MONDAY

EVAN

Monday morning Adrian asked whether Claire enjoyed the dinner.

That was all.

He did it while reviewing a pipeline report, eyes on a spreadsheet, voice neutral enough to belong in an elevator.

"Claire enjoy Saturday?"

My entire nervous system betrayed me.

Not visibly, I hoped.

"She did."

Adrian clicked to the next tab.

"Good. She fits a room well."

I stared at him.

He kept reading.

The phrase could mean a dozen harmless things. Socially comfortable. Smart. Good with people. Appropriate for events.

My brain selected the least harmless interpretation and framed it in red.

"She had a good time," I said.

Adrian nodded once.

Then, because apparently the universe enjoyed this, he looked up.

"So did you."

It was not a question.

I could not tell whether he meant the dinner, the clients, Claire, or nothing at all.

"It was a good event."

"It was."

He moved on.

That was Adrian's advantage. He could leave a sentence on the table and continue working while other people wasted twenty minutes deciding whether it had been loaded.

I wasted thirty.

Before the forecast meeting I texted Claire.

He asked if you enjoyed Saturday.

Three dots appeared almost immediately.

What did you say?

That you did.

Good husband.

I stared at the screen.

Then another message.

Did he ask anything else?

I typed no.

Deleted it.

Typed: Said you fit a room well.

The typing indicator appeared, vanished, returned.

What does that mean?

You tell me.

A full minute passed.

Then:

Sounds like your boss noticed me.

I put the phone face down on my desk.

Two seconds later it vibrated.

You made that face, didn't you?

I did not answer.

She sent a laughing emoji.

At ten thirty, I had to present the revised forecast to Adrian and two other directors.

I had done versions of that meeting dozens of times.

Numbers on a screen. Questions. Assumptions challenged. A discussion about whether one account belonged in commit or best case.

That morning, I became painfully aware of everything Adrian did with his hands.

It was ridiculous.

He turned a pen once between his fingers while listening to the finance director. Tapped the cap against the table when a number did not reconcile. Folded his hands when he asked me to defend a margin assumption.

I heard Claire's voice from Saturday night.

His hands.

I hated my own brain.

"Bennett?"

I looked up.

Adrian's eyes were on me.

"Sorry. Say that again?"

The finance director glanced over.

Adrian did not embarrass me.

"I asked whether the renewal date is confirmed."

"Yes. October nineteenth. Procurement confirmed Friday."

"Good."

He made a note.

Normal.

I forced myself back into the work and stayed there for the rest of the presentation.

When the meeting ended, the finance director left first. The other executive followed after asking me for a copy of the model.

Adrian remained seated.

"You all right?"

My stomach tightened.

"Yeah. Why?"

"You missed a question. You don't usually miss questions."

Of course he noticed.

"Bad sleep."

"Weekend catch up with you?"

There were two possible meanings in that sentence, and I resented both.

"Something like that."

Adrian nodded.

No smile. No secret acknowledgment. He closed the laptop.

"Take lunch. You're more useful after food."

I almost laughed.

"Yes, boss."

The words left before I considered them.

Adrian glanced up.

A tiny pause.

Then: "That's usually how this works."

I carried my laptop out of the room and did not breathe normally until the glass door closed behind me.

At my desk I texted Claire.

You have ruined meetings for me.

She answered immediately.

Me? What did innocent me do?

Hands.

Three dots.

Then:

His?

I put my phone down and stared at the ceiling.

Another vibration.

That is hilarious.

Then another.

Also I am sorry. Mostly.

I typed:

You are not sorry.

Her reply:

Correct.

I should have been annoyed.

Instead I smiled at my desk like an idiot.

That was when I understood something useful and dangerous: the fantasy could follow me into work without Adrian doing anything at all.

Claire had become the person carrying it there.

A phrase from her. A remembered look. A joke about his hands.

The marriage was contaminating the office more effectively than the office had contaminated the marriage.

The rest of the day was aggressively normal.

Forecast call. Client escalation. Pricing approval. Adrian rejected a proposal because the margin was stupid, approved another because the strategic value outweighed the first-year return, and asked me to lead a meeting Thursday.

Nothing changed professionally.

That should have been reassuring.

Instead his composure made Saturday dirtier in retrospect.

By five forty, most of the office had emptied. I was packing my laptop when Adrian walked past my open door with his jacket over one arm.

He stopped.

"Bennett."

"Yeah?"

"Good work on the Mercer account."

"Thanks."

He glanced toward my desk, where my phone had just lit with Claire's name.

He could not have read the message from that distance.

Still, I turned the screen over.

Adrian's eyes came back to mine.

Maybe I imagined the flicker of amusement.

"See you tomorrow."

"See you."

He left.

I waited until I heard the elevator chime before checking my phone.

Claire had sent a photo.

Nothing explicit. Just the red dress laid across the bed beside a note written on hotel stationery she had found in a drawer years ago.

Should I retire it?

I laughed despite myself.

Absolutely.

Her answer came instantly.

Then I'm definitely keeping it.

I looked through the glass wall of my office toward the empty corridor Adrian had just walked down.

For the first time, work and marriage had developed an overlap that existed nowhere on an organization chart.

I should have wanted to erase it.

Instead I saved the photo.


CHAPTER 7 | THE RESTROOM

EVAN

The company gym was Adrian's idea, which meant everyone pretended to use it more than they actually did.

I usually trained somewhere else. Thursday, a canceled client call left me with forty minutes and no respectable excuse, so I changed downstairs and spent half an hour trying to convince myself I was not avoiding the executive floor.

Adrian came in as I was finishing.

No suit.

That should not have mattered.

It did.

Authority wears clothes until you see it without them.

He had on dark training pants and a gray shirt with the sleeves pushed up. Less polished. More obviously physical. The broad shoulders Claire had noticed at dinner were not tailoring. His forearms were stronger than I had expected. He moved with the relaxed economy of someone comfortable in his own body.

"Bennett."

"Adrian."

"Didn't know you used this place."

"I like to keep expectations low."

He smiled once and went to a rack across the room.

I should have finished, showered, left.

Instead I registered stupid details.

How much heavier he lifted.

How little noise he made doing it.

The difference in our builds when we passed near the mirrors.

It irritated me because none of it mattered.

Then the locker-room moment happened.

It should have been nothing.

That was the problem.

Adrian and I were two adult men changing after a workout in a private executive locker room. No audience. No performance. No reason for my brain to turn an ordinary few seconds into something I would carry home.

I opened my locker, pulled out a clean shirt and concentrated on the combination dial longer than necessary.

Adrian was two lockers down.

I heard the bench shift behind me. The scrape of a hanger. A locker door closing.

When I turned, it was only because I needed the towel I had left on the bench.

That was when I saw enough.

Not enough to justify staring.

Enough to make the comparison immediate.

My eyes dropped for one accidental second and came back up so fast it was almost comical.

The difference was not subtle. He was bigger. Thicker. The raw physical contrast hit me like a punch to the gut, completely stripping away the polished executive armor. My pulse spiked with a sickening, intoxicating rush of pure cuckold jealousy.

That was all my brain needed.

A clean, unwanted fact attached itself to every other thing Claire had already noticed about Adrian. Height. Shoulders. Hands. Presence. Now there was one more physical comparison I had never intended to make.

I turned toward my locker and buttoned my shirt with ridiculous concentration.

My first thought should have been embarrassment.

It was Claire.

What would her face do if I told her?

That question hit harder than the sight itself.

Because I knew her now in this new version of our marriage. I knew the little pause before she asked something dangerous. The way she tried not to smile when a detail landed. The way she looked at me when she realized jealousy and curiosity could live in the same room.

I could already hear her.

How big is the difference?

I closed my eyes.

Perfect.

Now I was imagining my wife asking about my boss while my boss stood six feet away pulling on a shirt.

"You all right?" Adrian asked.

I opened my eyes.

"Fine."

"You look like the quarterly numbers followed you downstairs."

"They do that."

His mouth moved in the smallest smile.

I forced myself to look at his face, which somehow made the whole situation worse because Adrian looked completely normal.

Of course he did.

He had no idea that an ordinary locker room had just become material for a conversation in my kitchen.

Or maybe he did notice something.

Adrian was irritatingly good at noticing.

His eyes rested on me for half a second longer than usual, then he reached for his watch.

I wondered if he had seen where I looked.

The possibility made heat crawl up the back of my neck.

I picked up my gym bag.

"Eight Monday," he said.

"I know."

"Revised margin model."

"Already done."

"Good."

Professional.

Ordinary.

Exactly what I needed.

He turned back to his locker.

I made it three steps toward the door before the worst thought arrived.

Claire would want to know if the difference was obvious.

And I already knew the answer.

At dinner that night, Claire noticed immediately.

Of course she did.

We had Thai food at the island. She wore leggings and one of my old college shirts, red hair in a loose knot, face clean of makeup. I had spent the drive home deciding not to mention the gym.

She took three bites before pointing her fork at me.

"What happened?"

"Nothing."

"You are also terrible at nothing."

"Long day."

"Client?"

"No."

"Adrian?"

The name did it.

My eyes moved before I could stop them.

Claire slowly lowering her fork.

"Oh."

"Don't."

Her mouth curved.

"I haven't done anything."

"Your face is doing plenty."

"What happened with Adrian?"

"Nothing happened."

"You saw him."

"At work, yes. Revolutionary."

"Not in a suit."

I stared.

Her smile widened.

"I guessed."

"How?"

"Because you look like somebody rearranged furniture in your brain."

I stood and took my plate to the sink.

Claire followed with hers.

"Gym?"

I said nothing.

"Locker room?"

"Claire."

She stopped beside me.

The teasing softened when she saw that I was genuinely uncomfortable.

"Hey. I'm not trying to make you feel stupid."

"I know."

"Then tell me what got into your head."

I looked at her.

There were ten safe ways to answer.

Adrian is stronger than I thought.

He's bigger than me.

Seeing him outside work made the hierarchy feel weird.

All true.

None complete.

"Physical contrast," I said.

Claire's eyebrows lifted.

"That's a very corporate phrase."

"I'm trying to survive this conversation."

She leaned against the counter.

"Was it that obvious?"

I closed my eyes.

She inhaled sharply through her nose, trying not to laugh.

"Do not laugh."

"I'm not."

"You're about to."

"I'm about to ask twelve questions."

"Exactly worse."

She bit her lip, then looked away.

That tiny movement hit me harder than the laughter would have.

Curiosity.

Real curiosity.

I knew my wife.

"Claire."

She looked back.

"What?"

"You just did the face."

"What face?"

"The one you accuse me of making."

Her cheeks colored.

"I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Liar."

She stepped closer.

"Maybe I'm curious why you noticed so much."

"I didn't notice so much."

"You came home looking haunted by a locker room."

"I'm going upstairs."

She caught my hand.

"Evan."

I turned.

Her humor was still there, but something else had joined it.

That familiar new voltage.

"How big is the difference?" she asked quietly.

I stared at her.

She tried to keep a straight face.

Failed.

"Absolutely not."

"That's not an answer."

"It is the only answer you're getting."

She stepped closer until the front of her old college shirt almost brushed my chest.

"Enough that you looked away?"

I said nothing.

Her smile disappeared.

That reaction was worse than laughter.

"Oh," she whispered.

"Do not do the 'oh.'"

"I didn't do anything."

"Your face just did six things."

"I'm processing."

"That is exactly what I was afraid of."

Her eyes moved over mine.

"Was the comparison close?"

"Claire."

"One word."

"No."

Silence.

A flush rose slowly into her cheeks.

I pointed at her.

"That. That's why I wasn't telling you."

"What?"

"That face."

"I don't have a face."

"You absolutely have a face."

She bit her lip, which proved my point and made the entire conversation more dangerous.

"So," she said, far too casually, "not close."

I groaned.

"I'm going upstairs."

She caught my hand.

"Evan."

I turned.

The teasing softened around the edges.

"I'm not laughing at you," she said. "I'm curious because you noticed. Because it got under your skin enough that you brought it home without saying a word."

"I did not bring it home."

"You walked through the door carrying it like luggage."

I laughed despite myself.

She moved closer.

"And now I'm thinking about it because you are."

That honesty stopped me.

"You are?"

Claire looked at my mouth, then back at my eyes.

"Yes."

The word changed the temperature between us.

"That's exactly the problem."

"Maybe," she whispered. "Maybe that's also why you told me."

I stared at her.

The worst part was that I did not know whether she was wrong.

The more dangerous part was that now I knew she was thinking about it too.

The locker-room memory had become sexual between us.

Claire had already turned my embarrassment into foreplay.

And I knew exactly where the conversation was going next.


CHAPTER 8 | HOW BIG IS THE DIFFERENCE?

CLAIRE

I lasted until bedtime.

That showed enormous character.

Evan disagreed.

"You asked me six times."

"Three."

"Six."

"Some were follow-ups."

He was brushing his teeth while I sat cross-legged on the bathroom counter in sleep shorts and a tank top, pretending my curiosity was academic.

It was not.

The image in my head was mostly blank space because Evan had given me almost nothing, which made it worse. Adrian existed in my memory as tailored shoulders, a controlled handshake, a voice that lowered instead of rising when he wanted attention. Now my husband had added one charged, incomplete detail and refused to finish the picture.

My imagination had volunteered for overtime.

Evan rinsed his mouth.

"You are enjoying this way too much."

"You brought it home."

"I did not bring anything home."

"Your face brought it home."

He pointed the toothbrush at me. "This is why people have hobbies."

"This is my hobby now."

He groaned and walked into the bedroom.

I followed.

"Was it obvious through clothes?"

He turned so fast I nearly ran into him.

"Claire."

I laughed.

"Okay. Sorry."

"No, you're not."

"Not really."

He sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed both hands over his face.

I stopped laughing.

The point was not to make him smaller. That had never appealed to me. Evan was competent, attractive, ambitious, and secure in ways I depended on more than I usually admitted.

What excited me was that something had gotten under that security.

And he trusted me enough to bring it home.

I sat beside him.

"Tell me the part that bothered you."

He looked at me through his fingers.

"This entire conversation."

"Seriously."

He dropped his hands.

"I don't know. Seeing him outside work made the whole thing feel more physical. At the dinner he was your boss's boss in a suit."

"Your boss."

"You know what I mean."

"I do."

"At the gym he was just a guy. Bigger than me. Stronger than me. Comfortable. And I hated that my brain immediately connected it to you."

The honesty quieted me.

"Connected how?"

"You really need that explained?"

I looked down at my hands.

"Maybe I want to hear you say it."

The sentence echoed something I had said after the dinner.

Evan noticed.

His expression changed.

"You like this."

I swallowed.

"I like that you're telling me."

"That's not all."

"No."

He waited.

I took a breath.

"I like that you noticed him."

"Why?"

"Because you never look at men that way. Not attraction. Comparison. You walked into a locker room with the man who signs off on half your professional life and came home thinking about the fact that he's physically imposing too."

"That sounds worse when you say it."

"It sounds honest."

"And what does honesty do for you?"

I looked at him.

There was no joke in his face now.

"Makes it real."

His eyes moved over mine, searching.

"And the size question?"

Heat climbed my neck.

I could have laughed it away.

Instead I whispered, "Also real."

Evan leaned back on his hands.

"Unbelievable."

I shifted closer.

"You're the one who came home with the information."

"I came home trying to forget the information."

"Poorly."

"You are enjoying my suffering."

"A little."

He laughed once, short and disbelieving.

Then I touched his chest.

"Not because I want you humiliated."

"Good clarification."

"I'm serious."

He looked at my hand, then at me.

"I know."

"You are my husband. I chose you. I keep choosing you."

"I know that too."

"But..."

His eyebrow rose.

"There it is."

I smiled nervously.

"But what?" he asked.

"But the fact that he is your boss makes every difference feel louder."

Evan went still.

There.

I had said the thing we had both been circling.

Not Adrian the man alone.

Adrian the man plus the title.

The authority.

The daily reality that Evan sat across from him in meetings, answered questions, defended numbers, received approval or rejection from that calm voice.

And I had felt that same voice say my name.

Evan's hand came up and touched the side of my neck.

"Say it again."

My pulse jumped.

"What?"

"What you just said."

"That you're my husband?"

"You know what."

I did.

I leaned closer until my mouth was near his ear.

"He's your boss."

Evan's hand tightened lightly at my neck.

I shivered.

The response ran through me so cleanly that I understood, all at once, why confession had become part of our intimacy. The words were not replacing us. They were turning our attention on each other with a sharper edge.

I kissed him.

He answered immediately.

I pulled Evan closer and kissed him again. The heat stayed private because every reaction belonged to the two of us.

I kissed Evan with my hand still at his neck, and he answered immediately. There was a new edge to the way he held me, not roughness, not anger, but awareness. I had just whispered that Adrian was his boss and felt his body react before either of us could pretend the title did not matter.

That knowledge sat between us like a live wire.

I pulled back first.

"You really noticed that much in the locker room?"

Evan stared at me.

"You are unbelievable."

"That isn't an answer."

"We are kissing and you're conducting an interview."

"A very focused interview."

He caught my waist and shifted me farther onto the bed.

"No more questions."

"One."

"No."

"Was he obviously bigger than you?"

Evan froze.

The expression on his face was so perfectly offended that I laughed, then immediately covered my mouth.

"I'm sorry."

"You're not."

"I'm a little sorry."

"Claire."

"You brought home the comparison."

He looked at me for a long second.

Then, against all expectation, he laughed too.

"I hate this marriage."

"No, you don't."

"Tonight I have concerns."

I reached for him and pulled him down until he had to brace one hand beside my shoulder.

"Tell me to stop asking."

His eyes moved over my face.

"Would you?"

I considered that.

"Eventually."

"Terrifying."

I smiled.

Then his expression became serious.

"Yes."

The answer came so quietly I almost missed it.

My smile disappeared.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, the difference was obvious enough that I noticed."

Heat rushed through me so fast it embarrassed me.

Evan saw every bit of it.

"There," he said.

I swallowed.

"What?"

"Your face."

"What about it?"

"That is why I didn't want to answer."

I tried to look indignant and failed.

"I can't control my face."

"Apparently not when we're discussing my boss naked."

"You were the one in the locker room."

"This defense is getting weaker."

I laughed again, but my body had gone tight under the humor. I could feel the question expanding into images I did not actually possess. The frustrating absence of detail gave my imagination room to build something larger than reality.

Evan noticed me drifting.

"Where did you go?"

"Nowhere."

"Liar."

I looked at him.

"I was imagining it."

His breath caught, and I watched the erection under his trousers become harder to ignore.

"Of course you were."

"You asked."

"I did not ask that."

"You asked where I went."

"I need to stop giving you openings."

I slid my hands over his shoulders.

"You don't want to."

His eyes narrowed.

"How sure are you?"

I leaned close enough that our mouths almost touched.

"Because every time I say something that should make you shut this down, you pull me closer."

The hand at my waist tightened.

I smiled against his mouth.

"See?"

He kissed me before I could gloat.

The kiss erased the last of the bathroom comedy. I shifted beneath him, feeling the mattress give, the weight of his body held carefully above mine, the familiar shape of my husband made unfamiliar by the thought we had dragged into the room.

I wanted the contrast and the certainty at the same time.

That was the contradiction that made it hot.

Evan was home. History. Trust. The body I knew without looking.

Adrian was possibility. Authority. A comparison I had not seen and could not stop picturing.

I put my mouth near Evan's ear.

"Tell me what bothered you most."

"Still interviewing."

"Answer."

He exhaled.

"That I looked."

The confession caught me off guard.

"Not what you saw?"

"No. That I cared enough to compare."

I went still.

Evan continued because stopping would have been harder now.

"I stood there thinking I should look anywhere else, and instead my brain went straight to you. What you'd think. Whether you'd notice. Whether you'd like the difference."

My skin prickled.

"Evan."

"You wanted honesty."

"I do."

"Then don't look shocked."

I touched his face.

"I'm not shocked."

"What are you?"

I made myself answer.

"Turned on."

His eyes closed.

I felt a small, wicked burst of satisfaction.

"You asked," I whispered.

"I know."

"And now you're reacting."

"I know."

"Your boss is bigger than you, and you came home wondering whether I'd like it."

"Claire."

The warning in my name had no real stop in it.

I tested the edge.

"You did."

He opened his eyes.

"Yes."

The word was sharper this time.

My breath caught.

I could feel how close we were to turning teasing into something that might hurt, and that line mattered more than winning the game.

I softened my hand against his cheek.

"You're still the man I want here."

His expression changed.

"Here?"

I smiled.

"Don't be difficult."

"You started it."

"I choose you."

The sentence steadied both of us.

Then I added, because apparently I had no survival instinct at all, "I'm still curious."

Evan laughed into my neck.

"There she is."

I wrapped my arms around him.

"You like curious me."

"I like you. Curious you is currently a management problem."

"Executive problem."

He lifted his head.

"Do not bring corporate vocabulary into this."

"He's your boss."

The reaction was immediate.

I felt it in the way his body went still, then closer.

This time neither of us laughed.

The words came shorter after that.

"Again," he said.

"What?"

"Say it."

I looked into his eyes.

"He's your boss."

His hand slid up my side.

I shivered.

"And?"

I knew what he wanted. I also knew saying it would make the fantasy more real than any imaginary measurement.

"And I'm curious about him."

Evan's breath broke against my mouth.

"About what?"

"You know."

"Say it."

I smiled, suddenly shy in a way I had not been five minutes earlier.

"About the difference."

That was enough.

That was enough to strip the last joke out of the room. I pulled Evan down to me, and his mouth found mine before either of us could retreat into another clever answer.

The mattress dipped. My red hair fell across my face. Evan pushed it back and kept looking at me with the expression I had started to recognize: desire made sharper by information he was not sure he should have given me.

I liked that expression too much.

"You saw him," I whispered.

His eyes closed for a second.

"Claire."

"Not just him."

He opened them.

I let the next word sit there without decoration.

"His cock."

Evan went absolutely still.

The bluntness of it shocked me almost as much as it shocked him. That was why it worked. We had spent half an hour orbiting the subject with height and shoulders and comparison and difference. One blunt word cut through all of it.

His hand tightened at my waist.

"You wanted honesty."

"I did."

"Then stop looking at me like I set the house on fire."

"You kind of did."

I smiled and pulled him closer.

"Bigger than yours."

The jealousy flashed across his face before he could stop it.

My pussy went wet so fast it embarrassed me, which only made the reaction stronger.

That reaction was becoming its own fetish.

I touched his face, gentle with him even while the words got dirtier.

"You hate hearing that."

"Part of me does."

"And the other part?"

His cock was visibly hard now.

I looked down on purpose.

Then back up.

"Claire."

"I asked you how big the difference was."

"I know."

"You told me first."

"I know."

I sat up as he shifted to the edge of the bed, then stood between his knees.

"Then don't get shy now."

His hands caught my hips.

I could feel how hard he was through his clothes.

My pussy went wet again at the same ridiculous combination that had been driving us for days: jealousy in his face, arousal in his body, Adrian's cock existing in both our heads even though the man himself was nowhere near our bedroom.

"Say it," Evan said.

I smiled slowly.

"Your boss has a bigger cock than you."

His eyes closed.

I felt him get harder against me.

"Fuck."

"See?"

"You're cruel."

"You like me cruel."

"Apparently."

I kissed him before he could retreat into embarrassment.

The sex turned rougher without becoming angry. Evan turned me onto my stomach and pulled my hips back toward him, then paused just long enough for me to look over my shoulder and smile. That was all the permission he needed.

His palm landed once across my ass. The sting flashed hot and immediate. I pushed back into him instead of away, and the second slap came harder. My laugh broke into a moan.

Evan knew me. He knew what pressure I liked, when to slow, when to hold my hips harder, when a fist in my hair made my pussy wetter and when the dirtier words were turning me on instead of cutting too close.

I used Adrian to provoke him, and Evan used the fantasy right back on me.

"My little slut wants the boss's cock."

My pussy clenched.

"Maybe."

"Maybe?"

I laughed, breathless.

"Yes."

The admission pushed me closer to the edge than the insult did.

The next minutes stayed physical and clear. I braced on my forearms while Evan controlled the rhythm behind me, then pulled me upright against his chest so he could say the filthier lines directly into my ear. Every change in position changed what I could see, where his hands landed, how hard my thighs had to work to keep up.

When I tried to hide my face in the pillow, he caught my hair gently and pulled me back enough to make me listen. I answered every question. Adrian. Bigger. Curious. Yes. The honesty made my pussy wetter and Evan harder until neither of us could pretend the conversation was separate from the sex.

I came hard enough to lose the thread of the fantasy completely.

The name I said was Evan's.

That mattered.

It always would.

The dirty comparison did not disappear after I came.

If anything, losing control made it easier to admit how deeply it had lodged in me.

I lay on my side, one leg over Evan's, still warm and oversensitive, and stared at the ceiling while he traced lazy circles over my hip.

The bedroom was quiet enough that I could hear our breathing settling.

My pussy still pulsed in small aftershocks whenever I replayed the sentence in my head.

Bigger than yours.

I should have hated how crude it sounded.

Instead I turned toward him.

"You know the worst part?"

"There is a worse part?"

"I liked that you told me."

He looked at me.

"About the locker room."

"Yes."

"You could have kept it to yourself."

"I almost did."

"I'm glad you didn't."

His expression changed, not aroused this time. Softer. More exposed.

"Why?"

I considered the answer carefully.

"Because now it belongs to us."

That was the part that kept the fantasy from becoming threatening.

Adrian's body was real. My curiosity was real. Evan's jealousy was real. But none of it lived in secret.

I slid my hand down his stomach, stopping before the touch became another round.

"And because," I added, "watching your cock get hard while I told you your boss was bigger was extremely educational."

He laughed despite himself.

"There she is."

"Who?"

"The woman who's going to ruin my life."

"Your dirty wife?"

"Do not start again."

I smiled.

I was absolutely going to start again.

The fantasy was about another man's body, another man's authority, another man's cock. But the person watching me lose control was my husband.

The person I wanted to see it was my husband.

For a minute neither of us spoke.

Then Evan said, "Claire."

"Hmm?"

"If this ever stops being fun for either of us, we say it."

I turned my head toward him.

The seriousness in his voice did not feel cold. It felt like the railing on a high balcony, something solid enough to let you walk closer to the edge.

"Agreed."

"And work stays work."

"Obviously."

"No games with my job."

I sat up on one elbow.

"Evan, I would never."

"I know. I just need it said."

"Then it's said."

He nodded.

I touched his face.

"Anything else?"

A long pause.

"Yeah."

"What?"

His mouth curved.

"Stop asking how big my boss is."

I laughed so hard I had to bury my face in his shoulder.

"No promises."

The next morning, I stood in front of my closet deciding what to wear to lunch with Evan near the office that day.

My hand passed the red dress.

Stopped at a white blouse.

Then a fitted black skirt.

I stared at both for several seconds.

The dinner had taught me something.

The locker-room confession had taught me something else.

The most dangerous part was not Adrian looking at me.

It was knowing exactly what that look could do when I carried it home.


CHAPTER 9 | LUNCH UPSTAIRS

CLAIRE

I told myself the white blouse was for lunch.

That was technically true.

I was meeting my husband at his office at twelve thirty on Friday because he had spent most of the week buried in a client proposal and because there was a little bistro downstairs that did a lemon chicken salad I liked. Normal married-person logistics. Normal clothes. Normal Friday.

The blouse had a clean collar, soft fabric, and buttons I checked twice in the mirror again.

The black pencil skirt was less defensible.

I stood in front of the closet wearing both and watched myself think.

My red hair was pulled into a low ponytail. Small gold hoops. Low black heels instead of the higher pair from the dinner. The overall effect was professional enough that I could have walked into a board meeting without looking misplaced.

That was the problem.

I looked like I belonged in Adrian's world.

The thought sent a small, ridiculous flutter through my stomach.

I almost changed.

Then my phone buzzed.

Evan: Lobby 12:30. I may be five minutes late. Mercer is trying to ruin my life.

I typed back:

Claire: Then I will bill Mercer for my waiting time.

A second later:

Evan: What are you wearing?

I stared at the message.

My husband had never once asked what I was wearing to lunch at his office.

I smiled.

Claire: Clothes. Very conventional.

Evan: That answer is evidence of a crime.

I sent him a photo from the neck up, white collar visible, nothing else.

He replied with a single word.

Evan: Menace.

I left the house grinning.

Vale Strategic occupied the top four floors of a steel-and-glass tower overlooking the river. I had been there twice before, both times for forgettable practical reasons. Dropping off keys. Meeting Evan before a vacation. I remembered reception, elevators, a lot of expensive gray furniture.

This time everything felt charged before I even reached the desk.

That irritated me.

I signed in, clipped the visitor badge to my blouse, and sat near the windows. People moved in and out of elevators with laptops and coffee. Every chime made me look up before I could stop myself.

At 12:34, Evan texted.

Two minutes. Sorry.

I was typing you owe me dessert when a voice beside me said, "Claire."

My thumb stopped.

I looked up.

Adrian wore no jacket, only a white shirt with the sleeves buttoned and a dark tie. The simpler clothing made his size more obvious, which immediately reminded me of Evan's locker-room confession and caused exactly the reaction I did not want to have in a corporate lobby.

I stood.

"Adrian."

His eyes moved briefly over the visitor badge, then to my face.

"Meeting someone?"

"Your most overworked employee."

"That narrows it to seventy people."

"Evan."

"Ah. The overworked one who complains most convincingly."

I smiled.

There was something strange about hearing Adrian joke about my husband when Evan was not present. At dinner, every exchange had belonged to a room. This felt more private even with reception ten feet away.

"He's running late."

"Mercer?"

I laughed. "Apparently Mercer is ruining his life."

Adrian's mouth moved at the corner.

"Mercer does that."

Then his gaze dropped again, not to my body exactly, but to the blouse, the badge, the overall picture.

"You look like you work here."

The compliment was almost annoyingly specific because it touched the exact thought I had in front of my mirror.

"Should I be worried?"

"Depends. Sales would recruit you before lunch."

"Evan might object."

"Evan objects professionally."

"I've noticed."

We both smiled.

The elevator chimed behind him.

For a moment neither of us moved.

Then Adrian looked at the phone still in my hand.

"He really is only two minutes away."

"I believe him."

"You shouldn't. He works in sales."

I laughed again, and that was when Evan appeared from the corridor beyond reception, walking faster than usual with his laptop bag over one shoulder.

His eyes found me first.

Then Adrian.

Then the small space between us.

I saw all three calculations happen on his face.

"Sorry," Evan said.

"Mercer?" I asked.

"Mercer."

Adrian glanced at him. "Stop letting Mercer ruin your marriage."

"I'll put that in the account notes."

Adrian nodded toward the elevators. "I'm upstairs. Enjoy lunch."

He looked at me once more.

"Good to see you, Claire."

"You too."

He walked away.

I waited.

Evan waited.

We both pretended for almost five seconds.

Then he said, "You wore that on purpose."

I looked down at myself. "A blouse? Scandalous."

"The whole thing."

"You asked what I was wearing."

"And you sent me a hostage-proof photo from the neck up."

I took his arm.

"Are we eating or conducting an investigation?"

"Both."

We reached the elevator just as the doors opened.

Inside, Evan pressed the lobby button even though we were already on the lobby level, then swore under his breath and hit the street-level restaurant access instead.

I laughed.

"You are distracted."

"Why were you standing with him?"

"Because he walked over and said hello."

"What did he say?"

I turned my head slowly.

"Do you want the complete transcript?"

Evan realized what he was doing and laughed without humor.

"Apparently."

The doors opened downstairs.

I did not move.

"He said I look like I work here."

Evan looked at my blouse, then my skirt.

"He noticed."

"You told me he was observant."

"What else?"

I stepped out of the elevator.

"Buy me lunch."

He followed.

"Claire."

"Lemon chicken salad. Then interrogation."

The restaurant was crowded, which saved me from him for twenty minutes. We talked about his proposal, my week, a plumber I needed to call. Ordinary things. I could feel Adrian waiting under the conversation anyway.

Halfway through lunch, Evan checked his phone and groaned.

"I have to go back up for five minutes."

"Go."

"You sure?"

"I can finish alone without emotional collapse."

"Come upstairs with me. I'll drop you in reception."

So I did.

That decision felt harmless until we reached the executive floor.

Evan walked me through the glass doors with his badge, pointed toward a small seating area outside his office, and said, "Five minutes."

"Seven and I steal office supplies."

"Please start with the expensive pens."

He disappeared down a corridor.

I sat.

The floor was quieter than the lobby. Carpet absorbed footsteps. Glass meeting rooms lined one side. The city spread beyond the windows in pale afternoon light.

I checked my phone.

One minute.

Two.

A door opened somewhere behind me.

I knew who it was before I looked.

Adrian crossed the corridor carrying a thin folder. He had taken off his tie. The top button of his shirt was open.

My stomach reacted so sharply I almost got angry at it.

He saw me.

Paused.

"Abandoned?"

"Temporarily."

"Bennett has a habit of that around quarter-end."

"I'm documenting it."

He came closer but stopped at a professional distance.

"How was lunch?"

"Good."

"Did he survive Mercer?"

"Barely. I may need to organize a support group."

Adrian glanced toward the corridor where Evan had disappeared.

Then back to me.

The quiet changed.

Not because he moved closer.

Because we both understood, at the same time, that we were alone for the first time.

I became painfully aware of the glass around us.

My badge clipped to my blouse.

His loosened collar.

The fact that Evan was somewhere nearby but not here.

Adrian's eyes held mine.

"You make him laugh more than he does at work."

The comment caught me off guard.

"That's a low bar."

"Still."

There was warmth in it, and restraint. No line crossed. Nothing I could take home and classify as an advance.

That almost made it more intimate.

"He talks about work more than he'd admit," I said.

"I assumed."

"Your name comes up a lot."

"In anger, weekdays only. I remember."

I smiled.

He remembered the joke from the dinner.

A small thing.

It landed anyway.

"You remember everything?"

"Useful things."

For the first time, I had no clever reply.

His gaze dropped to my mouth and returned to my eyes so quickly I might have imagined it.

I did not think I had.

Then footsteps sounded from the corridor.

Adrian shifted back half a step before Evan appeared.

The movement was so small it was almost nothing.

I noticed.

Evan noticed me noticing.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Yep."

Adrian nodded at him. "Bennett."

"Adrian."

The men exchanged ordinary work looks while my pulse refused to participate in normality.

Before we left, Evan took me into a small conference room to finish discussing his forecast. The five minutes alone with Adrian stayed with me.

He had not touched me.

That should have made it easier.

Instead, restraint gave my imagination room to become filthy.

I sat across from Evan with my knees crossed and tried to pay attention while he explained some change in a client forecast.

Adrian moved through the glass corridor behind him.

My eyes followed before I could stop them.

Evan stopped talking.

I looked back.

Caught.

"Sorry."

"Were you?"

"For missing the sentence, yes."

"And the staring?"

I took a sip of water.

"Less sorry."

The conference-room table hid any reaction below his waist.

His face gave him away.

Jealousy first.

Then the thing underneath it.

I felt my pussy go warm.

That reaction had become alarmingly predictable.

"You two were alone for five minutes," Evan said quietly.

"Yes."

"Did he touch you?"

"No."

"Did you want him to?"

I looked through the glass again.

Adrian had stopped at another office, one hand in his pocket while he listened to a director speak.

Calm.

Controlled.

Completely unaware that his employee's wife was getting wet ten yards away because her husband had asked one dirty question.

"Claire."

I looked at Evan.

"Yes."

He exhaled.

I crossed my legs tighter.

"Where?" he asked.

That one almost made me laugh from nerves.

"You are getting bold."

"You started this."

"Fair."

I let the silence sit long enough to make him wait.

Then I lowered my voice.

"I wondered what his hands would feel like on my waist. I wondered if his cock would feel as heavy and dominant as his presence in this room. The thought sent a rush of slick heat straight between my thighs. My pussy clenched hard, soaking my panties just from the proximity."

Evan looked toward the corridor.

Adrian was still there.

Then back at me.

"Just your waist?"

My pulse jumped.

"At lunch? Yes."

"And later?"

I smiled.

"Ask me at home."

The rest of the conversation was torture after that.

Every ordinary office detail became sexual because we had contaminated it together. The badge on my blouse. The glass walls. Adrian's voice through a doorway. Evan's hand briefly touching my knee under the table.

When Adrian passed us on his way back to his office, he gave me one restrained glance.

Nothing more.

My pussy tightened anyway.

Evan saw.

His eyes dropped to my crossed legs.

I smiled at him over the rim of my glass.

No one outside the room knew anything had happened.

That was exactly why it felt so dirty.

Evan and I walked toward the elevators.

Just before the glass doors, Adrian called my name.

I turned.

He stood where we had left him, one hand holding the folder against his side.

"Your husband is a lucky man."

My heartbeat stumbled.

There were safe answers.

Thank you.

I think so too.

He'd better know it.

I took a fraction too long choosing.

Adrian saw the delay.

Evan did too.

"He is," I finally said.

We stepped through the doors.

The elevator arrived immediately.

I should have been grateful.

Instead, as the doors closed, I found myself annoyed that the quiet upstairs had ended before I understood what I wanted from it.


CHAPTER 10 | THE ELEVATOR

CLAIRE

The elevator should have been harmless.

That was the stupid part.

Nothing had happened upstairs. Adrian had not touched me. Had not asked for my number. Had not suggested coffee, drinks, secrets, or anything else that belonged in a cautionary HR video. He had told me Evan was lucky and then let me leave with my husband.

Yet I thought about the delay in my own answer all afternoon.

At home, Evan thought about it too.

He did not bring it up immediately. That was how I knew it mattered.

We were making dinner when he finally said, "You froze."

I kept slicing peppers.

"I paused."

"You froze."

"For half a second."

"Long enough."

I put the knife down.

"What did you want me to say?"

"I don't know."

"Then we're even."

"Did you like him saying it?"

I looked at him.

"Yes."

Evan's expression did the thing again.

That tiny tightening around the eyes. Breath changing. Attention becoming physical.

I smiled.

"Don't."

"I didn't do anything."

"You are smiling."

"Because you asked."

"And because you know what happens when you answer."

That silenced me.

He was right.

The first night after the dinner, confession had surprised me. Now I was beginning to understand it as a lever. A small one. Intimate. I could say a true thing and watch it move something inside my husband.

The power of that felt almost as exciting as Adrian's attention itself.

"Maybe," I said.

Evan went back to the stove.

"Menace."

I smiled and picked up the knife again.

Four days later, I returned to the office for a charity committee meeting hosted by one of Vale Strategic's clients. Evan was supposed to meet me afterward, but a call ran late, so I took the elevator alone from the event floor.

The doors opened at twenty-two.

Adrian stepped in.

Of course he did.

He wore his jacket over one shoulder and carried his phone in one hand. His tie was loosened, not removed. He glanced at the panel, then at me.

"Claire."

"Adrian."

The doors closed.

Twenty-two to lobby.

A couple of minutes.

The elevator was mirrored on three sides.

I discovered this mattered immediately.

We did not have to look directly at each other to see each other. His reflection existed beside mine, behind mine, at angles that made the space feel crowded with versions of us.

"Another corporate event?" he asked.

"Charity committee."

"Worse."

"You own a company. You're supposed to support committees."

"Financially. From a safe distance."

I laughed.

The elevator descended.

Twenty-one.

Twenty.

I could smell his cologne, subtle and dry, mixed with the cleaner scent of the elevator itself.

I hated that I noticed.

Nineteen.

He put his phone in his pocket.

His hand came to rest at his side.

Mine was already there.

Maybe eight inches separated them.

A stupid distance.

I became aware of every inch.

Eighteen.

"Evan joining you?" he asked.

"Downstairs. Eventually."

"Mercer?"

I looked at him.

"You remember?"

"I told you. Useful things."

My pulse jumped at the callback.

Seventeen.

I looked forward again.

In the mirror, Adrian was watching my reflection.

Not my body.

My face.

The distinction made it worse.

Sixteen.

"Your husband looked uncomfortable the other day," he said.

My stomach tightened.

"At lunch?"

"For a second."

"You notice too much."

"Occupational hazard."

I met his eyes in the mirror again.

"Did it bother you?"

The question left before I had decided to ask it.

Adrian's expression barely changed.

"That he noticed me talking to his wife?"

The way he said his wife made my breath catch.

"Yes."

He considered the answer.

"I respect Bennett."

Not evasive.

Not complete.

Fourteen.

"That's not what I asked."

His eyes sharpened.

For one second I wondered if I had pushed too far.

Then the corner of his mouth moved.

"No."

Thirteen.

"It didn't bother me."

There was nothing else in the sentence.

There was too much in it anyway.

Twelve.

The elevator slowed.

My heart jumped absurdly at the possibility someone might enter.

The doors opened.

Empty corridor.

Nobody got on.

The doors closed again.

I exhaled.

Adrian noticed.

"Were you hoping for rescue?"

I looked at him directly now.

"Were you?"

His gaze stayed on mine.

"No."

The elevator began moving.

My mouth went dry.

Ten.

Nine.

Neither of us spoke.

Eight.

The silence had stopped being empty. It was a thing both of us were maintaining.

Seven.

His hand was still near mine.

Six.

I could have shifted a few inches and touched him.

I did not.

Neither did he.

That restraint became its own kind of contact.

Five.

"Claire."

"Yes?"

"Your husband is downstairs."

It should have sounded like a warning.

Instead it sounded like acknowledgment.

"I know."

Four.

Adrian's eyes moved briefly to my wedding ring.

Then back to my face.

"Good."

Three.

I did not know what good meant.

I knew what it did to me.

Two.

The elevator began to slow.

And I felt a completely irrational flash of disappointment.

The lobby doors opened onto people, light, reception, ordinary noise.

Adrian stepped aside to let me exit first.

Professional again.

"Good night, Claire."

I walked out.

"Good night."

Evan was waiting near the entrance, phone in hand.

He looked up.

Saw me.

Then Adrian emerging behind me.

His eyes narrowed almost imperceptibly.

Adrian nodded to him.

"Bennett."

"Adrian."

Then Adrian crossed the lobby and disappeared through the revolving doors.

I stood beside my husband in the wake of two minutes that had contained absolutely nothing I could reasonably confess.

Evan looked at the elevator.

Then at me.

"You were alone with him."

"For a few floors."

"How many?"

I laughed because the question was so Evan.

"Too many."

His gaze sharpened.

I took his hand and started toward the parking garage.

He followed for six steps before asking, "What happened?"

"Nothing."

"Claire."

"Literally nothing."

"Then why are you walking like that?"

I stopped.

"Like what?"

"Like you're trying not to smile."

I stared at him.

He stared back.

I failed first.

The smile came.

Evan closed his eyes.

"Unbelievable."

"Nothing happened."

"That is becoming less reassuring every time you say it."

Evan did not let me escape the parking garage without a debrief.

He waited until we were inside the car, doors closed, engine still off. I told him which floor Adrian had boarded on.

"Start at twenty-two."

I blinked. "What?"

"The elevator. Start at twenty-two."

"You want floor-by-floor minutes?"

"Apparently."

I laughed, then saw he was serious enough that the laughter softened.

"Okay. He got in at twenty-two."

"Did you expect him?"

"No."

"Did you like seeing him?"

The question came faster than usual.

I looked down at my hands.

"Yes."

Evan exhaled.

"Go on."

So I did.

I told him about the charity committee joke, the way the elevator mirrored us, the empty stop, Adrian asking whether I wanted rescue.

When I reached the part about his hand being close to mine, Evan interrupted.

"How close?"

"I don't know. Eight inches?"

"You measured?"

"In retrospect."

"That is not better."

I smiled.

"You asked."

"Did you want to touch him?"

The car suddenly felt smaller.

I answered carefully.

"I wondered what would happen if I did. What if I dropped to my knees right here in the mirrored box and tasted him while my husband waited completely oblivious downstairs? The sheer slutty thrill of the thought made me impossibly wet."

"That's not the same answer."

"No."

He waited.

I looked at him.

"Yes."

Evan's eyes closed for one second.

"The face," I whispered.

"Stop."

"Sorry."

"You're not."

"No."

He started the engine but did not put the car in gear.

"And he looked at your ring."

"Yes."

"Before saying good."

"Yes."

"Why do you think he did that?"

I turned toward him.

"I don't know. Maybe because he wanted me to remember I'm married."

"You needed reminding?"

The edge in his voice was real.

I reached over and touched his hand on the gear selector.

"No."

He looked at me.

"I never forgot you were downstairs. Not once."

Something in his expression eased.

"Okay."

"Actually..."

"What?"

I hesitated.

"Knowing you were downstairs made it hotter."

His fingers tightened under mine.

"Why?"

"Because I knew I would tell you."

"Everything?"

"Everything worth telling."

"That's not a reassuring phrase."

I laughed.

He finally pulled out of the parking spot.

"You realize you're creating a monster," he said.

"Me?"

"You keep discovering that I want details, and now you're starting to enjoy controlling when I get them."

I leaned back in the seat.

"Maybe I am."

"That's what I mean."

"Do you want me to stop?"

He was quiet for half a block.

"No."

The answer came with enough reluctance to make it honest.

I smiled toward the windshield.

"Good."

Evan glanced over.

"Don't start stealing his words too."

"Selective vocabulary."

He groaned.

I laughed all the way to the next light.

In the car, I looked back at the tower through the rear window.

Twenty-two floors.

Mirrors.

His hand eight inches from mine.

A silence neither of us had wanted to break.

And the strangest truth of all:

When the elevator doors had opened, I had wanted them to stay closed.


CHAPTER 11 | YOU LIKED THAT

EVAN

Claire was quiet for exactly twelve minutes on the drive home.

Then she ruined my life.

"I wanted the elevator to stop."

My cock was hard before the next light.

"Say the rest."

"I wanted the doors shut and his hand under the red dress. I wanted you to know I was wet in a box with your boss and not touch him because you weren't there to see it."

"Pull the skirt up."

She did. In the passenger seat. No one at the light. Black underwear already dark at the center.

"Touch yourself. Tell me."

Claire slid two fingers under the fabric and gasped.

"I'm thinking about his cock. The one you saw. Thick. On my tongue. You in the corner losing your mind."

"Keep going."

"I want him to fuck my mouth until I gag and look at you. I want him to call me good girl and puta in the same breath. I want you hard and useless on the other side of the glass."

Her fingers worked. Wet sound. Small. Filthy.

"I'm going to come in your car thinking about your boss."

"Do it."

She did. Head back. Mouth open. Thighs shaking. My name and then his, bitten off.

I almost pulled over.

At home I bent her over the kitchen counter still in the red dress and fucked her while she described the elevator again, slower, dirtier, until I came inside the wife who had just gotten off to another man's cock without touching it.

"You liked that," she said, wrecked, smiling into the stone.

"I hated how much."

"Good. Hate it again tomorrow."

Later, in the kitchen, I had replayed the lobby scene enough times to create twelve different versions of two minutes I had not witnessed.

Claire took off her coat.

"Stop thinking so loudly."

"Tell me again what he said."

"Hello."

"Claire."

"You want the whole conversation again?"

"Yes."

She paused with one shoe halfway off.

Something changed in her expression.

The same discovery from after the dinner, but now she understood it better.

She had information I wanted.

And she liked having it.

"Maybe later," she said.

I stared.

She put her shoe down neatly.

"Maybe later?"

"I'm thirsty."

"Claire."

She walked into the kitchen.

I followed.

"You are doing this on purpose."

"Doing what?"

"Making me ask."

She opened the refrigerator, took out a bottle of water, and drank while looking at me over the rim.

The performance was so transparent I almost admired it.

"You like asking," she said.

"I like knowing."

"Same thing tonight."

"Not remotely."

She set down the bottle.

"He asked if I was hoping for rescue."

My stomach tightened.

"Why?"

"The elevator stopped on twelve and nobody got on. I exhaled."

"And he noticed."

"He notices everything."

I heard the admiration she had tried not to put into the sentence.

She heard it too.

"What else?" I asked.

Claire came around the island slowly.

"He said you looked uncomfortable the other day."

"At lunch."

"Yes."

"What did you say?"

"I asked whether it bothered him."

I stared at her.

"You asked my boss if it bothered him that I was uncomfortable about him talking to you?"

"When you say it like that, it sounds worse."

"How else would I say it?"

"More elegantly."

"What did he answer?"

She stopped in front of me.

Close.

Too calm.

"No."

One word.

It hit like something much larger.

"No," I repeated.

"It didn't bother him."

"Of course it didn't."

"Why of course?"

"Because he's Adrian."

Claire's eyes lit in the way I had started to recognize.

"What does that mean?"

"You know exactly what it means."

"Say it."

I laughed once because I could see the trap and was still walking into it.

"He doesn't get rattled."

"By you?"

"By anybody."

"Including someone's wife flirting with him in an elevator?"

My head snapped up.

Claire smiled slowly.

"Were you flirting?"

"Maybe."

"Claire."

"A little."

My breathing changed.

She saw it.

Of course she saw it.

Her hand came to my chest.

"You liked that."

"I didn't say that."

"You didn't have to."

"You are getting dangerously confident."

"Because you're getting easier to read."

I caught her wrist, not to stop her, just to hold onto something solid.

"What else?"

She glanced down at my hand around her wrist.

Then up.

"He reminded me you were downstairs."

"Good."

"I told him I knew."

"Also good."

"Then he looked at my wedding ring."

My grip changed without permission.

Claire inhaled.

"And?"

"And said, 'Good.'"

Silence.

I saw the whole elevator suddenly. Not because I had been there, but because Claire had learned exactly which details would build it for me.

Mirrors.

Adrian beside her.

My wife wearing a visitor badge and wedding ring.

My boss acknowledging both.

No touching.

No denial.

It was somehow more intimate than if she had told me he had tried something obvious.

"You liked that too," I said.

Claire did not pretend.

"Yes."

The honesty landed between us.

I pulled her closer.

"How much?"

Her smile disappeared.

Now she was the one caught by the question.

"Enough that I was disappointed when the doors opened."

I closed my eyes.

She laughed softly.

"There."

"Stop narrating my reactions."

"No."

"Claire."

"I like them."

I opened my eyes.

She was serious.

Not cruel. Not playing at some cartoon version of humiliation. She liked the vulnerability of it. The exchange. The fact that I was letting her tell me about wanting another man's attention and not retreating from her.

"You know what bothers me?" I asked.

"What?"

"That I wanted to know. Every detail. I saw you come out of that elevator with him and I wanted the doors to close again too."

Her breath caught.

I had not planned to admit that.

It felt better once I had.

Claire moved closer until her forehead almost touched mine.

"Why?"

"I don't know."

"Try."

"Because I wanted to see what you'd do."

Her eyes darkened.

"With him?"

"With me watching."

That sentence changed everything.

Not the rules. Not the marriage. Not anything outside the kitchen.

But the fantasy sharpened from vague attraction into an image.

Claire turned her hand inside my grip and laced our fingers together.

"You want to watch me be wanted."

"Maybe."

"Coward."

"You're one to talk."

"I said yes."

"Then yes. Maybe I do."

Her expression softened for half a second, enough to remind me this was still us.

Then she leaned near my ear.

"By your boss?"

I swore under my breath.

Claire smiled against my cheek.

"Every time."

I tightened my hold at her waist.

"You are enjoying this too much."

"I told you I am."

"That isn't the same as understanding why."

Her smile faded a little.

"Then ask."

I looked at her.

"Why did you want it to stop?"

For once, Claire did not answer immediately.

Her fingers played with the open edge of my collar.

"Because I wanted to know what would happen if we had one more minute."

"What did you think would happen?"

"Nothing."

"Claire."

"Probably nothing."

"Not what I asked."

She breathed in.

"I wanted him to look at me again when there was nowhere else to look."

My cock hardened against my trousers before I could talk myself out of the reaction.

She saw it.

"And?"

"And I wanted to know if he'd get closer."

"Touch you?"

Her eyes flicked to mine.

"Maybe."

That was worse than yes.

Maybe had room in it.

I closed my eyes for a second.

Claire's mouth brushed my jaw.

"You like hearing it."

"I like hearing you tell me the truth."

"About wanting your boss closer."

I opened my eyes.

"You are really committed to that wording."

"Because it works."

"It works on you too."

That stopped her.

I felt the shift in her body before I saw it in her face.

"What?"

"You think you're studying me, but every time you say 'your boss' your breathing changes."

Her cheeks warmed.

"No, it doesn't."

"Liar."

I moved one hand slowly up her back.

"Say it again."

"What?"

"My boss."

Claire stared at me.

Then she leaned close to my ear.

"Your boss."

She inhaled sharply when I pulled her against me.

I smiled.

"There."

"I hate you."

"No, you don't."

"Tonight I have concerns."

I laughed because she had stolen my line from days earlier.

She kissed the laugh away.

We moved toward the stairs in stops and starts. Claire retrieved her abandoned shoe only to kick it off again two steps later. I almost stepped on it, swore, and she laughed so hard she had to grip the railing.

"Romantic," she whispered.

"You are trying to kill me and create a workplace injury from home."

"Wrong workplace."

"Do not say workplace."

"Elevator?"

I caught her around the waist from behind.

She gasped, then laughed again.

"Boss?"

"Claire."

She turned in my arms on the stairs, one step above me, suddenly almost my height.

"You wanted to watch," she said.

The humor disappeared.

I looked up at her.

"Maybe."

"You already upgraded from maybe in the kitchen."

"You're keeping score."

"Of course I am."

Her fingers slipped into my hair.

"Say it again."

I knew what she meant.

The admission felt different here, in the dark stairwell, with her body close and Adrian nowhere near us.

"I wanted to see what you'd do if the doors stayed closed."

Claire's expression changed.

"With him?"

"With me watching."

Her lips parted.

The reaction was so immediate that my jealousy twisted into something stranger, almost pride. I had said the thing that affected her now. Not Adrian.

Me.

"That turns you on," I said.

She swallowed.

"Yes."

"Me watching."

"Yes."

"Not just him."

Her hands tightened at the back of my neck.

"No. Not just him."

That answer mattered more than I expected.

I kissed her.

We reached the bedroom with less dignity than either of us would ever admit. Claire backed through the doorway still kissing me, caught the edge of the bed behind her knees, and sat with a startled laugh.

Her red hair had fallen loose from one side. I reached up and freed the rest, pulling the tie from it. Copper waves spilled over her shoulders.

She looked up at me.

"Why did that feel weirdly deliberate?"

"Because it was."

"You like my hair down."

"He noticed it down at the dinner."

Her smile vanished.

I surprised myself with the sentence.

Claire surprised me more by slowly tilting her head.

"You noticed him noticing."

"I notice everything now."

"Poor Evan."

"Terrible Claire."

She hooked a finger through my belt loop and pulled me closer.

"Your terrible Claire."

"Mine."

The word grounded me.

She rested her forehead against my stomach for a second, then looked up again.

"Ask me about the elevator."

"I already did."

"Ask better."

I exhaled.

"Where was he standing?"

"To my left."

"How close?"

She looked toward the imagined mirrored wall.

"Close enough that I could smell his cologne."

My fingers tightened where they rested in her hair.

"And his hand?"

"Near mine."

"How near?"

She lifted her hand between us, then held her other hand a few inches away.

"About this."

I stared at the gap.

Claire watched me stare.

Then she slowly closed the distance between her own hands until the fingertips almost touched.

"I wondered if he would."

"Touch you."

"Yes."

The word came softer now.

"Did you want him to?"

Her eyes stayed on mine.

"Yes."

Jealousy hit first.

A hot, unpleasant spark.

Then arousal followed so closely that separating them became impossible.

Claire saw both.

She rose from the bed and put one hand flat against my chest.

"Tell me the bad part."

"What?"

"The part you don't like."

I looked away.

She waited.

"I hate imagining his hand on you and knowing I'd probably keep looking."

Claire's breath caught.

"And the good part?"

I looked back.

"Same sentence."

Something in her face broke open.

Not a smile exactly.

Recognition.

Claire kissed me with both hands on my face and pushed me backward toward the bed.

She was already wet. I knew it before she said anything because she took my hand and made me feel how badly the elevator story had gotten under her skin.

"That's what your boss did without touching me," she whispered.

My cock went hard in my hand.

Claire smiled when she noticed.

"There you are."

"You are enjoying this."

"A lot."

She stripped out of the last of her clothes without turning it into a performance, then climbed onto the bed and looked at me with the kind of confidence she had not possessed at the beginning of all this.

"Tell me what you think I wanted in that elevator."

I hesitated.

She opened her knees a little wider.

"Say it."

"You wanted him to touch you."

Her pussy visibly tightened at the words.

"More."

"You wanted to feel his cock against you."

She bit her lip.

"Closer."

"You wanted my boss to fuck you."

Claire sucked in a breath.

There it was.

Not shock anymore.

Recognition.

She reached for me.

"And you want to watch."

I did not answer quickly enough.

Claire wrapped her hand around the back of my neck.

"Cuck."

The word was soft.

Testing.

My cock got harder.

Her eyes lit up.

"Oh, fuck."

She kissed me.

"You liked that."

"Apparently."

"My cuck husband."

"Careful."

"Why?"

"Because you're wet enough already."

She laughed, then lost the laugh when I pulled her closer.

After that, everything stayed dirty and immediate. No speeches. Claire used Adrian's name when she wanted to provoke me. I used slut when I wanted to hear her breath catch. She told me exactly which part of the elevator she had replayed in her head. I made her say whether she wanted the doors to stop between floors.

"Yes."

"With him?"

"Yes."

"With me watching?"

Her answer came instantly.

"Especially then."

That was the line that pushed both of us over the edge.

Claire came first, gripping me hard enough to leave marks, her face pressed against my shoulder while she tried and failed to stay quiet.

When she could breathe again, she looked at me with the wicked little smile I was starting to fear.

"Still think I didn't like the elevator?"

I laughed once.

"Go to hell."

"After you, cuck."

I kissed her before she could say it again, mostly because I already knew I wanted her to.

We stayed tangled together afterward, but Claire did not let the intensity dissolve into embarrassment.

That was new too.

A month earlier she would have made a joke, rolled onto her side and let us both pretend the dirtiest sentence had not happened.

Now she propped herself on one elbow and studied me.

"Say cuck."

I laughed.

"You just came."

"And?"

"You are impossible."

"Say it."

I looked at her.

Red hair wild around her shoulders. Skin flushed. Eyes bright with the kind of confidence I had watched grow one confession at a time.

"Cuck."

Her thighs pressed together reflexively.

I saw it.

She saw me see it.

"Fuck," she whispered, smiling.

That reaction told me everything.

The word itself was not humiliation unless we wanted it to be. In our bedroom it was a button Claire had discovered and immediately become fascinated with pressing.

"You like that too much," I said.

"I like what it does to you."

"That's becoming your excuse for everything."

"It's a very good excuse."

She reached for me again, not trying to start everything over, just refusing to let the electricity disappear.

Her hand rested on my chest while she talked about the elevator in clipped pieces.

How close Adrian had stood.

How she had looked at his reflection instead of his face.

How her pussy had gone wet when she realized she wanted the elevator to stop.

How much dirtier the memory became after she came home and watched my cock harden while she described it.

Nothing about the confession was elegant.

That was why it worked.

By the time we finally slept, the elevator had become more than a place where nothing happened.

It was the first room in which Claire had wanted something to happen and had admitted it without apology.


CHAPTER 12 | THE MESSAGE

CLAIRE

Adrian's first message to me contained the least erotic sentence ever written.

Good meeting you again. The Harbor Foundation photos are up if you need the link.

That was it.

No compliment.

No midnight punctuation.

No private joke.

It arrived at 7:18 on a Tuesday evening through the professional networking app I used for charity and consulting contacts. I was on the sofa beside Evan, half-watching a documentary about a shipwreck, when the notification appeared.

I saw the name.

My stomach dropped.

Then lifted.

Then did something annoying in between.

Evan noticed because my body had apparently become incapable of subtlety.

"What?"

I did not answer.

I turned the phone toward him.

His eyes found the name before the message.

Adrian Vale.

The documentary kept narrating disaster in the background while our living room became very quiet.

"That's... professional," Evan said.

"Extremely."

"Did you ask him for the photos?"

"No. I mentioned at lunch that the foundation might use one on the website. He must remember."

Evan gave me a look.

"Useful things."

The callback made me smile.

"Exactly."

I read the message again even though there was nothing new to find.

"Are you going to answer?" Evan asked.

I turned toward him.

"Should I?"

"Why are you asking me?"

"Because this is ours."

The words came naturally.

I watched them settle in him.

Not mine. Not his. Ours.

Whatever strange current had developed around Adrian, it belonged first to the conversation between Evan and me.

He looked back at the message.

"What would you say?"

I opened the reply box.

Thanks. Send it over.

I showed him.

"Boring," he said.

"It is a foundation link."

"Still boring."

I deleted it.

"Fine. You write it."

"Absolutely not."

"Coward."

"Menace."

I typed:

Thank you. You really do remember everything. I'd love the link.

Evan inhaled quietly.

I looked at him.

"Too much?"

"No."

"You made the face."

"Stop calling it that."

"What do you want me to call it?"

"Nothing."

I laughed.

Then my thumb hovered over Send.

The ridiculous thing was how intimate the button felt.

The message was innocent. Anyone could read it. If it were projected on a conference-room wall, nobody would blink.

But Evan and I knew what sat underneath you really do remember everything.

The dinner joke.

The office.

The elevator.

The wedding ring.

"Send it," Evan said.

I looked at him.

His eyes were on the phone.

"You're sure?"

"Claire, it's a normal message."

"That's not why I'm asking."

He understood.

A small silence.

"Send it."

I did.

The message disappeared upward.

For the next thirty seconds, nothing happened.

Then the typing indicator appeared.

Evan swore softly.

I started laughing.

"This is absurd."

"Don't laugh."

"We're married adults staring at three dots."

"Claire."

The reply arrived.

Selective memory. Here you go.

A link followed.

That was all.

Evan read it twice.

"Selective memory," he repeated.

"Could mean nothing."

"It probably does."

"You sound disappointed."

"I am not disappointed by my boss failing to sext my wife on a Tuesday."

I bit my lip.

"When you say it like that..."

"Do not finish that sentence."

I put the phone down on the coffee table.

The documentary had moved on to underwater archaeology.

Neither of us had any idea what was happening.

"Do we need rules for messaging?" I asked.

Evan considered.

"Show me if it stops being ordinary."

"I would show you anyway."

"I know."

"And no deleting."

"Agreed."

"No work games."

"Obviously."

"No using you for access to him."

I stared.

"Evan."

"I know you wouldn't. I'm saying the rules out loud because saying them out loud makes the fun parts safer."

That was annoyingly sensible.

I rested my head against the sofa.

"You should put that on a motivational poster."

"I'll ask marketing."

I looked at the phone again.

"Can I say something terrible?"

"History suggests you will regardless."

"I liked seeing his name on my screen."

Evan closed his eyes.

I smiled.

"The face."

"I hate you."

"No, you don't."

He opened his eyes.

"No. I really don't."

I moved closer and tucked my legs under me.

"And I liked that you told me to answer."

"Why?"

"Because it made the message feel less like a secret and more like..."

I searched for the word.

"A door?"

"Maybe."

"That sounds ominous."

"A very boring door with foundation photos behind it."

He laughed.

I kissed his cheek.

Five minutes later the phone vibrated again.

We both looked at it.

A text from my sister.

The disappointment that passed across Evan's face was so fast he probably did not know it happened.

I did.

I stored it away.

Not as ammunition against him.

As information about us.

The lack of a second message became ridiculous by Wednesday.

I did not want Adrian texting me constantly. That would have changed the tone too fast, turned restraint into pursuit and made the whole thing feel smaller.

Still, every vibration made me glance at my phone.

Evan caught me at breakfast.

"Waiting for someone?"

I looked up from the screen.

"My dentist."

"Your dentist messages through a professional networking app?"

I locked the phone.

"Modern dentistry."

He smiled into his coffee.

"You want him to message again."

I hated how confidently he said it.

"Maybe."

"There she is."

"What?"

"The woman who accused me of being obsessed after one locker-room story."

"That was different."

"How?"

"It was hilarious."

"This marriage is hostile."

I reached across the table and stole a piece of toast from his plate.

"You love me."

"Against my better judgment."

I took a bite.

"Would it bother you if he wrote again?"

Evan considered the question seriously.

"Depends what he wrote."

"If it was harmless?"

"No."

"If it was not harmless?"

He looked at me.

"I'd want to see it."

"Before I answer?"

"Preferably."

I nodded.

"Okay."

The ease of the agreement settled me.

"And if I wanted him to send something less harmless?"

Evan's coffee stopped halfway to his mouth.

I smiled.

"Hypothetically."

"You are banned from hypothetical questions before eight a.m."

"That's not a no."

"It's not a yes either."

"Fair."

He drank.

Then, without looking at me, said, "Would you?"

Now it was my turn to pause.

"Maybe."

Evan shook his head.

"Menace."

The word had become a term of endearment.

I liked that too.

That evening, I opened the foundation link Adrian had sent and finally looked through the photographs. There were dozens: donors, speeches, tables, city skyline, couples near the windows.

Then I found one of Evan and me.

His hand at my waist. My red hair over one shoulder. Both of us smiling at the camera.

In the background, slightly out of focus, Adrian stood near the bar.

He was looking in our direction.

I stared at the image much longer than reasonable.

Then sent it to Evan.

Claire: Zoom in.

He called me thirty seconds later.

"You are evil."

I laughed.

"You saw?"

"I saw."

"Maybe he's looking at the photographer."

"Claire."

"Maybe he likes abstract composition."

"Claire."

I leaned against the kitchen counter, smiling.

"You know what I like most?"

"I'm afraid to ask."

"Your hand is on me in the picture."

Silence.

Then Evan's voice softened.

"And he's looking anyway."

The sentence landed exactly where I expected.

"Yes."

We stayed quiet on the phone for a moment.

That photograph became another object in the private archive of the fantasy.

Not because it proved anything.

Because it captured the structure: Evan touching me, Adrian watching from a distance, me unaware in the instant but very aware now.

I saved it to a private album with the red-dress photo.

I did not tell Evan the album name.

Not yet.

By Thursday, Adrian had not messaged again.

That restraint became another kind of tension.

I found myself checking the app once too often, then getting annoyed at myself and putting the phone across the room.

Friday morning, Evan received an invitation to a smaller company cocktail event the following week.

He forwarded it to me without comment.

I opened the email.

Then looked at the closet.

The red dress was too obvious.

This time I wanted something quieter.

Sharper.

Something that would make Adrian look twice without giving anyone else a reason to understand why.

I chose a fitted navy dress with a high neckline and structured waist.

Executive, not seductive.

When Evan came home and saw it hanging on the closet door, he stopped.

"New?"

"No."

"For Thursday?"

"Maybe."

He looked at me.

Then at the dress again.

"He'll notice."

I smiled.

"You think?"

Evan shook his head and walked away muttering something about creating his own problems.

I watched him go.

Then my phone vibrated on the dresser.

Not Adrian.

I was almost relieved.

Almost.


CHAPTER 13 | THE SECOND EVENT

CLAIRE

The navy dress was more dangerous than the red one.

I knew that before we left the house.

The red dress had announced itself. It had been color and curve and nerves, a question I wore because I did not yet know whether Adrian Vale would look at me.

The navy dress assumed he would.

That difference changed how I stood in front of the mirror.

I wore my hair down again, the copper waves brushed smooth over one shoulder. The dress had a high neckline, long clean lines, and a waist that made my athletic build look sharper rather than softer. Black heels. Gold watch. No necklace.

Evan appeared behind me in the mirror while fastening one cuff.

He stopped.

"That's worse."

I met his eyes in the reflection. "Worse than what?"

"The red one."

"This covers more."

"That's why it's worse."

I turned slowly.

"Explain."

"No."

"You made a claim. Support it."

He shook his head and reached for his jacket.

I stepped in front of him.

"Evan."

"Claire."

"Would your boss approve?"

His eyes closed.

A laugh escaped me before I could stop it.

"You are becoming insufferable."

"You trained me."

"I absolutely did not."

"You brought home locker-room market research."

He stared at me in disbelief.

"I will never recover from telling you that story."

"Probably not."

I kissed him once, careful with my lipstick.

When I pulled back, his hand stayed around my waist.

"Seriously," he said. "You look incredible."

The teasing in me softened.

"Thank you."

"And yes. He'll notice."

There it was.

No denial this time.

I felt the words low in my stomach.

"You okay with that?"

Evan looked at me for a long second.

"Ask me after."

I smiled.

"Fair."

The event was smaller than North Harbor. Maybe forty people in a private gallery space on the twenty-eighth floor of Vale Strategic's office tower, which the company sometimes used for clients. No assigned tables. No formal speeches longer than five minutes. Tall windows, concrete walls, abstract art, trays of drinks moving through clusters of conversation.

More room to move.

More room to choose where to stand.

Adrian was near the far wall when we arrived.

I saw him immediately.

This time I did not pretend I had not been looking.

Evan noticed that too.

"Subtle," he murmured.

"I'm saying hello to the host."

"With your eyes from forty feet away?"

"Efficient."

Adrian looked toward us.

His attention found Evan first, then me.

That same measured pause.

But now there was history inside it.

A dinner.

A lunch.

An elevator.

A harmless message that had somehow turned three dots on a screen into foreplay for my marriage.

Adrian excused himself from the conversation and came over.

"Bennett. Claire."

"Adrian," Evan said.

"Good turnout," I added.

"People attend when the drinks are free."

"So your leadership philosophy is bribery."

"Selective incentives."

Evan laughed.

Adrian's eyes returned to me.

"Different color."

The comment was so quiet I nearly thought I had invented it.

My heart kicked.

"You remember the red."

"Selective memory."

There it was.

The message.

He had brought it into the room without saying anything anyone else could interpret.

Evan went still beside me.

I felt it before I saw it.

Adrian noticed him notice.

For a second the three of us stood inside a sentence that looked completely harmless from the outside.

I smiled.

"Useful things," I said.

Adrian's gaze held mine.

"Exactly."

Then someone approached him with a question about an account and the moment ended.

He excused himself.

Evan waited until Adrian was out of earshot.

"That was not nothing."

"I didn't say it was."

"Selective memory?"

"He reused his message."

"I know what he did."

"Then why are you asking?"

Evan took a drink.

"Because I apparently enjoy suffering."

I leaned close enough that my shoulder touched his.

"I know."

He gave me a warning look.

I smiled sweetly.

For the next hour, I made myself socialize normally.

Not because I wanted to behave.

Because anticipation worked better when I did not chase it.

I spoke to a consultant about a nonprofit project. Met two of Evan's colleagues. Listened to an investor explain an acquisition in painful detail. Every few minutes I became aware of Adrian somewhere in the room, not necessarily looking at me.

Then I would catch him doing exactly that.

Once across a sculpture display.

Once reflected in a window.

Once while I was laughing with Evan and one of his coworkers.

The third time, I did something new.

I looked back and held the contact.

Not for long.

Longer than before.

Adrian's expression did not change.

Neither did mine.

Then I turned to Evan.

He had seen everything.

I knew before he said a word.

"You did that on purpose."

"Did what?"

"Don't."

"You need to be more specific."

His hand settled lightly at the back of my waist.

"You held his eyes."

"Maybe I was listening."

"From across the room."

"He's very articulate."

"Claire."

I looked up at my husband.

There was jealousy there. Real enough that I did not want to trample it.

I covered his hand with mine.

"You okay?"

He exhaled.

"Yeah."

"Real answer."

"Real answer: yes. I don't love how much I notice."

"Do you want me to stop?"

He looked across the room toward Adrian, then back at me.

"No."

The word hit me harder because he had chosen it carefully.

I squeezed his hand.

"Okay."

"But don't make me guess where I stand."

"You don't have to."

"Promise?"

"Always."

He nodded.

That could have ended the game for the night.

Instead the reassurance gave it structure.

A railing on the balcony again.

Something solid enough to lean against while looking over the edge.

Dinner was served informally at tall tables along one side of the gallery. I ended up beside Evan with Adrian across from us for several minutes while other people drifted in and out of the conversation.

The arrangement was innocent.

My awareness was not.

Evan stood close enough that our shoulders touched. Adrian rested one hand on the tall table while listening to Mara tell a story about a disastrous client trip.

Under the table, I shifted my weight and my heel brushed Evan's shoe.

He looked at me.

I smiled and did it again.

Nothing unusual between a married couple.

Then Adrian answered Mara, and I turned my attention to him while keeping my foot lightly against Evan's.

Evan understood the combination immediately.

I felt the shift in his posture.

My pulse quickened.

This was new.

Not Adrian doing anything.

Me arranging my attention in a way designed for my husband to notice.

I let my foot slide slowly along the outside of Evan's shoe, then stopped at his ankle.

His hand found the back of my waist.

A warning or encouragement.

Probably both.

Adrian glanced at the movement of Evan's arm around me.

Then his eyes met mine.

I held them.

My foot stayed against my husband's leg.

The moment lasted three seconds.

Maybe four.

Nobody else at the table knew anything had happened.

I felt as if I had just done something outrageous.

When Mara turned away to greet someone, Evan leaned toward me.

"You're doing that thing again."

"What thing?"

"Using me while you look at him."

The bluntness made heat rise into my face.

"Do you hate it?"

His hand remained at my waist.

"No."

I swallowed.

"Good."

"You really need your own vocabulary."

I bit back a laugh.

Adrian watched us with an unreadable expression.

"Private joke?" he asked.

"Marriage logistics," I said.

Evan nearly choked on his drink.

Adrian's eyebrow lifted.

"Those are usually less funny."

"Ours are complicated."

"I gathered."

The sentence was quiet enough that only Evan and I heard it.

I stopped smiling.

Adrian knew there was something between us now.

Not details.

Not rules.

But enough.

Evan's hand tightened at my waist.

I looked at him.

He had heard it too.

The triangle sharpened.

Then a client joined us and began talking about real estate.

The normal conversation felt almost absurd after what had passed under it.

Five minutes later, Evan stepped away to take a phone call.

Adrian and I were left on opposite sides of the tall table.

People surrounded us, close enough to make privacy impossible.

That did not stop the silence between us from becoming private.

"Marriage logistics?" he said.

I smiled.

"Confidential."

"Of course."

"You gather too much."

"You make some things easy."

"Such as?"

His eyes held mine.

"You look at him after you look at me."

My heartbeat stumbled.

I had no joke ready.

Adrian did not rescue me.

He picked up his drink.

"That's not criticism."

I found my voice.

"What is it?"

"An observation."

"Useful?"

The corner of his mouth moved.

"Very."

Evan returned before I could answer.

I turned toward my husband, and the movement itself proved Adrian's point.

Evan looked from me to him.

"What did I miss?"

I smiled.

"Nothing."

Both men looked at me.

I started laughing.

"Okay," Evan said. "That word has officially lost all meaning."

Later, Adrian joined our small group near the bar. The conversation was ordinary. Markets. Travel. A restaurant someone hated. I, the citizen with no formal role in Vale Strategic, occasionally rescued everyone from work talk by refusing to let them stay boring.

At one point Evan's colleague Mara asked Adrian about the executive floor renovation.

"Still have the best view in the building?" she said.

"Until someone builds something taller."

"Claire hasn't seen it," Evan said.

The words came from beside me so casually I almost missed their importance.

I turned my head.

Evan was looking at Adrian.

Not me.

Adrian glanced at me.

"No?"

"Only reception," I said.

"Then you've seen the least interesting part."

Mara laughed. "Take her up. The corner office is obscene."

I felt Evan's hand at my back.

Adrian's gaze stayed on my face.

"Would you like to see the view?"

It was a normal offer in front of four people.

Nothing about it should have made my pulse accelerate.

I looked at Evan.

He met my eyes.

Did not nod.

Did not tell me what to do.

That mattered.

I turned back to Adrian.

"I'd like that."

"After I finish pretending to host."

"Selective hosting?"

"Exactly."

He walked away.

I took a slow drink.

Evan leaned toward my ear.

"You looked at me first."

"Of course I did."

"Why?"

I turned my face toward his.

"Because this is ours."

His hand tightened at my waist.

The same phrase from the message night.

This time it felt like a decision.

Twenty minutes later, Adrian appeared beside us.

"Claire?"

One word.

The invitation inside it.

I looked at Evan again.

He smiled, but there was tension at the edges.

"Go see the obscene office," he said.

I touched his chest briefly.

Then I followed his boss toward the private elevator.

The doors opened.

Adrian stepped aside for me.

I entered first.

As the doors closed, I caught Evan's reflection in the polished metal outside.

Watching.

And for the first time, I understood that the look on my husband's face was part of what I wanted.


CHAPTER 14 | THE CORNER VIEW

CLAIRE

The executive elevator moved only four floors.

It felt longer than the twenty-two-floor ride that had kept me awake the week before.

This time there was no uncertainty about attraction.

No plausible story in which Adrian Vale and I were simply two adults trapped by architecture.

Evan had watched me step into the elevator with his boss.

I had looked at my husband before saying yes.

Adrian had seen me do it.

Those facts crowded the small space more effectively than mirrors.

Neither of us spoke until the doors opened.

The executive floor after nine at night was nearly silent.

A cleaning cart stood far down one corridor. Lights were dimmed in most offices. The carpet swallowed our footsteps. Beyond the glass walls, the city looked unreal, all white lines and red dots and black river.

Adrian walked beside me, not ahead.

That detail should not have mattered.

It did.

His office occupied the corner.

Mara had been right. The view was obscene.

Two walls of glass overlooked the city and river. Dark wood desk. Low shelves. A small sitting area. Nothing decorative that did not seem chosen. No giant portrait, no trophies, no self-congratulatory founder mythology.

The door stayed open.

I noticed immediately.

Adrian noticed me noticing.

"Safer?" he asked.

I looked at him.

"For whom?"

"Good question."

I walked toward the window.

The city opened below us.

"Okay," I admitted. "That's ridiculous."

"Mara has been lobbying to steal it for three years."

"Can she?"

"No."

I laughed.

Adrian came to stand several feet away.

We looked out at the view.

For a minute, maybe two, we talked about architecture. The old waterfront. A bridge under renovation. Completely safe subjects.

My body did not believe any of them.

I was aware of him at my side with an intensity that made the city difficult to focus on.

His jacket was buttoned again. Tie straight. CEO restored.

That almost made it worse.

"You looked at Evan before you came up," he said.

There it was.

I kept my eyes on the window.

"I did."

"Why?"

I turned.

The question was quiet.

Not accusatory.

I could have answered lightly.

Instead I told the truth.

"Because I don't want this to become something that happens behind his back."

Adrian's expression changed by a fraction.

Respect, maybe.

Or relief.

"Good."

The word hit me because he had used it in the elevator after looking at my wedding ring.

I folded my arms loosely.

"You said that before."

"I remember."

"Selective memory."

"Apparently not so selective."

Silence again.

The open office door sat in the edge of my vision.

People were still downstairs.

Evan was downstairs.

My husband had told me to come see the view.

Nothing more.

That boundary mattered.

So did the fact that I was thinking about it.

Before either of us moved closer, Adrian crossed to the small cabinet near the sitting area.

"Water?"

The question was almost comically ordinary.

"Please."

He handed me a cold bottle and took one for himself.

I opened mine mostly because I needed something to do with my hands.

"Do you always offer hydration before difficult conversations?"

"Only the ones held thirty stories above the ground."

"Thirty-two."

"You counted?"

"I was in the elevator."

"Occupational research?"

"Marriage logistics."

His eyes sharpened at the phrase. I liked the way his attention worked: when something mattered, the rest of his face became still.

"You and Evan talk about me."

It was not phrased as a question.

I twisted the cap back onto the bottle.

"Yes."

"Often?"

"Increasingly."

He looked toward the open door, then back.

"Should that concern me?"

"Probably."

The smallest laugh escaped him.

It changed his face more than a broad smile would have.

"What does he say?"

I considered the trap.

"That you're controlled."

"That sounds like Bennett."

"That people listen when you speak."

"Also sounds like Bennett."

I took a drink.

"That you're physically intimidating."

Adrian's eyebrow lifted.

Heat climbed my neck immediately.

"Physically intimidating," he repeated.

"His phrase was probably better."

"I doubt it."

I laughed into the bottle.

"You two have an interesting marriage."

The sentence could have been judgmental.

It was not.

"We have a good marriage."

"I can tell."

"How?"

"You look for him when you're uncomfortable."

The observation hit deeper than flirtation.

I stared at Adrian.

He continued, voice calm.

"At the dinner, after you caught me looking, you moved your hand under the table and he reacted. At lunch, when he came down the corridor, your shoulders relaxed. Tonight, you looked at him before you came upstairs."

I felt exposed in a way the fitted dress had never managed.

"You really were watching."

"Yes."

No apology.

No attempt to make the answer smaller.

My stomach tightened.

"When did you first notice me?"

The question slipped out before I could decide whether I wanted the answer.

Adrian looked at me for a long moment.

"Before the handshake."

My pulse jumped.

"When?"

"You walked in with Evan."

"From across the room?"

"Red is visible from across a room."

I smiled despite myself.

"So it was the dress."

"No."

The answer came too quickly.

I stopped smiling.

"No?"

"The dress made it easy to find you. It wasn't why I kept looking."

The city lights beyond the glass suddenly felt brighter.

"Why did you?"

Adrian took a drink of water before answering.

"Because you watched the room before you entered it."

That was not the answer I expected.

"What does that mean?"

"Most people walk into those dinners thinking about whether they're being watched. You walked in looking at everybody else first."

"I was looking for you."

The confession escaped before I could polish it.

Adrian went still.

There.

A crack in the composure.

Small.

Real.

I felt a rush of satisfaction that surprised me.

"Were you?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Before you'd met me."

"Evan talks about you."

"In anger. Weekdays only."

I laughed softly.

"Exactly."

"And what did you think when you found me?"

Now it was his turn to ask for details.

I looked at the bottle in my hands.

"That Evan had undersold you."

Adrian's mouth curved.

"He doesn't owe me marketing."

"No."

"What did he undersell?"

The question carried none of Evan's nervous hunger. Adrian asked like a man comfortable hearing whatever answer came back.

That confidence made honesty easier and more dangerous.

"Presence," I said.

"That's vague."

"You complain like Evan now."

"Occupational exposure."

I smiled.

"Fine. Height. Shoulders. Hands. Voice. The way the room moved around you."

His gaze dropped briefly to my mouth.

"That's less vague."

"You asked."

"I did."

"And now?"

"Now what?"

"What do you notice about me?"

I had expected to embarrass him.

Instead he answered immediately.

"You test people with jokes when you're nervous."

I blinked.

"That's not physical."

"You didn't ask for physical."

"Fine. Physical."

His eyes moved over me slowly enough to be unmistakable and restrained enough not to feel cheap.

"Your hair first."

I touched one copper strand without thinking.

"Predictable."

"Your posture. You train."

"I do."

"Your legs."

Heat moved through me.

"The red dress."

"Of course."

"The navy one tonight."

"So you did notice."

"Claire."

My name in that tone again.

I held the water bottle tighter.

"What?"

"You already knew I noticed."

He was right.

I had known when his eyes found me across the gallery.

I had wanted confirmation anyway.

"Maybe I wanted you to say it."

His expression shifted.

"Why?" Adrian asked.

I thought of Evan downstairs.

"Because I like hearing the truth."

"Even when it's inconvenient?"

"Especially then."

For a moment neither of us spoke.

The bottle was cold in my hand.

The office was warm.

The door remained open.

The city waited beyond the glass.

All the pieces were exactly where they had been five minutes earlier, but the distance between us felt smaller now because we had filled it with admissions.

Adrian put one hand into his pocket.

"I need to ask you something directly."

My pulse climbed.

"Okay."

His gaze stayed on mine.

"Have I misread you?"

The city disappeared.

Not literally.

It just stopped mattering.

The question was clean. No seduction wrapped around it. No assumption. No title used as pressure.

I understood exactly what he was offering me: the chance to close the door without embarrassment before anything had happened.

I thought about Evan downstairs.

The red dress.

The locker-room confession.

The elevator.

The message.

The way I had held Adrian's eyes across the room on purpose.

"No," I said.

Adrian did not move.

"No, I haven't misread you?"

"You haven't."

My voice sounded steadier than I felt.

His eyes dropped briefly to my mouth.

Then back.

"And Evan?"

I swallowed.

"He knows I'm attracted to you."

Adrian waited.

He needed more than that.

I respected him for needing more than that.

"He knows I wanted to come up here," I added. "He knows this isn't innocent anymore."

Still, Adrian did not move closer.

"That's not the same as permission for me to make assumptions."

"I know."

"So I won't."

Something in my chest loosened.

And something lower tightened.

His restraint had become unbearable.

I looked toward the open door.

Then at him.

"What if I make one?"

For the first time since I had met him, Adrian looked surprised.

Only for a second.

Then the surprise settled into focus.

"Claire."

The way he said my name should have been illegal in several corporate policies.

I took one step toward him.

Not enough to touch.

Enough to change the geometry of the room.

Adrian stayed still.

"You don't have to do that," he said.

"I know."

"Because of Evan. Or me. Or this office."

"I know."

"Then why are you?"

I looked at his tie, his collar, the calm line of his mouth.

Then back at his eyes.

"Because I wanted the elevator to stop."

He understood immediately.

A tiny smile appeared.

"I wondered."

"Of course you did. You notice everything."

"Useful things."

I laughed softly.

That broke the last of my nerves.

I stepped closer again.

Now we were inside the distance I had spent weeks imagining.

Adrian was tall enough that I had to tilt my chin. I could smell the same dry cologne from the elevator. I could see the faint gray at his temples, the tiny crease beside one eye.

More human up close.

More dangerous for being human.

"If I kiss you," I said, "it doesn't mean anything about Evan's work."

His expression went still.

"It means nothing about his work."

"Nothing."

I nodded.

My heartbeat was so hard it felt visible.

Adrian lifted one hand.

Stopped before touching me.

I looked at it.

Then at him.

And closed the remaining distance myself.

The first kiss was brief.

That surprised me.

After weeks of tension, I had expected impact. Something dramatic enough to justify the obsessive weight we had given a handshake and an elevator.

Instead his mouth touched mine once, controlled and warm, then stopped.

I felt the pause more sharply than the contact.

My hands were at my sides.

His still had not settled on me.

We looked at each other from inches away.

"That's all?" I whispered.

His mouth curved.

"You ended the question with a kiss. I was waiting for the next one."

I laughed, breath unsteady.

"Very CEO of you."

"Occupational hazard."

I kissed him again.

This time my hand caught lightly at the front of his jacket.

His hand came to my waist.

The contact sent a clean shiver through me because I had imagined his hands too many times after that first handshake.

He did not pull me hard against him. He did not need to. The pressure was enough to make the difference in our size suddenly concrete.

My shoulders against the line of his chest.

His palm spanning more of my waist than Evan's did.

That comparison flashed through my head and immediately brought my husband into the room.

I pulled back.

Adrian let me.

No chase.

No complaint.

I breathed once, twice.

"Evan."

"I know."

"I need to tell him."

"You should."

"Now."

"Then go."

The ease of that answer affected me almost as much as the kiss.

I looked at him.

"You make this very difficult to categorize."

"I'm trying to make it easy."

"You're failing."

He smiled.

I fixed the front of my dress even though nothing had moved. Touched my hair. Checked my lipstick with my phone camera.

Adrian watched, not hiding it now.

"Is it obvious?" I asked.

"To Bennett?"

"Yes."

"Probably."

I laughed once under my breath.

"Great."

I started toward the door.

"Claire."

I turned.

Adrian stood near the window, one hand in his pocket again, composure already rebuilding around him.

"For what it's worth, he is a lucky man."

This time I did not pause.

"I know."

The executive elevator carried me down four floors.

My reflection looked almost normal.

That was surreal.

My hair was still smooth. Dress still perfect. Lipstick only slightly softened at the center.

Inside, I felt rearranged.

When the doors opened, I saw Evan immediately.

He stood near the gallery entrance talking to Mara, drink in hand.

His eyes found me.

Dropped to my mouth.

Rose again.

The conversation on his face happened in less than a second.

He knew.

I walked toward him.

Mara turned and smiled.

"Worth the trip?"

I looked at my husband.

Evan looked at me.

"Yes," I said.

My voice almost held.

"The view is incredible."

Mara laughed. "Told you."

Evan took my empty hand.

His fingers closed around mine.

Not hard.

Not gentle.

A question.

I squeezed once.

An answer.

And for the remaining twenty minutes of the event, we stood beside each other pretending my mouth had not just crossed the first real boundary of our marriage.


CHAPTER 15 | YOU KISSED HIM

CLAIRE

We made it to the parking garage before Evan spoke.

That was impressive.

He walked beside me in silence through the concrete level, keys in one hand, the other opening and closing at his side as if he kept almost reaching for me and deciding against it.

I wanted him to ask.

I also wanted to be the one who told him.

At the car, I stopped before he could unlock it.

"I kissed him."

Evan went completely still.

The garage hummed around us. Fluorescent lights. Distant engine. A car door slamming two rows over.

My husband looked at my mouth.

Then at my eyes.

"You kissed him."

"Yes."

"He didn't kiss you?"

I understood the distinction.

"I started it."

His breath left slowly.

I could see the reaction move through him in layers. Jealousy first, clean and sharp. Then surprise. Then the thing I had learned to recognize over the past weeks, curiosity arriving where he thought anger should have owned the whole room.

"Why?"

"Because he asked if he'd misread me."

Evan frowned.

"Meaning?"

"He asked directly whether I was actually attracted to him."

"And you said yes."

"I said he hadn't misread me."

"Then you kissed him."

"After he asked about you."

That mattered.

I saw it land.

"He asked about me?"

"He wanted to know what you knew. He said knowing you're aware of the attraction isn't the same as him having permission to assume anything."

Evan looked away.

For a second he stared across the rows of cars, breathing harder, the jealousy written plainly across his face.

"That's annoyingly responsible."

I almost laughed.

"I thought the same thing."

"Don't bond with him over being sensible."

That made me laugh despite the tension.

Evan looked back at me.

"How long?"

"What?"

"The kiss."

There it was.

Details.

He wanted them even now.

I leaned back lightly against the car door.

"The first one? A second. Maybe two."

"The first one."

"There were two."

Evan's eyes closed.

My pussy tightened at that expression, hot and immediate, before I could pretend the jealousy did not turn me on.

I hated and loved how predictable we were becoming.

"Claire."

"You asked."

"I know."

"The second was longer."

He opened his eyes.

"His hands?"

I swallowed.

The question was quiet.

"One on my waist."

Evan looked down at the place as if the navy fabric might retain evidence.

I suddenly felt Adrian's hand there again.

Large. Controlled. Different.

I did not want to lie about the memory.

"I noticed the difference," I said.

Evan's breathing changed.

I stepped forward before the tension could become something lonely.

"But I stopped."

"Why?"

"Because you came into my head."

His eyes lifted.

"In a good way?"

"In the only way that matters. I wanted you to know before anything else happened."

He searched my face.

"Anything else?"

"Nothing else happened."

"Did you want it to?"

The honest answer scared me more than the kiss had.

I did not soften it.

"Yes."

Evan looked away again.

I let him.

Jealousy was allowed to be real. That was part of the promise. We were not going to pretend every new thing felt easy because it excited us.

After a long moment he said, "Get in the car."

My stomach dropped.

"Evan."

He looked at me.

"We're going home, Claire. Not divorcing."

Air came back into my lungs.

"Okay."

The drive was quieter than any we had taken after the previous provocations.

No teasing.

No questions for ten minutes.

I kept my hands folded in my lap and watched city lights move over the windshield.

Then Evan said, "Did he know I was downstairs when you kissed him?"

"Yes."

"Did that matter to you?"

I turned toward him.

"Yes."

His hands tightened on the wheel.

"How?"

I thought carefully.

"It made it feel like I wasn't leaving our marriage to do something. I was doing something that existed because of a conversation inside our marriage."

He was quiet.

"That's a very neat explanation."

"It didn't feel neat."

"No."

"I was shaking in the elevator afterward."

That got his attention.

"You were?"

"A little."

"You looked calm."

"I was performing for Mara."

"You looked at me when she asked about the view."

"I know."

"You knew I could tell."

"I hoped you could."

His breathing changed again.

The first spark of the old rhythm returned.

I watched his profile.

"You liked knowing."

"Don't start yet."

"Okay."

I meant it.

We drove another block.

Then he said, "I did."

My pulse kicked.

"Did what?"

"Like knowing. Hate it a little. Like it a lot. Both."

I reached across and rested my hand on his thigh.

He covered it with his.

In the car after the cocktail event, I kept replaying one tiny moment that should not have mattered.

Adrian had been talking to Evan when his eyes moved to me for less than a second.

That was all.

At that point, no touch. No private invitation yet.

My pussy had gone wet anyway.

I sat beside my husband with one hand over my crossed knees and hated how much the admission turned me on.

Evan noticed the silence.

"Him?"

I looked out the window.

"Maybe."

"Claire."

I smiled.

"Yes."

His hand settled on my thigh.

The erection under his trousers became obvious when I looked down.

I laughed softly.

"We are getting ridiculous."

"You looked at him for one second."

"He looked at me first."

"And that made you wet?"

The bluntness still had the power to shock me.

I liked that too.

"Yes."

His fingers tightened on my thigh.

"Dirty wife."

I turned toward him.

"Careful."

"You asked for that word."

"I know."

I moved his hand higher, not enough to start anything in the car, just enough to make the promise unmistakable.

"Use it again when we get home."

He stared at me.

I smiled toward the windshield.

By then, even the drive home from a corporate event had become foreplay.

By the time we reached home, the fear had changed shape.

Not disappeared.

Become discussable.

We did not go upstairs immediately.

We sat at the kitchen island with water instead of wine because both of us wanted clear heads.

Evan took off his jacket. I kicked off my heels. The navy dress that had felt controlled at the event now felt almost indecent simply because I knew what had happened in it.

"We need actual rules," Evan said.

"Agreed."

"Not because I'm saying no."

I looked at him.

"You're not?"

He laughed once without humor.

"That's the terrifying part."

My stomach fluttered.

"Okay."

"Career is untouchable."

"Absolutely."

"No promotion, account, raise, opportunity, anything connected to this. If I ever feel that line blur, we're done."

"Yes."

"No secrets between us."

"Yes."

"If he messages something personal, I see it."

"Yes."

"If you want something to happen, we talk before. Not after."

I nodded.

"Yes."

Evan rubbed his thumb along the edge of his water glass.

"And I don't want him treating me differently at work because of you."

"You heard what he said upstairs. I don't think he will."

"I don't either. But I need to know you understand why that matters."

I leaned forward.

"Evan, I would never let your career become the price of access to me. Not in either direction."

His eyes met mine.

"Okay."

The word relaxed something in both of us.

I reached across the island and touched his hand.

"My turn?"

"Go."

"You don't get to use permission as a way to avoid telling me when you're hurt."

He frowned slightly.

"Meaning?"

"If you're jealous, say jealous. If you hate something, say you hate it. Don't say yes because you're afraid I'll think you're boring."

Evan stared at me.

"That's fair."

"And I don't want to become a performance you endure."

"You won't."

"Promise me."

"I promise."

I nodded.

"One more."

"What?"

I hesitated.

This one was harder.

"I want you involved."

His expression sharpened.

"How?"

"I don't know yet. But I don't want the fantasy to become Adrian and me with you somewhere outside it pretending not to care."

Evan leaned back.

"You want me to watch."

The words landed so directly my skin warmed.

"Maybe. Eventually."

"You said that before."

"And you said maybe too."

"I remember."

"Useful things."

He gave me the smallest smile.

The tension broke.

Not completely.

Enough.

I stood and came around the island.

Evan turned on the stool to face me.

I stepped between his knees and touched his loosened tie.

"Can I tell you something else?"

"Apparently that's how I die."

I smiled.

"When he put his hand on my waist, I thought about telling you about his hands after the dinner."

Evan went very still.

I touched his jaw.

"And then I thought about the locker room."

"Claire."

"You asked for no secrets."

"That rule is already attacking me."

I laughed softly.

"I wondered if you'd imagine the difference."

Evan's hand came around my waist in exactly the same place Adrian's had been.

The comparison was immediate because I had invited it.

Different hand.

Different history.

Different meaning.

Evan's belonged there in a way nobody else's ever could.

That certainty made the fantasy hotter, not safer.

"I am imagining it now," he said.

My breath caught.

"Good."

His eyes narrowed.

"You like that."

"Very much."

He stood, bringing us chest to chest.

The navy dress was still on me. Evan looked down at it, then back at my face, as if the fabric itself had become evidence from the night.

"He kissed you in that."

"Yes."

"My boss kissed my wife in that dress."

The words landed lower this time.

I stepped closer.

"And your wife came home and told you everything."

His hand closed at my waist.

"Not everything."

I smiled.

"Ask better questions."

He did.

Where Adrian had stood.

How close.

Whether I had pulled his jacket first.

Whether I had noticed the size of his hands when they touched my waist.

Whether the kiss had made me wet.

That last question stripped the smile from my face.

I stared at Evan.

He stared back.

No joke.

"Yes," I said.

His breathing changed.

I felt the answer pass through him.

"Say it properly," he murmured.

Heat climbed my throat.

The new language between us was getting dirtier because we had stopped pretending elegant words made the truth safer.

"Your boss kissed me and it made my pussy wet."

Evan shut his eyes.

I almost laughed from nerves.

Then he pulled me against him and the laugh disappeared before it started.

His mouth found mine. My arms locked around his shoulders. He knew exactly how much force I liked, exactly how to keep the jealousy inside the fantasy instead of letting it turn mean.

That knowledge made me bolder.

"You want him to do it again," Evan said against my mouth.

I hesitated only long enough to feel the truth.

"Yes."

"You want more than a kiss."

"Yes."

His grip tightened.

"Fuck."

The sound of him losing composure because I had told the truth was becoming one of my favorite things.

I pulled back just enough to look at him.

"Does that make me your dirty wife?"

His eyes sharpened.

"Do you want it to?"

"Right now?"

I slid my hands up his chest.

"Yes."

Evan's voice dropped.

"My dirty wife wants my boss."

My breath broke.

That was all the permission I needed.

I stopped talking and put my hands on him.

Evan's palm landed at my waist in the exact place Adrian's had been earlier.

The comparison hit so fast I looked down.

He saw.

"Different?"

"Yes."

His cock hardened against me.

I felt it through our clothes and looked back up.

"You really do get hard when I compare you to him."

"Apparently I have terrible taste in fantasies."

"No. You have me."

That shut him up.

I kissed him and pulled at his tie until it hung loose.

The visual callback to Adrian made my pussy wet again.

Evan noticed.

"Him?"

"You wearing his look."

"That's fucked up."

"Very."

I kissed him harder.

His mouth moved to my neck. My hands went under his shirt. I stopped pretending the conversation needed another careful sentence.

"What did he taste like?" Evan asked.

I froze for half a second.

Then smiled.

"Jealous?"

"Answer me."

"Yes."

"Claire."

"You wanted details."

"I still do."

I put my mouth close to his ear.

"Then earn them."

That did it.

I pulled Evan toward the bedroom without letting Adrian's kiss leave the conversation. It kept flashing between us like a private piece of pornography neither of us could stop replaying. Evan called me his slut. I told him his wife had kissed the boss and wanted to do it again. He asked how far I wanted to go next time.

"Further."

"How far?"

"Enough that you'll hate it for five seconds."

His cock went harder.

I laughed against his mouth.

"And love it for the next fifty."

"You're a menace."

"Your menace."

The teasing got dirtier as the rhythm between us got rougher.

"Still mine?"

"Always."

"Even wanting him?"

"Yes."

"Even wet because he kissed you?"

My breath caught.

"Yes."

"Dirty wife."

"Say slut."

He did.

That word, Adrian's kiss, Evan's hands, the fact that I was asking my husband to make the fantasy dirtier instead of safer, all of it stacked until I came with his name in my mouth and my nails in his shoulders.

Afterward, I lay against him breathing hard, still smiling.

"So," I whispered.

"No."

"You don't even know what I was going to ask."

"It was about Adrian."

I laughed.

"Maybe."

Evan pulled me closer.

"Of course it was."

The aftermath was not quiet for long.

I rolled onto my side and watched Evan stare at the ceiling.

His breathing had almost settled. Mine had not.

"You know what you did?"

"Several things, apparently."

"You made me say I wanted his cock."

"You did not need much convincing."

I slapped his chest lightly.

"Asshole."

He caught my wrist and kissed my palm.

"You asked me not to make it safer."

That shut me up.

Because he was right.

I had asked for dirty words. Asked for the jealousy. Asked him to stop treating my attraction to Adrian like a fragile object that needed to be wrapped in polite language.

And when he finally did, my body had answered faster than my pride.

I looked down at the sheet twisted around my thighs.

"I was wet before you even touched me."

Evan turned his head.

"From the kiss?"

"From telling you about the kiss."

That landed even harder.

His hand slid over my hip.

"That's worse."

"Better."

"For you."

"For your cock too, apparently."

He laughed.

There was no embarrassment left in it.

That mattered.

The fantasy was getting dirtier, but so were we. Together. Deliberately. No secrecy. No pretending one of us was merely tolerating what the other wanted.

I moved closer until my forehead touched his.

"Next time I don't want to come home with just a kiss."

His eyes opened fully.

There it was.

Fear and arousal arriving together.

I did not soften the sentence.

"I want more."

"How much?"

"I don't know yet."

That was true.

But I knew the direction.

And now so did he.

We did not make it past the bedroom door cleanly.

Evan pushed me against it and kissed the mouth that had kissed Adrian. His hand went under the dress. I was already wet from the night and from saying the sentence out loud.

"You want more."

"I want his cock. I want you watching. I want to come home and tell you every inch."

He dropped to his knees and put his mouth on me through the underwear, then pulled it aside and licked.

"Then tell me now."

"I want him to bend me over that desk. I want you on the other side of the glass. I want to look at you when he pushes in."

Evan groaned into me and sucked my clit until my knees went.

I came on his tongue with Adrian's name in the room and Evan's hands holding me up.

He stood, turned me, and fucked me against the door, fast, jealous, grateful.

"Whose wife."

"Yours."

"Who are you thinking about."

"Both. That's the point."

He came inside me with his forehead on my shoulder, shaking, and I held him there until the fear and the heat were the same thing.


CHAPTER 16 | STAY A MINUTE

CLAIRE

The opportunity arrived two weeks later wearing the disguise of a quarterly reception.

Vale Strategic had closed a major account. The company held drinks on the executive floor after work, the sort of event where people stayed forty-five minutes, congratulated the right teams, and left before the free wine became a management problem.

Spouses were invited because half the staff had already delayed dinner plans.

When Evan forwarded the invitation, he added one line.

We don't have to make that night anything.

I read it twice.

Then typed:

I know.

A minute later:

Claire: But can it be something?

The typing indicator took longer this time.

Evan: Maybe. We talk first.

We did.

Not in bed.

Not while worked up.

Saturday morning over coffee, both of us in old clothes, sunlight across the kitchen floor. It was almost comically ordinary for a conversation that made my stomach flutter every time Adrian's name appeared.

We kept the rules simple.

Work stayed untouched.

No secrecy.

Evan would be at the event and remain nearby.

I would not disappear without telling him.

Nothing was owed to Adrian because of his title, his invitation, or anything he had done professionally.

And if either Evan or I felt the fantasy stop belonging to us, we leave.

By the end, I felt calmer.

Not less excited.

Calmer enough for the excitement to sharpen.

Thursday afternoon I showered earlier than necessary.

That was the first sign I was in trouble.

I stood under hot water and thought about the executive floor at night. Glass. Quiet carpet. Adrian's office door. His hand stopping before my waist until I closed the distance myself.

I thought about Evan downstairs the night I kissed him.

Then I corrected the image.

Tonight Evan would not be downstairs.

He would be closer.

That mattered so much I had to turn the water cooler.

Afterward I spent too long choosing clothes.

The red dress felt like the beginning of a story I had already moved beyond.

The navy dress carried the memory of the first kiss.

I wanted something new.

I chose a black pencil skirt cut close through the hips, high heels, and a silk ivory blouse under a fitted black jacket. Executive enough to disappear into the office. Feminine enough that I knew exactly what the silk did when I moved.

My hair stayed down, copper against the ivory collar.

Perfume once at my wrists, once at my throat.

No more.

When Evan came into the bedroom and saw me, he stopped in the doorway.

"You look like you're going to fire me."

"Maybe I am."

His gaze traveled over me slowly.

"The blouse."

"What about it?"

"You know what about it."

I buttoned my jacket.

"Then say it."

"No."

"Coward."

He came closer.

"You really need a new word."

"It still works."

His hands found my waist.

For a moment the humor disappeared.

"You okay?"

"Yes. Nervous."

"Me too."

"Good."

He smiled faintly.

"Why good?"

"Because if neither of us were nervous, I'd worry we stopped understanding what this is."

Evan studied my face.

Then kissed my forehead.

"Still a menace."

"Always."

The executive floor looked different filled with people.

That helped.

Music low. Drinks. Conversations. Employees clustered near the windows. The office doors were open. Adrian's corner office had become just another room behind glass.

For the first thirty minutes, nothing happened.

I almost appreciated the delay.

Adrian spoke to Evan about the account in front of three other people. Congratulated the team. Introduced me to a client's wife. Asked whether I had seen the foundation photos.

Professional.

Perfectly professional.

I could feel Evan watching for cracks in that composure.

So could I.

There were none.

Then, near eight thirty, people began leaving.

The office soundscape changed one goodbye at a time.

Elevator chimes farther apart.

Glasses collected.

The distant vacuum of the cleaning crew started somewhere down the hall.

Evan stood with me near a window, one hand in his pocket.

Adrian was across the room talking to the COO.

"We can go," Evan said quietly.

I looked at him.

"Do you want to?"

"I asked you."

"I'm asking you back."

He glanced toward Adrian.

Then at me.

"No."

My heart kicked.

"Neither do I."

Another ten minutes.

The COO left.

Two analysts left.

Mara hugged me goodbye, told Evan not to open his laptop when he got home, and disappeared into the elevator.

Finally only a handful of people remained.

Adrian approached us with his jacket over one arm.

"You two staying until security throws us out?"

"Evan likes offices," I said.

"That's a terrible rumor."

Adrian looked at Evan.

"You did good work on this one."

"Team did."

"Yes. You led it."

No flirtation.

No hidden meaning.

A professional compliment delivered in front of me.

That separation mattered.

I saw Evan register it too.

"Thanks," he said.

Adrian nodded.

Then looked at me.

"Claire."

Just my name.

But now I knew the register his voice used when the room was no longer purely professional.

Evan knew it too.

I felt his attention sharpen beside me.

"Adrian."

A cleaning cart rattled faintly down the corridor.

Adrian glanced toward his office.

Then back at us.

"I have one email to send before I leave."

It was not an invitation.

Not yet.

Evan looked at me.

I looked at him.

Weeks of conversations existed inside that eye contact.

No secrets. Nearby. Ours.

I touched Evan's wrist.

"I'm going to stay a minute."

His pulse beat under my fingers.

He nodded once.

"I'll be right here."

My stomach tightened.

Adrian had watched the exchange without interrupting.

I turned toward him.

"Do you mind?"

His eyes held mine.

"No."

We walked to his office.

The door remained open.

Again.

I smiled when I noticed.

Adrian set his jacket on the back of a chair and went behind the desk. He woke the monitor, typed a short email, attached something, sent it.

I stood near the window.

The entire action took maybe forty seconds.

He closed the laptop.

Silence.

Outside the office, I could see part of the lounge area through glass.

Evan stood where I had left him, talking now with the facilities director who was collecting a bag.

Near enough.

Visible.

My husband looked toward the office.

Found me through the glass.

I did not look away.

Adrian followed my gaze.

"He knows why you're here."

"Yes."

"And what does he think is going to happen?"

I turned back to Adrian.

"We didn't script it."

"Good."

"You like that word."

"It's efficient."

I laughed softly.

Adrian came around the desk but did not approach me fully.

He leaned back against the front edge, arms loose at his sides.

The desk between professional and personal again.

"What do you think is going to happen?" he asked.

My mouth went dry.

I looked through the glass once more.

Evan was alone now.

Watching openly.

He did not wave.

Did not smile.

Just watched.

That look sent a stronger thrill through me than anything Adrian had done yet.

I turned back.

"I think I'm going to kiss you again."

Adrian's gaze dropped to my mouth.

"That seems likely."

"Still very CEO."

"Still an occupational hazard."

I crossed the space.

This time there was no tentative first kiss.

I knew the feel of his mouth. Knew the difference in height. Knew his restraint was not hesitation.

My hand went to his tie as I kissed him.

His palm settled at my waist, firm through the jacket.

The contact was familiar enough to ignite memory and new enough to keep every nerve awake.

I felt the desk behind his legs.

The glass to my left.

Evan beyond it.

I pulled back first and looked toward my husband.

He had not moved.

His eyes were on us.

My breath caught.

Adrian followed my gaze.

"You like that," he said.

Not a question.

I looked at him.

"You notice too much."

"You keep giving me useful things to notice."

The line made me laugh, then lose the laugh when he touched the side of my face.

His thumb rested near my cheekbone.

A gentler gesture than I expected from him.

It made the next kiss feel less like an office dare and more like attraction between two adults who had spent weeks pretending restraint was not a form of escalation.

I loosened his tie slightly.

Not removed.

Just enough to disturb the perfect line.

The visual did something to me.

Adrian Vale, still in his office, still in his white shirt and expensive watch, no longer quite assembled.

Because of me.

I looked through the glass again.

Evan saw the tie.

I knew he saw it because his eyes dropped and returned.

A private signal.

My husband understanding exactly what my hands had done.

The thrill of it was almost dizzying.

"Claire."

Adrian's voice brought me back.

"Hmm?"

"Stay here."

His tone was low, but not commanding in any way I had not invited.

I smiled.

"That's the first order you've given me."

His mouth curved.

"You don't work for me."

"I know."

"Which is why I can ask."

The distinction landed perfectly.

I stayed.

We kissed again beside the desk, slower this time. My hands moved over his shoulders, feeling the physical certainty Evan had described after the gym without turning the moment into comparison alone. Adrian's hand traveled from my waist to the center of my back, keeping me close but never preventing me from stepping away.

I was the one who shrugged off my jacket.

I placed it over the chair.

The ivory blouse suddenly felt much less professional.

Adrian looked at it, then at me.

"You chose that deliberately."

I felt heat rise into my face.

"Evan said the same thing."

"Smart man."

"You two agreeing about my clothes is weird."

"You started this."

I laughed.

"Fair."

He touched the edge of my collar lightly, then stopped.

That stop mattered.

I closed the distance again.

For a while, the world narrowed to kisses, hands, the quiet office, and the occasional elevator chime from the corridor. We stayed deliberate rather than frantic. Every time the intensity rose, I became aware of the glass again.

Of Evan.

I would look.

He would still be there.

Once, our eyes met while Adrian's hand rested at my waist and mine held the loosened knot of his tie.

The look on Evan's face nearly undid me.

Jealous.

Aroused.

Uneasy.

Present.

I stepped away from Adrian.

He released me immediately.

"One second."

"Take it."

I went to the doorway.

Evan walked toward me before I had to gesture.

We stopped just outside the office, still within sight of Adrian.

"You okay?" I asked quietly.

"Yes."

"Real answer."

His eyes moved past me to Adrian, then back.

"Real answer: this is intense."

"Too intense?"

"No."

I searched his face.

"Tell me if it changes."

"I will."

His gaze dropped to my blouse, my hair, the lipstick that I knew had softened again.

"You're beautiful."

The tenderness of it hit me in the middle of everything else.

I touched his chest.

"Come here."

He leaned closer.

I kissed my husband in the doorway of his boss's office.

Not for Adrian.

Not as a performance.

For us.

Evan's hand came to the back of my neck. The kiss lasted long enough to remind both of us exactly where the center was.

When I pulled back, his forehead touched mine.

"Now go ruin my evening," he whispered.

I laughed, breathless.

"You are deeply strange."

"Married you."

"Good point."

I returned to the office.

Adrian had turned slightly away, giving us the privacy of not staring even though the glass made complete privacy impossible.

When I approached, he looked at me.

Something in his expression had changed.

"He matters to you in the room," he said.

"Always."

Adrian nodded.

"Good."

"There it is again."

"Efficient."

I smiled.

The office door clicked shut behind me, and the sound landed harder than it should have—the heavy thud of wood sealing us in. I knew Evan was on the other side of the glass. I did not turn toward him yet, but my entire body knew where his eyes were—watching, waiting, starving for the sight of me being taken by another man.

Adrian stood three steps away, watching me with the same calm focus he used in meetings. Only this was not a meeting, and what he was reading now was my ragged breathing, the frantic pulse in my throat, the way my pussy had begun to throb, soaking my silk panties.

"You came all the way in here," he said.

"I did."

He stepped closer, invading my space. The scent of him—cedar, expensive scotch, and raw man—reached me before his hand did. His palm came to my face, his large thumb brushing my lower lip, pulling it down to reveal the damp pink within.

That was when I finally looked through the glass.

Evan had taken a seat in the lounge area, his jacket open, elbows on his knees. He was leaning forward, his eyes locked on us. No anger. The same mixture I had learned to recognize: raw jealousy lit from underneath by a white-hot desire to see me wrecked.

I smiled at him.

Only him.

Then I turned back to Adrian, my heart hammering against my ribs.

Adrian noticed the look. His hand moved down my throat, tracing the line of my collarbone before stopping at the first button of my ivory blouse.

"He's watching," he said against my ear, his breath hot and dangerous.

"I know. I want him to."

"You want him to see."

"I want him to be unable to stop watching while you fuck me."

Adrian opened the first button with practiced ease. Then the second. The silk loosened until black lace showed beneath it, my breasts straining against the fabric. He kissed the exposed skin at my chest, his tongue swirling over the swell of my bosom, and I felt my knees weaken.

"Are you wet?" he asked, his voice a low growl.

"Find out. See for yourself."

His hand traveled down my stomach, over the curve of my hip, and settled on the front of my black skirt. His large palm pressed firmly between my thighs, right over my clit.

I exhaled through my teeth, my hips arching into his touch.

"Wet," he said, his eyes darkening as he felt the dampness through the fabric. "Fucking wet for him to see."

I caught his tie and pulled him into me, my mouth meeting his in a kiss that was anything but careful. Tongue, teeth, the knot of his tie trapped in my fist while I dragged him closer, desperate for the friction.

Then I pushed him back toward the massive mahogany desk.

Adrian sat on the edge, his legs spread. I took off my jacket, then my blouse, letting them fall to the carpet like discarded armor. I stayed in my black bra, pencil skirt and heels, my hair still controlled enough to make the rest of the image feel absolutely filthy.

I looked at Evan through the glass, making sure he saw every inch of skin, before I went down to my knees.

The cold heel of my shoe touched the carpet. My hands moved over Adrian's powerful thighs, feeling the hard muscle beneath the wool, and up to his belt. The buckle clicked open—a loud, final sound in the quiet room. The zipper followed, raspy and slow.

Then I saw what Evan had tried so hard to describe.

Adrian was massive. Thick, heavy, and already straining with need. The raw physical difference hit me like a wave of heat. I swallowed hard and looked up at him, my eyes wide.

"Evan told me."

Adrian's eyes narrowed, his breath hitching.

"Told you what?"

"About the locker room. About you. About how much bigger you are than him."

His breathing changed, going ragged.

"That I'm bigger. That I can stretch you further."

"Yes. And I've been dreaming about it."

"And you wanted to see for yourself."

"I wanted to know. I wanted to feel you."

I wrapped my hand around his thick cock, my fingers barely meeting around the impressive girth. It was hot, pulsing with a life of its own. I looked through the glass, locking eyes with Evan as I ran my tongue slowly along the swollen, purple head, tasting the salty sting of his pre-cum.

Evan's mouth opened, his chest heaving. He was stroking himself through his pants now, his gaze never wavering.

That reaction went straight through me, a bolt of pure lightning.

I took Adrian deep into my mouth.

Not pretty. Not a preview.

I opened wider and let the head hit my tongue, then took him until my lips stretched and spit ran down the shaft onto my fist.

Adrian hissed.

I pulled off with a wet pop and slapped the heavy head against my mouth. Once. Twice. Lipstick smeared the slit.

"Look at him," I said, voice wrecked. "Look at your wife with your boss's cock on her face."

Evan's mouth opened against the glass.

I did it again. Cheek. Lip. Tongue.

"Open."

I opened.

Adrian painted my mouth with himself, then pushed back in until my throat closed and my eyes watered.

"Good girl," he said, low. "Take it. He wants to see you choke."

I gagged. Loud. Wet. A string of spit hit the carpet.

I looked at Evan while I did it.

His hand was on his cock through the trousers. He was not leaving.

I went down again. Sloppy. The office filled with the sound of a wife sucking the man who signed her husband's reviews.

"Talk to him," I said when I came up, saliva on my chin.

Adrian looked through the glass.

"Your wife has a filthy mouth. She's drooling on my cock and she hasn't asked me to stop."

Evan made a sound that was not a word.

I smiled with a ruined mouth and took Adrian to the base until my nose hit the shirt and my throat fought him.

He held my hair. Not cruel. Not gentle. Just using what I had offered.

"Again," I gasped when he let me breathe. "Don't come yet. I want Evan to see the whole thing."

Adrian understood.

He fucked my mouth in short strokes. Wet. Ugly. The head knocking my throat, spit on my chin, my eyes on the glass.

"Relax. Good girl. Let him hear you choke."

I choked. Came off. A string of spit from my lip to his cock.

He slapped it on my cheek.

"Clean it. No hands."

I licked from his balls to the head, slow, filthy, looking at Evan the whole way.

Evan's hand moved on himself. His mouth was open.

"Say it," I told him through the glass, not sure he could hear, saying it anyway. "Your wife is cleaning your boss's cock like a cadela."

Adrian groaned.

"Enough. On the desk. I want him to see me open you."

He lifted me onto the wood before I finished wiping my mouth.

Skirt up. Panties aside. The head of him hot against me, thicker than the husband on the other side of the glass.

"Look at him while I put it in."

I looked.

Evan's palm hit the glass.

Adrian pushed. The stretch burned sweet. I moaned his name and then Evan's, because both men were in the room even if only one was inside me.

"Fuck. All of it."

He gave me all of it. Held there. Let Evan see the place we joined.

Then he moved, and the desk answered, and I stopped pretending this was only a fantasy we talked about in cars.

Adrian fucked me in long strokes. Skin on skin. My heel knocked the drawer. Spit still on my chin. Evan watching like the glass was the only thing keeping him standing.

"Harder."

He went harder.

"Tell him I'm taking it."

"She's taking it," Adrian said, voice rough, eyes on the glass. "Your wife is soaked. She asked for my cock and she's looking at you while she gets it."

I came on that sentence. Loud. Clenching. Hands in his shirt.

He pulled out and finished across my stomach in hot stripes.

I wiped a streak with two fingers and sucked them clean, eyes on my husband.

"See? Yours to watch. Ours to use."

Evan did not look away.

That was the whole point.

I sat on the desk ruined, skirt at my waist, his boss's come on my skin, and smiled at the man I married.

Monday could wait.

Tonight he was going to take me home and fuck the story out of me until the story was the only thing left.

"That's it, Claire," Adrian murmured, his voice thick with a lust that bordered on pain. "Let him see you take it all. Let him see you swallow his boss."

I looked up at him once, my eyes watering from the depth.

Then back at Evan.

My husband was still there, his face pressed toward the glass.

Watching my mouth slide up and down on his boss's massive dick.

Watching me choose it, swallow it, and crave more.

The sight made my soaking pussy clench so violently I almost came right there.

Adrian's fingers tightened in my hair as he thrust his hips, a sharp, rhythmic movement that fed him deeper into my throat.

I pulled back, gasping for air, a silver string of saliva connecting my mouth to the glistening tip of his cock.

"Stand up," he said, his voice a command.

I did, my body trembling.

He caught my waist with bruising force, turned me so my side was toward the glass, and lifted me onto the edge of the desk. My skirt rode up to my hips, exposing my black lace panties and the pale skin of my thighs. My heels hung above the carpet, swaying.

Then Adrian went down in front of me.

I opened my legs wider, my knees nearly hitting his shoulders, exposing my dripping pussy completely.

He didn't bother with the lace. He pulled the fabric aside, his large fingers hooking into the leg holes, and his mouth found my dripping wet cunt.

The first touch of his hot, rough tongue made me cry out, a sharp, piercing sound.

My hand flew to my mouth, but the sound had already escaped.

He did not slow. His tongue ruthlessly worked over my swollen clit, licking deep into my slit, tasting my slick, sweet juices, then back again with a rhythmic, pounding pressure. His fingers joined his mouth, two of them sliding deep into my tight hole, stretching me. My body stopped caring about dignity. The wet, slapping sounds of his mouth devouring my pussy echoed off the glass.

I looked through the glass.

Evan was standing now, his face pale, his body rigid.

One hand was pressed flat against the glass, his fingers splayed.

He was not leaving.

He was not knocking.

He had chosen to stay and watch his boss eat his wife out, and the look of pure, unadulterated lust on his face was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.

I pulled one breast free of my bra, the nipple dark and hard, and pinched it until it hurt, the pain only adding to the pleasure. I never stopped looking at Evan.

"Don't stop," I begged, my voice breaking into a sob. "God, Adrian. Eat me. Make my husband watch you eat his slutty wife!"

Evan's face changed—a flash of primal jealousy, followed by the exact second he understood I was watching him watch me come apart.

That was the trigger.

I came hard, my legs shaking, my back arching off the desk. My cunt clamped down on Adrian's fingers in a series of violent, rhythmic spasms. I screamed, the sound muffled only by the glass, while Adrian kept sucking and licking with a relentless, punishing hunger until I had to push at his head, my body too sensitive to take another second of the bliss.

For several breaths I could do nothing except sit there, exposed and ruined, my chest heaving.

Then Adrian stood.

His cock was still hard, dark and pulsing.

The sight sent another pulse of heat through my battered pussy.

I looked through the glass first.

Evan was still there. He hadn't moved an inch.

His palm still rested against the glass, a ghostly print on the surface.

I smiled at him—a slow, dirty, satisfied smile. I saw you. I know you saw me.

Adrian followed my gaze, his breathing heavy.

"You did that with him watching," he said, his voice returning to that calm, executive register, though his eyes remained wild.

"I know. It's why I did it."

I slid off the desk carefully, my legs feeling like water. My bra was crooked, my silk blouse was a crumpled heap on the floor, and my panties were still tucked to the side. My lipstick was a smeared mess and my copper hair was a wild tangle around my shoulders.

Adrian stepped back, giving me space to compose myself. He rebuilt the CEO facade with terrifying speed. Belt. Shirt. Tie. In seconds, he was the man who ran the company again.

Only his mouth, still glistening with me, gave him away.

I put my blouse back on, my fingers fumbling with the buttons. I looked at Evan one last time.

He lowered his hand from the glass, his movements slow and deliberate.

Then he smiled—that crooked, possessive smile that told me everything was exactly as it should be.

I opened the door.

Evan stood only a few steps away, his jacket open, his hands in his pockets. He looked like a man who had just seen a ghost and fallen in love with it.

"Let's go home," I said, my voice a mere whisper.

"Let's go home."

Adrian emerged from the office behind us, his jacket on and his tie perfectly knotted, his face a mask of professional calm.

The contrast was jarring. Evan looked at him, then at me, the knowledge of what had just happened humming between all three of us.

Adrian pressed the elevator button.

The silence in the elevator was deafening.

The doors opened, and we entered the mirrored box.

The walls reflected us from every angle. Adrian on one side, tall and composed. Evan on the other, his eyes burning with a secret fire. And me in the middle, still tasting Adrian on my tongue, still feeling Evan's gaze on my skin.

In the mirror, I watched Adrian straighten his cuff.

Evan saw me watch.

I saw Evan see it.

A tiny, wicked smile rose at the corner of my mouth.

The elevator reached the lobby and the doors slid open.

Adrian stepped out first, his stride confident and long.

At the entrance, he turned toward us, the CEO once more.

"Good night, Bennett. Claire."

"Good night," Evan said, his voice steady.

"Good night," I echoed.

Adrian walked away into the night.

Evan and I stayed still for a second, the cool lobby air hitting us.

Then he looked at me, his gaze dropping to my mouth.

"Car."

I laughed, the sound light and free.

"That sounds ominous."

"Car, menace. Now."

We made it halfway through the garage before he asked the first question, his voice low and hungry.

"Tell me what I missed. Tell me what it felt like to have him inside your mouth while I watched."

I squeezed his hand, my heart soaring.

"Not here. I want to tell you in the dark."

His eyes closed briefly, a groan vibrating in his chest.

I smiled. The game wasn't over. It was only just beginning.

"You like making me wait now," he muttered.

"I learned from the best."

"This is going to be a disaster."

"Probably. The best kind."

The car ride home was a blur of neon lights and unspoken promises. By the time we reached our front door, the office was a world away, but the heat we had brought back with us was enough to burn the house down.
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CHAPTER 1 | BACK TO WORK

EVAN

Monday should have reset everything.

It did not.

At eight thirty, Adrian Vale walked into the executive conference room carrying a black folder and a coffee, nodded once to the CFO, and took the chair at the head of the table as if Thursday night had never happened.

No hesitation. No private look. No trace of Claire's lipstick on his mouth, because of course there would not be.

He looked exactly like himself.

That was the problem.

I sat three seats down with my laptop open and the quarterly pipeline on the screen, pretending the numbers deserved all of my attention. Adrian asked operations about delivery dates. He challenged a forecast. He moved one account from optimistic to committed after the sales director finally produced the signed expansion.

Ordinary work.

Every time his hand touched the edge of the table, I saw Claire's hand pulling his tie loose.

Every time he leaned back in the chair, I remembered her sitting against the edge of his desk, one heel on the carpet, her red hair falling over one shoulder while she looked through the glass at me.

I had spent the entire weekend learning that memory could become physical before I consciously invited it.

Adrian turned a page.

"Bennett. NorthStar."

I looked up.

"Procurement approved the revised term Friday. Legal is redlining the service schedule now. I expect signature Wednesday."

"Margin?"

"Thirty-one on the first year, thirty-four blended."

"Implementation exposure?"

"Low. Existing architecture."

He nodded once.

"Good."

Nothing in his face changed.

Mine almost did.

Good.

One word. The same spare voice Claire had heard near her mouth. The same man who had held her at the waist while she looked at me through his office wall.

I hated how fast my body connected the two versions of him.

And, if I was being accurate, I liked it.

The meeting ended at nine twenty.

People collected laptops and half-finished coffees. Adrian remained seated, answering something on his phone. I had almost reached the door when he spoke.

"Evan."

I stopped.

Three people were still within earshot.

"I need you late Thursday. Grant review. Maybe seven."

"Fine."

His attention returned to the phone.

That was it.

By the time I reached my office, the word late had already become something else.

I dropped my laptop bag beside the desk and stared through the glass wall at the corridor.

Thursday. Seven.

Claire had mentioned coming downtown that evening. We had talked about dinner near the river after I finished.

I opened our message thread.

Evan: Thursday may run late.

The reply came four minutes later.

Claire: How late?

Evan: Around seven. Grant review.

The typing indicator appeared. Disappeared. Returned.

Claire: With him?

I stared at the screen.

Not Adrian.

Him.

I typed yes.

Another pause.

Claire: I can meet you there afterward.

My pulse moved harder.

Evan: You don't have to.

Claire: I know.

That answer was worse.

At lunch, I called her.

"You are doing that thing," I said as soon as she answered.

"What thing?"

"Pretending an innocent sentence is innocent because the words technically are."

"I have no idea what you mean."

I could hear the smile.

"You want to come to the office because Adrian will be there."

A pause.

Then, calmly, "Partly."

My cock hardened under the desk before I could decide whether I wanted it to.

Claire knew me too well not to hear the silence.

"There," she said.

"Don't."

"You reacted."

"I'm at work."

"So is your boss."

I closed my eyes.

"Claire."

Her voice lowered, losing the teasing edge without becoming softer.

"Evan, I'm not going to surprise you. If I come, I come to meet my husband after work. Anything else is something we decide, not something I manufacture behind your back."

That steadied me.

It also made what followed more dangerous.

"But you are thinking about it," I said.

"Yes."

No denial now.

No coyness.

She had changed after Thursday. Not dramatically. Claire did not wake up as a different woman because another man had kissed her in an office.

But something had been named.

She liked being watched.

She liked telling me what another man did to her attention.

She liked Adrian.

And she had discovered that saying those truths did not weaken us. It sharpened whatever lived between us.

"What are you wearing?" I asked.

Her laugh was quiet.

"Today?"

"Thursday."

"I haven't decided."

"That's a lie."

"It's Monday."

"You have already thought about it."

Another pause.

"Maybe a blouse."

My hand stopped over the mouse.

The ivory blouse from Thursday had become an image I could summon too quickly.

Claire knew that.

"Which blouse?"

"Not that one."

"Why not?"

"Because that one belongs to the first time."

I leaned back in my chair.

"You have categories now."

"Apparently."

"That's alarming."

"You started this."

"I invited you to a dinner."

"Your boss invited me to a dinner. You delivered the message."

"Thank you for the distinction."

"You're welcome."

I looked through the glass again.

Adrian crossed the corridor twenty yards away, reading something a director had handed him. White shirt. Dark trousers. Watch. Controlled stride.

My body remembered Claire's voice from the weekend.

I was wet before you touched me.

I lowered my voice.

"He's walking past my office."

Claire stopped breathing for half a second.

I heard it.

"And?"

"Nothing."

"You looked."

"Yes."

"At what?"

I almost laughed.

The question had become part of us now.

"His hands."

"Why?"

"Because I remember them on you."

This time Claire was the silent one.

I let her have it.

"Still want to wear a blouse Thursday?"

"More than I did five seconds ago."

My cock got harder.

I adjusted in the chair, irritated at both of us.

"You are impossible."

"Seven?"

"Seven fifteen. Give me time to finish."

"I'll be there."

We ended the call.

At two thirty I had to walk into Adrian's office with a pricing sheet.

That should not have mattered.

It was the first time I had crossed the threshold since watching Claire inside that room.

My body noticed before my thoughts did.

The desk. The chair. The exact patch of carpet where one of her heels had fallen. The glass wall through which I had watched her look back at me.

Adrian stood at the window reviewing the sheet on a tablet.

"Close the door halfway," he said.

I did.

Halfway.

Even that detail landed wrong in my head.

I sat opposite the desk while he reviewed the numbers.

"Installation is too low," he said.

"We are using existing fiber."

"Labor."

"Included in deployment."

"Show me."

I leaned over the spreadsheet.

Work.

Entirely work.

Then Adrian reached for a pen and I noticed the same wrist Claire had described to me in bed.

The expensive watch. The hand at her waist.

My cock gave a small, unwanted response.

I shifted in the chair.

Adrian looked up.

For one terrible second I was certain he knew exactly why.

He only tapped the spreadsheet.

"Here. You're double-counting support."

I looked.

He was right.

"Good catch."

"Fix it before finance sees it."

I nodded.

The professional exchange steadied me more than reassurance would have.

I fixed the formula at his desk, resentful that a man could be simultaneously the person correcting my margin model and the reason my wife had whispered filthy things into my ear two nights earlier.

When I stood to leave, Adrian spoke without looking up.

"Claire enjoyed the weekend?"

My hand stopped on the chair.

Ordinary question.

Maybe.

"Very much."

His eyes lifted.

No grin. No secret handshake.

"Good."

There it was again.

I left before my nervous system embarrassed me further.

Back at my desk, I did not message Claire immediately.

I lasted six minutes.

Evan: I just sat across from him in that office.

Her response took ten seconds.

Claire: The desk?

Evan: Yes.

Claire: Did you look at it?

I had.

Too much.

Evan: Yes.

Three dots.

Claire: Did your cock get hard?

I locked my office door before answering.

Evan: A little.

Claire: Liar.

I smiled despite myself.

That was the new normal.

A budget spreadsheet could become erotic because the desk beneath it held a memory.

A white shirt could become a trigger because Claire had once wrinkled one.

The fantasy had stopped needing special occasions.

It had learned the building.

For the rest of the afternoon I worked normally, which now required accepting that normal included a private current running beneath almost everything connected to Adrian.

At four forty, he passed my office again.

This time he stopped.

"Thursday may go closer to seven thirty."

"Fine. Claire is meeting me here after."

I had not planned to say her name.

Adrian's expression did not change.

But his eyes held mine for half a second longer.

"Understood."

Then he walked away.

I stared after him.

My phone buzzed.

Claire.

Claire: I found the blouse.

A photograph followed.

Not of her wearing it.

Just a black silk blouse laid across our bed beside a narrow charcoal skirt and the heels she knew made my attention become stupid.

No skin. No body. No explicit promise.

It was one of the dirtiest messages she had ever sent me.

Because I knew exactly where she intended to wear it.


CHAPTER 2 | THE BLOUSE

CLAIRE

By Thursday afternoon, the black blouse had become a decision I could feel against my skin.

That was the thing about clothes now.

They were not decoration.

They were intent.

I stood in front of the bedroom mirror wearing the charcoal pencil skirt, black silk blouse, sheer stockings and the pair of heels Evan had stared at in the photograph on Monday. The blouse was conservative if I buttoned it high and indecent only in the imagination of people who already knew what they were imagining.

Which meant it was perfect.

My red hair was straight tonight, falling just below my shoulders. I had trained that morning, so the fitted skirt sat over thighs that still held the pleasant ache of squats. The body in the mirror looked athletic, polished, controlled.

Nothing about me announced what I was thinking.

I liked that more than a plunging dress would have.

I unbuttoned the top button.

Looked.

Buttoned it again.

Then opened it.

The difference was barely two inches of skin.

It changed everything.

My phone buzzed on the dresser.

Evan: Review started. Running on time.

I sent him a mirror photograph from the neck down.

Three dots appeared instantly.

Then disappeared.

Then returned.

Evan: You did that on purpose.

I smiled.

Claire: Did what?

Evan: The blouse.

Claire: It's a blouse.

Evan: Claire.

I could practically hear him.

I sent one more photograph, this time my hand resting at my hip, wedding ring visible against the dark silk.

Claire: Better?

His answer took longer.

Evan: Worse.

I laughed softly.

There it was.

The little drop in my stomach.

The same one I had felt before the first corporate dinner, except now it carried knowledge.

I knew Adrian would look.

I knew Evan would watch Adrian look.

I knew I would watch Evan watching.

That circuit had become the real addiction.

I applied perfume once behind each ear and once at my wrist. Nothing sweet. Clean, warm, close to the skin.

Then I looked at myself again.

The woman in the mirror no longer looked like someone accidentally standing at the edge of a fantasy.

She looked like someone arriving on purpose.

At six fifty-five, I parked beneath Vale Strategic.

The lobby after business hours felt almost theatrical in its emptiness. The reception desk was unmanned. Half the lights had dimmed automatically. The security guard recognized me from the reception and nodded after checking the visitor authorization Evan had arranged.

My temporary badge printed with a small click.

CLAIRE BENNETT - GUEST

I clipped it to the waistband of my skirt.

The gesture sent a stupid little thrill through me.

Guest.

Not employee.

Not subordinate.

Not somebody Adrian could order around because of an organizational chart.

Just Evan's wife walking upstairs in a black blouse that had already made her husband hard before she left the house.

The elevator doors opened.

After stepping inside, I caught myself checking my mouth in the mirror.

Not lipstick.

Expression.

I had learned that Adrian noticed the face before the outfit.

If I looked too pleased with myself, Evan would see it first.

That thought made me more pleased with myself.

I pressed the open button for one extra second and watched my own reflection.

Athletic shoulders under black silk. Waist narrowed by the skirt. Calves sharpened by the heels. Red hair against dark fabric.

For years I had dressed well because I liked the competence of it.

Now I had discovered another pleasure.

A fitted blouse could become an instrument.

Not because men were helpless around fabric.

Because I knew exactly which men would notice which choices.

Evan always watched the waist first when I wore this skirt.

Adrian noticed posture.

He noticed the difference between clothes I happened to wear and clothes I had selected with a room in mind.

That was more exciting than being stared at by strangers.

Specific attention.

Known attention.

I released the button.

The doors began to close, then opened again because someone had called the elevator from the hall.

A junior attorney stepped in, gave me a polite nod, and pressed twenty-one.

I pressed thirty-two. The interruption was almost funny.

For twenty-one floors I became exactly what I looked like: a woman going somewhere after work.

No fantasy visible.

No one could know my pussy was already wet because my husband's boss had looked at a photograph of this blouse only in my imagination.

When the attorney stepped out, the doors closed again.

I exhaled.

Thirty-two.

Alone now, I watched the numbers climb.

My reflection stared back at me.

I smoothed my skirt once.

Then stopped myself.

Let it fit.

Let the blouse pull slightly when I breathed.

Let the red hair be visible before anything else.

The elevator chimed.

The executive floor opened into quiet.

Not empty.

Quiet.

Somewhere a printer worked. A phone rang once and stopped. Cleaning carts moved far down the hall. Most office doors were dark.

The conference room where Evan's grant review was happening glowed behind glass at the far end.

I saw him immediately.

He was seated with three other people, jacket off, sleeves rolled, speaking while Adrian watched from the head of the table.

I should have gone directly to the lounge.

Instead I slowed.

Evan looked through the glass.

Saw me.

His sentence almost broke.

Almost.

He recovered before anyone else noticed.

I smiled at him.

Then Adrian turned his head.

The effect on me was embarrassingly immediate.

His gaze moved from my face to the visitor badge clipped at my waist.

Then to the blouse.

Not down my body.

Not obviously.

Just that measured fraction of a second.

Enough.

My pussy went wet before he returned his attention to the meeting.

I hated that I could name the reaction so clearly now.

No.

I loved that I could.

I walked toward the lounge.

Evan's eyes followed me through the glass until the angle changed.

I sat on a low leather sofa and crossed one leg over the other.

My phone vibrated.

Evan: That blouse is obscene.

I looked through the glass.

He was pretending to review a spreadsheet.

Claire: It's buttoned.

Evan: That is not helping.

I typed slowly.

Claire: Did he look?

No answer.

I knew why.

The meeting.

Thirty seconds later Adrian rose and walked to the wall display. He stood with one hand in his pocket while another executive spoke.

From the lounge, I could see the full line of his body through two layers of glass.

Dark trousers. White shirt. Sleeves buttoned. Watch at his wrist.

No tie tonight.

That should have made him less formal.

It made him worse.

My eyes stayed on his forearms longer than they should have.

When I looked back toward Evan, he was already watching me.

Caught.

I did not look away.

Instead I let my gaze move back to Adrian.

Then to Evan.

My husband's mouth tightened.

Not anger.

Not exactly.

Recognition.

He knew I had done that for him.

A minute later my phone buzzed.

Evan: You're doing it deliberately now.

Claire: Yes.

I did not soften the answer.

Evan: Fuck.

One word.

My thighs pressed together.

The meeting ended at seven twenty-two.

People collected papers. The CFO left first. Two directors followed. Evan stayed to answer a question from finance.

Adrian stepped into the corridor.

He saw me waiting.

This time there was no surprise in his face.

He walked toward the lounge.

My pulse moved lower.

"Claire."

"Adrian."

His eyes touched the black silk again.

"You came prepared for a board meeting."

"I came prepared to take my husband to dinner."

"Of course."

The restraint in his voice was almost provocative by itself.

I stood.

In heels, I was tall.

Adrian still made me tilt my face slightly upward.

The physical difference had stopped being an abstract curiosity after that first encounter. Now it lived in my body whenever he came close.

"No tie," I said.

His gaze sharpened.

"You noticed."

"I notice useful things."

I stole his phrase deliberately.

The corner of his mouth moved.

Behind him, I saw Evan come out of the conference room.

He slowed when he saw us facing each other.

I did something small.

I touched the visitor badge at my waist.

Then the open button at my throat.

Evan saw both.

Adrian saw me seeing him see them.

The three-way awareness arrived so quickly my skin warmed.

"Good meeting?" I asked.

"Productive," Adrian said.

"My husband looked serious."

"Your husband is usually serious at work."

"You should see him at home."

Adrian held my eyes.

There.

A line that was not explicit.

A door anyway.

Evan reached us.

His gaze dropped once to my blouse, then returned to my face.

"You're early."

"Seven fifteen."

"It is seven twenty-five."

"Then you're late."

Adrian looked between us.

"I accept responsibility for that."

I smiled.

"Dangerous precedent."

Evan's hand settled at the small of my back.

The touch was casual enough for any camera.

I felt the possession inside it anyway.

And, judging by the slight change in Adrian's focus, so did he.

We should have left.

Dinner reservation at eight. Twenty minutes to the restaurant. Enough time.

Instead Adrian looked toward his office.

"I have one call to return. Then I'm leaving."

The sentence was addressed to Evan.

My body heard it differently.

I looked at my husband.

He looked at me.

No conversation needed yet.

Just the knowledge that the executive floor was getting emptier by the minute.

Adrian walked away.

His office door opened.

He stepped inside.

Then, before the glass door closed, he looked back once.

Not at Evan.

At me.

The door stayed open.

That crack was the whole game.

I could have closed it. I left it because Evan was in the lounge and I wanted him to hear the zipper if it happened.

It did not happen that night. Not all the way.

Adrian came around the desk. I stepped in. His cock pressed the front of my skirt, thick, obvious.

I put my hand on it through the wool.

"Evan is watching."

"Then don't do anything you will not tell him in the car."

I squeezed once. He got harder.

"I'll tell him I held it. I'll tell him I was wet. I'll tell him I stopped because I wanted his questions more than your come."

I stepped back.

My lipstick was still perfect.

That would not last many more Thursdays.


CHAPTER 3 | EMPTY FLOOR

CLAIRE

At seven forty, the executive floor changed character.

It happened gradually.

One office went dark. Then another. The cleaning crew moved farther away. An elevator chimed and carried the last finance director downstairs.

The silence that remained felt expensive.

Thick carpet. Glass walls. City lights replacing daylight beyond the windows.

Evan closed his laptop.

"We should go."

He did not stand.

I looked at him.

"Should we?"

His eyes moved toward Adrian's office.

The door was still open.

Adrian sat behind the desk on a call, one hand resting near the keyboard. He had rolled his sleeves while we waited. That small change should not have mattered.

It did.

Forearms. Watch. Hands.

My body had become annoyingly literal around him.

I shifted in the chair.

Evan noticed.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"Claire."

I looked at him.

"His sleeves."

Evan stared at me for a second.

Then breathed out through his nose.

"I knew it."

"Knew what?"

"You looked at his arms."

"You looked at me looking."

"That is becoming a problem."

"Your cock seems to disagree."

His eyes widened.

I smiled.

The directness still had the power to surprise him.

That was useful.

Evan lowered his voice.

"You're getting worse."

"Better."

"Debatable."

I uncrossed my legs.

Crossed them the other way.

His attention dropped for one involuntary beat.

"You chose that skirt for a reason."

"Several."

"Name one."

I glanced toward the glass office.

Adrian was still on the phone.

Then back to my husband.

"I like what it does to you when he sees me in it."

Evan's breath changed.

There.

My pussy tightened hard enough that I shifted in the chair.

The chain reaction was becoming almost embarrassingly reliable.

I stood.

"Where are you going?"

"Water."

The small kitchen was thirty feet away.

Adrian's office was between me and it.

Evan knew that.

I knew he knew.

I walked anyway.

My heels made almost no sound on the carpet. The office glass turned my reflection into a moving double beside me. Red hair. Black blouse. Narrow skirt. Visitor badge at my waist.

When I reached Adrian's doorway, he was ending the call.

I slowed.

Not enough to pretend it was accidental.

He looked up.

"Water?" he asked.

I glanced toward the kitchen beyond his office.

"Eventually."

His eyes stayed on mine.

I felt Evan behind me without turning around.

Not physically.

Awareness.

That strange new sense of where my husband's attention lived.

Adrian set his phone down.

"You are making your husband wait for dinner."

"He seems patient tonight."

"Does he?"

I finally looked back.

Evan was standing beside the lounge table now.

Not pretending to pack.

Watching.

My stomach dropped in the good way.

I turned back to Adrian.

"Patient enough."

Adrian rose.

The movement changed the room.

He came around the desk and stopped several feet from me.

No touch.

No assumption.

That restraint had become a kind of foreplay I could feel in my thighs.

"You came upstairs dressed like this," he said.

I glanced down at myself.

"Like what?"

"You know exactly like what."

The answer made me smile.

Finally.

A crack in the polished language.

"Say it."

His gaze moved over the blouse, the skirt, the heels.

"Like you intended to be noticed."

"By my husband."

"Of course."

"And?"

The question hung there.

His eyes returned to mine.

"Do not ask questions you already know the answer to."

My pulse kicked.

Better.

That was the Adrian I wanted.

Not chatty. Not theatrical. Not a man announcing dominance because he feared nobody would notice otherwise.

Just certain.

I took one step into the office.

He did not move.

I took another.

The glass wall remained to my right.

Evan was visible through it.

I watched my husband watch me enter.

That was the moment that made my blouse feel too tight.

Not Adrian.

The choice.

I had walked into the room myself.

"Claire," Adrian said.

I looked at him.

"Hmm?"

"We are not pretending this is accidental now."

"No."

"Good."

My nipples tightened under the silk.

The reaction irritated me because he had barely done anything.

I stepped closer.

"You like that word too much."

"It usually means the difficult part is over."

"Which difficult part?"

"Getting people to say what they want."

I looked through the glass.

Evan had not moved.

"I want him to watch me come in here."

Adrian's gaze followed mine.

"He already did."

"I know."

"And now?"

I faced him again.

My pussy was wet enough that I could feel it when I shifted my legs.

No metaphor.

No romantic confusion.

My body had decided before my language caught up.

"Now I want you to look at me the way you've been trying not to."

For the first time that night, Adrian's eyes stopped behaving professionally.

They moved down.

Slowly.

My throat. The black silk stretched over my breasts. My waist. The visitor badge clipped at my hip. The line of the pencil skirt over my thighs. My heels.

Then back up.

The look was controlled.

That did not make it gentle.

I felt it everywhere.

"Better?" he asked.

"Much."

I walked past him toward the desk.

The same desk.

The same city lights.

Different woman.

I ran one fingertip along the polished edge.

Evan could see me from the lounge.

I turned slightly so he could see my profile.

Adrian remained behind me.

I did not need to look to know he was watching the line of my body under the skirt.

My pussy got wetter.

I pressed my thighs together once.

Then deliberately relaxed them.

"You are performing for him," Adrian said.

I looked over my shoulder.

"Partly."

"And the rest?"

"Maybe I like you watching too."

That landed.

Adrian came closer.

Still no touch.

His body stopped behind mine with several inches between us.

I could feel the heat of him anyway.

In the glass, I saw our reflections overlap.

Mine in black silk. His in white shirtsleeves. Evan beyond both.

Three layers.

My breath shortened.

"You came for water," Adrian said.

"I forgot."

"Apparently."

I turned around.

He was close now.

Close enough that my heels no longer solved the height difference.

I looked at his mouth.

Then deliberately at his belt.

The shape beneath his trousers had changed.

His cock was hard.

Direct. Real. Because of me.

My pussy tightened.

I looked back into his eyes.

He knew exactly where I had looked.

"Useful thing to notice?" he asked.

My face heated.

"Very."

I reached for his sleeve, fingertips tracing the rolled cuff.

Then up his forearm.

The muscles tightened under my touch.

No speech.

No warning.

His hand settled at my waist.

I looked through the glass.

Evan saw it.

His shoulders changed.

My pussy clenched.

Adrian felt the movement of my body against his hand and his eyes sharpened.

I took his other hand and put it on my opposite hip.

"There."

His grip tightened.

"You really did come prepared."

"You have no idea."

I kissed him.

Not tentative.

Not exploratory.

My hands went directly to his shoulders and his mouth met mine with the control stripped down to something harder. I felt the edge of the desk behind my thighs and let myself move back until it stopped me.

Adrian followed.

His cock pressed hard through his trousers against the front of my skirt.

A sound escaped me.

Small. Sharp.

Through the glass, Evan looked up from absolutely nothing.

He had been watching the entire time.

I pulled away from Adrian only enough to look at him.

"He can see."

"I know."

I looked at Evan.

Then back.

"Good."

The word came from me this time.

Adrian's mouth found mine again.

And somewhere behind us, an elevator chimed.

Neither of us moved.

The doors opened.

Closed.

The floor stayed silent.

Adrian released me first.

Not because I wanted him to.

Because footsteps sounded faintly near the elevators.

The cleaning supervisor crossed the corridor thirty feet away without looking into the office.

My heart slammed against my ribs.

Adrian stepped back.

I looked down.

My blouse was still buttoned. My skirt was still straight. His sleeves were still rolled.

Nothing had happened that a distant camera could name.

My pussy was wet. His cock was hard. My husband had watched me press myself against his boss's desk.

That was enough to make my knees feel unreliable.

For tonight, maybe.

Adrian looked toward the corridor.

Then at me.

"You still need water."

I smiled.

"I think I need a minute."

His eyes flicked toward Evan.

"Your husband looks like he needs one too."

I turned.

Evan was staring directly at me.

I walked out of the office.

Not toward the kitchen.

Toward him.

Evan met me halfway.

His first glance went past me to Adrian.

Then back to my face.

"Water?"

I almost laughed.

"Forgot."

"Clearly."

His eyes dropped to the blouse.

Still buttoned.

Then to my skirt.

Still straight.

Nothing visible to accuse me of anything.

"What happened?" he asked quietly.

"You watched."

"I watched enough to know I didn't see everything."

My pussy tightened at the sentence.

I stepped closer until my mouth was near his ear.

"His cock was hard against me."

Evan's entire body changed.

Not his face.

His cock.

I saw the front of his trousers tighten almost immediately.

That was the reaction I wanted named now.

I moved back enough to look at it.

"There."

He exhaled.

"You are getting unbearable."

"Your cock says otherwise."

"You keep saying that because it keeps being true."

"Exactly."

I touched his tie and straightened it, a deliberately domestic gesture in a corridor that now felt anything but domestic.

"He knows you were watching."

"I know."

"He liked it."

Evan's eyes sharpened.

"Did he say that?"

"No."

"Then how do you know?"

I looked toward Adrian's office.

He had returned to the desk, head down over his phone as if nothing had happened.

"Because his cock got harder when I looked at you."

Evan closed his eyes for one second.

My pussy got wetter.

"Fuck."

"Better language."

He opened his eyes.

"You are wet right now."

I did not smile.

"Yes."

The honesty hit both of us harder than the joke would have.

Evan's hand settled at my lower back.

"Dinner."

"Now?"

"Before you make me do something deeply stupid in my office."

I glanced through the glass toward his room.

"Your office has a door."

"Claire."

I smiled and walked toward the elevator.

He followed.

At the call button, I turned.

Adrian was visible at the far end of the floor.

I looked at him.

Then at Evan.

Then deliberately at the front of my husband's trousers.

Evan caught the sequence.

"Cruel."

"You like me cruel."

The elevator opened.

I stepped inside.

Evan joined me.

The doors closed on Adrian's office.

Only then did my husband put his hand at my waist and pull me close enough for his erection to press against my hip.

"Still thinking about his?" he asked.

I looked at his reflection.

"Both."

The answer made his cock harder.

The elevator descended.

By the time we reached the lobby, neither of us cared much about dinner anymore.


CHAPTER 4 | UNDER THE DESK

CLAIRE

The next time I went upstairs after hours, I did not pretend dinner was the reason.

That mattered.

Two weeks had passed since the black blouse.

Two weeks of Evan and me turning that night over until every detail had acquired a private charge.

The open office door. Adrian's rolled sleeves. The hard shape of his cock against my skirt.

I had stood there too long. His belt against my stomach. The thickness obvious even through wool. Evan on the other side of the glass, not looking away.

That was the picture I brought back under the desk two weeks later.

The floor was empty. Adrian's door half open. Evan in the lounge with his phone face down because I had told him not to pretend he was working.

I walked in, closed the door to a crack, and went to my knees on the expensive carpet.

Adrian looked at the glass first.

"He's there."

"I know. Open your belt."

The buckle clicked. The zipper. His cock fell heavy against my cheek, hot, a vein ticking, a shine already at the slit.

"Open."

I opened.

He slapped the head on my tongue. Once. Twice. Lipstick smeared.

"Good girl. Look at the door."

I looked. Evan's shape in the lounge. Then I took Adrian in until my throat closed and spit ran onto the carpet.

He held my hair and used my mouth in short strokes.

"Tell him later," he said. "Tell him his wife got on her knees under a desk and drooled on his boss."

I gagged, pulled off, licked from his balls to the head, and went back down.

I did not let him come. Not yet. I wanted the lipstick ruined and Evan's questions in the car.

The moment I had looked through the glass and seen my husband watching without looking away.

The memory had followed us into bed more than once.

It had followed me into the shower.

It had followed Evan into work, judging by the messages I occasionally received in the middle of the afternoon.

Evan: His sleeves are rolled. I hate both of you.

Or:

Evan: Vale just said "good" in a meeting and now I blame you for what that word does to me.

I loved those messages.

Not because they proved Adrian had replaced anything.

Because they proved the opposite.

The fantasy lived between my husband and me even when the third person knew nothing about it.

Thursday afternoon, Evan sent a different message.

Evan: Floor will be nearly empty after 7.

I read it twice.

Claire: Are you telling me or inviting me?

The answer came a minute later.

Evan: Inviting you to meet me. Anything else is your choice.

I stared at the screen until my pulse settled.

That distinction was the reason we could keep going.

I chose my clothes slowly.

Navy pencil skirt. White fitted blouse. Black bra underneath, deliberately visible only if somebody stood close enough to notice the shadow through the fabric. Heels. No jacket.

My red hair went into a low, neat ponytail.

Corporate.

Controlled.

The kind of outfit that made kneeling on expensive office carpet feel filthy before I had even left the house.

That image entered my head while I fastened an earring.

I froze.

Then looked at myself in the mirror.

My pussy went wet.

"Fuck," I whispered.

There it was.

A fantasy so specific it embarrassed me even alone.

Adrian behind his desk. Me below the polished line of it. Evan somewhere close enough to know.

I did not text the image to my husband.

Not yet.

I wanted to see what happened when the thought arrived in the room before it arrived in words.

At seven twelve, I stepped off the elevator.

The floor was almost empty.

Evan was in his office, jacket on the back of the chair, reviewing a deck. Adrian's office light was on. Two analysts were still at a workstation near the opposite wing.

I walked directly to Evan this time.

He stood when I entered.

His eyes moved over me.

Stopped at the blouse.

"You are doing this deliberately."

"We've established that."

"The bra."

I looked down as if surprised.

"What about it?"

"Claire."

I smiled and closed the door halfway.

"How late?"

"Twenty minutes. Maybe thirty."

"And Adrian?"

The reaction happened before he answered.

Evan saw it.

"There."

"What?"

"Your thighs."

I looked at him.

He lowered his voice.

"You pressed them together when you said his name."

My face heated.

"Maybe the skirt is tight."

"Your pussy gets wet when you lie to me now."

The words hit hard enough that I stopped smiling.

Evan looked almost surprised by his own directness.

I stepped closer.

"Say it again."

His eyes darkened.

"You're wet thinking about my boss."

My breath shortened.

"Yes."

That single admission was better than ten minutes of cautious dialogue.

I kissed him.

Hard enough to wrinkle the front of his shirt.

His cock hardened against me almost immediately.

I felt it and smiled into the kiss.

"And you're hard because I'm wet for him."

"This marriage is becoming deeply inconvenient."

"You are hard enough to disagree."

His hand closed around my waist.

I kissed him once more, then stepped back.

"Finish your work."

"Where are you going?"

I looked through his glass wall toward Adrian's office.

"Walking."

Evan's breathing changed.

I left before he could ask another question.

The floor seemed even quieter than last time.

I passed the dark conference room. The copy room. The small kitchen.

Adrian's office door was open.

He was standing at the window with a phone to his ear, speaking quietly about a contract. I did not enter.

I leaned one shoulder against the frame and waited.

He saw me almost immediately.

His eyes moved once over the white blouse.

Then stayed on my face while he finished the call.

"Send the revised language tonight," he said. "I'll review it in the morning."

He ended the call.

Silence.

"Claire."

"Adrian."

"You are becoming a regular."

"My husband works here."

"Convenient."

"Very."

His gaze sharpened.

I stepped inside.

The desk stood between us.

That polished slab of authority had been haunting my imagination for two weeks.

I walked around it slowly.

Adrian did not move from the window.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

"Looking."

"At my desk."

"Your desk has become a problem."

For the first time, he almost laughed.

"How?"

I ran my fingertips along the edge.

"Evan keeps thinking about it."

That was true.

Not the complete truth.

Adrian came closer.

"Only Evan?"

I looked at him.

"No."

The word sat between us.

I glanced toward the glass.

From this angle, I could see part of Evan's office.

He was standing now.

Not close.

Close enough.

He knew where I was.

My pulse dropped lower.

Adrian followed my gaze.

"He knows."

"Yes."

"How much?"

I thought about the image from my mirror.

My knees on the carpet. The desk hiding most of me. Evan understanding anyway.

"Enough."

I moved behind Adrian's desk.

Sat in his chair.

His eyebrows lifted.

The chair was larger than I expected. Leather. Firm. The desk came high against my ribs when I rolled forward.

I placed both hands on the polished surface.

"Comfortable," I said.

"You are enjoying this too much."

"I have barely started."

Adrian stood on the opposite side.

The image was ridiculous and incredibly hot.

Me in the CEO's chair. Him standing where employees normally stood. My husband beyond the glass.

I looked down.

The desk blocked everything below my chest from Adrian's view if he stayed opposite.

A thought struck me.

My pussy tightened.

Adrian noticed the change in my expression.

"What?"

I rolled the chair back.

Stood.

Beckoned him around the desk to join me beside the chair.

Then I lowered myself to the carpet.

Not all the way at first.

One knee.

I looked up at him.

Adrian went absolutely still.

There.

That was the reaction I wanted.

Not words.

The sudden hard line of his cock under the front of his trousers.

The slight change in his breathing.

I placed my other knee on the carpet.

The desk hid most of my body from the glass.

But Evan could see enough.

My red ponytail. My shoulders. The fact that Adrian was standing behind his desk and I had disappeared below its edge.

That was all he needed.

My pussy was so wet now the sensation had become impossible to ignore.

I looked through the gap between desk and glass.

Evan had moved closer to his office wall.

Watching.

I smiled.

Adrian's voice came lower.

"Claire."

I turned my face up.

His eyes were on me.

Not my chest. Not my mouth.

Me.

"You understand what that looks like."

"That's why I'm here."

His cock was visibly hard now beneath the trousers.

My gaze dropped.

Stayed.

No pretending.

My mouth went dry while my pussy got wetter.

The physical contrast Evan had described months ago stopped being memory and became proximity.

I ran one hand slowly up Adrian's thigh, over the expensive fabric, stopping before the place my body wanted to reach.

His breath changed.

I liked that sound more than any alpha speech he could have given me.

"Look at him," I said.

Adrian glanced through the glass.

Evan was watching us.

Adrian looked back down at me.

"Your husband has a remarkable tolerance for discomfort."

"He has an even better tolerance for being turned on."

I slid my hand higher.

Stopped again.

Adrian's cock pressed harder against the trousers.

His hand came to my hair, not grabbing, only resting at the back of my head.

I leaned into the touch.

The submissive image made me wetter precisely because I had chosen it.

That difference mattered.

I looked toward the glass again.

Evan could not see Adrian's hand clearly from that angle.

He could see my face tip upward.

He could see me stay on my knees.

I imagined what he was filling in.

That nearly broke my composure.

"Fuck," I whispered.

Adrian heard.

"Him?"

"The way he's looking."

"You cannot even see his face from there."

"I know him."

I did.

I knew exactly what would be happening to his cock inside those trousers.

I knew the mixture of jealousy and arousal.

I knew he would be replaying the locker-room comparison because I was kneeling in front of the man he had told me was bigger.

The office door was already closed when I shifted farther beneath the desk.

It had been my idea.

Adrian sat in his chair with his jacket over the arm of the chair beside him and his white sleeves rolled to his elbows. The desk phone flashed with a waiting call.

"You should answer that," I said.

"Claire."

"Answer it."

He did.

His voice came out controlled and professional, as if he did not have a woman in a pencil skirt kneeling between his legs.

I ran one hand over his knee, then slowly up his thigh through the fabric of his trousers. Adrian kept talking about numbers, deadlines and a meeting scheduled for the next morning.

I opened his belt.

The buckle made a tiny click.

His voice stopped for half a beat.

Then recovered.

I smiled beneath the desk and lowered his zipper slowly.

He was already hard.

I took him in my hand first, feeling the heat and weight of him. Then I ran my tongue slowly up his cock.

His voice on the phone dropped half a tone.

"...as I was saying."

I almost laughed.

Instead I closed my mouth around the head and sucked.

Adrian's free hand locked around the arm of the chair. I could see the tendons in his hand tighten while he kept the conversation going.

I went lower.

His hand disappeared beneath the desk and found my hair. He did not push. He only held on.

I came back up slowly and let him leave my mouth with a wet sound.

Adrian paused in the middle of a sentence.

"Sorry," he told the person on the phone. "Go on."

I slid my own skirt higher and put two fingers inside my panties.

I was soaked.

I touched myself while I took him into my mouth again.

Two fingers in my cunt. His cock on my tongue. The wet sound of both filling the office.

Evan had texted from downstairs. I'm in the car.

That made it filthier.

I pulled off, spit stringing from my lip to the head, and slapped it against my cheek.

"He is waiting. And I am still sucking you."

Adrian's hand tightened in my hair.

"Then finish what you started."

I took him deep. Throat. Nose to his shirt. My fingers rubbing my clit until my thighs shook.

He came on my tongue. Thick. I held it, looked up, then swallowed and opened my mouth so he could see it gone.

"Fix your lipstick," he said.

"No. I want my husband to see the mess."

Adrian heard the small sound I made.

His hand tightened in my hair.

"Don't stop," he whispered.

Not to the phone.

To me.

I did not stop.

My mouth moved on his cock while one hand worked the base and the other stayed between my own legs. The office held only the low sound of his call, my breathing, and everything happening below the edge of the desk.

His professional voice grew shorter.

Drier.

I could hear him trying to end the call.

Finally he said, "Send it to me tonight. I'll look before eight."

The line disconnected.

The office went silent.

Both of Adrian's hands came down into my hair.

He looked at me in the darkness beneath the desk.

"Claire."

Only my name.

I let him see exactly what I had done to his composure.

I stood slowly, and he rose with me.

His hand left my hair immediately.

The absence almost made me kneel again.

Instead I rose onto my toes until my mouth was near his.

"That was for Evan," I whispered.

Adrian's eyes sharpened.

"All of it?"

He fastened his trousers again, and I looked at the hard shape beneath them.

Then back at him.

"No."

I kissed him.

He caught my waist and turned me until the desk pressed behind my hips.

The kiss got rougher quickly.

My hands went into his shirt. His stayed at my waist and back. My blouse pulled tight across my chest.

I felt his erection hard against my lower body.

My pussy clenched.

I deliberately looked through the glass.

Evan was still there.

He had moved closer.

Not hiding now.

I touched the open edge of my blouse, then looked at him.

His eyes dropped.

A private signal.

I opened one more button.

Nothing dramatic.

Enough to reveal more black lace beneath the white fabric.

Evan went still.

Adrian followed my movement.

"For him again?"

"Mostly."

"Cruel."

"He likes me cruel."

"Does he?"

I looked at my husband.

"His cock does."

Adrian's grip tightened at my waist.

The directness affected him now too.

Good.

I wanted less careful language from all of us.

Adrian kissed my neck.

My fingers dug into his shoulders.

The desk pressed against the back of my thighs.

His cock remained hard between us, impossible to ignore through our clothes.

I rocked my hips once against him.

His breath broke.

That sound made my pussy clench.

Again.

His hands held my waist more firmly.

"Claire."

I liked my name in that voice.

I moved again.

Slow. Intentional.

The pressure between us made my breath shorten.

I looked at Evan.

He understood exactly what I was doing.

My husband placed one hand flat against the glass of his office.

The sight nearly made me come without anything more.

I pressed my thighs against Adrian, eyes still on Evan.

"Your slut," I mouthed.

Evan's face changed.

Adrian could not hear what I had said.

He saw what it did to me.

"What did you tell him?"

I turned back.

"That I'm his slut."

Adrian became very still.

My pulse jumped.

"And what does that make me?" he asked.

I smiled.

"Lucky."

That cracked him.

A short laugh. Then his mouth on mine again.

I loved that I could still do that to him.

The next minutes stayed physical and close rather than becoming conversation. My blouse loosened another button. His shirt wrinkled under my hands. My back met the edge of the desk. His erection stayed hard against me while I moved just enough to keep both of us on the wrong side of composed.

Every time I looked through the glass, Evan was there.

That was the center.

The heat built until my legs began to tremble.

Not from anything hidden or mysterious.

From friction. From the hard pressure of Adrian against me. From my husband's eyes. From the memory of kneeling beneath the desk and knowing what Evan had imagined.

My pussy was wet enough that every movement of my thighs reminded me.

I stopped trying to hide it from myself.

"Fuck," I breathed.

Adrian's forehead touched mine.

"You are close."

I laughed once without air.

"You notice too much."

"You keep making it obvious."

I looked through the glass.

Evan's hand was still against it.

My husband.

Watching me lose control because I knew he was watching.

That pushed me over.

My body tightened hard. My thighs locked around the space between Adrian and the desk. I gripped his shirt and closed my eyes only after I had held Evan's gaze as long as I physically could.

The orgasm came in sharp pulses, more intense because I had spent the entire evening refusing relief.

No beautiful thought survived it.

Just breath. A broken sound. The desk against me. Adrian holding me steady. Evan beyond the glass.

When it eased, I stayed still for several seconds.

Then I opened my eyes.

Adrian watched me recover.

His cock was still hard.

The fact made another smaller aftershock move through me.

I looked down.

Then up.

"That's unfair."

"What is?"

"You still look composed."

He glanced at his wrinkled shirt.

"Do I?"

I smiled.

"Less than usual."

I stepped away.

My knees felt weak.

The white blouse needed serious repair. One button hung open too far. My lipstick was gone at the center. The ponytail had loosened and red strands stuck to my cheek.

I looked through the glass.

Evan was waiting.

I buttoned the blouse slowly.

Not all the way.

Then I picked up my bag.

At the door, I looked back at Adrian.

His eyes dropped once to my mouth.

Then to the desk.

Then back to me.

No speech.

Good.

The image had said enough.

I walked toward my husband with my lipstick ruined and my pussy still pulsing.

Halfway to Evan I stopped beside the dark glass conference room.

My reflection caught me.

White blouse imperfectly buttoned. Navy skirt still severe enough to pass for business. Red ponytail nearly gone. Knees faintly marked from the carpet.

I looked like a woman who had kept almost everything on and still managed to feel filthy.

That was the office fantasy at its best.

Not nudity.

Evidence.

I touched my lipstick with one finger.

Smudged.

Good.

Evan reached me.

His gaze dropped immediately to the knees.

Then rose to my mouth.

"You left that on purpose."

"What?"

"Lipstick."

"Maybe."

"Claire."

I looked over his shoulder.

Adrian stood in his office doorway, one hand in his pocket, no longer touching me, no longer participating, but still watching the two of us reclaim the moment.

I moved closer to Evan.

"He was hard."

My husband's cock responded under his trousers.

I watched it happen.

"I know," he said.

"You could see?"

"Enough."

The word sent heat through me again.

I took his hand and placed it on my waist exactly where Adrian's had been.

"Here."

Evan's fingers tightened.

"He held you there."

"Yes."

"And you got wet."

"Very."

His cock hardened more.

"Fuck."

"There."

He almost laughed.

Then the laughter vanished when I put my mouth near his ear.

"I wanted you to think I was sucking his cock."

Evan inhaled sharply.

I felt his erection against my hip.

"I know."

"No. You suspected."

"Claire."

"I wanted the image in your head. Me under his desk. Him standing over me. You unable to see enough."

My own pussy clenched as I said it.

Evan felt the small movement of my body against him.

"You are wet again."

"Yes."

I looked at Adrian over Evan's shoulder.

He had turned away, deliberately giving us privacy.

That restraint made the moment hotter, not colder.

I kissed my husband.

Hard.

The kiss carried the office back into our marriage where it belonged.

When I pulled away, Evan's eyes were dark.

"Car."

"Questions?"

"Too many."

I smiled.

"Good."

We walked toward the elevator together.

Behind us, Adrian's office door finally closed.

Evan's first look went to my knees.

He knew.

Not what had happened.

What I had made it look like.

That was worse.

Better.

And I had every intention of making him wait until the car to ask.


CHAPTER 5 | FIX YOUR LIPSTICK

CLAIRE

The restroom mirror was cruel in the way good lighting always is.

It showed everything I had hoped the executive floor would hide.

My ponytail had half collapsed. Red strands clung to one cheek. The black bra showed through the white blouse more clearly now that two buttons had been opened and fastened again in a hurry. My lipstick existed mostly at the edges of my mouth.

And my face looked satisfied.

That was the detail I could not repair.

I locked the restroom door and stood at the sink, both hands against the stone counter.

My breathing had settled.

My pussy had not.

Every time I shifted my thighs I felt the lingering pulse of the orgasm Adrian and Evan had pulled out of me without either man needing to pretend this was anything other than exactly what it was.

I looked at myself.

"Jesus Christ."

The woman in the mirror smiled back.

I turned sideways.

The skirt still held its clean line over my hips, but the fronts of my knees told a different story. Faint pressure marks. Nothing anyone would notice unless they knew where to look.

Evan would know.

The thought made my pussy pulse again.

I leaned closer to the mirror.

My pupils were still slightly wide.

That was harder to fix than lipstick.

I opened the tap and ran cold water over my wrists.

Adrian's hand in my hair replayed.

Not gripping.

Resting.

That restraint had given the submissive-looking position more power because the submission had belonged entirely to my choice.

I had put my own knees on the carpet.

I had looked at his hard cock through the trousers.

I had put my hand where Evan could imagine it going.

My husband had watched the top half of the image and supplied the rest himself.

The knowledge made me wet all over again.

I pressed my thighs together.

"Seriously?"

My reflection offered no apology.

I slipped one hand beneath the hem of the blouse, not between my legs, only flat against my stomach to feel how fast I was still breathing.

The skin was hot.

I could smell my own perfume beneath the faint trace of Adrian's cologne that had transferred when he kissed my neck.

I wondered whether Evan would notice.

Then I knew he would.

That thought alone made the entire aftermath feel unfinished.

Not because I wanted to return to Adrian.

Because I wanted to watch my husband discover every piece of evidence.

I opened my bag.

Powder. Lipstick. Comb.

The tools of professional camouflage.

The absurdity made me laugh.

Ten minutes earlier I had been on my knees behind the CEO's desk because the image of Evan seeing only enough to imagine the rest had made my entire body wet.

Now I was choosing between two shades of lipstick.

I selected the darker one.

The original would have been safer.

I was tired of safer.

I cleaned the blurred red from my mouth first.

That took longer than expected.

Adrian had kissed me hard enough to leave my lower lip slightly swollen.

I touched it with one fingertip.

My pussy tightened again.

"Stop," I whispered to my reflection.

It did not listen.

Neither did the memory.

His cock hard through the trousers when I knelt. Evan's hand flat against the glass. The word slut formed silently with my mouth. The way Adrian had understood that the center of the fantasy remained outside the office with my husband.

I applied fresh lipstick.

Blotted once.

Buttoned the blouse one button higher than before.

Then stared at that choice.

Coward.

I opened it again.

Not much.

Just enough that Evan would know I had decided not to restore everything.

I fixed my hair into a looser ponytail and wet a paper towel with cold water. Pressed it to the back of my neck.

The chill made me shiver.

Someone entered the outer restroom area.

My body went rigid.

A woman's heels crossed the tile outside the locked single-room suite. A cabinet opened. Water ran. Forty seconds later, the door shut again.

The tiny risk made another pulse of heat move through me.

Nothing had happened.

Nobody had seen me.

The executive floor remained a professional place occupied by adults doing their jobs.

And beneath that ordinary reality, I had created a second architecture.

Desk. Glass. Chair. Knees. A husband watching.

I dried my hands.

When I returned to the corridor, Evan was waiting near the elevators.

He was alone.

His expression hit me harder than I expected.

Not angry.

Not relaxed either.

His eyes went first to my hair. Then my mouth. Then the blouse.

He noticed everything.

I walked toward him slowly.

"You fixed your lipstick."

"Mostly."

He stared at my mouth.

"Different color."

"You noticed."

"I notice useful things."

I smiled.

Adrian's phrase in Evan's mouth made my pussy clench.

He saw that too.

"Fuck," he said quietly.

"What?"

"You reacted to that."

"Maybe."

"Don't start."

I reached him.

His hand settled at my waist.

The touch was light.

My whole body still answered.

"Dinner?" I asked.

"Eventually."

My stomach tightened.

"Eventually?"

"I have questions."

"I know."

"You're enjoying this."

"A lot."

No denial.

That had become one of the hottest changes in me.

We stepped into the elevator.

The doors closed.

Mirrors.

Of course.

I saw Evan watching my reflection.

"What can you tell from looking at me?" I asked.

"You reapplied lipstick."

"Yes."

"Your hair was tied tighter when you arrived."

"Yes."

"Your blouse is buttoned wrong."

I looked down.

It was not.

I looked back up and found him smiling.

"Asshole."

"You checked."

I laughed.

He did not.

His eyes dropped to the hem of my skirt.

"Your knees."

The humor vanished.

I felt my face heat.

"What about them?"

"Carpet."

One word.

My pussy clenched.

I looked at our reflections.

"Maybe."

"Claire."

"Maybe I knelt."

His breathing changed.

The elevator passed twenty-three.

Twenty-two.

"In front of him."

"Maybe."

"Behind the desk."

I turned my body slightly toward him.

"You could see enough."

"Not enough."

That answer landed low.

"Good."

Evan stared at me.

"Good?"

"You wanted to watch. I wanted you to imagine."

"That is cruel."

"You like me cruel."

He stepped closer.

The elevator was suddenly too small.

His cock was already hard under his trousers.

I could see the shape clearly now.

I let my gaze rest there.

Then returned to his face.

"See?"

"You're impossible."

"Your erection says otherwise."

His hand closed more firmly at my waist.

"What did you do on your knees?"

I smiled.

The elevator chimed.

Lobby.

The doors opened.

I stepped away from him.

"You can ask in the car."

Evan stood still for half a second before following.

The security guard looked up from the desk.

"Have a good evening."

"You too," I said.

My voice sounded perfectly normal.

That almost made me laugh again.

Outside, cool air touched my face.

The city moved around us as if nothing had happened thirty-two floors above it.

Evan unlocked the car.

I opened the passenger door.

Before getting in, I looked across the roof at him.

"One thing."

"What?"

I let the pause stretch.

"He was hard before I touched him."

Evan's face changed.

I got into the car.

By the time he reached the driver's seat, I had already decided I would not tell him the rest quickly.


CHAPTER 6 | THE RIDE HOME

EVAN

Claire knew silence had become a weapon.

She used it before I had even pulled out of the garage.

I started the engine.

She adjusted the seat belt across her blouse.

Nothing.

I turned onto Harbor Avenue.

Nothing.

At the first red light, I looked at her.

Claire was watching the city through the passenger window with the smallest possible smile at the corner of her mouth.

"You're enjoying this too much."

"You already said that upstairs."

"Because it remains true."

"Good observation."

"Claire."

She turned her head.

Fresh lipstick. Loose red ponytail. White blouse that looked normal until I remembered exactly what I had seen through the glass.

Her knees on the carpet.

Adrian standing behind the desk.

My wife disappearing below its edge.

My cock hardened again.

Claire's gaze dropped.

Of course it did.

"That's inconvenient," she said.

"You are doing it deliberately."

"I am sitting in a car."

"You told me his cock was hard before you touched him."

"It was."

My hands tightened on the steering wheel.

Not anger.

Something close enough to need respect.

Claire saw the difference.

Her expression changed.

Less teasing.

"Do you want me to stop?"

"No."

The answer came too fast to lie about.

She nodded.

Then waited.

That was worse than another joke.

"What happened?" I asked.

"You saw most of what mattered."

"I saw you kneel."

"Yes."

"I saw his hand in your hair."

"Yes."

My cock pressed harder against my trousers.

"I saw you touch his leg."

Claire's thighs pressed together.

I noticed.

She noticed me noticing.

The loop again.

"Higher than his leg," she said.

My breath changed.

"How high?"

She looked at my hands on the wheel.

"Not telling yet."

"Why?"

"Because I like what not knowing does to you."

I looked back at the road.

The light turned green.

I drove.

For three blocks neither of us spoke.

My imagination filled the silence with images I had not actually seen.

Claire on her knees. Adrian's hard cock under expensive trousers. Her red hair below the line of the desk. My wife looking toward the glass because she knew I was there.

I swallowed.

"Did he touch you while you were down there?"

"Yes."

"Where?"

"Hair."

A small mercy.

Then Claire added, "At first."

I almost missed the next turn.

She laughed softly.

"You're evil."

"You invited me."

"To the office."

"You knew what you were inviting."

I could not argue with that.

At the next light, she reached across the console and put her hand on my thigh.

Not high.

Not yet.

Her wedding ring caught the streetlight.

"You watched," she said.

"Yes."

"The whole time?"

"Yes."

Her fingers moved one inch higher.

"When I got on my knees?"

"Especially then."

She inhaled.

"Fuck."

There.

Her thighs pressed together and her hand tightened on my leg. Her own game had hit her.

I looked at her.

"You like hearing it too."

"I like knowing where your eyes were."

"On you."

"What part?"

I understood the question.

Not abstract.

Specific.

"Your knees first."

Her fingers moved again.

"Then?"

"Your mouth."

Claire's hand stopped.

The air in the car changed.

"Even when you couldn't see what I was doing?"

"Especially when I couldn't."

Her pussy was probably wet again.

The thought made my cock throb.

I said it.

"You're wet right now, aren't you?"

Claire looked straight ahead.

"Yes."

No coy smile.

That answer was better.

"Because I'm asking?"

"Partly."

"Because of him?"

Her fingers tightened on my thigh.

"Partly."

"Because I watched?"

She finally looked at me.

"Mostly."

My cock hardened so fast it almost hurt.

Claire saw.

Her hand moved over the front of my trousers, settling against the erection she had helped create.

I sucked in a breath.

"Eyes on the road," she said.

"Cruel."

"You like me cruel."

The phrase had become hers.

She rubbed once through the fabric.

Slow.

Then stopped.

"Claire."

"Drive."

"You are not allowed to complain about my attention span ever again."

She smiled.

Her hand stayed there, warm and still, making the lack of movement more intense than movement would have been.

"Did you want me to go lower?" she asked.

The question hit like a physical shove.

"What?"

"Under the desk. Did you want me to disappear completely?"

My cock hardened under her palm.

She felt it.

"There."

"Fuck you."

"Later."

I laughed despite myself.

Then the jealousy returned.

Not cartoon jealousy.

Not ownership theater.

The real thing.

The awareness that another man had stood above my wife while she knelt and that I had chosen to remain on the other side of the glass.

"I hated it for a minute," I said.

Claire's hand became still.

"Which part?"

"Seeing you below him."

She listened.

"It made me feel smaller."

The sentence embarrassed me immediately.

Claire did not rush to erase it.

Good.

"And then?" she asked.

"Then you looked at me."

Her fingers tightened gently over my cock through the trousers.

"That changed it."

"How?"

I took a breath.

"You didn't look trapped. You looked like you were doing it to me."

Claire's mouth opened slightly.

"I was."

The admission went straight through me.

"Say that again."

"I knelt because I wanted you to see it."

My breathing broke.

She rubbed once more.

"I wanted you to imagine my mouth near your boss's cock."

I almost groaned.

"Claire."

"Too much?"

"No."

She leaned closer.

"I wanted you jealous."

Her fingers moved.

"I wanted your cock hard because your wife was on her knees in his office."

"Fuck."

"And I wanted to come home and make you ask me exactly what you missed."

I turned into our street too fast, corrected, and heard her laugh.

"You are a terrible passenger."

"You're the one talking."

"You asked."

"I regret everything."

"Your cock still disagrees."

As we drove along our street, Claire opened her coat slightly.

Not for comfort.

For me.

The white blouse beneath was still buttoned, but I could see the faint dark edge of the bra through the fabric.

I had seen that edge before she went upstairs.

Now it carried context.

My cock remained hard beneath her hand.

"Did he notice the bra?" I asked.

Claire's eyes stayed on the road ahead.

"Yes."

"Did you show him more?"

A pause.

"A button."

My cock hardened.

Her palm felt it.

"One?"

"Then another."

"Fuck."

She smiled.

"You wanted details."

"I am beginning to question that decision."

"Liar."

"Fine. Keep going."

Claire removed her hand from my cock.

The absence made me groan.

"No."

"No?"

"You get one answer at a time."

"This is torture."

"This is foreplay."

That sentence lodged somewhere behind my ribs.

Because she was right.

The car ride was not transportation after the erotic event.

It was part of the event.

Her withholding. My imagination. The smell of her perfume mixed with another man's cologne. The fact that my wife was sitting inches away, reconstructed into respectable clothing while her pussy was probably still wet from what had happened upstairs.

I said it.

"You're still wet."

Claire's smile disappeared.

"Yes."

My cock throbbed.

"From him?"

"From this conversation."

The answer hit harder.

She turned her head.

"Don't give Adrian credit for everything your mouth is doing to me."

I looked at her for one dangerous second before returning my eyes to the road.

"That was hot."

"Good."

"Stop using his word."

"Make me."

I laughed.

My jealousy still existed.

But now it was threaded with something more secure.

Claire could tell me another man's cock had been hard against her and then remind me, with one sentence, that I was the person currently making her pussy wet.

That combination was becoming the core of us.

We pulled into the driveway.

I shut off the engine.

Claire put her hand back over me.

Silence.

Then I turned toward her.

"Did you touch his cock?"

She looked at me for several seconds.

The teasing disappeared.

"Through his trousers."

My cock hardened hard enough beneath her palm that she felt the change immediately.

Her eyes darkened.

"That answer did something to you."

"Yes."

"Good."

I caught her wrist before she could pull away.

Not restraining.

Keeping contact.

"Inside."

Claire's smile returned.

"Now you want details."

"Every fucking one."

She opened the car door.

"Then earn them."

I stared at the empty passenger seat after she stepped out.

She had used the same line on me before.

It worked better now.

Because this time there were real details waiting behind it.


CHAPTER 7 | TELL ME WHAT I MISSED

CLAIRE

I made it as far as the kitchen before Evan caught up with me.

Not literally caught.

I was waiting.

That distinction mattered.

I set my bag on the counter and turned as he entered.

His tie was already loose.

His face looked controlled.

His cock did not.

The erection under his trousers was obvious now.

I looked directly at it.

Then at him.

"Every detail?"

"You heard me."

I unfastened the top button of my blouse.

Slowly.

"That sounds demanding."

"You made me watch through glass."

Second button.

"You chose to watch."

"Yes."

Third.

The black bra appeared beneath the white fabric.

Evan's eyes dropped.

I stopped.

"Tell me where you were looking."

"Claire."

"You want details. I want details too."

His breathing changed.

"Your knees."

I opened another button.

"Then?"

"Your face."

The blouse loosened enough to fall open at the center.

"Then?"

"His hand in your hair."

My pussy went wet again.

Fast.

Too fast.

I did not hide it behind metaphor.

The image of Evan watching that specific touch made my body answer immediately.

I let the blouse slide from one shoulder.

"And when I stood up?"

"Your mouth."

"Why?"

"Because I was trying to tell if you'd done what I thought you'd done."

I smiled.

"Had I?"

Evan took one step closer.

"You tell me."

I pulled the blouse off and placed it on the counter beside my bag.

Black bra. Navy skirt. Stockings. Heels.

Still dressed enough to carry the office with me.

That was deliberate.

I wanted him to fuck the fantasy out of our heads without actually erasing it.

I walked toward him.

"I touched him through his trousers."

Evan swallowed.

His cock visibly pressed harder against the fabric.

I let my gaze linger.

"He was already hard."

"Because you were kneeling."

"Because I walked into his office knowing exactly what I was doing."

"That too."

I smiled.

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

No hesitation.

That honesty made my pussy wetter.

"Hard?"

"You can see that."

"I want to hear it."

His eyes held mine.

"My cock is hard because my wife knelt in front of my boss and came home wanting to tell me about it."

My nipples tightened under the bra.

"Better."

Evan reached me.

His hand settled at my waist.

"Your turn."

"My pussy is wet because you watched me do it."

He closed his eyes for one second.

I smiled.

"Still want details?"

"More than before."

I kissed him.

The kiss had none of Adrian's controlled restraint.

Evan knew my body too well for restraint to feel mysterious. His hands went to familiar places with new intent, and that contrast made the fantasy sharper rather than weaker.

He knew how I liked to be held. He knew where my breath changed. He knew exactly how hard to pull me against him before I stopped thinking in complete sentences.

And tonight every familiar touch carried Adrian's office inside it.

Evan backed me against the kitchen counter.

The cold stone hit my lower back.

His cock pressed hard against me through his trousers.

I moved my hips once.

His breath broke.

"Tell me," he said.

"What?"

"What I missed."

I put my mouth near his ear.

"I wanted to know how hard he was."

Evan's fingers tightened at my waist.

"So you checked."

"Yes."

"With your hand."

"Through the trousers first."

"Fuck."

The word vibrated against my neck.

I rocked against his erection again.

"You like that."

"I hate that I like it."

"Liar."

"Fine. I hate how much I like it."

Better.

I kissed the corner of his mouth.

"He knew you were watching."

"I know."

"I told him I wanted you to imagine."

Evan went still.

"You told him that?"

"Not exactly those words."

"Claire."

"You asked for the truth."

His hand moved into my hair.

Not hard.

Enough to pull my face back so he could look at me.

"What did you want me to imagine?"

The question carried more weight than any dirty word.

I answered without looking away.

"My mouth on your boss."

Evan's cock jumped against me.

There.

Direct.

No polite language to protect us from our own fantasy.

My pussy got wetter.

I smiled because he could feel the change in the way my thighs moved against him.

"Dirty wife," he said.

"Not enough."

His eyes narrowed.

I had asked for this before.

He understood.

"Slut."

The word hit perfectly.

I pulled him closer.

"Again."

"My slut."

"Better."

I kissed him hard.

From there, we stopped needing explanations.

We moved through the kitchen toward the stairs in broken stages, clothes loosening, Evan's shoes abandoned, hands finding skin. I kept the skirt on longer than practicality required because I wanted the office image to remain visible between us.

Evan noticed.

Of course he did.

At the bottom of the stairs he looked at the navy fabric still tight over my hips.

"You want to keep that on."

"For a while."

"Because he saw you in it."

"Because you saw him see me in it."

His cock hardened again under my hand when I touched the front of his trousers.

I laughed softly.

"There."

"You are never going to let that go."

"Never."

Upstairs, the bedroom became the place where all the information I had withheld finally came out.

I did not undress all at once.

That would have killed the visual too quickly.

The skirt stayed.

The stockings stayed.

Even the heels stayed for the first few minutes because Evan could not stop looking at them and I had learned not to interrupt useful attention.

He sat on the edge of the bed while I stood between his knees.

The position echoed the office in reverse.

Now he was lower.

Now I looked down.

His cock was hard under his trousers.

I touched the shape through the fabric with two fingers.

Evan inhaled.

"This is how I touched him."

His cock hardened under my fingers.

I moved my fingers once along the hard line.

"Like that?"

"Claire."

"You asked for details."

"I did not know you were going to demonstrate them on me."

"Better memory aid."

His hands closed around my thighs.

The skirt kept his palms from skin.

That frustrated him.

I liked it.

"Did he touch your legs?"

"Yes."

Evan's fingers tightened through the fabric.

"Here?"

"Higher."

His hands moved.

I caught his wrists before they reached the answer.

"No."

His eyes lifted.

"Cruel."

"You like me cruel."

I released one wrist and used his hand to trace the outside line of my thigh over the skirt.

"He touched me while I was looking at you."

Evan's cock got harder under my fingers.

"Fuck."

"Exactly."

I leaned down and kissed him.

The skirt tightened across my ass as I bent.

His hands finally found the backs of my thighs.

That physical familiarity collided with the new imagery and made my pussy wetter.

When I straightened, Evan's eyes followed my body upward.

"Take it off."

"What?"

"The skirt."

I smiled.

"No."

"Why?"

"Because he saw me in it."

His cock jumped under my hand.

I laughed softly.

"There."

"I hate that word now."

"No you don't."

I kept the skirt on until the fantasy had done everything I wanted it to do.

Not as a speech.

Fragments.

His question against my neck. My answer into his shoulder. The desk. The carpet. The shape of Adrian's erection through expensive trousers. The fact that I had known Evan was watching when I lowered myself. The fact that I had wanted his jealousy.

Every confession changed the rhythm between us.

Evan's hands got rougher when I admitted how wet I had been.

My breathing broke when he called me his dirty wife.

His cock stayed hard when I whispered Adrian's name, but the reaction became stronger when I followed it with your boss.

That combination had become dynamite.

"Say it," I breathed.

"What?"

"What you thought I was doing under the desk."

Evan hesitated.

I pushed.

"Say it."

His voice dropped.

"I thought you were going to put your mouth on his cock."

My whole body tightened.

The hidden part named.

"I did," I told him.

Saying it made my pussy clench and my breath disappear for a second.

Evan felt the reaction.

"Fuck."

"Again."

"You wanted me to think it."

"Yes."

"You wanted me standing there with my cock hard, thinking my wife was on her knees for my boss."

"Yes."

The word broke.

"Slut."

I grabbed him.

"Yours."

That mattered every time.

The dirty language only worked because the possessive answer belonged to the marriage, not because I needed reassurance every thirty seconds.

Evan knew it now.

He used it.

"My slut getting wet for him."

My pussy clenched before I could answer.

"Yes."

"And coming home to me."

"Always."

The orgasm built from that collision.

Not a generic rush.

Specific images stacked until I could barely hold one at a time.

My knees on dark carpet. Adrian above me. Evan behind glass. My hand on the front of Adrian's trousers. Evan's cock hard now because I was telling him about it.

I stopped speaking.

My breathing turned ragged.

My fingers locked into Evan's shoulders.

He knew the signs.

"Look at me."

I did.

That command remained ours.

No matter whose name had entered the room, the final thing I saw was my husband.

The climax hit hard enough to pull a broken sound from my throat. My thighs tightened. My whole body went rigid for a beat and then trembled against him while he held me through it.

I did not look graceful.

I did not care.

When the intensity finally loosened, I stayed against him, forehead on his shoulder, breathing hard.

Evan's hand moved slowly down my back.

No immediate question.

Good.

The silence belonged to the aftermath.

Eventually I laughed.

"What?" he asked.

"I fixed my lipstick for nothing."

He kissed the top of my head.

"It lasted almost twenty minutes."

"Wasteful."

"You can file a complaint."

I lifted my face.

"With the CEO?"

His cock hardened again.

I felt it.

So did he.

We both started laughing.

That was the dangerous thing now.

The fantasy was getting dirtier without making us brittle.

I touched his face.

"Next time, I don't want you behind your office glass."

Evan's smile disappeared.

"What do you mean?"

I had not planned to say it yet.

The words came anyway.

"I want you closer."

His breathing changed.

"How close?"

I smiled. "Not telling."


CHAPTER 8 | THE GLASS ROOM

CLAIRE

Glass had become a language.

That was what I realized three weeks later at a late client review.

Not privacy.

The opposite.

Vale Strategic's executive floor had been designed to communicate transparency, collaboration, confidence. Meeting rooms with glass walls. Offices visible from corridors. City light reflecting over polished surfaces until every room seemed doubled.

Nobody who approved the architecture had intended it to become erotic.

That was our contribution.

The client review was legitimate and boring.

Evan had asked me to meet him afterward because we were attending a charity dinner two blocks away. I arrived at six forty wearing a dark green dress under a tailored coat, heels, my red hair loose.

The conference room was still full.

Adrian sat at one end beside the client's CFO. Evan stood near the display, answering a question about deployment timing.

I waited outside.

From the corridor, the glass reflected me over the meeting like a ghost.

I watched Evan work.

That mattered too.

The fantasy had never been about making him smaller professionally.

Watching him command a room in his own way reminded me why the hierarchy remained hot without becoming humiliating in the wrong direction.

Evan knew his work.

Adrian knew Evan knew it.

When the client challenged a forecast, Adrian did not answer for him.

He looked at Evan.

Evan answered.

Clear. Precise. No apology.

I felt a little rush of pride.

Then Adrian leaned back, crossed one ankle over the other, and looked through the glass directly at me.

The pride turned into something warmer.

He held my eyes for maybe two seconds.

Then returned to the meeting.

Evan saw.

I knew because the next slide appeared half a beat late.

My pussy tightened.

There it was again.

Two men doing absolutely nothing improper in a professional meeting while my body turned the visual into filth.

I sat on the bench outside and crossed my legs.

The glass showed my reflection over Adrian's shoulder.

An idea arrived.

I uncrossed them.

Slowly.

Crossed the other way.

Nothing obscene.

The hem of the dress moved perhaps an inch.

Evan's eyes flicked toward me.

Adrian's followed several seconds later.

I looked down at my phone to hide the smile.

Claire: Glass was a terrible architectural decision.

I sent it to Evan.

His phone buzzed on the conference table.

He did not check it.

Professional.

Good.

Five minutes later, when the client took a call and everyone broke informally, Evan finally looked.

His eyes came straight to me.

Then he typed.

Evan: Stop moving your legs.

I smiled.

Claire: No.

The meeting resumed.

I shifted again.

Evan looked at me once and then deliberately stopped looking.

That made it more fun.

Adrian, unfortunately for both of us, noticed the pattern.

He did not look at my legs again.

He looked at my face.

The knowledge there was worse.

I pressed my thighs together.

The meeting finally ended at seven fifteen.

The client left with two directors. The room emptied in stages until only Evan, Adrian and I remained near the table.

"Sorry," Evan said. "Ran long."

"I survived."

Adrian gathered his papers.

"Your wife has remarkable patience."

"She was entertaining herself," Evan said.

I looked at him.

Adrian did too.

One beat.

Two.

Then I laughed.

"I was reading."

Evan glanced at my phone.

"Of course."

Adrian's mouth almost moved.

He knew.

The awareness warmed my skin.

We should have left for the charity dinner immediately.

Instead I walked around the conference table while Evan closed the presentation.

The glass walls reflected me from three directions.

I stopped at the seat beside Adrian's.

"Is this where the terrifying decisions happen?"

"Mostly budget corrections."

"Less sexy."

The word came out before I filtered it.

Evan looked up.

Adrian went still.

I smiled.

"Sorry. Long day."

"Clearly," Evan said.

Adrian stacked the papers.

"You two are going to be late."

"We have ten minutes," I said.

"Seven."

"You time everything?"

"Most things."

I looked at Evan.

His expression warned me not to ask the obvious follow-up.

I did not.

That restraint was its own game.

Adrian moved toward the door.

I turned my body slightly as he passed.

His sleeve brushed my bare arm.

Barely contact.

My pussy clenched.

Evan saw.

Of course he did.

Adrian stopped outside the glass room.

Looked back.

"Claire."

"Yes?"

"Your coat."

I had left it over the chair.

"Right."

I crossed back to get it.

Evan shook his head.

"Distracted?"

"Apparently."

I lifted the coat.

The movement exposed more of my thigh in the glass reflection than I expected.

Adrian's eyes caught it.

Then his gaze moved immediately to Evan.

That was the moment.

Not my leg.

Not the dress.

The fact that he checked my husband.

He understood the circuit now.

I felt it physically.

Later, in the elevator, Evan leaned close enough that his mouth almost touched my ear.

"You were showing off."

"Maybe."

"No maybe."

I looked at his reflection.

"Did it make your cock hard?"

His eyes met mine in the mirror.

"Yes."

My pussy went wet.

Simple.

Direct.

The elevator dropped another floor.

"Then I was showing off."

Evan's hand settled at the small of my back.

"For me?"

"Mostly."

I smiled at the mirror.

"You like that word less every time I use it."

"My cock likes it more."

I turned my face toward him.

"Better answer."

The doors opened to the lobby.

We stepped out before the moment could become anything more.

As we walked toward the charity dinner, I looked back once through the lobby glass.

Thirty-two floors above us, Adrian's office still glowed.

I wondered if he was looking down.

I wondered whether Evan wondered too.

And the fact that neither of us needed an answer kept the tension alive all night.

The charity dinner should have cooled us down.

It did not.

For two hours we sat at a round table with eight other adults and behaved perfectly.

That became its own kind of obscenity.

Evan beside me. His hand occasionally at the back of my chair. My dark green dress smooth over my thighs.

Adrian was three tables away with donors and two board members.

We did not speak to him.

We did not need to.

I knew where he was.

Evan knew I knew.

During dessert, I caught Adrian standing near the bar with his jacket unbuttoned.

He laughed at something an older woman said.

Real laughter.

Rare enough that I watched too long.

Evan's hand settled on my knee under the table.

Not high.

A warning disguised as affection.

I looked at him.

"What?" I whispered.

"You were staring."

"He was laughing."

"Apparently that's your new fetish."

I kept my face neutral.

"His cock was hard against me a few weeks ago. I think I can survive a laugh."

Evan's fingers tightened on my knee.

His cock hardened beneath the table. I could not see it, but I knew the small shift of his hips now.

I smiled into my wineglass.

"Cruel," he murmured.

"You like me cruel."

Adrian looked toward our table at exactly the wrong moment.

Or the right one.

He saw Evan's hand on my knee.

Saw my smile.

His gaze stayed for one second.

Then moved away.

My pussy clenched.

Evan felt my thighs tighten beneath his hand.

"He looked."

"I know."

"And you're wet."

I turned my face toward him.

"Very."

His breathing changed.

Nobody at the table noticed.

The auction began.

People applauded.

Numbers climbed on a screen.

Under the linen tablecloth, Evan's hand remained on my knee, my thighs pressed together around heat I had no intention of relieving in a public ballroom.

That was enough.

No one needed to disappear into a bathroom.

No one needed to cross another boundary.

The three of us simply knew.

And knowledge was enough to keep my body awake for the rest of the night.

That was fine.

Not every spark needed to become a fire immediately.


CHAPTER 9 | HIS CHAIR

CLAIRE

I sat in Adrian's chair because nobody had told me not to.

That was not technically true.

Nobody had needed to.

Some objects carried their own rules.

The chair behind Adrian Vale's desk was one of them.

It was Friday evening, one week after the glass-room client review. Evan had forgotten a signed packet he needed for a Monday flight, and I had met him downtown because we were already going to dinner nearby.

Adrian was not there.

That mattered.

Or I told myself it did.

The executive floor had mostly emptied. Evan unlocked his office, found the packet, then stopped when he saw me looking toward the corner office.

The door stood open.

Dark inside except for the city light.

"No," he said.

I looked at him.

"I didn't say anything."

"Your face did."

"What did my face say?"

"Bad idea."

"Your face says coward."

"My face says I have worked here six years and understand basic professional boundaries."

"He's not here."

"That is not helping your case."

I smiled.

Then walked toward the office.

Evan followed because of course he did.

The lights came on automatically when I crossed the threshold.

Everything looked different without Adrian inside it.

Less dangerous.

More intimate.

His jacket was gone. Laptop gone. The desk held only a leather pad, one pen aligned beside it, a small stack of documents and a glass paperweight.

The chair waited behind it.

I walked around.

Evan stayed near the doorway.

"Claire."

"Hmm?"

"Do not move anything."

"You are no fun."

"That is what people say immediately before I have to explain something to HR."

I looked at him.

"You think HR has a policy called Wife Sat in CEO's Chair?"

"They will after you."

I sat.

The leather gave softly beneath me.

The desk immediately changed height, blocking more of my body than I expected. I rolled the chair forward until my knees slid beneath the polished edge.

Something about it made my pussy tighten.

Power was ridiculous that way.

It could live in furniture.

I placed both hands on the desk.

"How do I look?"

Evan stared.

Not laughing now.

"Like you're enjoying that too much."

"I am."

I leaned back.

The chair supported me perfectly.

"Come here."

Evan's eyebrows rose.

"Excuse me?"

"Bennett."

His mouth tightened because he was trying not to smile.

"Do not do the voice."

"Come here."

He crossed the room.

I looked up at my husband from his boss's chair.

The visual hit both of us at once.

I saw it in the way his breathing shifted.

"You like this," I said.

"I hate this chair."

"Your cock doesn't."

His eyes dropped to me.

I looked at the front of his trousers.

Hard.

Already.

My pussy got wet.

"See?"

"You have developed a disturbing relationship with evidence."

"Sit."

"Where?"

I pointed to one of the visitor chairs.

He sat.

The arrangement looked exactly wrong enough to be hot.

Me behind Adrian's desk. My husband where employees sat.

I crossed my legs slowly.

Evan's gaze followed.

"You are enjoying the hierarchy now."

"I'm enjoying what it does to you."

"Same problem."

"Not remotely."

I leaned forward.

"Tell me what you thought when you saw me kneel behind this desk."

His eyes darkened.

"We are not doing this here."

"We're talking."

"You know that is worse."

I smiled.

"Tell me."

Evan glanced toward the glass wall.

The floor was empty.

Then back at me.

"I thought your mouth was on his cock."

My thighs tightened instantly.

There.

No effort.

No delay.

The words alone made my pussy clench.

Evan saw.

"Fuck."

"Again."

"Claire."

"You wanted me cruel."

"I did not say that."

"Your cock did."

He looked down once.

The erection under his trousers had become impossible to hide.

I leaned farther over the desk.

"Say it."

His voice dropped.

"I thought my wife was sucking my boss under his desk."

My breath caught.

I smiled slowly.

"And?"

"And I got hard."

"Good."

The word sounded different from this chair.

Evan noticed.

"Do not start saying that like him."

"Good."

He laughed despite himself.

Then his eyes moved to the desk surface.

"You know he will notice if you move anything."

I looked around.

"I haven't."

"Your chair is six inches farther back than he leaves it."

I stared at him.

"You know where his chair sits?"

"I work with him every day."

"That sounded defensive."

"Because my wife is currently interrogating me from his chair about the geometry of his office."

I stood.

Evan exhaled.

"Thank God."

I walked around the desk.

"Disappointed?"

"Relieved."

His cock was still hard.

I stopped in front of him.

"Liar."

I kissed him.

Short.

Hard enough to erase the joke.

His hand came to my waist.

I felt his erection against me and moved once, deliberately.

"Claire."

"Quiet."

That was all.

Not every room needed another boundary crossed.

The chair was enough.

The hierarchy.

The fact that Evan had said the fantasy aloud while I sat where Adrian normally gave him instructions.

I stepped away before either of us forgot why we were there.

Then I looked at the chair.

Six inches back.

I rolled it forward carefully.

"There."

"Too far."

"You are kidding."

"Half an inch."

I adjusted it.

"Now?"

"Maybe."

"You are terrified of this man."

"I respect furniture."

I laughed and took his hand.

The weekend between the chair and Monday became a private rehearsal in restraint.

Every time I saw an office chair, I thought of Adrian's.

That was absurd enough to make me laugh once in a furniture store and refuse to explain why when Evan asked.

Saturday night we went to dinner with friends who knew nothing about any of this. One of them complained about a new CEO who had replaced half the leadership team and Evan made a dry comment about executives being territorial creatures.

I nearly choked on my wine.

Under the table, his hand found my knee.

Not sexual.

A warning.

I turned my face toward him and whispered, "Chair."

His cock hardened under the table so visibly to me that I had to look away.

He squeezed my knee.

"You are a terrible person."

"You married me."

"You keep using that as legal immunity."

"Working so far."

Nobody else noticed.

That was the new pleasure.

The public world stayed ordinary while private objects collected meaning.

A chair. A tie. A keycard. A black blouse.

We were building an erotic language out of office furniture and executive dress codes, and somehow it was getting hotter instead of ridiculous.

Later that night, Evan stood behind me while I removed my makeup and said, "If he notices the chair Monday, I am blaming you."

I met his eyes in the mirror.

"If he notices, tell me."

"Why?"

"Because I want to know how closely your boss knows his own room."

Evan's cock hardened against the thin fabric of his lounge pants.

I watched the reaction in the mirror.

"There."

"I hate you."

"Liar."

I went to bed already looking forward to Monday morning for a reason that would have sounded insane to anyone else.

Monday morning, Evan texted me at nine seventeen.

Evan: He noticed.

My stomach dropped.

Claire: What?

Evan: Chair.

My pulse moved harder.

Claire: What did he say?

Three dots.

Evan: Nothing.

I stared.

Another message arrived.

Evan: He looked at it. Then looked at me.

My pussy tightened.

I typed:

Claire: Did you tell him?

Evan: No.

Then:

Evan: I didn't need to.

I put the phone face down on my desk and tried to return to work.

It lasted eleven seconds.

Then another message appeared.

Evan: Claire.

Claire: What?

Evan: He moved the chair back half an inch and kept talking.

I laughed out loud.

Adrian had said nothing.

That was perfect.

Because now the chair belonged to the fantasy too.


CHAPTER 10 | WAIT IN THE CAR

EVAN

Waiting was worse than watching.

Claire had discovered that before I did.

She used it accordingly.

The first time she told me to wait in the car, I laughed because I assumed she was joking.

She was standing beside the passenger door in the underground garage beneath Vale Strategic, black coat open over a burgundy dress, red hair loose, temporary executive keycard hanging from a narrow black lanyard at her waist.

The card changed everything.

It had been issued for a client event because spouses were joining afterward. Perfectly legitimate. Logged. Temporary.

Claire had looked at it for almost a full minute when security handed it to her.

Then at me.

I knew immediately that the card would never again be just plastic.

"Wait in the car," she said.

"No."

Her mouth curved.

"Why?"

"Because you enjoyed saying that."

"Very much."

"Where are you going?"

She looked toward the elevators.

"Back upstairs."

My cock hardened.

That was the entire fucking problem.

"Why?"

"I left my wrap in the lounge."

"You did not."

Claire held up one empty hand.

Her wrap was, in fact, missing.

"Fine. You left it."

"Thank you."

"And Adrian?"

"Still upstairs."

"You know that."

"Yes."

"How?"

"I saw his light when we came down."

I stared at her.

She stepped closer.

"Evan."

"What?"

"I am going upstairs to get my wrap."

"And if he's there?"

"Then he's there."

"Claire."

She put her hand on my chest.

"Do you want me not to go?"

There was the real question.

Not permission theater.

Not a loophole.

A direct choice.

I looked at the keycard.

At the elevator.

At my wife.

My jealousy hurt.

My cock was hard.

Both facts were real.

"Go," I said.

Claire's eyes darkened.

"How long?"

"You tell me."

"Ten minutes."

"And if you want longer?"

"I text you."

"No secrecy."

"Never."

She kissed me.

Then stepped away.

At the elevator, she looked back once.

I was still standing beside the car.

Claire pressed the call button.

The doors opened.

She entered.

The keycard swung lightly against her thigh.

Then the doors closed.

I stood alone in the garage with an erection and the sudden understanding that this was a different flavor of voyeurism.

There was nothing to see.

That was exactly why it worked.

I got into the car.

Did not start it.

The building rose above the garage, invisible from where I sat.

I checked the time.

8:41.

One minute.

I imagined the elevator.

Claire alone, seeing herself in the mirrored wall.

The card against her dress.

Thirty-two.

Doors opening.

The quiet floor.

Adrian's office light.

I stopped.

My mind had already put him in the doorway.

White shirt. Sleeves rolled. That controlled expression.

I hated how precise the image had become.

8:43.

My phone stayed dark.

I stared through the windshield at the concrete wall.

Nothing.

The absence became a screen.

I imagined Claire walking through the glass corridor.

Adrian noticing the dress.

Her slowing.

Maybe stopping.

My cock pressed painfully against my trousers.

I shifted.

"Fuck."

8:45.

Five minutes.

I could go upstairs.

The thought appeared immediately.

I could badge through the main access, ride the elevator, see exactly where she was.

But Claire had asked me to wait.

And I had agreed.

That choice mattered.

The fantasy was partly the distance now.

The uncertainty.

The fact that she could return in thirty seconds or nine minutes and I would have to read her face.

8:46.

My phone buzzed.

I grabbed it too fast.

Claire: Found it.

A photograph followed.

Her wrap draped over the back of a lounge chair.

Nothing else.

I laughed once, almost angry at myself.

Then another message.

Claire: He is still here.

My cock hardened again.

Evan: I assumed.

Claire: Liar. You hoped.

I stared.

Typed. Deleted. Typed again.

Evan: Maybe.

Her reply came instantly.

Claire: Your cock is hard.

I looked down as if she could somehow see through the building.

Evan: Fuck you.

Claire: Not from all these floors away.

I laughed despite myself.

Then the screen went dark.

8:48.

Eight minutes.

My imagination became worse.

Claire stepping into Adrian's office.

Her coat opening.

The burgundy dress beneath it.

His eyes on her.

That hard cock I had once seen in a context that had never been meant to become sexual in our marriage and somehow now lived there permanently.

I rubbed one hand over my face.

The phone buzzed again.

Claire: Do you want me to come down?

Everything stopped.

That was the firewall.

A real exit.

I could type yes and she would leave.

No punishment. No disappointment. No test.

My jealousy eased because the choice was mine too.

I typed:

Evan: No.

Then, because the truth mattered:

Evan: Take five extra minutes.

The typing indicator appeared.

Claire: You sure?

Evan: Yes.

Claire: Then stop pretending you hate waiting.

I looked at the erection in my trousers.

She had a point.

8:50.

I forced myself not to check the time again.

I failed after thirty seconds.

8:51.

I imagined less now.

Not because I was calmer.

Because the few real details Claire had given me were enough.

Adrian upstairs. Claire upstairs. My wife staying because I had told her to stay five more minutes.

That turned the absence into participation.

By then the waiting had become almost physical.

I had rolled the window down an inch despite the cool air because the inside of the car felt too warm. Every sound from the garage made me look up.

Elevator motor. A distant door. Footsteps that belonged to someone else.

I tried to imagine less.

Failed.

My mind kept building Claire out of fragments I knew were real.

The burgundy dress tight over her hips. Red hair loose. The keycard at her waist. The way her pussy had gotten wet in the past simply hearing Adrian's name in my mouth.

I imagined his office door open.

Then closed.

That detail changed everything in my head.

I hated it.

My cock got harder.

"Fuck."

I shifted in the seat.

The jealousy was not theoretical anymore. It was a pressure under my sternum, hot and unpleasant enough that I had to ask myself the only useful question.

Did I want her to come down?

No.

The answer embarrassed me.

It also steadied me.

I was not trapped in the garage.

I was waiting because the waiting itself had become part of what I wanted.

My phone remained dark.

I opened our thread and almost typed what are you doing?

Deleted it.

That would destroy the point.

I wanted details later.

Now I wanted uncertainty.

The realization made my cock throb harder under the trousers.

Claire had taught me something I had not expected to like: not seeing could be more explicit than seeing because imagination had no professional glass wall and no polite angle.

I could picture anything.

My wife on Adrian's desk.

On her knees.

His hands on her waist.

Her mouth close to his cock because she knew that was the image that ruined me fastest.

I rubbed a palm over the front of my trousers once, then stopped.

Not because I needed to prove restraint.

Because I wanted to keep the tension intact until she returned.

The phone buzzed at 8:53.

No text.

A photograph.

Not graphic.

Not even close.

Claire's hand resting on the polished edge of Adrian's desk.

Wedding ring visible.

His watch lay beside a closed laptop.

Nothing else in frame.

I stopped breathing for a second.

The watch.

He had taken it off.

Why?

My mind went feral.

I typed:

Evan: Claire.

No answer.

8:54.

My cock throbbed.

Jealousy pressed hot under my ribs.

The photograph remained on the screen.

Her hand. His watch. The desk.

That was all.

It was enough.

8:55.

The fifteen minutes were up.

I looked toward the elevator bank.

Nothing.

8:56.

My phone buzzed.

Claire: Coming down.

Relief and disappointment hit at the same time.

I laughed quietly at myself.

Two minutes later the elevator doors opened across the garage.

Claire walked out alone.

Wrap around her shoulders. Coat open. Red hair slightly less perfect than before. Lipstick still intact.

She saw me through the windshield.

Slowed.

Then smiled.

I unlocked the passenger door.

She got in.

For several seconds neither of us spoke.

I looked at her.

She looked at me.

"His watch," I said.

Claire's smile widened.

"You noticed."

"Why was it on the desk?"

"He took it off."

"Why?"

She settled the wrap over her lap.

"I'm not telling you yet."

My cock got harder.

Claire glanced down.

"Exactly."

I closed my eyes.

"You are evil."

"You told me to stay five more minutes."

I opened them.

"And?"

She leaned closer.

Her perfume mixed with something faintly different.

Cologne.

Adrian.

My body recognized it before my mind wanted to.

Claire saw the realization.

"Drive," she whispered.

"What happened upstairs?"

She kissed my cheek.

"Drive."

I started the engine.

Waiting had ended.

Not knowing had not.


CHAPTER 11 | THE KEYCARD

CLAIRE

The keycard sat on our dresser for two days after the client event.

Temporary access expired Monday morning.

I should have thrown it away Sunday night.

Instead I kept touching it.

Ridiculous.

A rectangle of plastic with my name, a date, and a black stripe.

Nothing erotic about it.

Except the sound.

The small electronic click when a secure door accepted it.

Access granted.

The phrase had become filthy in my head.

Sunday evening, Evan found me standing at the dresser with the card between two fingers.

"You kept it."

"It expires tomorrow."

"That was not my observation."

I looked at him.

"You want me to throw it away?"

He considered.

"No."

My stomach tightened.

"Why?"

"Because you're looking at it like lingerie."

I laughed.

"It's plastic."

"So is half the internet. People manage."

I set the card down.

"Very elegant."

"You married a salesman, not a poet."

I turned toward him.

"You liked waiting."

His expression changed.

There.

The watch photograph had done damage.

Good damage.

We had gone home that night and I had told him exactly why Adrian's watch had been on the desk.

He had taken it off because the metal clasp kept catching lightly against my dress when his hand moved at my waist.

That was it.

No hidden act.

No secret scene.

A tiny practical detail.

Evan had become hard hearing it because the detail was real.

That was the lesson.

Reality did not need exaggeration when the fantasy was already loaded.

"You liked the photo," I said.

"I hated the photo."

"Your cock liked the photo."

"My cock has terrible judgment."

"We established that."

I picked up the keycard again.

"The sound is the part."

"What sound?"

"Click."

Evan stared.

"You are turned on by access control."

"Apparently."

"I need to find you a healthier hobby."

"You could install a badge reader on the bedroom."

He laughed.

Then stopped when I stepped closer and slid the card into the breast pocket of his shirt.

"Keep it tonight."

His eyes dropped to the card.

Then to me.

"Why?"

"Because I want to ask for it later."

My pussy got wet simply saying it.

Evan noticed my breathing.

"You're serious."

"Very."

I left him with the card.

I did not leave the room immediately.

I stood close enough for the card in his shirt pocket to touch my chest when I leaned in.

Evan looked down at the plastic between us.

Then at my mouth.

"You are turning corporate security into foreplay."

"You keep saying that like it's a problem."

I hooked one finger beneath his collar and pulled him closer.

The gesture made his cock hard under his jeans.

I looked directly at the reaction.

"Access granted."

"That is terrible."

"You are already hard."

"Retire the phrase."

"Never."

I kissed him once, then moved my mouth near his ear.

"Imagine me showing this card at the desk downstairs."

His breathing changed.

"Claire."

"The guard checks my name."

His hand came to my waist.

"Then I ride up alone."

His cock hardened more.

"The floor is empty."

"Stop."

"Do you want me to?"

Evan looked at me.

"No."

I smiled.

"The door clicks."

His eyes closed for half a second.

"And your boss is waiting on the other side."

His hand tightened at my waist.

My pussy got wet because his cock had gotten hard because of the image.

The loop again.

I put my palm over his erection through the jeans.

"That's what the sound does to me now."

Evan opened his eyes.

"The click."

"The choice."

I rubbed once, slowly, then removed my hand.

"You are cruel."

"You like me cruel."

"Unfortunately."

I walked toward the bathroom with the black robe over one arm.

Behind me, Evan called, "Claire."

I turned.

He touched the card in his pocket.

"Next time, if you walk through that door, I want to know exactly why."

The directness went through me.

"You will."

"No cover story."

"None."

"No forgotten wrap."

"No."

"You go because you want him."

My pussy clenched.

I held his eyes.

"Yes."

His cock remained visibly hard.

That image stayed with me all the way into the shower.

An hour later, I came out of the shower wearing a black robe.

Evan was in bed reading.

The card remained in his shirt pocket, the shirt hanging over a chair.

I walked to it.

Stopped.

Looked at him.

"Can I have access?"

His cock hardened visibly beneath the sheet.

I smiled.

"That fast?"

"Do not get smug."

"Too late."

I pulled the keycard from his pocket.

The plastic was warm from the room.

Nothing more.

Still, the ritual mattered.

I ran one edge down the center of my robe.

Evan watched.

"You know what I thought when it clicked upstairs?"

"What?"

"That I was choosing which side of a door to stand on."

The humor disappeared from his face.

I sat on the edge of the bed.

"I liked that."

"The door?"

"The choice."

Evan reached for the card.

I let him take it.

"And when you went back up while I waited?"

"Same thing."

"You chose him."

The jealousy in the sentence was real.

I did not correct it too quickly.

"For ten minutes."

"Fifteen."

"You gave me five more."

"I know."

I touched his face.

"I chose to go upstairs. I also chose to come back down to you. Both choices were real."

He nodded.

The keycard sat between his fingers.

I kissed him.

Then leaned back.

"Next time I want the click to mean more."

His breathing changed.

"How much more?"

"Enough that I don't need to pretend I'm retrieving a wrap."

"Claire."

"I don't want accidental anymore."

That sentence had been coming for weeks.

I watched it land.

"You want to plan it."

"Yes."

My pulse beat harder.

"With Adrian."

"Yes."

"At the office."

My pussy tightened.

"Yes."

Evan looked at the keycard.

Then at me.

"And where am I?"

That was the question.

I had thought about it in too many variations.

In the car. On the floor. Behind glass. Close enough to see. Far enough to imagine.

The last few weeks had taught me that every distance created a different kind of heat.

"This time," I said, "I want you downstairs."

His expression shifted.

"Again?"

"Not exactly."

"What's different?"

I took the card back from his hand.

"Last time you didn't know whether anything would happen."

"And this time?"

I looked at the expiry date printed across the plastic.

"This time you'll know why I went upstairs."

His cock got harder beneath the sheet.

I smiled.

"There."

"You are going to die saying that."

"Worth it."

I placed the keycard on the nightstand.

"We don't use that one, obviously."

"Obviously."

"No sneaking. No fake access."

"Obviously."

"If Adrian agrees, it happens only when the floor is legitimately accessible and we know exactly who is there."

"Yes."

"And you can change your mind."

"So can you."

I nodded.

That was enough.

The rules did not cool the fantasy.

They gave it shape.

Later, when Evan slept, I picked up the temporary card once more.

I ran my thumb over my printed name.

CLAIRE BENNETT. GUEST.

Then I imagined a new card.

A different night.

A secure door clicking open because I had chosen to walk through it knowing exactly what waited on the other side.

My thighs pressed together beneath the sheet.

I put the card down.

Tomorrow it would be dead plastic.

The sound would remain.


CHAPTER 12 | AFTER HOURS

CLAIRE

The planned night felt dirtier than the accidental ones.

There was no innocent explanation to hide behind.

No forgotten wrap. No dinner running late. No event that happened to leave three adults in the same building after everyone else went home.

We chose it.

That changed my body before I even dressed.

Friday afternoon I stood in the shower with hot water running over my shoulders and thought about the sentence Evan had finally said the night before.

Go upstairs because you want him.

I did.

The floor was dead. Adrian's office light was the only one that mattered. Evan stayed in the lounge this time, close enough to see the glass, far enough that I had to choose the walk.

I did not knock.

Adrian was at the desk. Sleeves rolled. No tie.

"Evan knows."

"I know he knows."

I locked the door halfway. The crack stayed. That was the rule.

Then I went to him, opened his belt, and took his cock out before either of us pretended this was a conversation.

Thick. Heavy. Hot in my fist.

"On the desk."

He sat on the edge. I hiked the skirt, pulled my underwear aside, and sank onto him.

The stretch stole my breath.

"Fuck. Bigger."

"Look at the glass."

I looked. Evan was there. Jacket off. Watching.

I rode Adrian slow, then harder, the desk knocking, my blouse open, tits moving, the wet slap loud in a building that was supposed to be empty.

"Tell him," I gasped.

Adrian's voice stayed low.

"Your wife is on my cock. She asked. She is looking at you."

I came with my eyes on Evan, cunt gripping, mouth open.

Adrian pulled me off before he finished and came across my stomach. I dragged two fingers through it and licked them, still facing the glass.

"Good girl," he said.

"Good wife," I said. "He needed the picture."

Not because of me. Not for me.

Because you want him.

The permission had scared me more than any limit.

It had also made my pussy wet almost instantly.

I turned the water cooler.

It did not help.

Afterward I dressed with the precision of somebody preparing for a meeting she intended to ruin.

Black pencil skirt. Ivory silk blouse. Black bra. Stockings. High heels. A fitted coat over everything.

My hair stayed down, copper against the pale silk.

I applied lipstick slowly.

Dark red.

Not subtle.

Evan appeared in the bedroom doorway while I fastened my watch.

He looked at me for a long time.

"You look dangerous."

"You chose the skirt."

"I regret that."

"Your cock doesn't."

His eyes dropped once.

He was already hard.

My pussy clenched.

Good.

No pretending the nerves had replaced the desire.

Both existed.

I walked toward him.

"Still okay?"

"Yes."

"Real answer."

"Jealous. Hard. Nervous. Yes."

I smiled.

"Perfect."

"That is a disturbing response."

I touched his tie.

"You wanted truth."

"I did."

I kissed him once.

Slow.

Not to calm him.

To remind both of us where the night began.

"You don't have to wait in the car if it gets ugly in your head," I said.

"I know."

"Text me."

"I will."

"And I come down."

"I know."

"No debate."

"Claire."

I looked at him.

"I know."

The answer settled me.

We drove downtown together.

The office had hosted a late strategy workshop that evening. Adrian had told us the executive floor would remain staffed until nine and that he would not participate in anything private until the last scheduled employee left.

That was his condition.

I respected it.

At eight forty, Evan and I sat in the lobby bar across the street and watched the building through the windows.

The anticipation was almost unbearable because nothing was happening.

I drank half a glass of wine.

No more.

I wanted every choice sharp.

Evan checked his phone.

"Nine oh six."

"Stop telling me."

"You're the one staring at the clock."

"I hate you."

"Your pussy disagrees."

I looked at him.

That language still hit.

Maybe because he used it sparingly.

My thighs pressed together under the table.

Evan saw.

"There."

I laughed quietly.

"Now you're doing it."

"Learned from a terrible woman."

At nine twelve, Adrian messaged me.

Adrian: Floor is clear except security and cleaning in the east wing. No employees scheduled back tonight. If either of you changed your mind, say so now.

I showed Evan.

He read it.

Then looked at me.

"Did you?"

"No."

"Me neither."

My pulse jumped.

I typed:

Claire: We haven't.

A reply arrived.

Adrian: Understood.

That word.

Calm.

Controlled.

My body hated how much it liked him sounding exactly like himself.

At nine fifteen, Evan walked me through the lobby.

Security had my name.

A visitor pass waited.

Not a secret key.

Legitimate access to the thirty-second floor while the building remained open to authorized visitors.

I clipped it to my skirt.

Evan watched the movement.

"You like that too much."

"The click."

"I know."

He walked me to the elevator.

The doors opened.

I turned before stepping inside.

"Where will you be?"

"Garage, level two. Same space."

"Phone on."

"Yes."

"If I text come up?"

"I come up."

"If I text home?"

"We go home."

I nodded.

Then my eyes dropped to the front of his trousers.

Hard.

I smiled.

"You are enjoying this already."

"Do not make me regret being honest."

I stepped close and put my hand flat over his cock through the trousers.

His breath caught.

"I like your honesty."

I rubbed once.

Slow.

Then removed my hand.

"Cruel."

"You like me cruel."

The phrase had become ritual.

I stepped into the elevator.

Evan remained outside.

The doors began to close.

For one second we looked at each other through the narrowing gap.

Then he disappeared.

Thirty-two floors.

I watched the numbers rise.

My reflection looked composed.

My pussy was wet.

The contrast made me smile.

When the elevator opened, Adrian was not waiting theatrically outside.

Good.

The floor was nearly dark except for the corridor lights and his office.

I walked toward it.

Every sound mattered now.

Heel on carpet. Soft ventilation. Distant cleaning cart. The tiny vibration of my phone in my bag.

Evan.

I stopped halfway and checked.

Evan: Upstairs?

Claire: Yes.

Evan: Fuck.

My thighs tightened.

I typed:

Claire: Cock hard?

The response came immediately.

Evan: Yes.

My pussy got wetter.

Claire: Good.

I put the phone away.

Adrian stood inside his office near the window.

No jacket. White shirt. Sleeves rolled. Dark trousers. Watch.

The sight had become almost indecent through repetition.

He turned as I entered.

His eyes moved over me.

Not hidden now.

The blouse. The skirt. The visitor badge. My red hair. The heels.

Then back to my face.

"You came."

"You sound surprised."

"I prefer not to assume."

"You knew I was coming."

"Knowing the plan and seeing you walk through the door are different things."

That line landed better than anything rehearsed would have.

I removed my coat.

Adrian took it from me and hung it over the visitor chair.

The simple gesture put his hand close enough to my shoulder for me to smell his cologne.

My pussy tightened.

He noticed.

I hated how good he had become at noticing.

"Nervous?" he asked.

"Very."

"Want to leave?"

"No."

"Good."

My nipples tightened under the blouse.

I laughed once.

"That word."

"Still?"

"Worse now."

He almost smiled.

I walked toward the desk.

No accidental brush.

No long dance.

I put both hands on the polished edge and looked through the glass.

The lounge was empty.

No Evan this time.

That absence changed the room.

"He's downstairs," I said.

"I know."

"In the car."

"I know."

"Hard."

Adrian's eyes shifted.

There.

I smiled.

"I asked him."

"Of course you did."

"Does that bother you?"

"No."

"Why not?"

"Because your husband being part of this is not news anymore."

I turned.

"You understand it now."

"Enough."

"Tell me what you understand."

Adrian stepped closer.

"You want me."

My breath shortened.

"Yes."

"You also want him wanting you here."

"Yes."

"And the fact that he knows exactly where you are makes you wetter than secrecy would."

The word hit directly. My pussy clenched so hard I had to shift on the desk.

Adrian saw the reaction.

I did not deny it.

"Yes."

His cock hardened beneath his trousers.

I looked.

No shame.

No pretending I had not.

The outline became more obvious as I kept my eyes there.

Then I looked back up.

"You too."

"Clearly."

Better.

Current.

No absurd speech about hunger or claiming.

Just a man hard because I had walked into his office after hours for him.

I closed the distance.

My hand went to his belt.

Stopped there.

Not opening.

Feeling the heat through the layers.

Adrian's breathing changed.

"Still composed?" I asked.

"Less."

"Good."

The word belonged to me now.

I kissed him.

Hard.

Weeks of teasing changed the first contact immediately. There was no need to discover whether we wanted it. My hands went into his shirt. His closed at my waist. I felt his erection hard against my skirt and deliberately pressed closer.

My pussy tightened.

I moved again.

His breath broke against my mouth.

That sound made me bolder.

I caught his lower lip briefly between my teeth.

Adrian's hand moved up my back.

The blouse pulled across my breasts.

My nipples were hard enough that I could feel the silk drag over them every time I breathed.

I backed toward the desk.

This time I knew exactly where it was.

The edge touched the backs of my thighs.

I sat on it.

The image from that first night returned, but the feeling had changed completely.

Then I had been testing a boundary.

Now I was using it.

I opened my knees enough for Adrian to step between them.

He did.

His cock pressed hard against the front of my skirt.

My breath left me.

"Fuck."

Adrian's mouth moved to my neck.

I put one hand on the desk behind me and the other at his shoulder.

No glass with Evan behind it.

No husband visible.

The lack of him became its own presence.

I reached for my phone.

Adrian stopped.

I looked at him.

"Evan."

He nodded.

I opened the thread.

Claire: Sitting on his desk.

I stared at the words.

Then hit send.

The reply took eleven seconds.

Evan: Fuck.

I smiled.

Claire: His cock is hard.

This reply took longer.

Evan: Claire.

My pussy clenched at my own name.

I showed Adrian the screen.

He read it.

His eyes returned to me.

"Cruel."

"He likes me cruel."

"You keep saying that."

"His cock keeps proving it."

Adrian laughed once under his breath.

Then kissed me again.

I put the phone down beside his keyboard with the screen facing up.

That mattered.

No secret.

No hidden messages.

Evan could write at any moment and I would see it.

Adrian understood.

His hand slid beneath the loose edge of my blouse to my bare waist.

The first direct skin contact made my stomach tighten.

Warm palm. Firm fingers.

I opened another button myself.

His eyes dropped to the black lace beneath.

I opened one more.

The blouse separated farther.

My bra remained in place.

The visual was enough.

Adrian touched the side of my ribs with the backs of his fingers.

The gentleness against the filthy context almost made me shiver harder than roughness would.

I pulled his hand where I wanted it.

Higher.

His palm closed over the curve through the black lace.

My breath caught.

"There."

He looked at me.

"Bossy."

"You like it."

His cock pressed harder against me.

"Clearly."

I moved my hips once.

Slow friction through clothes.

My pussy clenched instantly.

Again.

The desk supported me while I pressed against him.

No need to pretend the sensation was abstract. My pussy was wet, my nipples hard, my thighs tightening around the space his body occupied.

Adrian's breathing lost more of its control.

That turned me on almost as much as the physical pressure.

The CEO image had been part of the fantasy from the beginning.

Now I wanted proof that the man under it could lose composure too.

I pushed his sleeves higher.

Ran both hands over his forearms.

Then up to his shoulders.

"Evan talked about your body before I ever touched you," I said.

Adrian stilled.

"The locker room."

"Yes."

"Still thinking about that?"

"Sometimes."

I looked at his cock through the trousers.

"More tonight."

His hand tightened at my waist.

My pussy clenched.

I smiled.

"There. You react when I say it too."

"Apparently."

"He told me you were bigger."

Adrian held my eyes.

No boasting.

No performance.

His erection stayed hard between us.

That was response enough.

I put my mouth near his ear.

"It made me wet when he told me."

Adrian's breath changed.

"Does Evan know that?"

"Every detail."

"Of course."

My phone vibrated on the desk.

We both looked.

Evan: How close are you?

I smiled.

Typed with one hand while Adrian stayed between my thighs.

Claire: His body is between my legs.

Evan did not answer immediately.

My pulse jumped.

Then:

Evan: Keep going.

Two words.

My pussy clenched and my breath caught.

I showed Adrian.

He read them.

Looked at me.

"That did something to you."

"My pussy just clenched."

His eyes sharpened.

Direct language had become another form of stripping.

No polite cover.

I put the phone down.

"Kiss me."

He did.

Everything accelerated.

Not into confusion.

Into fewer thoughts.

My blouse opened farther under my own hands. Adrian's shirt wrinkled. His watch came off because the metal edge caught against my skin and he set it beside my phone.

The sight of the watch there almost made me laugh.

"Evan is going to lose his mind if I send him that."

"Then don't."

I looked at Adrian.

"You think that's going to stop me?"

He almost smiled.

I picked up the phone and took one photograph.

My hand against the desk. His watch beside it. The open edge of my blouse visible at the bottom of frame.

No face. No body detail that could embarrass anyone if the phone disappeared.

Just enough.

I sent it.

Evan replied with one word.

Slut.

My breath vanished.

Adrian saw.

"What?"

I showed him.

His eyes moved from the word to my face.

"He knows you."

"Very."

I typed:

Claire: Yours.

Evan responded:

Evan: While you're on his desk.

My pussy tightened so hard I had to close my eyes.

"Fuck."

Adrian's hands held my waist.

"Him?"

"Both."

I opened my eyes.

"Call me a slut."

Adrian went still.

"Claire."

"I want it."

A beat.

Then, low and controlled:

"Slut."

The word hit hard.

I pulled him closer.

"Again."

"Dirty wife."

My pussy tightened faster.

"Better."

He kissed me.

The next stretch stayed intensely physical. My skirt rode higher over my thighs as I shifted against the desk. His erection remained hard against me. His hands moved over my waist, back, thighs, always stopping when my body stopped, following when I pulled him closer.

I kept the phone beside us.

Every vibration made my pulse jump.

Evan was downstairs imagining the room.

That was enough to turn every detail into something larger.

When Adrian's mouth moved along my neck, I sent Evan another message without looking at the screen.

Claire: He is kissing my neck.

My phone buzzed almost immediately.

Evan: I know what that does to you.

He did.

My husband knew the exact spot.

The realization pushed a shiver through me.

Adrian felt it.

I told him.

"Evan knows where you're kissing me."

"Good for Evan."

I laughed breathlessly.

"Asshole."

"You wanted less polite."

That made me laugh harder.

Then his mouth found the spot again and the laugh broke into a sound I did not control.

My thighs tightened.

His cock pressed against me.

I moved with it.

Again.

My silk blouse was open to my waist, and Adrian's hand was already beneath my pencil skirt when I understood that tonight was not going to stop where the others had.

"Turn around."

I turned toward the desk and put both hands on the cold wood. The dark office glass reflected everything behind me.

Adrian's hand moved higher beneath my skirt.

I exhaled through my teeth.

The fabric of my panties was already wet. His fingers found skin and I lowered my forehead almost to the desk.

"Still thinking about stopping?" he asked.

"No."

"Good."

He pulled my panties down over my hips and thighs until they fell to the carpet. I stepped out of them without turning.

In the reflection I watched Adrian open his trousers.

Then he came up behind me.

One hand moved over my back and into my hair, lifting my face toward the glass.

"Look at yourself."

"I am."

"Keep looking."

Then he pushed inside me.

The sound that came out of me escaped before I could cover it.

My phone buzzed beside Adrian's watch on the desk.

Adrian did not stop.

If anything, the vibration changed his rhythm.

I reached for the phone and saw Evan's name.

EVAN: STILL THERE?

I typed with one thumb while Adrian kept moving behind me.

CLAIRE: YES.

The reply came almost immediately.

EVAN: TURN AROUND. I WANT YOUR FACE.

I laughed once, breathless, then looked back over my shoulder.

"He wants you to turn me around."

Adrian slowed.

"He's giving orders now?"

"I want it."

He pulled out and turned me. My back hit the edge of the desk. I opened my legs for him and he pushed inside me again, this time with my face toward his.

My blouse hung open. My bra showed beneath it. My skirt had climbed nearly to my waist.

The phone buzzed again.

EVAN: ARE YOU MOANING?

CLAIRE: YES.

EVAN: LOUD?

CLAIRE: LOUD.

EVAN: GOOD GIRL.

Those two words hit my body harder than they had any right to.

I dropped the phone on the desk and gripped Adrian's shoulders.

"Harder."

His eyebrow lifted.

"Harder?"

"More. Please."

He changed the rhythm, slower but deeper, each full movement making the desk shudder beneath me.

"Like that," I gasped. "Exactly like that."

Adrian lifted one of my legs and rested my heel against his shoulder. The angle changed everything.

My phone buzzed again.

I ignored it.

Adrian looked at the screen over my shoulder and read the message aloud.

"Leave a mark on her."

I laughed through a broken breath.

"Is he ordering you now?"

"He's ordering you. I'm only following instructions."

His hand closed around my ass.

I pushed toward him, making the answer clear.

The first slap cracked through the office.

Heat spread over my skin.

The second landed on the other side.

"Again."

"You're asking?"

"I'm asking."

The third slap made my whole body tighten.

I looked at myself in the black glass. Open blouse. Red hair coming loose. One leg over Adrian's shoulder. My face flushed. His handprint beginning to show.

The phone buzzed again.

EVAN: I WANT TO HEAR YOU COME. CALL ME.

My hand shook when I picked it up.

I looked at Adrian.

He saw the message.

"Call him."

I put Evan on speaker and left the phone beside my hip.

"Hey," Evan said.

His voice was low and rough.

"Hey."

"I'm listening."

"I know."

"Don't stop."

Adrian started moving again. Harder now. Faster.

I braced myself on the desk and let my body answer.

"Say my name," Evan said.

"Evan."

"Again."

"Evan."

Adrian accelerated. The desk shuddered again. I could hear Evan breathing through the speaker.

"Tell him," Evan said. "Tell him you're mine."

I looked directly at Adrian.

"I'm Evan's. Always."

Adrian understood exactly what the sentence meant. He kept moving, still inside the fantasy without trying to take the marriage's place.

"More," I begged. "Please. More."

He changed the angle and the next thrust hit so perfectly that white flashed across my vision.

I cried out.

"That's it," Evan said through the phone. "Come for me."

The orgasm hit like a wave I could not stop. My back arched, my legs shook, and I screamed his name into the office while Adrian kept moving through it.

"Evan."

"Again."

"Evan."

Adrian held me through the last hard contractions, then his own control broke.

His hands locked around my waist. His breathing shattered. He came deep inside me with a low sound against my neck, his body rigid for several seconds before the rhythm finally stopped.

The phone was still connected.

For a while all three of us only breathed.

Then Evan said, "I'm downstairs."

I laughed, exhausted.

"I know."

"Come down when you're done."

"I will."

"I'll wait."

The call ended.

Adrian withdrew slowly. Cold office air touched my overheated skin.

I stayed on the edge of the desk for a moment, legs trembling, blouse open, skirt high, one heel still hanging off my foot.

Adrian was already rebuilding himself.

Belt. Shirt. Cuffs. Tie.

Thirty seconds and the CEO was returning.

I slid off the desk and almost lost my balance.

I caught myself on the edge, then picked my panties up from the carpet and put them back on. I pulled down my skirt and tried to button my blouse with fingers that still shook.

My phone buzzed.

EVAN: IN THE CAR. GARAGE DOOR.

I looked at Adrian.

He was sitting again, studying me with the exhausted focus of someone looking at a decision that had already been made.

"Go," he said.

"I'm going."

"We talk tomorrow."

"We always talk."

I put on my coat, adjusted my bag, and walked to the office door with my body still hot and the mark of his hand still burning on my skin.

At the elevator, I caught my reflection in the metal doors.

Hair half down.

Blouse imperfectly closed.

Face flushed.

I smiled at myself.

Still aroused.

Still wanting.

The elevator started down.

The garage elevator opened.

Evan's car waited across the concrete floor.

He was behind the wheel.

I walked toward him slowly.

He watched every step.

I knew exactly what he was trying to read.

My mouth. My hair. My blouse. My walk.

I opened the passenger door and sat down.

Neither of us spoke.

I closed the door.

Evan looked at me.

Then at my blouse.

Then at my lipstick.

"You fixed it."

"Mostly."

His eyes dropped to my visitor badge.

Then to my thighs.

"I heard you."

No teasing now.

I looked directly at him.

"Yes."

His cock hardened visibly beneath his trousers.

My pussy answered.

The loop closed.

I smiled.

"Drive."

Evan closed his eyes for one second.

Then started the car.


CHAPTER 13 | DOWNSTAIRS

EVAN

Claire came out of the garage elevator looking almost normal.

That was the first thing that made my cock hard again.

Almost.

Her coat was buttoned. Her red hair had been brushed. Her lipstick had been repaired. The visitor badge still hung at her waist.

But I knew her.

I knew the difference between composed and reconstructed.

She walked toward the car with the careful confidence of a woman whose legs had recently been less reliable than she wanted anyone to know.

I watched every step.

She knew.

Her mouth curved before she even reached the passenger door.

When she sat down, I did not start the engine.

Neither did she speak.

The silence carried more detail than a confession would have.

I looked at her blouse.

Buttoned.

Not perfectly.

One side sat slightly higher where the silk had been tucked back into the skirt.

Her hair covered part of the collar.

I reached across and moved one copper strand away.

Claire let me.

My fingers touched the side of her neck.

Warm.

Her pulse was fast.

"You fixed everything."

"Not everything."

My eyes dropped.

Her thighs were pressed together beneath the coat.

She noticed where I looked.

Of course.

"I came," she said.

The directness hit harder because she said it looking straight at me.

My cock hardened under my trousers.

Claire saw the movement.

Her pupils widened.

"There."

I laughed without humor.

"Do not."

"You reacted."

"You just told me my wife came on my boss's desk."

Her breathing changed.

I had said it more directly than she had.

She liked that.

I could see it.

"Yes," she said.

One word.

My jealousy rose hot and clean beneath my ribs.

So did my cock, hardening against my trousers.

I looked away long enough to grip the steering wheel.

"I hated waiting."

Claire stayed quiet.

"And?"

"I want to do it again."

She inhaled slowly.

That was the part neither of us could pretend away anymore.

The waiting had not been a compromise.

It had become a fetish.

A different kind of watching.

No image.

Only the certainty that my wife was upstairs with the man who ran my company while I sat below and let imagination become crueler than sight.

Claire placed her hand on my thigh.

"What did you imagine?"

"Too much."

"Good."

I looked at her.

"You stole his word."

"I improved it."

Her hand moved higher.

Stopped before my cock.

Again that deliberate absence.

"Tell me one thing."

I watched her fingers.

"Your mouth."

Her hand became still.

"What about it?"

"I kept thinking about the under-desk night."

Claire's thighs pressed together.

"Because you still don't know exactly what happened."

"I know enough."

"Do you?"

Her tone made my cock harder.

I looked at her.

"You wanted me to think your mouth was on his cock."

Her pussy clenched. I could not see it, but I knew her well enough to recognize the small shift of her hips against the seat.

"Yes," she whispered.

"And tonight?"

A pause.

"Tonight wasn't about that."

Relief arrived unexpectedly.

Then disappointment.

Claire smiled because she saw both.

"You wanted it to be?"

"I don't know."

"Liar."

"Fine. Part of me did."

Her hand moved over my cock through the trousers.

I sucked in a breath.

"That's the honest answer," she said.

"You are impossible."

"Hard."

"What?"

She pressed her palm lightly over the erection.

"Your cock. Hard. Say what is happening instead of hiding behind adjectives."

I almost laughed.

She had become ruthless about language too.

"My cock is hard because I'm sitting in a garage while my wife tells me what she did with my boss upstairs."

Claire's lips parted.

Her hand moved once.

Slow.

"Better."

"Your turn."

She looked at me.

"My pussy is wet because you waited for me."

The words turned everything sharper.

I caught her wrist gently, keeping her palm where it was.

"Why?"

"Because you could have come upstairs."

"You told me to wait."

"And you did."

"You liked that."

"A lot."

The confession landed deeper than humiliation.

It was not about me being powerless.

It was about me choosing the role and Claire knowing I had chosen it.

My phone lit on the console.

A work notification.

Adrian.

Not a message to Claire.

A calendar update to me for Monday's pipeline meeting.

Normal.

Claire saw the name.

Her hand tightened on my cock through the trousers.

"Fuck," I said.

She laughed softly.

"He doesn't even know what he just did."

"Probably not."

"Probably?"

I looked at her.

"He notices useful things."

Claire's pussy clenched again. Her knees pressed together and her mouth went still.

I smiled.

"There."

She shook her head.

"Asshole."

I finally started the engine.

As I backed out, something caught my eye in the rearview mirror.

Light from the executive lobby above the garage entrance.

A glass railing on the mezzanine level.

A figure stood there for one second.

Adrian.

He had come down by a different elevator, probably heading toward the reserved parking area.

He saw our car.

Saw me behind the wheel.

I could not tell whether he could see Claire clearly through the windshield.

It did not matter.

Our eyes met across distance and glass.

No nod.

No grin.

No masculine acknowledgment designed for a cheap fantasy.

Just recognition.

He knew I had waited.

I knew he knew.

Then Adrian turned and disappeared toward the private garage corridor.

Claire had been watching my face.

"What?"

I looked at her.

"He saw us."

Her hand tightened once over my cock.

"Adrian?"

"Yes."

Her pussy response was visible in the way her body shifted.

"Did he look at me?"

"I don't know."

"Did he look at you?"

"Yes."

Claire became very still.

That answer did something to her.

Interesting.

"What?" I asked.

She looked ahead through the windshield.

"Nothing."

"Claire."

A slow smile.

"I like that you two know."

"Know what?"

She turned her face toward me.

"Exactly where each of you was tonight."

I swallowed.

Then drove home with my cock hard, my wife beside me, and Adrian's two-second look following us out of the garage like another secret nobody had bothered to hide.

At home, Claire did not immediately give me the rest.

Of course she did not.

She walked upstairs, removed her coat, and came back wearing the same ivory blouse and black skirt with bare feet. The missing heels made her look more intimate without erasing the fact that Adrian had seen those exact clothes an hour earlier.

I was standing in the kitchen pouring water when she appeared.

My eyes went to her mouth.

Then her hair.

Then her waist.

"You're inspecting me."

"Yes."

"Find anything?"

"His cologne."

That stopped her.

I had noticed it in the car, but saying it inside our kitchen made the detail heavier.

Claire touched the side of her neck.

"Here?"

I stepped closer and smelled the skin below her ear.

Faint.

Not mine.

My jealousy flared.

My cock got harder.

Claire felt it when her hip brushed me.

"Both," she whispered.

"What?"

"You hate it and you're hard."

"Yes."

No reason to lie anymore.

She turned slightly, giving me access to the side of her neck again.

"Smell it."

The instruction was simple and vicious.

I did.

Perfume. Warm skin. The faint residue of Adrian's cologne.

My cock throbbed.

"Fuck."

Claire's pussy clenched. I saw the tiny press of her thighs.

"You like that," I said.

"I like watching you discover it."

I put the glass down.

My hand settled at her waist.

"Did he kiss you there?"

"Yes."

"How many times?"

She smiled.

"Now you want inventory?"

"No."

I brought my mouth to the same place.

Claire inhaled sharply.

"I want to overwrite it."

Her body softened against me.

"Possessive."

"A little."

"Good."

I bit lightly at the word's new meaning between us.

Claire laughed, then lost the laugh when my mouth returned to her neck.

The rest of the night belonged to us, but Adrian's scent stayed on the edge of the fantasy until shower water finally erased it.

By then we had already memorized it.


CHAPTER 14 | MONDAY MORNING

EVAN

Monday morning was where fantasies went to wear suits.

At nine sharp, Adrian walked into the main conference room and asked for the NorthStar forecast.

No hesitation.

No private acknowledgment.

No reference to Friday.

Claire had spent part of Saturday morning telling me exactly how the night upstairs had felt, then spent the rest of the weekend making me regret every time I had asked for detail because she now understood precisely which details made my cock hard.

Adrian, meanwhile, opened the pipeline deck and moved to slide one.

Professional normality had become erotic on its own.

That worried me slightly.

Not because the work was compromised.

Because it was not.

The separation remained so clean that my brain could place two versions of Adrian side by side without either contaminating the other.

CEO.

Man with his hands on my wife's waist after hours.

Both true.

Neither buying the other.

"Bennett," Adrian said.

I looked up.

"The Zephyr expansion. You changed the probability Friday."

"Procurement delayed budget approval. I dropped it from seventy to forty until they sign the revised order."

"Correct."

He looked at the CFO.

"Keep Bennett's number. Do not roll it up at seventy."

The CFO nodded.

That should have been boring.

It was reassuring instead.

Adrian had just backed my conservative forecast in front of leadership because it was the right forecast.

Nothing more.

Later, after the meeting, HR sent a formal notice that annual compensation reviews would be handled by the executive committee rather than individual managers this cycle.

Routine governance change.

The timing made me laugh privately.

If our lives had been a badly written fantasy, Adrian would have offered me a promotion on Monday and made everything rotten.

Instead my compensation process was being moved farther away from him.

Good.

At eleven thirty, Adrian stopped at my office.

"Walk."

I stood.

We moved toward the smaller conference room at the end of the corridor.

My body remembered Claire walking this same route in heels.

I ignored it.

Mostly.

Adrian closed the door halfway.

Not fully.

Work.

He placed a printout on the table.

"NorthStar implementation. You were right about sequencing. Operations wants your team leading the first thirty days."

"Fine."

"It will add travel."

"How much?"

"Two days next month. Maybe three."

I scanned the dates.

Normal conversation.

Then Adrian said, "Friday did not change anything here."

I looked up.

There it was.

One sentence.

Necessary.

Not erotic.

Not apologetic.

A line drawn where it belonged.

"I know," I said.

"Good."

The word almost made me laugh.

I did not.

Adrian's expression shifted slightly.

He knew exactly why.

That made it worse.

"You and Claire are adults," he continued. "What happens outside the work relationship stays outside it. If that ever becomes difficult, we stop the outside part. Not the work."

"Agreed."

"And I don't want you second-guessing legitimate feedback because of her."

That struck closer.

"I did Friday."

"I noticed."

Of course he had.

"For about five minutes."

"Five too many."

I nodded.

He was right.

The strange thing was that the professional firmness did not make me feel smaller.

It restored the exact boundary that allowed the fantasy to remain hot.

"Understood," I said.

Adrian picked up the printout.

"Good."

This time I did laugh.

He looked at me.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"That was clearly something."

Claire's phrase.

Now I laughed harder.

Adrian's mouth moved once.

"Your wife is contagious."

My cock gave an absurd little response before I could stop it.

I hated my nervous system.

Adrian noticed nothing visible.

Or pretended not to.

Better.

We finished the implementation conversation and left the room separately.

At my desk, I texted Claire.

Evan: Career firewall conversation happened.

Her response was immediate.

Claire: Good.

I stared at the word.

Then typed:

Evan: Stop stealing his language.

Claire: Is your cock hard because I said good?

I looked down.

Not fully.

Enough.

I sighed.

Evan: I hate you.

Claire: Liar.

I put the phone face down.

Two minutes later it buzzed again.

Claire: Tell me exactly what he said.

I knew where that conversation would go eventually.

Not because Adrian had mixed career and sex.

Because he had done the opposite.

The stronger the boundary became, the safer we felt pushing against everything on the other side of it.

At lunch, the practical proof arrived.

The NorthStar implementation lead had gone to me, but another strategic account I had wanted went to Mara instead.

Adrian made the assignment in front of the team.

"Mara has the better manufacturing background," he said. "Bennett, you stay on NorthStar."

I agreed.

A month earlier I might have been annoyed for professional reasons.

Now I was relieved for an entirely different one.

No favoritism.

No strange compensation for private history.

The business remained boringly fair.

That was exactly what I needed.

After lunch, Mara stopped at my door.

"You okay losing Helix?"

"Yes. You should have it."

"That was suspiciously mature."

"Temporary condition."

She laughed and left.

I looked across the corridor toward Adrian's office.

He was on a call, attention entirely elsewhere.

Claire's body had no place in that decision.

My marriage had no place in that decision.

For the first time, I understood that the firewall was not merely protection against coercion.

It protected the fantasy from becoming ugly.

If Adrian ever rewarded me because Claire wanted him, every dirty word would acquire a price tag.

I did not want that.

Neither did Claire.

Later I texted her about Helix.

Evan: He gave the account I wanted to Mara.

Her reply was immediate.

Claire: Good.

I laughed at the screen.

Evan: You're enjoying that word.

Claire: Also, seriously, good. Career is career.

Evan: Exactly.

Then, thirty seconds later:

Claire: Still think his sleeves are hot, though.

I stared at the message.

My cock hardened.

Evan: You are hopeless.

Claire: Your cock?

I locked my phone and refused to answer.

She already knew.

At four fifteen, Adrian passed my office carrying a jacket.

"Leaving early?" I asked.

"Dinner."

"Enjoy."

He stopped.

"Tell Claire I said hello."

My cock hardened before my pride could object.

Not much.

Enough.

Adrian continued walking.

I watched him disappear around the corner.

Then texted my wife.

Evan: He said hello.

The reply came in seconds.

Claire: Did your cock get hard?

I looked at the ceiling.

Monday morning had not reset anything.

Apparently Monday afternoon was worse.


CHAPTER 15 | SAY HIS NAME

CLAIRE

By then, Adrian's name had become a physical object inside our marriage.

We could put it on the table.

Move it around.

Use it carefully.

Or throw it straight into the middle of sex and watch what happened.

Monday night, I chose the second option.

Evan was in the bedroom changing after dinner. I stood at the dresser removing earrings, wearing only a black camisole and underwear beneath a short robe.

Nothing corporate.

No heels. No office. No glass.

That mattered because I wanted to know whether the fantasy still had power when every visual prop disappeared.

Evan came out of the closet in gray lounge pants and stopped when he saw me looking at him.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"That face is never nothing."

I removed the second earring.

"Adrian said hello."

Evan's cock responded under the thin fabric before his expression did.

I looked directly at it.

Then smiled.

"There."

He sighed.

"We need a new game."

"No. This one keeps working."

I crossed the room.

No rush.

His erection became more obvious with every step because he knew exactly why I had said Adrian's name.

I stopped in front of him.

"He said hello and your cock got hard."

"You are standing in front of me in that robe."

"The robe was here before the sentence."

"Contributing factors."

"Liar."

I put one finger against the center of his chest.

"Say his name."

Evan stared at me.

"Why?"

"Because I want to hear what it does to you when you stop pretending the fantasy needs an excuse."

His breathing changed.

"Adrian."

My pussy tightened.

I smiled.

"Again."

"Adrian."

This time he watched my reaction.

My nipples hardened beneath the camisole.

My thighs shifted.

My breathing went shorter.

"Your turn," he said.

I looked at him.

"Adrian."

His cock got harder.

We both laughed once.

Not because it was funny.

Because the simplicity was obscene.

A man's name.

That was all.

A man neither of us had known intimately months ago now lived inside a three-syllable trigger that could make my pussy wet and my husband's cock hard before either of us touched the other.

Evan's hand closed at my waist.

"Dirty wife."

I tilted my head.

"Weak."

His eyes narrowed.

"Slut."

Better.

My pussy clenched.

"Whose?"

The question came out naturally now.

Not because I needed ownership explained.

Because we liked the game.

"Mine."

"Even when I'm wet thinking about him?"

"Especially then."

The answer hit hard.

I kissed him.

His mouth opened under mine and everything accelerated immediately because there was no uncertainty left to burn through first.

My robe loosened under his hands.

I shrugged it off and let it fall.

Evan looked down at the black camisole.

"No executive costume tonight."

"Disappointed?"

"No."

"Liar."

"I can be hard for my wife without a pencil skirt."

I looked down at his cock under the thin pants.

"Evidence supports that."

He kissed me again.

I moved against him slowly.

The friction made my pussy wetter almost immediately.

Evan felt the change in my body even if he could not literally see it yet.

"Say it," he whispered.

"What?"

"What your body is doing."

I liked that.

No poetry.

No abstraction.

"My pussy is wet."

I proved it.

Took his hand and pushed it into my underwear. Two fingers slid in easy.

"Because I said his name. Because your cock jumped. Because I got on my knees in that office and I want to do it again with you in the room."

Evan groaned and dropped to his knees.

He ate me on the bedroom floor, messy, jealous, talking into my cunt.

"You sucked him."

"Yes."

"You came on his desk."

"Yes. Now make me come on your mouth and say his name while you do it."

He did.

I came shaking, fingers in his hair, Adrian on my tongue and Evan between my legs.

Then I pulled him up, bent over the bed, and made him fuck me.

"Harder. That's yours. The other one was the picture. This is home."

He came deep, forehead on my spine, still hard on the story.

"Next time stay in the room," I said.

"I will."

His breath broke.

"Because?"

I put my mouth at his ear.

"Because your cock got hard when I said your boss's name."

Evan grabbed my waist more firmly.

"Fuck."

I smiled against his skin.

"Again."

"Slut."

"Better."

His hands moved up my back.

The camisole tightened across my breasts as I raised my arms and pulled it over my head.

Evan watched.

That look still mattered more than any stranger's.

I stood in front of my husband in black underwear and nothing else, red hair loose down my back.

"Tell me what you pictured Friday," I said.

"Claire."

"You were in the car for almost an hour. You pictured something."

"Too much."

"Pick one."

His cock was hard enough now that the fabric barely hid anything.

I looked at it while I waited.

"Your mouth," he said.

My pussy clenched.

Of course.

"Where?"

"Don't."

"Say it."

Evan's voice dropped.

"On his cock."

The direct phrase went straight through me.

I put one hand between my thighs over the black fabric.

Not hiding the reaction.

Evan watched.

His breathing changed.

"You like me saying it."

"Yes."

"You wanted me imagining you sucking my boss."

My fingers pressed harder against the wet fabric.

"Yes."

"While I sat downstairs with my cock hard."

"Yes."

The word broke slightly.

Evan came closer.

He caught my wrist gently and moved my hand away from myself.

Not controlling me.

Redirecting the game.

He put my palm over his erection instead.

"This cock."

I looked at him.

"Yours."

"Hard because of what?"

I rubbed once through the fabric.

His breath caught.

"Because your wife wanted another man's cock."

Evan's eyes darkened.

"Dirty."

"You asked."

"Again."

The challenge came back to me.

Good.

I moved my hand slowly.

"Your cock is hard because I got on my knees in your boss's office."

His cock hardened under my palm.

"Again."

"Because I touched him."

Harder.

"Again."

I looked directly into his eyes.

"Because I came on his desk Friday while you waited downstairs."

Evan made a rough sound and pulled me into him.

The kiss was immediate and hungry.

My body met his without any remaining distance.

His erection pressed against my lower stomach.

I rubbed myself against him through the thin layers between us.

My pussy was soaked now.

The fabric of my underwear clung when I moved.

No pretty phrasing could improve the fact.

I wanted my husband.

I wanted the fantasy.

I wanted the humiliation language we had discovered together.

I wanted Adrian's name used as gasoline, not as a replacement for the man holding me.

Evan backed me toward the bed.

I went willingly.

The backs of my knees touched the mattress.

I sat.

He remained standing.

The visual changed instantly.

My body remembered kneeling in Adrian's office.

Evan saw the memory cross my face.

"What?"

"The desk."

His cock hardened even more.

I laughed quietly.

"You really are fucked."

"You did this."

"We did."

I hooked one finger into the waistband of his pants and pulled him closer.

My mouth was level with his stomach.

The position was enough.

His breathing changed.

Mine did too.

We both knew exactly which image had arrived.

"Say it," I whispered.

Evan's hand moved into my hair.

Not forcing.

Resting there.

The callback made my pussy pulse.

"My slut on her knees for my boss."

I looked up at him.

"And then?"

"Coming home wet for me."

My pussy tightened harder at the second half.

He noticed.

"That's the part, isn't it?"

I smiled.

"Maybe."

"No maybe."

His fingers tightened slightly in my hair.

"You like coming back."

"I love coming back."

That truth took some of the cruelty out of the game without cooling it.

Evan leaned down and kissed me.

I pulled him onto the bed with me.

From there everything became physical in the way only long familiarity can be physical.

We did not need to ask where hands belonged.

We knew.

We did not need to stage every movement.

We moved because our bodies already had history.

The difference tonight was the language.

Adrian's name.

Boss.

Slut.

Whore, once, because I asked for it and Evan used it exactly once, the word landing hard enough to make me grab him.

"Again?" he asked.

I shook my head.

"No. That one stays rare."

"Good."

I laughed breathlessly.

"You sound like him."

His cock hardened.

My pussy clenched.

We both felt the loop.

"Fuck," Evan said.

"Exactly."

Evan shifted above me and I caught the back of his neck, keeping him close.

His cock was hard against my body, familiar in shape and pressure, and the familiarity mattered because the words between us had become anything but familiar.

I moved my hips slowly.

My pussy was so wet the friction through the remaining fabric felt obscene.

Evan noticed the change in my breathing.

"Say what you're thinking."

"Your boss."

His cock hardened more.

I smiled.

"Specific."

"Claire."

"You asked."

I touched his face.

"I'm thinking about him standing behind that desk."

Evan's hand tightened on my hip.

"And you?"

"On my knees."

His breath broke.

"Fuck."

I pressed closer.

"I'm thinking about you seeing only my hair above the desk."

His cock stayed hard against me.

"And what did you want me to think your mouth was doing?"

The direct question made my pussy clench.

I answered it directly.

"Sucking his cock."

Evan closed his eyes.

I felt the reaction in his entire body.

My own breath shortened.

"Again," he said.

"I wanted you to imagine my mouth on your boss's cock."

He opened his eyes.

The jealousy there was real.

So was the wet heat between my thighs.

"Slut."

My body tightened.

"Yours."

"While wanting him."

"Yes."

"While getting wet for him."

"Yes."

The words were doing half the work now.

That was the discovery.

Dirty talk was not decoration over sex.

It was action.

Each sentence changed the pressure in my body.

Each admission changed Evan's.

I rolled us enough that I could look down at him.

Red hair fell around my face.

Evan looked up.

His hands settled at my hips.

"Your turn," I said.

"What?"

"Tell me the part that hurts."

He swallowed.

"Thinking his cock is bigger."

My pussy got wetter instantly.

Evan saw it in my expression.

"Fuck. You like that."

"Yes."

No shame.

"Why?"

I moved slowly against him.

"Because you noticed."

"That's not an answer."

"Because you came home and told me."

His breathing changed.

"Because you were jealous of his body."

His hands tightened at my hips.

"And because your cock got hard while you told me."

Evan's eyes closed for one second.

I leaned down.

"That makes my pussy wet every time."

He opened his eyes.

"You are vicious."

"You like me vicious."

"Sometimes."

"Your cock likes me vicious right now."

"Apparently."

I kissed him.

No long speech after that.

Just fragments between breaths.

"Bigger."

His hand at my waist.

"Boss."

My mouth at his neck.

"Slut."

My pussy tightening.

"Mine."

My answer.

"Always."

His.

The words became shorter because the body was taking over.

The rhythm between us intensified.

My thighs tightened around him.

My nails dragged lightly over his shoulders.

His mouth moved across my neck and chest while I kept feeding the fantasy back to him in short pieces.

"His desk."

Evan's grip changed.

"The keycard."

His breathing broke.

"His cock hard when I walked in."

A rough sound against my skin.

"Me wet before he touched me."

"Slut."

"Yours."

"Say his name."

That surprised me.

I opened my eyes.

Evan was looking directly at me.

No fear now.

Not none.

Less.

Enough confidence to use the fantasy instead of merely survive it.

"Adrian."

His cock stayed hard against me.

"Again."

"Adrian."

Evan's eyes did not leave mine.

"Now mine."

My breath caught.

"Evan."

"Again."

"Evan."

That name did more.

My husband saw it.

The satisfaction on his face made my pussy tighten so strongly I lost the next breath.

"There," he said.

I laughed once, broken.

"Asshole."

"Mine does more."

"Competitive now?"

"Apparently."

I pulled him down by the back of the neck.

"Then earn it."

The words had history too.

Evan did.

The fantasy narrowed into body and sensation.

My language got shorter.

"Harder."

His hands.

"Fuck."

My thighs.

"Don't stop."

His mouth.

"Evan."

His name.

Again.

The orgasm built with none of Friday's distance. No phone. No waiting. No glass. My husband was right there, his body against mine, his breathing as broken as my own.

The Adrian fantasy stayed between us, but it had become fuel.

Not destination.

When I came, the first thing that left my mouth was not boss.

Not slut.

Not any of the dirty words we had been throwing at each other.

"Evan."

His name broke into a sound as my body tightened hard and trembled against him.

I held his shoulders.

My eyes squeezed shut.

The pleasure came in heavy pulses, built from the filthy language and the safer truth beneath it.

My husband knew exactly what turned me on.

And instead of flinching from it, he had learned how to use it.

When I could breathe again, I opened my eyes.

Evan was smiling.

Smug.

I hated that.

"Don't."

"Mine did more."

I slapped his shoulder.

He laughed.

I did too.

Then the laughter faded into the softer part afterward.

We lay tangled together, my red hair across his chest, his hand moving slowly along my back.

My skin cooled.

My pussy still pulsed occasionally with small aftershocks.

The room smelled like us.

No Adrian.

No office.

That absence mattered.

"You know what changed?" Evan asked eventually.

"What?"

"I don't need him to be there."

I lifted my head.

"For the fantasy."

"No."

"You just made me say his name for twenty minutes."

"That's not what I mean."

I knew.

Still, I made him say it.

"Then what do you mean?"

His fingers traced the line of my shoulder.

"At first it felt like the fantasy belonged to him because he was the dangerous part."

I listened.

"Now it feels like he belongs to the fantasy."

That was exactly right.

I rested my chin on his chest.

"You are getting smarter."

"Sexually?"

"Let's not overstate it."

He laughed.

I kissed his chest.

Then said, casually, "Next time I want you closer."

His laughter stopped.

There it was.

The next step waiting at the edge of the bed.

"How close?"

I smiled against his skin.

"Close enough that I don't need a phone to know you're watching."


CHAPTER 16 | NEXT TIME, STAY

CLAIRE

The idea refused to leave.

Closer.

Not in the car. Not behind another office wall. Not reduced to messages on a glowing screen.

Close enough that I could look at Evan while Adrian touched me.

The thought followed me for over a week.

I did not rush to turn it into a plan.

That was another thing I had learned.

Anticipation did not need constant action.

Sometimes the hottest part was letting a specific image develop until both of us knew exactly why it mattered.

Tuesday night, I found Evan at the dining table with his laptop open.

"Working?"

"Pretending."

"Useful."

"You are never giving that word back, are you?"

"No."

I sat opposite him.

No special clothes.

Black leggings, gray tank top, hair tied high after training.

My body still carried the flushed warmth of the gym.

Evan looked at my shoulders.

Then my face.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"Your face."

He closed the laptop.

Good.

"Closer," I said.

One word.

His expression changed immediately.

"You have been thinking about it."

"Every day."

His cock hardened under his jeans.

I looked.

No pretending.

"You too."

"Yes."

I leaned back in the chair.

"What did you picture?"

Evan considered.

"Glass."

"Again?"

"But no wall between us."

My pussy tightened.

That was close to my version.

"Where are you?"

"In the room."

My breathing changed.

Evan saw.

"There."

"Shut up."

"You taught me."

I smiled.

"Keep going."

"You and Adrian are..."

He stopped.

Not from prudishness.

Searching for the image.

"Together," he said. "And I'm close enough that you don't have to guess whether I'm okay."

That landed unexpectedly deep.

"Yes."

"Close enough that you can look at me."

My pussy got wetter.

I pressed my thighs together.

"Yes."

"And he knows you're looking at me."

"Yes."

Evan's cock hardened more obviously.

I smiled.

"That part gets you."

"It gets you too."

"A lot."

I stood and walked around the table.

Evan watched me approach.

I stopped beside his chair.

"When I was with Adrian upstairs, the phone became you."

"I know."

"I kept looking at your name."

"I know."

"When I came, I heard your voice."

His breathing broke.

"Claire."

"I'm not trying to make you jealous."

"Liar."

I smiled.

"Not only."

I sat sideways on his lap.

His cock was hard beneath me.

The pressure made my pussy clench.

"I want to remove the phone," I said.

Evan's hands settled at my hips.

"And replace it with me."

"Yes."

I kissed him once.

Then stayed close enough that our foreheads almost touched.

"I want to see your face when he puts his hands on me."

His grip tightened.

"Fuck."

"I want to know exactly when the jealousy hits."

"Claire."

"And exactly when your cock gets hard because of it."

His erection pressed harder beneath me.

I moved once on his lap.

"There."

"You are impossible."

"I want you close enough to tell me to keep going."

His eyes darkened.

"And if I tell you to stop?"

"I stop."

No hesitation.

That answer belonged outside the dirty game.

Evan nodded.

I touched his face.

Then returned to the fantasy.

"But I don't think that's what you're going to say."

"Confident."

"Your cock is currently making my argument."

He laughed quietly.

I moved against him again.

Slow.

The friction through my leggings made my body heat.

"What do you think I'll say?" he asked.

I put my mouth near his ear.

"Look at him."

Evan went still.

My pussy clenched.

The phrase sounded right.

Not Adrian telling me to look through glass.

My husband telling me where to put my eyes.

The dynamic changed immediately.

"Again," Evan said.

I smiled against his ear.

"You tell me to look at him."

His cock hardened.

"And?"

"Then you make me look back at you."

His breathing changed.

I lifted my face.

"That is what I want."

Evan watched me for several seconds.

"You want me participating."

"Yes."

"Not just watching."

"Watching is participating if we make it that. But I want more now."

I took his hand and placed it on my thigh.

"I don't want you feeling like furniture in Adrian's office."

"That was never the problem."

"It could become one."

He nodded.

We had learned enough to recognize problems before they turned into drama.

"So where?" he asked.

"Not the office yet."

"Why?"

I thought about the chair. The desk. The glass.

"Because that room already carries too much hierarchy."

Evan looked surprised.

"You, turning down the office?"

"For this step."

"What step?"

I smiled.

"You in the room."

His cock moved hard beneath me.

My pussy got wetter.

"Fuck," he said.

"Exactly."

I kissed him.

The conversation ended there because the image had done enough.

I moved slowly on his lap while his hands held my hips. My tank top lifted when I raised my arms around his neck. His mouth found the skin at my collarbone.

Nothing else needed to happen.

The important thing had already changed.

Distance.

The last weeks had taught us every version of it.

Behind glass. Under a desk. Across a garage. Thirty-two floors. A phone screen.

Now I wanted none.

Later, after we had showered and the house was quiet, I lay beside Evan with one leg over his.

He was almost asleep when I spoke.

"I know how close."

His eyes opened.

"You are unbelievable."

"You asked."

"An hour ago."

"I needed to think."

He turned toward me.

"How close?"

I let the pause stretch.

My hand rested on his chest.

"Close enough that I can look at you."

His breathing changed.

I smiled in the dark.

"And next time, Evan?"

"What?"

"Stay."

He did not answer immediately.

He did not need to.

His cock hardening against my thigh was answer enough.

I closed my eyes.

This phase had begun with me choosing what to wear to his office.

Now it was ending with us choosing where my husband would sit when I crossed the next line.

No reset.

No pretending we were still surprised by what we wanted.

I opened my eyes again several minutes later.

Evan was still awake.

"One more thing," I said.

He groaned softly.

"Of course there is."

"I don't want the next step to be more extreme just because we keep pushing the fantasy."

He turned his head toward me.

"That was almost responsible."

"Don't ruin it."

"Sorry. Continue."

I traced one finger over his chest.

"Closer is hotter to me than bigger."

"Bigger?"

I looked at him.

"Do not make the obvious joke."

He laughed.

"Fine."

"I mean escalation. I don't need another person. I don't need some ridiculous stunt. I want the same triangle with less distance."

Evan became serious.

"You. Me. Adrian."

"Yes."

"And I stay visible."

"More than visible."

His cock hardened lightly against my thigh again.

I smiled.

"See?"

"This conversation is medically inconvenient."

"Modern science will survive."

I moved closer.

"I want you to be able to say my name and have me hear it without a phone."

His breathing changed.

"I want to look at you while his hands are on me."

Harder now.

"I want him to know when I'm provoking you."

His hand moved to my waist.

"And I want you to know when my pussy gets wet because you're watching."

"Claire."

"Too much?"

"No."

He pulled me closer.

"Just specific."

"Specific is better."

That had become another rule.

My pussy got wet.

His cock got hard.

We looked at each other and understood exactly why neither of us wanted to stop.

The language had become honest enough to keep the fantasy honest too.

I kissed Evan once and settled against him.

"The next step is going to be a problem."

"That sounds ominous."

"You knew exactly what I meant."

"Unfortunately."

I smiled in the dark.

The next fantasy no longer involved me disappearing upstairs.

It involved a chair.

A room.

My husband sitting close enough for me to see every reaction.

Adrian understanding exactly why I kept looking away from him.

And me controlling the distance between all three of us.

That image was enough to keep my pussy warm long after Evan's breathing finally slowed beside me.

The fantasy had moved closer.

So would he.


HIS BOSS

BOOK 3

THE PROMOTION

Career power becomes the most dangerous misunderstanding.

Olivia Cross


CHAPTER 1 | THE ROLE

EVAN

The email arrived at 8:12 on a Tuesday morning, exactly the kind of hour when nothing dramatic should happen.

I was standing at the coffee machine on the thirty-second floor, waiting for something dark enough to make the quarterly pipeline look less offensive, when my phone vibrated against the counter.

SUBJECT: ORGANIZATIONAL REVIEW - CONFIDENTIAL

I read it once.

Then again.

The message was from HR, copied to the compensation committee and our outside board adviser. Formal process. Recorded interviews. A new commercial leadership role. Expanded territory. Revised title. Budget already approved.

My name was on the shortlist.

It should have felt clean.

For almost seven years, I had built teams, inherited bad accounts, fixed them, lost sleep over numbers Adrian Vale could read faster than most people read headlines. I had earned the right to be considered for that chair.

Instead, the first image in my head was Claire sitting on the edge of Adrian's desk.

Red hair loose over one shoulder.

Blouse out of place.

One heel on the carpet.

Looking through the glass at me while my boss stood between her knees.

My coffee finished pouring.

I did not notice until it spilled over the rim.

"Shit."

I grabbed napkins.

A junior analyst glanced over, decided whatever was happening was none of his business, and vanished toward the elevators.

I wiped the counter while anger climbed through me. Not at Claire. Not at Adrian. At myself.

Career and fantasy had been separate because we had made them separate. Adrian had never hinted otherwise. He had been almost irritatingly careful about it. Claire had been even clearer.

And still my mind had put those two things in the same room in less than five seconds.

The elevator chimed.

Adrian stepped out with a folder under one arm, charcoal suit, white shirt, no tie yet. He looked at the coffee spreading under my hand.

"Strong start."

"Testing absorbency."

"Results?"

"Poor."

He nodded as if I had given him an acceptable business update and kept walking.

No look.

No secret smile.

No reference to Claire.

That should have helped.

It did not.

At ten, I sat through a planning session while Adrian challenged two forecast assumptions and approved a hiring request. His attention toward me was exactly the same as it had been before any of this began.

Professional.

Direct.

Demanding.

When the meeting ended, he closed his notebook.

"Bennett. Stay a minute."

My pulse changed before I could stop it.

I hated that too.

The room emptied. The glass door clicked shut behind the last director.

Adrian remained seated.

"You received the committee notice."

Not a question.

"This morning."

"Good."

He slid a page across the table.

It was the role description.

"You will interview with Marissa, the board adviser, and two division leads. I am not on the selection panel."

The sentence landed harder than it should have.

I looked at him.

He met my eyes without changing expression.

"That intentional?"

"Yes."

"Because of Claire?"

The silence lasted half a second.

"Because I prefer clean governance," he said. "And because there is no reason to create ambiguity where none is needed."

There it was.

The line.

Placed in concrete.

My shoulders loosened slightly.

"Understood."

"Your work got you into the process. Your interview gets you through it or does not."

"Fair enough."

He picked up his notebook again.

Then, before I could leave, he added, "For what it is worth, you should be in the process."

That was all.

No favor.

No promise.

No Claire.

I walked back to my office feeling better and worse at the same time.

Better because the professional side was clean.

Worse because now I had no excuse for what was happening in my head.

At lunch, Claire texted.

How bad is Tuesday?

I stared at the message.

Then typed: Potentially expensive.

Three dots appeared.

Promotion?

I smiled despite myself.

Maybe.

Her reply came immediately.

You deserve it.

Then, thirty seconds later:

Is he involved?

My thumb stopped over the keyboard.

No. Committee process. He specifically removed himself.

This time the pause was longer.

Good.

Another pause.

And annoying.

I actually laughed.

Why annoying?

Because now I have to respect him even more.

I locked the phone and leaned back in my chair.

My cock had gone hard.

That simple.

One sentence from my wife about my boss being respectable and my body betrayed me under an office desk like I was seventeen.

I looked through the glass wall of my office.

Adrian was two corridors away speaking to finance.

He did not look over.

He did not need to.

Claire had already brought him home with one text.

That evening I waited until after dinner to tell her the details.

Claire sat cross-legged on the sofa wearing black leggings and one of my old gray shirts. Her red hair was tied high, face clean of makeup, body still carrying the sharp athletic lines that made every fitted dress look slightly dangerous.

She listened without interrupting while I explained the panel, the timeline, the role.

When I finished, she nodded.

"Good."

"That's it?"

"What do you want? Confetti?"

"Maybe."

"I'll buy some if you get it."

I smiled.

Then she studied me.

"You're weird about this."

"I'm not."

"Evan."

I looked away.

Claire uncrossed her legs.

"Say it."

I hated how quickly my body understood that tone.

"For one second," I said, "I wondered whether the timing was connected."

Her expression changed immediately.

Not playful.

Not jealous.

Cold.

"Connected to what?"

I looked at her.

I knew I had stepped into the wrong room.

"Claire."

"No. Finish it."

Over the next ten days, the interview process would make the distinction even clearer.

Marissa, the board adviser, asked me nothing about Adrian beyond reporting structure. The division leads challenged my expansion plan. HR spent forty minutes on compensation bands and another twenty on succession risk. Nobody hinted the founder had already chosen a favorite.

I came home from the second interview wired and exhausted.

Claire was at the dining table with her laptop open and reading glasses low on her nose. She looked up when I dropped my keys.

"How bad?"

"I may have accidentally promised fifteen percent growth without committing a felony."

"Ambitious."

"Marissa hates vague answers."

"So does Adrian."

The name did it again.

My cock hardened under my trousers before I even sat down.

Claire noticed.

She pushed her glasses higher with one finger.

"Still?"

"Apparently."

"Interesting."

"Do not turn my interview process into foreplay."

"I didn't. Your body did."

I laughed and went to the refrigerator.

She followed me with her eyes.

"Did you see him today?"

"Briefly."

"What was he wearing?"

I turned.

"Seriously?"

"Research."

"Dark suit. Blue tie. Same expensive watch."

Her mouth curved.

"Sleeves?"

"Down."

"Too bad."

My erection got harder.

Claire closed the laptop.

"You know what I like about this?"

"I'm afraid to ask."

"The cleaner the professional side becomes, the dirtier the fantasy feels."

I stared at her.

She was right.

The committee documents, separate interviews and Adrian's deliberate distance should have drained the sexual charge from the situation.

Instead they gave it permission to exist somewhere else.

At home.

In bed.

In the way Claire asked what tie he had worn and watched my cock answer before my mouth did.

I leaned against the counter.

"You're wet right now, aren't you?"

Her eyes lifted from my trousers.

"Maybe."

"Liar."

"You like me lying about that."

"I like catching you."

She stood and crossed the room.

"Then catch me."

The interview stopped being the subject.

But the promotion did not disappear from the marriage. We were learning to keep it in the right room.

The night before my final interview, Claire found me at the dining table with three pages of handwritten notes and the expression of a man preparing to negotiate with a firing squad.

She took the chair across from me.

"Practice."

"What?"

"I'll be the board."

"You hate corporate role-play."

"I hate bad corporate role-play. This is useful."

For forty minutes she interrogated me harder than Marissa eventually would.

Why this structure?

Why now?

Why me?

What would I cut first if the market turned?

Where had I failed in the last year?

The last one annoyed me.

"That's cheap."

"Answer."

I did.

Claire leaned back.

"Better."

"You enjoying this?"

"A little."

"Bossy wife."

"Future wife of a Senior Vice President, maybe."

The title made my stomach move, but not sexually this time.

Fear.

Hope.

Ambition.

Claire saw the difference.

She reached across the table and covered my hand.

"This part is yours."

I looked at her.

"I know."

"Say it without looking like you're trying to convince yourself."

I smiled despite the nerves.

"This part is mine."

"Good."

Then her eyes dropped to the sticky note on the refrigerator.

CAREER IS CAREER. FANTASY IS FANTASY.

She looked back at me.

"And after the interview?"

I knew exactly what she was doing.

"You are terrible."

"Answer."

"After the interview, if you want to ask what tie Adrian wore, you can."

Her grin widened.

"Excellent leadership."

That night we went to bed without mentioning him again.

For once, the clean separation felt almost luxurious.

But none of that had happened yet as I sat across from Claire on the sofa that first evening. The heat in the conversation vanished.

And I realized the promotion had just created the first real threat to the fantasy we had built.


CHAPTER 2 | DON'T YOU DARE

CLAIRE

For three seconds I could not believe he had said it.

Then I believed it and got angry enough that my hands went cold.

"Connected to what?" I repeated.

Evan sat opposite me on the sofa, elbows on his knees, looking like a man who had finally heard his own thought after letting it escape.

"I said for one second."

"I don't care if it was half a second. Connected to what?"

He rubbed a hand over his face.

"To Adrian. To us. To everything."

I stood.

The movement surprised him.

It surprised me too.

"Don't you dare."

"Claire."

"No. You do not get to make me part of your compensation package because your brain got horny and stupid at the same time."

"That's not what I meant."

"It is exactly where the thought goes."

He stood too.

"And I hated it."

"Good."

"Which is why I'm telling you."

That stopped me.

Not because I was less angry.

Because he was right.

The entire thing between us had worked because we told the ugly parts too. The jealousy. The humiliation that turned him on and embarrassed him at the same time. The fact that I had wanted Adrian's attention. The fact that Evan wanted details he sometimes hated hearing.

If I punished honesty, I would teach him to hide exactly the thoughts we needed exposed.

I crossed my arms.

"Say the whole thing."

He looked tired.

"I got the email. I thought about the role. Then I thought about you in his office. It made me feel like those things were touching when they aren't."

"They aren't."

"I know."

"No, Evan. I need you to know it in your bones."

He stared at me.

I stepped closer.

"I do not fuck a title."

His eyes sharpened at the word.

Good.

Let it be ugly enough to remember.

"I do not flirt for your salary. I don't put on a dress so your boss will promote you. And if Adrian ever made me think for one second that access to me bought anything for you, I would walk out of that office and never go back."

Evan nodded slowly.

"I know."

"And you?"

"Same."

"If you get promoted?"

"My work."

"If you don't?"

"Still my work."

"And Adrian?"

His mouth moved slightly.

"Separate problem."

I almost smiled.

Almost.

"Separate fantasy."

"Right."

"Say it."

"Career is career. Fantasy is fantasy."

I let my arms fall.

The anger was still there, but underneath it another feeling had started to pulse.

Relief.

And something dirtier.

Because the moment the two things were separated cleanly again, Adrian became sexually available in my head without contamination.

I hated how fast that happened.

Evan noticed.

Of course he did.

"There," he said quietly.

"What?"

"You changed."

"I'm still angry."

"Your nipples are hard through my shirt."

I looked down.

Damn him.

The thin gray cotton did nothing to hide me.

I looked back up.

"Maybe I'm cold."

"You're barefoot and the thermostat is seventy-three."

"Maybe you're annoying."

"Definitely."

The corner of my mouth moved.

Evan stepped closer, but did not touch me.

That restraint mattered after the argument.

"What's happening in your head?" he asked.

I should have lied for at least thirty seconds.

Instead I said, "I'm thinking that him removing himself from the committee makes me want him more."

Evan exhaled.

There.

That reaction.

My anger did not disappear. It changed temperature.

"Why?"

"Because it means he understands the line."

"And that makes him hotter."

"Yes."

"My wife is turned on by corporate governance."

I laughed despite myself.

"Shut up."

"That's new."

"It's not governance. It's control."

The humor left his face.

I stepped until my toes touched his.

"He could blur it," I said. "He doesn't."

Evan's breathing changed.

"And you like that."

"I like knowing when he touches me, it's because I chose it."

His cock was already hard beneath his pants.

I did not need metaphor. I could see it.

The sight softened something in me that the argument had left raw.

I put my palm flat against his chest.

"And I like that this turns you on even when it scares you."

"It does both."

"Good."

"Good?"

"Because if it only turned you on, I wouldn't trust it."

He looked at me for a long second.

Then his hand came to my waist.

"Still angry?"

"A little."

"Should I be worried?"

I leaned closer to his ear.

"Only if you ever imply I'm currency again."

His grip tightened.

"Never."

"Good."

I kissed him.

Not as forgiveness.

As punctuation.

The argument stayed in the room while our bodies changed the subject. My hands slid under his shirt. His found my hips. The old gray shirt rode up over my stomach.

I pulled back.

"One more thing."

"What?"

"If you get this promotion, I'm going to celebrate you first."

His eyes stayed on mine.

"First."

"Yes."

He understood the dangerous little word exactly as I intended.

"And after?"

I smiled.

"Career is career."

"Claire."

"Fantasy is fantasy."

His cock pressed harder against the front of his pants.

I laughed softly.

"See? You learned."

He caught my face and kissed me again.

Later, after the anger had cooled, we wrote the rule down.

Literally.

I took a yellow sticky note from the drawer beside the refrigerator and wrote in black marker:

CAREER IS CAREER. FANTASY IS FANTASY.

I stuck it to the side of the fridge.

Evan stared at it.

"That is incredibly stupid."

"You'll remember it."

"Guests will ask."

"Tell them it's leadership philosophy."

He laughed.

The argument left residue the next morning.

Not anger exactly.

Caution.

Evan was making coffee when I came downstairs. The yellow sticky note was still on the refrigerator.

I stopped beside it.

"Still true?"

He looked over.

"Very."

I tapped CAREER.

"If you don't get it?"

"My performance."

I tapped FANTASY.

"If I want Adrian?"

His cock began to harden under his pajama pants.

We both looked down.

I laughed.

"That is ridiculous."

"You weaponized office supplies."

"I did."

He came closer.

"Still true if I get jealous?"

"Especially then."

"Still true if you get carried away?"

"Especially then."

He touched my waist.

"Still true if he has a bigger cock?"

My pussy clenched.

I stared at him.

"That was cheap."

"Show me your reaction."

"I like that phrase."

"Then consider it early access."

I laughed and pushed him away.

But the joke did useful work.

It proved the line could survive contact with the dirtiest part of the fantasy.

Not because we made it sterile.

Because we named what belonged where.

By breakfast, the argument was no longer a threat.

It had become infrastructure.

This time neither of us pretended the conversation was over.

It had simply become useful.

The note stayed there for three weeks.

It became funnier and dirtier every time one of us glanced at it during an Adrian-related conversation.

One night Evan came home after a late review meeting and found me making tea in one of his shirts.

"He kept you late?" I asked.

"Budget review."

My eyes dropped to the sticky note.

Then to him.

"Career?"

"Career."

"Good."

I stirred honey into my cup.

"Did he look good?"

Evan closed his eyes.

"Fantasy."

I grinned.

That stupid square of paper gave us a switch.

Professional subject on one side.

Sexual subject on the other.

No ambiguity.

When I wanted to provoke him, I would tap the word FANTASY with one fingernail before saying something filthy.

When he started spiraling, I tapped CAREER and forced him back into reality.

It worked better than either of us expected.

And because the line became so clean, dirty talk became easier.

I could say I wanted his boss's cock without either of us hearing a salary negotiation underneath it.

He could call me his dirty wife without meaning anything except the consensual game between us.

The separation did not cool the fantasy.

It removed the poison from it.


CHAPTER 3 | CONGRATULATIONS

CLAIRE

The promotion became real on a Friday at 4:06 in the afternoon.

Evan called me before he left the office.

He did not say hello.

"I got it."

I stood in the middle of our kitchen with one hand on a grocery bag and smiled so hard my cheeks hurt.

"You got it?"

"I got it."

"Say the title."

He laughed.

"Senior Vice President, Commercial Strategy."

"Again."

"Claire."

"I want to hear my husband's fancy new title."

He repeated it.

I closed my eyes.

Pride hit first.

Real pride.

No Adrian. No fantasy. No glass office. Just Evan and six years of watching him answer calls during dinner, rebuild broken teams, take flights before dawn and come home still thinking about numbers.

"I'm proud of you," I said.

The line went quiet.

"Thank you."

"Come home."

"There's a small announcement drink."

"Fine. Come home after."

"Bossy."

"Your boss has competition."

A pause.

The joke landed differently now that the promotion was clean.

"That's dangerous," he said.

"Get used to it."

Two hours later he walked through our front door with a bottle of champagne somebody had handed him and the strange expression of a man who had spent the evening accepting congratulations while trying not to look too pleased.

I jumped into his arms.

Actually jumped.

He caught me around the waist, laughing, and I wrapped my legs around him long enough to kiss him hard.

"Senior Vice President," I whispered against his mouth.

"You are going to make that unbearable."

"Absolutely."

We opened the champagne at the kitchen island.

He told me who had been in the room. The committee chair. HR. Two division leads.

Adrian had entered only after the decision was complete.

"What did he say?" I asked.

Evan gave me a look.

"There she is."

"I'm asking as your supportive wife."

"Bullshit."

"Mostly supportive."

He took a drink.

"He shook my hand and said, 'You earned it. Don't make me regret supporting the role.'"

I laughed.

"That's very him."

"Then he moved on to the next person."

"No secret signal?"

"None."

"No mention that he kissed your wife against his desk?"

Evan nearly choked on champagne.

I smiled sweetly.

"Claire."

"What?"

"Can I have one hour where this is just mine?"

The question was half amused, half real.

I set down my glass immediately.

"Yes."

That night was his.

I kept Adrian out of it.

No jokes. No comparisons. No boss language.

I put on music Evan liked, ordered dinner from the place we used to go when we were broke enough to split one appetizer, and let him talk about what the job meant.

It mattered.

The next week, Adrian congratulated me himself.

It happened in the least erotic place possible: the office lobby at eleven in the morning while three interns wrestled with boxes for a recruiting event.

I had stopped by to pick up Evan for lunch.

Adrian came through the turnstiles with his phone in one hand and a leather folder in the other.

He saw me.

The smallest pause.

Then professional composure settled over him.

"Claire."

"Adrian."

His gaze stayed on my face.

No drift to the fitted navy dress I had chosen for lunch.

That restraint made me more aware of the dress than a stare would have.

"Congratulations," he said.

"To me?"

"You survived the process too."

I smiled.

"Barely."

His expression softened slightly.

"Evan earned it."

The sentence was simple.

Deliberate.

I heard the line underneath it because I knew him now.

He was closing the door on ambiguity before either of us could even look at it.

"I know," I said.

His eyes held mine.

"Good."

Then he nodded toward the elevators.

"He's finishing a call. Two minutes."

"Thanks."

Adrian walked away.

That was it.

No touch.

No coded invitation.

No flirtation.

I watched the back of his suit until he disappeared around the corner.

My pussy was wet.

I stared at the elevator doors and almost laughed at myself.

Of course.

The man had just behaved perfectly and my body had rewarded him like he'd whispered something filthy in my ear.

When Evan came down, he took one look at me.

"What happened?"

"Nothing."

"Claire."

"Your boss congratulated me."

He stopped beside me.

"On my promotion?"

"Yes."

"That's normal."

"Extremely."

His eyes narrowed.

"Why are you smiling like that?"

I stepped into the elevator.

Evan followed.

The doors closed.

I turned toward him.

"Because he made a point of telling me you earned it."

Evan's expression changed.

"He did?"

"Yes."

"And that turned you on."

I leaned against the mirrored wall.

"A little."

"How little?"

"Do you want the answer before lunch?"

His eyes dropped to my mouth.

"Probably not."

I smiled.

The elevator began to descend.

Same mirrored walls.

Different floor.

Different version of me.

I looked at Evan's reflection.

"I respect him more now."

"That sentence should not make my cock hard."

I glanced down.

"And yet."

"You are enjoying this too much."

"I haven't even started."

The doors opened.

That Monday, Evan brought home the printed offer letter.

I read every page.

Not because I distrusted anyone.

Because I wanted the promotion to become boring enough that sex could stop contaminating it.

Base salary. Bonus structure. Reporting lines. Equity eligibility. Start date.

No magic.

No secret language.

No Claire-shaped clause hidden in legal text.

I signed the spouse acknowledgment on the relocation-benefit page where required and handed the packet back.

"Very sexy," I said.

Evan laughed.

"You have no idea how sexy compliance is to me now."

"We need hobbies."

"We have one. His name is Adrian."

My pussy went wet.

I hated how reliable the reaction had become.

Evan saw my face.

"There she is."

"Shut up."

"The paperwork wasn't enough?"

"The paperwork made him safe to fantasize about again."

The words came out before I could make them prettier.

I did not want prettier.

Evan leaned back in his chair.

"Safe."

"Not tame."

His cock hardened beneath his jeans.

"Important distinction."

"Very."

I walked past him and let my fingers skim the back of his neck.

"You earned the title."

"I did."

"And if I ever sit on his desk again..."

His eyes snapped to mine.

I smiled.

"That has nothing to do with your paycheck."

"Claire."

"Just checking retention."

He caught my wrist and pulled me into his lap.

The offer letter slid sideways on the table.

For once, the professional document stayed nothing more than paper while the fantasy lived exactly where we wanted it.

We celebrated again the following weekend with no corporate event attached.

Just us.

A late reservation downtown, a bottle of wine we would normally call overpriced, and Evan wearing the suit I had made him buy.

I wore red.

Not the red dress from the first dinner.

A new one.

Simpler.

Sharper.

Evan noticed the color immediately.

"Callback?"

"Maybe."

"To Adrian?"

"To us."

That answer pleased him.

At dinner I made him tell me what he wanted to do with the new role. Not title. Work.

He talked about hiring differently, rebuilding account ownership, forcing finance and sales to stop pretending forecasts were separate religions.

His confidence turned me on in a completely different way than jealousy did.

I realized I had spent so much time watching him react to Adrian that I had nearly forgotten how attractive ambition looked when it belonged entirely to my husband.

Under the table, I touched his knee.

"What?" he asked.

"Nothing."

"You're looking at me weird."

"I'm attracted to the Senior Vice President."

He smiled.

"Finally."

"Don't get cocky."

"Too late."

His hand covered mine.

The night ended in our bedroom without Adrian's name entering once.

That absence mattered.

It made every later return to the fantasy feel chosen instead of dependent.

The next morning, we left the house looking completely normal.

That had become one of my favorite games.


CHAPTER 4 | CELEBRATION

CLAIRE

The country club dinner was not for Evan alone.

Vale Strategic had closed a record quarter, three executives had changed titles, and Adrian was hosting a private celebration for senior leadership, spouses included.

Still, when I stood in front of our bedroom mirror wearing nothing but underwear and watched Evan hold up two dresses, it felt personal.

"Black," he said.

"You didn't even look at the green one."

"I looked."

"For half a second."

"Black."

I took it from him.

Slim. Knee length. High neckline. Sleeveless. Nothing about it screamed sex until I put it on and the fabric followed every line of my body.

My shoulders looked sharper.

My waist looked smaller.

The red of my hair looked brighter against the black.

Evan stood behind me in the mirror.

His eyes traveled slowly down my body.

"Interesting," I said.

"What?"

"You picked this for a reason."

"It fits."

"That's not a reason."

"You own it."

"Also not the reason."

He reached for his tie.

I caught his wrist.

"Evan."

He looked at me in the mirror.

"What?"

"Did you pick this dress because you know Adrian will see me in it?"

Silence.

There it was.

I turned around.

"That's a yes."

"I hate that you can read me."

"No, you don't."

"Tonight I do."

I stepped closer.

His new title had changed the way he carried himself during the last week. Not dramatically. Evan had never lacked confidence. But something had settled in him.

I liked it.

A lot.

"Say it," I said.

"You look incredible."

"Not that."

His eyes narrowed.

I touched the knot of his tie.

"Why this dress?"

His jaw did not tighten. I had learned to stop looking for cinematic signs. The proof was lower and simpler. His cock hardened visibly against the front of his trousers.

I looked down.

Then back up.

"There."

"You are evil."

"Why this dress?"

He exhaled.

"Because he'll notice your body without you looking like you dressed for him."

The sentence went straight between my legs.

My pussy went wet so fast it embarrassed me.

I smiled instead.

"That's a very specific answer."

"You wanted honesty."

"I do."

"Then stop acting surprised."

I reached for his belt.

His hand caught mine.

"Claire."

"What?"

"We're going to be late."

"You just picked a dress for your wife because you want your boss to notice her body."

"I did not say want."

"Your cock did."

He closed his eyes for one second.

I laughed softly.

"I am absolutely not leaving the house until we deal with that."

The celebration belonged to Evan first.

I meant that.

So when I kissed him, Adrian's name stayed out of my mouth.

At first.

Evan's hands settled on my waist. Mine moved beneath his jacket and over the back of his shirt. The new suit fit him beautifully. Dark blue, cleaner through the shoulders, expensive enough that he had complained twice when I made him buy it.

I loved him in it.

I loved that I could feel how hard he was through the trousers he had put on for a room full of executives.

I loved that the dress he chose for me had done this before we even left home.

He turned me toward the mirror.

My palms caught the dresser.

His body pressed behind mine.

The dress stayed on.

That mattered.

I watched us in the glass.

Red hair over black fabric.

His suit behind me.

His hands on my hips.

My wedding ring against the polished wood.

"Still think black was the right choice?" I asked.

"Yes."

"You haven't seen Adrian's reaction yet."

His cock got harder against me.

There it was.

The name entered the room and changed the pressure immediately.

I smiled at our reflection.

"Fuck."

Evan's voice was low.

"What?"

"You promised this was mine first."

I turned my head enough to see his face.

"It is."

Then I pressed back against him deliberately.

"That's why I'm letting you imagine him looking at what belongs to you."

His grip tightened on my hips.

My breath caught.

The dirty game between us did not need speeches anymore. We had learned each other's triggers.

Boss.

Dress.

Look.

Mine.

Each word carried weeks of history.

Evan kissed the side of my neck.

My eyes stayed on the mirror.

"Say it again," he murmured.

"What?"

"Belongs to me."

I smiled.

"Your wife."

His hands moved over my waist.

"Again."

"Your dirty wife."

The phrase hit him harder.

I felt it in the way he pulled me back against him.

Heat rolled through me.

"And tonight?" he asked.

I knew exactly what he wanted.

I let the answer wait.

The delay made him harder.

Then I looked at him in the mirror.

"Tonight your boss gets to look."

His breath left him.

I turned in his arms and kissed him before he could answer.

The next several minutes stopped being elegant. My lipstick ended up at the corner of his mouth. His tie loosened. The hem of my dress climbed under his hands. I kept the black fabric on because it had become part of the sex, part of what we were about to carry into the club.

When pleasure finally broke through me, it came with my forehead against his shoulder and his name in my mouth.

Evan.

Not Adrian.

That mattered too.

Afterward, I fixed my lipstick while he retied his tie.

Our eyes met in the mirror.

He smiled first.

"Still black?"

I smoothed the dress over my thighs.

"Definitely black."

I made Evan leave the bedroom first after we finally got ourselves back under control.

"Why?" he asked.

"Because I need three minutes."

"For what?"

"To make it look like your wife did not just almost ruin your new suit before the country club."

He looked at my lipstick, my hair and the hem of the black dress.

"Almost?"

"Out."

He laughed and left.

I stood in front of the mirror alone.

The woman looking back at me was still recognizably polished.

That was the thrill.

Red hair brushed smooth again.

Black dress pulled back into place.

Lipstick repaired.

Gold earrings.

Wedding ring.

Only I knew how wet I still was beneath the dress.

Only Evan knew exactly why.

And soon Adrian would see the same outfit without knowing what had happened in it twenty minutes earlier.

That thought made my nipples hard again.

"For fuck's sake," I whispered at my reflection.

I opened the bedroom door.

Evan was waiting in the hall.

His eyes traveled over me.

"You look normal."

"Disappointed?"

"Deeply."

I stepped close enough to straighten his tie.

"He'll see normal."

"And I'll see?"

I let one fingernail drag lightly down the center of his tie.

"What happened before we left."

His cock began to harden again.

I smiled.

"Exactly."

That became another layer of the evening. Public respectability with private evidence underneath it.

Every time Adrian looked at me later, I remembered Evan's hands on the same dress.

Every time Evan caught Adrian looking, he remembered too.

The dress belonged to our marriage before it ever entered Adrian's attention.

Then I picked up my clutch.

"Now let's go see if your boss agrees."

The drive to the club became part of it.

Evan drove with one hand on the wheel and the other resting on my thigh.

Not moving.

Just there.

The black dress ended exactly where his fingertips began.

Every red light felt longer than usual.

I watched the city slide past the passenger window and felt his thumb make one slow pass over my skin.

"Do that again."

"What?"

"You know."

He did.

My pussy tightened.

I turned my head toward him.

"You're getting brave."

"Promotion."

"Power corrupts."

"Apparently marriage to you does too."

I laughed.

Then his hand moved half an inch higher.

My breath caught.

"Careful."

"Why?"

"Because we're seven minutes from the valet and I spent too long fixing my face."

He looked at me for one second before returning his eyes to the road.

"You say things like that and then call me the problem."

"Correct."

We stopped at another light.

A message appeared on the car display from the executive group chat.

ADRIAN VALE: Terrace heaters are on. Use the east entrance if valet backs up.

I stared at his name glowing in the dark dashboard.

Evan's thumb stopped on my thigh.

I looked at him.

He looked at me.

"Show me your reaction," I said.

"Not your game yet."

"Could be."

His cock was hard beneath his trousers.

The outline showed even in the dim car.

I smiled.

"There."

"Your turn."

"I am wearing underwear for a reason."

"Claire."

"Very wet."

His hand tightened on my thigh.

The light turned green.

He drove.

We did not touch any more for the rest of the ride.

That restraint made walking into the club almost painful.

At valet, Evan got out first and came around for me. His hand closed around mine as I stepped from the car.

The dress slid back into perfect place.

Nobody could see what the ride had done to us.

I loved that.

Inside, when Adrian looked at me for the first time, I felt Evan's fingers squeeze mine.

One quiet signal.

He had seen the look.

I had felt it.

And the night was only beginning.


CHAPTER 5 | THE COUNTRY CLUB

CLAIRE

The North Harbor Club understood money the way old families understood secrets.

Nothing announced itself.

The stone driveway curved through dark trees without a sign large enough to photograph. The valet knew Evan's name before we stepped out of the car. Inside, the ceilings were high, the lighting low, and the staff moved with the quiet efficiency of people trained never to make wealth feel like effort.

I had been to North Harbor before.

This return felt different.

Adrian belonged here.

I understood that within ten minutes.

A man in his sixties stopped him near the bar and shook his hand with both of his. A woman from the board kissed his cheek. The general manager crossed half the room to greet him personally.

Adrian accepted all of it without performing importance.

That made it worse.

Or better.

I still had trouble deciding which word applied.

Evan stood beside me with a hand at the small of my back.

"You're staring."

"Observing."

"Same thing with better vocabulary."

"Senior Vice Presidents should respect vocabulary."

He squeezed my waist.

I smiled.

Then Adrian looked over.

His gaze found Evan first.

Then me.

It moved down once.

Not slowly.

Not crudely.

Just enough.

The black dress had been worth the argument.

Heat slipped under my skin.

Evan felt me inhale.

"He noticed," I whispered.

"I know."

"You sound annoyed."

"I am."

"Liar."

His hand stayed on my back.

Adrian approached.

"Bennett. Claire."

"Congratulations," I said.

"To me?"

"Record quarter. Apparently everyone gets congratulations tonight."

"Dangerous precedent."

His eyes returned to mine.

"You look very good."

Simple.

Controlled.

Specific enough to matter.

I looked at Evan.

He was watching Adrian watch me.

That was becoming its own form of foreplay.

"Thank you," I said.

Adrian moved on.

The contact lasted less than a minute.

My pussy was already wet.

Evan leaned near my ear.

"That fast?"

I looked at him.

"What?"

"I know your face."

"Then maybe stop looking at it."

"Not a chance."

Dinner began an hour later.

The seating was informal enough to move between courses. I spent part of the evening beside Evan, part speaking with spouses, part trapped in an unexpectedly interesting conversation about urban development with one of the board members.

Men noticed me.

That was not unusual.

What was unusual was watching Evan notice Adrian noticing them.

A younger private equity partner spent too long asking me about my work. His eyes dropped to my chest twice.

I saw it.

Evan saw it.

Across the room, Adrian saw Evan see it.

The triangle expanded for a moment without anyone speaking.

Later, when I went to the bar alone, Adrian appeared beside me.

"Enjoying yourself?"

"Very much."

"Your admirer seems disappointed."

I followed his gaze.

Private Equity was now talking to somebody else's wife.

"You noticed."

"He was not subtle."

"Neither were you."

Adrian looked at me.

I took a sip of champagne.

"At dinner," I clarified.

"I looked at you."

"Yes."

"And?"

The directness made my pussy tighten.

"And my husband noticed."

His eyes moved toward Evan across the room.

"He usually does."

That line stayed under my skin.

I turned slightly so my shoulder faced Adrian and my body remained visible to Evan.

Deliberate now.

No pretending.

"Do you like that?" I asked.

Adrian's attention returned to me.

"Which part?"

"That he notices you noticing."

He took his time with the answer.

"I like that neither of you lies about it."

My nipples tightened beneath the dress.

There was no reason for that sentence to be erotic.

It was.

Evan approached before I could answer.

He stopped beside me and handed Adrian a small envelope.

"Tom wanted you to have this before dessert."

"Thanks."

Adrian took it.

The two men stood on either side of me for one strange second.

I became painfully aware of height.

Shoulders.

Suits.

The difference in their bodies.

The locker room story returned without permission.

My eyes dropped.

Not far.

Just enough to betray me.

When I looked up, Evan had seen.

His expression changed.

Adrian had seen Evan see.

Fuck.

I reached for my glass.

Evan leaned close.

"You just looked at his cock."

The words were almost soundless.

My pussy clenched.

"I looked at his belt."

"Liar."

"Senior Vice President shouldn't accuse his wife in public."

"Dirty wife shouldn't make it that easy."

My breath caught.

Adrian was three feet away reading the note in the envelope, giving us the privacy of pretending not to hear.

I could not tell whether he had.

The uncertainty made it hotter.

I looked at Evan.

"Careful."

"Why?"

"I might start liking that phrase."

His cock hardened visibly beneath his trousers.

I smiled.

Across the small space, Adrian folded the note and slipped it into his pocket.

His eyes met mine.

He knew something had happened.

He did not ask.

He only said, "Terrace is quieter if you need air."

Then he walked away.

I watched him go.

The club had a long gallery connecting the dining room to the library, lined with framed sailing photographs and windows black with night.

At one point Evan was pulled into a conversation with the CFO and I walked the gallery alone.

Adrian appeared at the other end.

No one else between us.

The distance made the approach feel staged even though it was not.

I kept walking.

So did he.

Ten feet.

Eight.

Six.

My body remembered the office before he reached me.

The smell of his cologne.

The pressure of his palm at my waist.

The obscene little thrill of knowing my husband had watched.

My pussy tightened.

We stopped two feet apart.

"Enjoying the club?" he asked.

"I'm deciding."

"About the club?"

"Among other things."

His eyes held mine.

The black dress suddenly felt much tighter.

Then footsteps sounded behind me.

Evan.

I knew before I turned.

He stopped at the gallery entrance and saw us standing alone.

Adrian did not step away.

Neither did I.

That was the provocation.

Nothing happened.

No touch.

No kiss.

But I watched my husband's eyes travel from Adrian's face to mine, then down the line of my dress.

My nipples hardened under the fabric.

Evan saw.

His cock reacted beneath his trousers.

I saw that too.

The entire exchange lasted perhaps four seconds.

Then Adrian said, "Your husband is being kidnapped by finance."

"Again?"

"Occupational hazard."

Evan reached us.

"I escaped."

I slipped my hand through his arm.

Adrian continued toward the library.

When he was out of earshot, Evan murmured, "What happened?"

"Nothing."

"Your nipples disagree."

I bit back a smile.

"Maybe I like hallways."

"Maybe you're a terrible liar."

"Maybe you like catching me."

His hand covered mine where it rested on his arm.

"Definitely."

The club also gave me my first clear view of Evan inside Adrian's social world as an equal in motion rather than an employee waiting for approval.

The promotion had changed seating, introductions, who asked him questions.

A board member pulled Evan aside for his opinion without looking to Adrian first.

I watched my husband answer.

Calm.

Specific.

Confident.

Adrian stood across the room and let him own the conversation.

Something about that turned me on too.

Not humiliation.

The opposite.

Two powerful men for different reasons, neither one canceling the other.

When Evan returned, I handed him his drink.

"You looked hot."

He blinked.

"Doing what?"

"Working."

"That's deeply unhealthy."

"Probably."

I leaned close.

"Adrian was watching you."

His eyes moved toward his boss.

"Professionally."

"I know."

"And that did what to you?"

I smiled.

"Made me want both versions of this room."

"Meaning?"

"The one where you earned your seat."

His expression softened.

"And the other?"

My gaze slid toward Adrian.

Then back.

"The one where your boss keeps looking at your wife."

His cock hardened beneath the suit.

I took a sip of champagne.

"There. Perfect balance."

"You are impossible."

"Consistently."

Near the end of the evening, music started in the lounge and several couples drifted toward the small dance floor.

Evan held out his hand.

"Dance with the Senior Vice President."

"Is that an order?"

"Absolutely not. HR would kill me."

I laughed and followed him.

The song was slow enough to make conversation unnecessary. His hand settled at my waist. Mine rested on his shoulder.

Across the room Adrian was talking to the board chair.

I noticed him once.

Then twice.

The third time Evan murmured, "You're counting."

"What?"

"How often he looks."

My pussy tightened.

"Maybe."

"How many?"

"Three."

"Four."

I looked up sharply.

Evan smiled.

"You missed one."

The fact that he was counting too sent a ridiculous wave of heat through me.

"You're worse than I am."

"Never claimed otherwise."

His hand pressed more firmly at my back.

"He's looking now."

I did not turn.

That was new.

Instead I kept my eyes on my husband and let the knowledge work through me.

Adrian watching.

Evan knowing.

Me choosing not to look back yet.

My nipples hardened.

Evan felt the change in the way I moved closer.

"Still four?" I asked.

"Five."

Only then did I glance over.

Adrian's eyes met mine from across the room.

He lifted his glass by half an inch.

Nothing more.

I smiled.

Then turned back to Evan.

"Six," I whispered.

His cock hardened against me as we danced.

No one around us had any idea why.

Evan watched me watch.

The night was nowhere near over.


CHAPTER 6 | THE TERRACE

CLAIRE

Later, I went outside.

Not because Adrian had told me to.

Because I refused to move the instant he suggested a place.

I had rules about dignity.

Some of them were becoming theoretical.

The terrace stretched along the back of the club, stone balustrade overlooking dark water and distant marina lights. A few guests stood near heaters at the far end. Adrian was alone closer to the railing, jacket buttoned, one hand around a glass he barely seemed to drink from.

He looked over when the door opened.

No surprise.

Of course not.

I joined him with enough space between us to keep the moment respectable.

"You needed air," he said.

"Apparently."

"Evan?"

"Inside. Talking to finance."

Adrian nodded.

For several seconds we watched the water.

The quiet should have made this safer.

Instead it made every detail louder.

His cologne.

The scrape of my heel on stone.

The soft shift of his cuff when he moved his wrist.

The memory of that hand on my waist.

"Can I ask you something?" he said.

I turned.

"That depends."

"Is Evan still comfortable with this?"

The question surprised me.

Not because it had never been asked.

Because Adrian asked it when he had no immediate access to gain from the answer.

"Yes."

He watched my face.

"That was fast."

"Because we've talked about it."

"And tonight?"

I looked through the glass doors.

Evan was visible inside, half turned toward a group of executives.

He looked over.

Our eyes met.

He saw Adrian beside me.

He did not look away.

"Tonight too," I said.

Adrian followed my gaze.

"He watches you differently now."

My pussy tightened.

"You notice too much."

"You've said that."

"Still true."

"So is the answer."

I turned back to him.

"What changed?"

"He used to watch me."

I waited.

"Now he watches you watching me."

My pussy went wet.

Again, no touch.

No dirty word.

Just precision.

I leaned against the stone railing.

"And you?"

"I watch both of you."

The admission was quiet enough that I felt it more than heard it.

"Does that bother you?"

"No."

"Why not?"

His eyes stayed on mine.

"Because I understand whose marriage it is."

That did it.

I looked away toward the water because if I kept looking at him I was going to do something that would make the terrace very different.

Adrian let me have the silence.

I appreciated that too.

Eventually I said, "Evan had one bad thought when the promotion process started."

Adrian's expression changed slightly.

"About me influencing it."

"Yes."

"Reasonable concern."

"It pissed me off."

"Also reasonable."

I looked at him.

"You removed yourself."

"I did."

"Before he asked."

"Yes."

"Why?"

He turned his glass once between his fingers.

"Because I wanted the answer to whatever happens between us to remain sexual, not economic."

My breath stopped.

That sentence was dirtier than half the things he had said to me in his office.

Not because of the words.

Because of what they made possible.

I stepped closer.

Only one step.

His attention dropped briefly to my mouth.

"That's a dangerous thing to say to me tonight."

"Why?"

"Because I have spent a week trying to be responsible."

"How did that go?"

I laughed softly.

"Poorly."

He almost smiled.

The door behind us opened.

Evan stepped onto the terrace.

He did not look suspicious.

He did not look angry.

He looked at the space between Adrian and me, then at my face.

I let him see everything.

The flushed skin.

The too-bright eyes.

The fact that I had moved closer.

Evan came to stand beside me.

His hand settled on my lower back.

Possessive enough to feel good.

Not controlling enough to feel like a correction.

"Finance survived," I said.

"Barely."

Adrian looked at Evan.

"Congratulations again."

"Thanks."

"Committee made the right call."

Evan nodded.

I felt the tiny release in his hand against my back.

Adrian had repeated the boundary directly to him without making a production of it.

Then he excused himself.

Evan and I remained at the railing.

I waited until Adrian was back inside.

"I want him more now."

Evan closed his eyes.

His cock hardened under his trousers almost immediately.

I glanced down.

"That obvious?"

"Fuck you."

I smiled.

"Later."

He looked at me.

"What did he say?"

"That he removed himself because he wanted anything between us to stay sexual, not economic."

Evan stared at me.

Then laughed once, without humor.

"Of course he said it like that."

"I know."

"And now you're wet."

I leaned close enough that my lips nearly touched his ear.

"Very."

His fingers pressed into my lower back.

"Claire."

"What?"

"We are at my promotion dinner."

"Exactly."

"You are impossible."

"You picked the dress."

That shut him up.

I kissed his cheek and went back inside.

Back inside, the terrace conversation kept following me.

Adrian did not.

That was worse.

He gave me room for nearly an hour.

I watched him speak with other people, laugh once at something the general manager said, listen to a board member with complete attention. He never looked at me long enough for anyone else to notice.

So I did it in my head.

The line about keeping anything between us sexual rather than economic repeated every time I saw him.

At dessert, Evan's knee touched mine beneath the table.

I looked at him.

He knew.

"Still thinking about it?"

"Yes."

"His line?"

"Yes."

"How wet?"

My eyes widened.

He took a sip of wine as if he had asked about the weather.

I leaned closer.

"Enough that if you keep asking me questions at this table, you're going to regret it."

His cock hardened visibly beneath the cloth.

I smiled.

"See?"

"You're the one who said enough."

"I was being honest."

"Dangerous habit."

I pressed my knee against his.

Across the room Adrian looked over.

The timing was almost comic.

Evan followed my eyes.

Then he laughed under his breath.

"Of course."

"What?"

"You light up every time he looks at you."

"Not every time."

Adrian's gaze dropped briefly to where my knee pressed against Evan's under the table.

Then back to my face.

My pussy clenched.

Evan noticed.

"Every fucking time."

I had no defense.

So I took another sip of wine and let him be right.

The terrace also changed the way I thought about Adrian's dominance.

I had expected power to feel like pressure.

With him, it often felt like space.

He did not crowd the silence.

Did not fill every pause with orders.

Did not need me to perform submission so he could perform control.

That made the moments when he did use a firmer tone much more effective.

Back inside, I watched him stop a waiter with two fingers raised, say three quiet words, and solve a seating issue without embarrassment or fuss.

Ridiculous thing to notice.

I noticed anyway.

Evan caught me.

"His hands again?"

I looked at my husband.

"Maybe."

"You have a problem."

"Your boss has hands."

"Most people do."

"Not like that."

His cock hardened.

I smiled.

"Oh, come on."

"What?"

"You're the one who told me to notice the size difference."

"I did not tell you to notice his fingers while he's moving place cards."

"Too late."

Evan shook his head.

Then glanced toward Adrian.

"He is annoyingly good at occupying space."

"Yes."

"You like that."

"Very much."

"Dirty wife."

My pussy tightened under the black dress.

I looked at him.

The phrase was becoming ours.

Sharper each time.

Less experimental.

More accurate inside the game.

Evan took my hand as we finally left.

I held on.


CHAPTER 7 | THE LOCKER ROOM MEMORY

EVAN

I had hoped the locker room story would fade after a few weeks.

It did the opposite.

Memory is a strange thing when sex gets involved. The details you would normally discard become permanent. A glance. A sentence. The shape of a room. The exact moment your wife stops pretending she is not curious.

For me it was the company locker room.

For Claire it was whatever she imagined from the way I had told it.

Three nights after the country club dinner, she brought it up again.

We were in bed.

Nothing dramatic. No lingerie. No heels. Claire wore a white tank and black sleep shorts, red hair spread over the pillow, one knee bent beneath the sheet.

I had been reading.

She had been pretending to.

Then she closed her book.

"You never told me the whole thing."

I kept my eyes on the page.

"That's ominous."

"The locker room."

My cock hardened before I even moved.

Claire noticed the shift beneath the sheet.

Of course she did.

Her mouth curved.

"Interesting."

"Go to sleep."

"No."

"Claire."

"You said he was bigger."

I put the book down.

"We are really doing this?"

"Apparently your dick voted yes."

I looked at her.

She smiled.

"You are enjoying this."

"Very much."

"Why?"

She rolled onto her side.

"Because you hate telling me."

"That's not a good reason."

"It's a fantastic reason."

I laughed once.

Then she touched my chest.

The teasing softened.

"I'm not trying to make you feel small."

"Sometimes you are."

Her eyebrow lifted.

"Sexually."

"Yes."

"And sometimes you like it."

I hated how accurate she was.

"Yes."

Claire's fingers traced down my stomach.

"Then tell me the part you left out."

I stared at the ceiling.

The original moment had been brief and accidental. Adrian changing after a workout. Me at the sinks. A glance I should not have taken and then another because my brain had already registered the difference.

I had told Claire he was bigger.

I had not told her how much that bothered me.

"It wasn't just size," I said.

She went still.

"What was it?"

"Confidence."

"Naked confidence?"

"Don't make it stupid."

"I'm listening."

I exhaled.

"He wasn't trying to show off. That's the problem."

Her hand stopped on my stomach.

"Explain."

"He just... didn't care. No towel choreography. No checking who was looking. Nothing. He was completely comfortable in his own body."

Claire swallowed.

I saw it.

"And his cock?"

There it was.

Direct.

No poetry.

My own cock got harder.

"Claire."

"You want me to say penis?"

"No."

"Good. It would ruin everything."

I laughed despite myself.

She waited.

I gave up.

"Bigger than mine."

Her nipples hardened beneath the tank.

I watched it happen.

She noticed me watching.

"How much?"

"Enough."

"That's not an answer."

"It's the answer you're getting."

She moved closer.

Her thigh slid over mine beneath the sheet.

"Would I notice?"

The question went through me hard.

Jealousy punched first.

Then arousal.

My cock was fully hard now.

Claire's eyes dropped to the sheet tenting over me.

"Jesus."

"Don't."

"You really do like this."

"I don't like all of it."

"Tell me which part you like."

I looked at her.

"Your face."

"What about it?"

"The way you try not to look interested."

That wiped the smile off her mouth.

Good.

"You're wet right now, aren't you?"

Her breath changed.

"Maybe."

"Liar."

"You taught me."

I slid my hand beneath the hem of her tank and over the flat plane of her stomach.

Claire's body was athletic in the way you noticed most when she relaxed. Strong thighs. Firm stomach. Shoulders built from years of training. She could look polished in a boardroom dress and still feel like pure muscle when she hooked a leg around me in bed.

"You're curious about his cock," I said.

Her eyes held mine.

No apology.

"Yes."

The word hurt.

The word turned me on.

Both were true.

"How curious?"

"Enough that I hate you for putting the image in my head."

"I didn't put it there."

"You absolutely did."

"You asked."

"And you answered."

Her hand moved lower beneath the sheet and closed around the evidence of what the conversation was doing to me through my boxers.

I sucked in a breath.

Claire smiled.

"See?"

"You're a pain in the ass."

"Your dirty wife."

The phrase hit me.

She felt it.

Her smile deepened.

"Say it," she whispered.

I looked at her.

"My dirty wife."

Her pussy was wet. I knew from the way she shifted against my thigh before I ever touched her.

"Again."

"My dirty wife is lying in our bed asking about my boss's cock."

Claire's eyes closed.

Her breath came out in a thin stream.

"Fuck."

There.

That was the reaction I wanted.

Not Adrian's body itself.

Her reaction to the idea of it.

I rolled her beneath me.

She opened her eyes.

"Jealous?"

"Very."

"Turned on?"

"Also very."

"Good."

I kissed her hard.

The conversation broke apart after that. Not because it vanished, but because words became shorter and dirtier as our bodies took over.

Boss.

Bigger.

Curious.

Mine.

Each one landed where it was supposed to.

When Claire finally came, she buried her face against my shoulder and bit down hard enough to leave a mark.

Afterward she stayed wrapped around me, breathing against my neck.

I stared at the ceiling.

"Still curious?"

She laughed softly.

"Asshole."

"Not an answer."

Claire lifted her head.

Her eyes were bright.

"More."

My cock twitched against her thigh.

The memory became more specific because Claire kept asking the wrong questions until she found the right one.

"Did you compare yourself immediately?"

I stared at her.

"What kind of question is that?"

"An honest one."

"Yes."

Her thighs shifted under the sheet.

"Physically?"

"Claire."

"You said honest."

I exhaled.

"Yes. His shoulders. Height. His cock. Everything."

Her pussy was wet enough now that when she moved against my thigh I could feel the heat through the thin fabric between us.

I hated how much that turned me on.

"What did you think?" she asked.

"That I shouldn't be looking."

"After that."

"That you would notice too."

She stopped moving.

There.

That was the hidden detail.

Not the size itself.

The instant I had imagined my wife's eyes on the same comparison.

Claire's voice dropped.

"You pictured me seeing him."

"Yes."

"Naked."

"Yes."

"And you got hard?"

I looked down at the erection beneath the sheet.

"Not in the locker room."

She smiled.

"Now."

"Obviously."

Her fingers curled into the sheet beside my hip.

"Tell me what you imagined I'd do."

That question hit harder than any before it.

"Look too long."

Her lips parted.

"That's it?"

"No."

"What else?"

"Try to hide that you were impressed."

A flush climbed her chest.

I watched.

"And?"

"Ask me about it later."

She laughed quietly.

"Which I did."

"Exactly."

"So your fantasy came true before I even knew it was yours."

"Apparently."

Claire moved closer until her mouth was near my ear.

"Want to know mine?"

My cock got even harder.

"I'm probably going to regret this."

"I imagine you watching my face the way you did the first time I saw his cock."

Everything in me stopped.

Jealousy.

Heat.

My cock hardened another notch.

Claire did not soften the sentence.

Good.

We had moved past softening.

"And?" I asked.

Her breath touched my ear.

"I imagine trying not to look impressed and failing."

"Fuck."

She smiled against my skin.

"There."

"You are absolutely doing this on purpose."

"Yes."

"Slut."

Her entire body tightened.

I felt it.

The familiar word still had that power over her.

Claire looked at me.

"Again."

I understood.

"My slut."

Her eyes closed.

The confession had built the pressure. The word released it.

By the time the tension peaked, neither of us was talking about anatomy anymore. We were talking about being seen, caught, compared, chosen.

The body did the rest.

She felt it.

"There," she whispered. "That's why I told you."

The next morning, Claire found the bite mark she had left on my shoulder.

I was shaving.

She walked into the bathroom, saw it in the mirror and smiled with the satisfaction of a vandal admiring fresh work.

"Oops."

"You are not sorry."

"Not remotely."

I rinsed the razor.

She leaned against the counter.

"Did talking about him really get you that hard?"

I met her eyes in the mirror.

"Did hearing about him really get you that wet?"

Her smile changed.

"Yes."

Direct answer.

No game.

It hit harder than teasing.

I turned toward her.

"That's still difficult to hear sometimes."

"I know."

"Don't stop telling me."

Claire's expression softened.

"I won't."

Then, because she was Claire, the softness lasted about three seconds.

"But for the record, you still haven't answered whether I'd notice the difference immediately."

My cock hardened under the towel at my waist.

She looked down.

"Unbelievable."

"You did that on purpose."

"Obviously."

I caught her around the waist.

She laughed and tried to step away.

I held her.

"You enjoy making me jealous."

"Consensually."

"Very responsible."

"Extremely."

"Dirty wife."

Her pussy was wet enough that the phrase changed her stance before her expression.

I saw it.

She knew I saw it.

That mutual awareness had become the engine of our sex life.

No mystery left about whether the fantasy worked.

Only how far we wanted to take it.


CHAPTER 8 | SHOW ME YOUR REACTION

CLAIRE

Once I learned a button existed, I became terrible about pressing it.

Adrian's name had been the first.

The locker room was worse.

By Thursday I knew I could make Evan hard with one sentence if I chose the right detail.

That knowledge was intoxicating.

Also dangerous.

Which made it more intoxicating.

He came home late, dropped his keys in the bowl by the door and loosened his tie while telling me about a pricing problem.

I listened for almost three minutes.

Then I said, "Do you think Adrian knows you told me?"

Evan stopped mid-sentence.

I was standing at the kitchen island cutting strawberries.

I did not look up immediately.

"Told you what?"

I smiled at the fruit.

"Come on."

"Claire."

Now I looked at him.

His cock was already beginning to harden beneath his trousers.

It made me wet on the spot.

"That you saw his cock."

Silence.

I put the knife down.

"Wow."

"What?"

"That fast."

"You planned that sentence."

"All afternoon."

He stared at me.

"You are becoming a menace."

"Promotion changed me."

"My promotion?"

"No. Your honesty."

I walked around the island.

I had changed after work into a fitted white tank and black athletic shorts. Bare feet. Hair in a loose braid. Nothing remotely executive about me.

That was part of the fun.

Adrian could enter our kitchen through language alone.

I stopped in front of Evan and touched his tie.

"Show me."

"Show you what?"

"Your reaction."

"You can see it."

"Not enough."

His eyes darkened.

I liked that look on my husband.

More confident now.

Less afraid of what his arousal meant.

"Say something worse," he said.

My pussy got wetter.

"Worse?"

"You heard me."

I circled the tie around my fingers.

"You want me to make you jealous."

"I want you to stop pretending you don't know how."

That challenge landed beautifully.

I stepped closer until my body touched his.

"Fine."

I lowered my voice.

"I keep remembering how I reacted the first time I saw his cock up close."

Evan went completely still.

His dick hardened against my stomach.

I smiled.

"There."

"Fuck."

"You asked."

"Again."

The word surprised me.

Not the request.

The authority.

I obeyed because I wanted to.

"I compared him to you before I even touched him."

His hand closed around my waist.

"Did you?"

"Yes."

"And?"

I let the silence stretch.

His grip tightened.

"Claire."

"You already told me the answer."

"Say it."

Heat flooded me.

"Bigger."

Evan pulled me against him hard enough to make me laugh once in surprise.

"Dirty wife."

My nipples tightened.

"Your dirty wife."

"Talking about another man's dick."

"Your boss's dick."

His eyes closed for a beat.

I kissed his throat.

"That makes it worse, doesn't it?"

"Better. Worse. Shut up."

I laughed against his skin.

"No."

His hand slid down to my ass and pulled me closer.

My pussy was soaked now, no poetic version required.

I wanted him.

I wanted the jealousy.

I wanted the ugly honesty of saying things that would have scared both of us a month earlier.

And underneath all of it, I wanted the security of knowing we were doing this together.

I pushed his jacket off his shoulders.

He let it fall over a chair.

"Your turn," I said.

"What?"

"Make me react."

Evan looked at me for a long second.

Then he smiled.

I knew immediately I had made a mistake.

"You want to see him again," he said.

My thighs pressed together before I could answer, and wet heat gathered between them.

He noticed.

"Too easy."

"Fuck you."

"You will."

He touched the end of my braid.

"You want him to see you in that black dress again."

"Maybe."

"You want to watch him notice your tits while he pretends to be professional."

My breath caught.

"Evan."

"You want me in the room this time."

That one hit hardest.

I stopped moving.

He saw it.

"There," he said.

My pulse jumped.

"What?"

"Your reaction."

I stared at him.

He had learned the game.

Worse.

He was good at it.

"How close?" he asked.

I swallowed.

"What?"

"You keep talking about me watching. How close do you actually want me?"

The kitchen disappeared for a second.

I saw Adrian's office.

The glass.

Evan beyond it.

Then I imagined removing the glass.

My pussy clenched hard.

Evan saw my face.

"Fuck."

I kissed him before I had to answer.

He backed me against the island.

The edge pressed into my lower back. I opened my legs enough to bring him closer and felt how hard he was.

The conversation stayed inside the sex.

Not paragraphs.

Fragments.

"Closer?"

"Yes."

"In the room?"

I moaned into his mouth.

"Maybe."

"Liar."

"Yes."

The word came out broken.

His hand moved over my hip.

"Watching him touch you?"

"Yes."

"Watching you look at me while he does?"

That pushed me over the edge.

My body tightened against him. My fingers dug into his shoulders. The orgasm hit in a hard, sudden wave that stole every clever answer I had been planning.

I held on until it passed.

When I could breathe again, Evan was smiling.

I hated him a little.

"Do not look pleased with yourself."

"Show me your reaction, you said."

"I changed my mind."

"Too late."

I laughed and put my forehead against his chest.

Then the thought returned.

No glass.

Evan close.

Adrian understanding why.

I lifted my head.

"Next time," I said, "I don't want you downstairs."

Evan's smile disappeared.

That night I discovered there was a difference between being called dirty and being made to prove it.

Evan sat on the edge of the bed after the kitchen, shirt open, tie gone, looking at me like he had finally decided he could play offense.

I stood between his knees.

"Show me your reaction," he said.

"You already did that."

"Again."

I folded my arms.

"To what?"

He looked at the black dress hanging on the closet door from the country club.

Then back at me.

"Put it on."

My pussy tightened.

"Now?"

"You heard me."

I stared at him.

The new confidence in my husband did something ugly and delicious to me.

I picked up the dress.

"No underwear," he added.

My breath caught.

He saw.

"There."

"Asshole."

"Show me."

I went into the bathroom and changed.

When I came back, the dress looked exactly as it had at the club.

What Evan knew underneath made it completely different.

His cock was hard.

I walked slowly toward him.

"Happy?"

"Turn around."

I did.

The dress hugged my ass.

I looked back over my shoulder.

"This what Adrian saw?"

His erection pressed harder against his trousers.

"He saw more."

Heat went straight through me.

"At the club?"

"Your face. Every time you looked at him."

I swallowed.

Evan stood.

He came up behind me and put his hands on my waist.

"You think you're the only one learning how to provoke?"

I smiled at our reflection in the mirror.

"Prove it."

He leaned toward my ear.

"Imagine standing in front of Adrian in this dress with no panties and knowing he doesn't know yet."

My pussy got wet immediately.

I closed my eyes.

"Fuck."

"Show me."

I opened them.

"I am."

"No. Tell me."

The humiliation was consensual, precise, and hot because he knew where the line was.

"I'm wet."

"Why?"

"Because I imagined your boss looking at me and not knowing I'm bare under the dress."

Evan's cock pressed against my ass through his trousers.

"Dirty wife."

"Your dirty wife."

"Wanting his cock."

My knees softened.

"Yes."

The word was almost a moan.

Evan turned me around and kissed me.

The black dress stayed on.

The fantasy stayed between us.

And when pleasure finally broke me open, I understood the promotion had changed Evan too.

He was no longer simply tolerating the game.

He was learning how to run parts of it.

The air changed.

We had found the next door.

After the kitchen scene, the phrase show me your reaction became a private weapon.

Sometimes I used it on Evan.

Sometimes he used it on me.

One Saturday morning I came downstairs in a fitted red running top and shorts, hair braided for a long run.

Evan looked up from coffee.

"You're meeting Sarah?"

"In ten minutes."

I opened the refrigerator.

"Adrian texted about the dinner next week."

Evan's cup stopped halfway to his mouth.

I smiled into the refrigerator light.

"Show me your reaction."

"Fuck off."

"That's verbal."

"Claire."

I turned.

His cock had hardened beneath his sweatpants.

I raised an eyebrow.

"Better."

He set down the coffee.

"What did he text?"

"Nothing dirty."

"Of course not."

"Just confirming numbers."

"And?"

I walked closer.

"And I imagined him typing my name."

His erection became more obvious.

I laughed.

"You're easy now."

Evan caught my hips when I passed.

"Your turn."

"I have to run."

"Show me your reaction."

I froze.

He leaned toward my ear.

"Imagine him seeing you in those shorts after the locker room."

My pussy tightened instantly.

Evan's hand stayed on my hip.

"There."

"Asshole."

"Better?"

I kissed him hard enough to taste coffee.

Then stepped away before the run became impossible.

"Much."

The phrase was silly.

The effect was not.

We had learned how to expose each other's desire on command.


CHAPTER 9 | THE PRIVATE DINING ROOM

CLAIRE

The private dining room had twelve seats.

I ended up between Evan and Adrian by accident.

At least that was what I told myself for the first twenty minutes.

The dinner was legitimate business. A client team, two directors, one outside adviser, spouses invited because the agreement had taken nearly a year and everyone wanted a civilized reason to open expensive wine.

The table was round enough that nobody owned the head.

Adrian still somehow owned the room.

I wore dark green this time.

Not for him.

Mostly.

Evan's hand rested on my knee under the table while Adrian spoke to the client across from us about expansion plans.

I could feel every finger through the fabric of my dress.

Nobody else knew.

That secrecy made my skin hypersensitive.

I looked at Adrian.

He was explaining something about regional operations, one hand around the stem of his glass, voice low and controlled.

Evan's fingers moved an inch higher.

My breath changed.

Adrian's eyes flicked to me.

He noticed.

Fuck.

I picked up my water.

Evan leaned slightly toward me.

"He saw."

Barely a whisper.

"Stop."

His hand moved higher.

"Make me."

I looked at my husband.

There was a confidence in him now that had not existed at the first dinner. He knew I was choosing this. He knew Adrian understood. He knew jealousy did not automatically mean danger.

It made him sexier.

I let my hand disappear beneath the tablecloth and settled it on Evan's thigh.

His eyes stayed forward.

Good.

I moved my fingers slowly toward the hard shape beneath his trousers.

His breathing changed.

Adrian kept talking.

I looked at him while my palm rested over my husband's cock through the fabric.

That was the moment.

Not technically dramatic.

Filthy anyway.

I was touching Evan while looking at Adrian.

Evan knew.

Adrian saw my face and knew something was happening below the table, even if he could not know exactly what.

The circuit lit up.

Adrian finished his point.

The client responded.

I moved my hand once over Evan.

He almost shifted in his chair.

I smiled into my wine.

"You're enjoying this," he whispered.

"Very much."

"Slut."

The word was so quiet nobody else could have heard.

My pussy went wet.

I looked at him sharply.

He did not smile.

That made it worse.

Better.

I leaned toward his ear.

"Your slut."

His cock hardened even more beneath my hand.

Across the table curve, Adrian looked at me.

Our eyes held for one second too long.

I wondered if he could read the words from my mouth.

I hoped not.

I hoped yes.

Dinner moved on.

By dessert, I was a mess under perfect posture.

Evan had stopped touching my knee because he knew the absence would make me more aware of everything else.

Adrian had not touched me once.

That restraint had become a form of contact.

As dessert arrived, one director stepped away to take a call near the door.

Adrian set his glass down.

Evan stood.

I stayed seated for a second longer.

My heel brushed something under the table.

Not Evan.

Adrian.

His shoe.

Accidental.

Probably.

I looked up.

His eyes were on me.

I did not move my foot away.

Neither did he.

The contact was ridiculous.

Leather against leather.

Nothing.

My pussy tightened and my nipples hardened beneath the dress anyway.

Then I shifted my ankle deliberately so the side of my shoe touched his.

Adrian's expression did not change.

Evan saw.

Of course he did.

My husband stood two feet away watching me flirt with his boss using a shoe under a business table.

The absurdity almost made me laugh.

Instead I pressed once, lightly.

Adrian moved his foot back.

Not retreating.

Making me choose whether to follow.

I did.

Evan's hand landed on the back of my chair.

Possessive.

Present.

"Ready?" he asked.

I looked at him.

"Almost."

His eyes dropped toward the hidden space under the table, then returned to my face.

He knew.

My pussy clenched.

I withdrew my foot.

Adrian stood.

No one said a word about it.

That was the hottest part.

Both men sat down again, and the rest of dinner became a study in tiny public cruelties.

Evan knew I was wet.

I knew he was hard.

Neither of us could do anything obvious about it.

So we used ordinary gestures.

He poured my wine without asking and let his fingers brush mine on the stem.

I crossed my legs slowly while looking at Adrian.

Evan saw.

Adrian saw Evan see.

The client beside me noticed nothing except quarterly projections.

At one point Adrian asked Evan a question about market share.

While my husband answered, I let the toe of my shoe brush Adrian's ankle again beneath the table.

This time there was no possibility of accident.

Adrian paused for perhaps half a beat.

That was all.

Evan's voice did not break, but his hand closed around his water glass.

My pussy clenched so hard I had to shift in my chair.

When Evan finished answering, Adrian nodded.

"Good."

The word had professional meaning.

It also carried everything under the table.

I almost laughed.

Later, while dessert plates were being cleared, Evan leaned near my ear.

"If you touch him with that foot again, I'm going to make you tell me every detail in the car."

Heat flashed through me.

"Threat or promise?"

"Both."

I looked at Adrian.

Then deliberately touched his shoe one last time.

Evan exhaled through his nose.

My body hummed with victory.

That was the kind of humiliation I liked now.

Not being made smaller.

Being caught doing exactly what I wanted and forced to admit it later.

Once the clients had left, Evan caught my hand in the hallway outside.

"You touched him with your foot."

"His shoe."

"You followed when he moved."

I smiled.

"You noticed."

His cock was hard again.

"I notice everything now."

I kissed his cheek.

"Good."

At the end of the hall, Adrian turned toward us.

"Claire."

"Yes?"

"Walk with me a minute."

I looked at Evan.

He knew exactly where the story was going next.


CHAPTER 10 | THE EMPTY HALL

CLAIRE

The hallway outside the private rooms was carpeted thick enough to swallow footsteps.

Adrian walked beside me without touching.

Evan remained near the lounge entrance, visible at the far end.

That mattered.

Everything mattered now.

The distance between men.

The fact that I had chosen to walk.

The way Adrian kept his hands at his sides.

The fact that my husband could see us and had not followed.

We stopped near a tall window overlooking the parking court.

Adrian looked at me.

"The shoe."

I smiled.

"You noticed."

"Hard not to."

"You moved away."

"To see if you'd follow."

My pussy tightened.

"Manipulative."

"Efficient."

"That's becoming your excuse for everything."

"It works."

I laughed softly.

Then the humor fell away.

Adrian stepped closer.

Not close enough to touch.

Close enough that I could smell him.

My body had learned that scent.

"Claire."

"Hmm?"

"If I kiss you here, will you regret it?"

The question was direct.

Wet heat gathered between my legs immediately, and my nipples hardened beneath the dress.

But I thought of what I had told Evan in our kitchen.

Next time, I wanted him closer.

I looked down the hall.

Evan was still there.

Watching.

Too far.

I turned back to Adrian.

"Yes."

Something changed in his eyes.

Not hurt.

Interest.

"Because you don't want me?"

"No."

"Then why?"

I smiled slowly.

"Because next time I don't want him at the end of a hallway."

Adrian followed my gaze toward Evan.

Understanding arrived quickly.

"Closer."

"Yes."

"How close?"

My breath caught.

The same question Evan had asked.

I liked hearing it from Adrian for a completely different reason.

"Close enough that I can look at him without searching."

Adrian was quiet.

"And he wants that?"

"Ask him."

His attention returned to me.

"You want me to ask your husband if he wants to watch me touch you."

There.

No poetry.

No disguise.

My pussy got wetter.

"Yes."

The word came out clean.

Adrian looked down the hall again.

Evan had not moved.

"Not tonight," I added.

"I heard you."

"Good."

"You're enjoying giving orders."

"Maybe I've been spending too much time around CEOs."

He smiled.

A real one this time.

Then stepped back.

The restraint almost hurt.

I wanted his mouth.

Wanted his hands.

Wanted the visual of Evan closer than he had ever been.

That was exactly why stopping worked.

We walked back together.

Evan watched every step.

When I reached him, he looked first at my mouth.

Checking.

No kiss.

Then at Adrian.

"Everything okay?"

Adrian answered before I could.

"Claire said next time you should be closer."

Evan went still.

I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from smiling.

"She did."

"Yes."

Adrian looked between us.

"I assume you'll discuss it."

"We will," Evan said.

No awkward alpha challenge.

No ownership performance.

Two adult men acknowledging the woman between them had just moved the rules.

Adrian nodded.

"Good night."

He left.

Evan waited until we were alone.

Then he turned to me.

"You told him."

"I did."

"You told my boss you want me closer while he's with you."

My body heated again at the phrasing.

"Yes."

"Jesus Christ, Claire."

I stepped into him.

"Say it again."

"What?"

"My boss."

He stared at me.

Then his cock hardened.

I smiled.

"There you are."

He caught my waist.

"You're impossible."

"And wet."

His eyes dropped.

"We're in a hallway."

"I know."

"At a client dinner."

"Also know."

"And you're telling me you're wet because you told my boss you want me closer next time."

I leaned toward his ear.

"Very wet."

His grip tightened.

"Home."

"Bossy."

"Get used to it."

I laughed all the way to the elevator.

The ride home lasted twenty-two minutes.

Evan made me account for all of them.

The car ride after the private dining room became exactly what Evan had threatened.

He waited until the doors locked.

"Start with the first time."

"First time what?"

"Your foot touched him."

I looked out the window.

"Accident."

"Bullshit."

"The first time might have been."

"And the second?"

"Not even slightly."

His cock hardened under his trousers.

I saw it in the console light.

"You followed his foot."

"Yes."

"While your hand was on my cock."

My pussy clenched.

"Through your pants."

"Technicality."

"Important technicality."

"You were still touching me while you flirted with him."

The accusation was dirty, not angry.

I liked it.

"Yes."

"Did that turn you on?"

"A lot."

"Which part?"

I thought about it.

"Knowing both of you knew something was happening and nobody at the table did."

Evan shifted in his seat.

"And when he moved away?"

"I liked that too."

"Why?"

"Because he made me follow."

The answer came out lower.

Evan glanced at me.

"You liked chasing my boss under the table."

Heat flooded my face and pussy at the same time.

"When you say it like that..."

"How should I say it?"

I laughed once.

"Exactly like that."

He shook his head.

"Slut."

My nipples tightened under the dress.

"Your slut."

"Touching me while she chases another man's foot."

"Your boss's."

"Jesus."

The word came out rough.

I loved that I could still wreck his composure.

At the next red light, I placed my hand on his thigh.

"Want to know the worst part?"

"Always dangerous."

"I wanted to slide my foot higher."

His cock jumped under the fabric.

I smiled.

"There."

"You're going to kill me before the next dinner."

"Probably."

I squeezed his thigh.

"Better."

The light changed.

He kept both hands on the wheel after that.

Probably wise.

Once we were three blocks from the club, he returned to what had happened in the hallway.

"Every detail."

I looked out the passenger window.

"About what?"

"Don't."

I smiled.

"The shoe?"

"The shoe. The hallway. Your face when you told him I should be closer."

My pussy was still wet.

I shifted in the seat.

Evan noticed.

"And that."

"What?"

"You're wet right now."

I looked at him.

He kept his eyes on the road.

"Yes."

"Because you walked down a hall with my boss."

"Because I told your boss I want you closer when he touches me."

His cock pressed visibly beneath his trousers.

"Fuck."

"Eyes on the road, Senior Vice President."

"I hate that title when you use it like that."

"No, you don't."

"No. I really don't."

At a red light he finally looked at me.

"How close?"

I let the answer sit.

The light changed.

He drove.

"Claire."

"Close enough to hear me."

His hands tightened on the steering wheel.

I leaned back and smiled.

"Close enough that when I say his cock is making me curious, I can see exactly what it does to yours."

"Jesus Christ."

"You wanted details."

"I created a monster."

"No."

I looked at him.

"You gave your wife permission to stop lying."

That silenced him for the rest of the block.

When we reached home, he had the car in park before I finished unbuckling.

The hallway had not given us sex.

It had given us something better for the next stage.

A clear request.

I replayed the hallway conversation in the shower that night.

Not the near kiss.

The question.

How close?

I stood under hot water with my palms against the tile and imagined removing the distance one layer at a time.

Parking garage.

Lobby.

Glass wall.

Doorway.

Same room.

Every step closer changed the fantasy.

By the time I turned off the water, my pussy was wet for reasons that had nothing to do with the shower.

Evan was in bed when I came out.

He looked up from his phone.

"You took forever."

"Thinking."

"Dangerous."

I dropped the towel and reached for a shirt.

His eyes moved over my body.

His cock hardened beneath the sheet.

I noticed.

He noticed me noticing.

"Show me your reaction," I said.

"To you naked? Easy."

"Not that."

I pulled the shirt over my head but left my legs bare.

Then climbed onto the bed.

"I figured out how close."

Evan went still.

"How close?"

I sat astride his thighs.

"Same room."

His erection pressed against me through the sheet.

"Claire."

"You asked."

"I know."

"I want to see your face when he touches me. Not through glass. Not reflected. Right there."

His hands settled on my hips.

"And if I hate it?"

"You tell me."

"And you stop?"

"Immediately."

The clarity made the next part hotter, not colder.

I leaned down.

"But if you don't hate it..."

His breath caught.

"Then?"

I smiled against his mouth.

"Then I want you to watch everything I'm allowed to make you watch."

His cock got harder.

My pussy clenched against the sheet between us.

We kissed.

The plan became physical before it ever became scheduled.

By morning, same room was no longer a fantasy phrase.

It was the next rule.

That morning at home, I wrote the new rule on the back of the same yellow sticky note.

Evan watched from the kitchen doorway.

"What now?"

I turned the note over and wrote:

SAME ROOM.

He stared.

"Subtle."

"Memorable."

"You're building policy documentation for our sex life."

"Compliance culture."

He laughed.

I stuck the note back on the refrigerator with the new side facing out.

Evan walked over and touched the edge of it.

"Same room."

"Yes."

"No glass."

"You look at me if you need me."

"I look at you because I want to."

That answer mattered.

He nodded.

"And if I say stop?"

"Everything stops."

"No argument."

"None."

He looked at the note again.

"You know what's fucked up?"

"Many things. Narrow it down."

"This makes me want it more."

"The rules?"

"Knowing exactly what the rules are."

My pussy tightened.

I leaned against the refrigerator.

"Me too."

He stepped closer.

"You're wet."

"Very."

"Because of a sticky note."

"Because the sticky note says I get to look at my husband while his boss touches me."

His cock hardened.

I smiled.

"See? Documentation matters."

He kissed me before I could make another joke.


CHAPTER 11 | HE KNOWS

ADRIAN

The mistake would have been thinking Claire wanted me more than she wanted the arrangement.

I understood that now.

At first, I had assumed the attraction was straightforward.

An employee's wife noticed me.

I noticed her.

Nothing unusual.

Then Evan noticed.

That changed the geometry.

Most husbands in his position would have closed the situation down, whether through jealousy, discomfort or simple common sense.

Evan did not.

He watched.

Then Claire began watching him watch.

That was when I understood she was not moving away from her marriage.

She was moving through me to reach a part of it neither of them had known existed.

The distinction mattered.

It made the entire thing more interesting.

Also more dangerous if handled badly.

The promotion had clarified that.

When HR first proposed the role, I removed myself from the committee before anyone asked. Not from fear. From preference.

Ambiguity was inefficient.

Claire should never have to wonder whether a kiss had a price attached.

Evan should never have to wonder whether his title did.

Once the committee made the decision, the line became clean again.

And Claire got bolder.

I saw it at the country club.

The black dress.

The way she used her husband's attention like a second pair of hands.

The way Evan had started responding with confidence instead of merely enduring his own jealousy.

Then the private dining room.

Her foot against mine beneath the table.

A childish gesture in another context.

Not in ours.

She had looked directly at me while her hand disappeared beneath the tablecloth toward Evan.

I did not know exactly what she was doing.

I did not need to.

I knew who the performance was for.

Both of us.

That was Claire's talent.

She could make a single choice land on two men differently.

The hallway confirmed the rest.

She stopped me from kissing her because she wanted Evan closer next time.

Not absent.

Closer.

I had expected the husband to become less relevant as the sexual dynamic grew.

The opposite happened.

The more Claire wanted me, the more she wanted Evan to witness that wanting.

The more Evan watched, the more confident Claire became.

The more confident she became, the more difficult she was to ignore.

A closed loop.

I sat in my office late on Monday reviewing acquisition notes and found myself looking at the chair across from my desk.

Claire had sat there once.

Then in my chair.

Then on the edge of the desk.

Furniture had become memory.

I disliked how easily that happened.

My phone buzzed.

Evan.

Business.

Can you look at the revised margin assumptions before tomorrow?

I opened the attachment.

Clean work.

Better than the first version.

I replied: Yes. Third column is still too optimistic.

Thirty seconds later:

Agreed. Fixing.

No Claire.

No coded reference.

Good.

Then another message appeared.

Not from Evan.

Claire.

She had my number because of previous group coordination and had used it sparingly.

Thank you for making the promotion clean.

I read the sentence twice.

Then replied:

It was his promotion.

Three dots.

I know.

Another pause.

That's why I'm thanking you.

I set the phone down.

My cock was hard.

Annoyingly hard.

I looked at the empty office.

Glass walls.

City below.

Her husband's report open on my screen.

That combination should have felt inappropriate enough to kill the erection.

It did not.

My phone buzzed again.

One final message.

Next time, he stays.

No explanation.

None needed.

I leaned back in my chair.

For the first time since this started, I realized Claire was no longer reacting to a fantasy.

She was directing one.

I did not reply to Claire's final message immediately.

Next time, he stays.

The words sat on my screen.

They were not an invitation to replace Evan.

They were the opposite.

An instruction to make him impossible to ignore.

I typed three responses and deleted all of them.

Too clever.

Too dominant.

Too much performance.

Finally I sent:

Understood.

Her reply was almost immediate.

That's annoyingly hot.

I smiled despite myself.

Then returned to the margin file on my monitor.

Evan had revised the third column.

The numbers were better.

I approved them.

Two realities on one screen.

A competent executive whose career had nothing to do with his wife's body.

A husband who wanted to watch that wife choose another man.

The separation did not make either reality less true.

It made both easier to respect.

The next morning Evan entered my office for a normal forecast review.

We spoke for twenty-seven minutes about pricing.

Claire's message never surfaced.

At the door he paused.

"One thing."

I looked up.

"Claire mentioned next time."

"She did."

His expression stayed steady.

"I'm in."

Two words.

No bravado.

No apology.

I nodded.

"Understood."

He laughed once.

"She said you'd say that."

Then he left.

I looked at the closed door.

The husband had just consented to becoming a visible part of what was happening.

The wife had arranged it.

And somehow I was the least powerful person in that particular decision.

I liked that more than expected.

From my perspective, Evan's promotion improved the sexual dynamic for one reason Claire probably did not fully appreciate.

He became less deferential at work.

Not disrespectful.

Not performative.

Simply more willing to disagree with me in rooms where he now owned the decision.

The first time he pushed back after the promotion, he did it in front of eight directors.

"No," he said. "That pricing model will punish the team for behavior finance is creating."

The room went quiet.

I looked at him.

"Alternative?"

He had one.

A good one.

We used it.

That afternoon Claire stopped by to meet him downstairs.

I saw them through the glass near reception.

Evan said something.

Claire looked at him with obvious pride.

Then she looked toward my office.

Our eyes met.

For one second, all three layers existed at once.

Employee no longer quite employee.

Husband.

Wife.

Man she wanted.

Man she loved.

The hierarchy had shifted professionally without dissolving sexually.

Interesting.

Later Claire texted:

He disagreed with you in the meeting today?

I replied:

Correct.

Three dots.

That's hot.

I stared at the message.

Then typed:

Tell your husband.

Her reply:

Already did.

I put the phone down.

The marriage remained faster than me.

Good.

I also understood something about Claire that week.

Her confidence did not come from being wanted by two men.

It came from being able to say what she wanted without losing either man's respect.

That distinction was obvious the next time I saw her with Evan at a charity lunch.

She arrived late, red hair pinned back, cream jacket over a dark dress. Evan was already seated.

Claire kissed her husband's cheek first.

Then greeted me.

Order mattered to her.

Not because she needed to prove loyalty publicly.

Because the marriage was how she framed the rest.

During lunch she teased Evan under her breath about something I could not hear. His ears colored.

She noticed me noticing.

Her mouth curved.

Then she returned her attention to him.

That small refusal to perform solely for me was more interesting than open seduction would have been.

She wanted my attention.

She did not need it.

After lunch, Evan stayed behind for a call and Claire waited near the lobby windows.

I stopped beside her.

"Same room," I said.

Her eyes flashed.

"He told you."

"Yes."

"And?"

"I understand."

Her pussy was not something I could see, but I saw the response in the way her breathing changed and one hand tightened around the strap of her bag.

"That's all?"

"For now."

She laughed softly.

"Annoying."

"Efficient."

"You really need a second adjective."

"I'll consider it."

Evan came toward us.

Claire's eyes moved to him immediately.

There it was again.

The center.

And I wanted to see how far she intended to take it.


CHAPTER 12 | SIT THERE

CLAIRE

The first time Evan stayed in the room, I made him sit down.

That mattered.

Not because I wanted him passive.

Because I wanted to know exactly where he was.

We chose a hotel lounge suite attached to the club, private enough to be safe, separate from the office, and with nothing professional hanging over the evening. Adrian was already there when we arrived.

No work event.

No client.

No excuse.

Just the three of us.

My pulse was so fast I could feel it in my throat.

I wore a fitted cream blouse tucked into a black pencil skirt and heels.

Executive enough to carry the fantasy with us.

Deliberate enough that both men knew exactly why I had chosen it.

Evan noticed Adrian looking.

Adrian noticed Evan noticing.

I noticed both.

The circuit came alive before anyone touched me.

I set my clutch on the side table.

There were two armchairs and a long sofa facing tall windows.

I pointed to one chair.

"Sit there."

Evan looked at me.

"Excuse me?"

"You heard me."

Adrian's mouth almost moved.

I glanced at him.

"Don't encourage him."

"I haven't said anything."

"Your face did."

Evan sat.

The simple act sent heat through me.

My husband choosing the chair because I asked.

Adrian standing six feet away.

Me in the middle.

I walked to Evan first.

That also mattered.

I stood between his knees and placed my hands on his shoulders.

"Still yes?"

He looked up at me.

"Yes."

"If that changes?"

"I tell you."

I kissed him.

Slowly.

Not for Adrian.

For us.

When I pulled back, Evan's cock was hard beneath his trousers.

I let my eyes drop to it.

Then smiled.

"Good."

"You are enjoying this way too much."

"No such thing."

I turned.

Adrian had not moved.

His restraint made my pussy wet.

"Come here," I said.

He did.

Not because I had authority over him.

Because he chose to follow the rule of the room I was building.

I liked that even more.

I stopped him one step away.

"Closer."

He moved in.

Now I could smell him.

Feel the heat of his body.

See the slight shadow at his jaw from a long day even though this was not a work night.

I looked over my shoulder.

Evan was watching.

Not through glass.

Not from a car.

Right there.

My nipples hardened instantly.

Adrian saw.

"He does that to you."

"Yes."

"Watching."

"Yes."

"So do I."

My breath caught.

I looked at him.

"Good."

Then I kissed him.

The first contact hit harder than it should have because Evan was close enough to hear the sound of it.

No glass swallowing breath.

No distance turning movement into guesswork.

My husband could hear everything.

I pulled Adrian's tie loose.

Yes, he had worn one.

Asshole knew exactly what he was doing.

I looked toward Evan while my fingers remained around the knot.

His eyes were fixed on my hand.

My pussy clenched.

"You like the tie," Adrian said.

"He likes me ruining it."

Evan laughed once from the chair.

"Accurate."

The sound went straight through me.

Adrian touched my waist.

I let him.

His palm was large enough to make the old comparison return immediately.

I looked at Evan.

He knew exactly what had entered my head.

"Don't," he said.

I smiled.

"Don't what?"

"Make that face."

"What face?"

"The one where you're thinking about the locker room."

Adrian went still.

Fuck.

I felt heat climb my neck.

Evan saw it.

"There," he said.

Adrian looked at me.

"Locker room."

"Long story."

"Short story," Evan said. "I saw your cock. She asked questions."

The room went completely silent.

Then Adrian looked at me.

I wanted to disappear.

I wanted to climb him.

Both feelings arrived together.

"A lot of questions?" he asked.

I stared at Evan.

"I hate you."

"Liar."

My husband was hard enough that I could see the outline beneath his trousers.

I turned back to Adrian.

"Enough."

His hand remained on my waist.

"And?"

My pussy got wetter.

I laughed once, breathless.

"You two are becoming unbearable."

"Answer him," Evan said.

There was the new confidence.

The tone sent a shiver down my back.

I looked directly at Adrian.

"I was curious about your cock."

No metaphor.

No hiding.

Adrian's own erection became visible beneath his trousers.

That sight almost knocked the rest of the confidence out of me.

Evan saw me notice.

"Fuck," he said quietly.

I looked at him.

He was smiling now.

Not comfortably.

Honestly.

Jealous and turned on and present.

Exactly what I wanted.

I kissed Adrian again.

His hand moved over my back. Mine stayed on his tie. I kept looking at Evan whenever I could, learning how different the experience felt without glass between us.

Every breath mattered more.

Every small sound.

Every time Adrian's body pressed mine close enough for me to feel how hard he was, I watched Evan register it.

My husband did not disappear.

He became louder in my head.

At one point I stepped away from Adrian and went back to Evan.

His eyes followed me.

I stood between his knees again.

"Still okay?"

"Yes."

"Still want to watch?"

His hands settled on my thighs.

"Yes."

I leaned down.

"Then watch."

I kissed him once.

Then turned back toward Adrian.

Before anything moved beyond kissing, I walked the room once.

Not nervously.

Deliberately.

I wanted to understand the sightlines.

From Evan's chair, he could see the windows, the sofa and most of the open space. No glass. No reflection needed.

I stood near the sofa and looked at him.

"Too far?"

"No."

I moved two steps closer.

"This?"

His cock was hard.

"Claire."

"Answer."

"Closer is better."

My pussy tightened.

Adrian watched the exchange silently.

I turned to him.

"You see what I mean?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"You don't want a witness."

I waited.

"You want your husband involved through attention."

The accuracy made my nipples hard.

"Exactly."

Evan shifted in the chair.

Adrian noticed.

"And you like making him react."

"Very much."

"I had noticed."

"Annoying man."

I went back to Evan and stood between his knees.

He put his hands on my hips.

"You okay with him knowing that?"

"He already does."

"Different when he says it."

"Yes."

"Still okay?"

I nodded.

Then leaned close.

"I'm so wet right now."

His fingers pressed into my hips.

"Fuck."

I smiled against his ear.

"That's why I wanted you here."

When I returned to Adrian, I did not feel like I was leaving Evan behind.

I felt like I was carrying his attention with me.

That changed every touch.

The room did something strange to time.

Every small movement stretched.

I stood in front of Adrian while Evan watched from the chair.

Adrian lifted one hand toward my face.

Stopped before touching.

Waited.

I moved the last inch myself.

His fingers brushed my cheek.

My pussy tightened.

Evan saw the choice.

That was why the pause mattered.

Not bureaucracy.

Erotic proof.

I took Adrian's wrist and turned his hand, pressing a kiss into his palm.

Evan inhaled sharply.

I looked at him.

"That?"

"Fuck."

"Good."

"You're grading me now?"

"Maybe."

I let Adrian's hand slide from my face to my neck, then down to my shoulder.

The blouse suddenly felt thin.

My nipples hardened beneath it.

I did not hide them.

"Look at him," Adrian said.

I turned toward Evan.

My husband was staring at Adrian's hand on me.

"What are you thinking?" I asked.

"That his hand looks huge on you."

My breath stopped.

The locker room comparison returned instantly.

Adrian felt my body react under his palm.

"That one got you."

"Shut up."

Evan smiled.

"She likes the comparison."

"I hate both of you."

"No, you don't," they said almost together.

I stared.

Then started laughing.

The tension cracked just enough to keep the moment human.

When I stopped laughing, I was still wet.

Still aroused.

Still between them.

I reached for Adrian's tie again.

"Don't get comfortable."

"I wouldn't dream of it."

I pulled him closer.

The chair creaked behind us when Evan shifted.

Every sound mattered.

For the first time, I understood direct voyeurism was not just more visual.

It was more social.

All three of us were aware of every reaction.

No one could pretend not to know.

The night had changed.

So had I.


CHAPTER 13 | LOOK AT HIM

CLAIRE

I had imagined Evan watching from six feet away.

I had not understood what six feet meant.

It meant hearing him breathe.

It meant seeing exactly where his eyes went.

It meant knowing when jealousy hit because his hand closed around the chair arm.

It meant I could look at him without searching through reflections or glass.

That changed everything.

Adrian stood in front of me near the windows.

Evan remained in the chair where I had put him.

My blouse was no longer perfectly tucked into my skirt. Adrian's tie hung loose. My hair had started the evening pinned back and now fell over one shoulder because I had pulled two pins free without noticing.

Nothing was ruined yet.

Everything felt ruined.

In the best way.

Adrian kissed me.

I kissed him back hard enough that my hand flattened against his chest.

His palm moved over my waist, then lower to my hip.

I opened my stance slightly.

Not for access.

For the image.

For Evan.

I looked at my husband over Adrian's shoulder.

His cock was hard beneath his trousers.

He did not hide it.

My pussy went wetter.

Adrian felt the change in me.

"Him?"

"Yes."

"Look at him."

The words were quiet.

I already was.

That was what made them land.

Evan held my eyes.

Adrian kissed my neck.

My head tilted back.

I refused to close my eyes.

I wanted Evan to see my face.

Wanted him to see what another man's mouth did to me.

Wanted him to know I was not hiding one fucking second of it.

"Claire," Evan said.

My name from his mouth hit differently than Adrian's.

I looked at him fully.

"What?"

"You like this."

It was not accusation anymore.

It was recognition.

"Yes."

"Say it."

Adrian's mouth paused against my neck.

He was listening too.

My body heated at the thought.

"I like you watching me."

Evan's breathing changed.

"Doing what?"

I almost laughed.

He wanted dirtier.

Fine.

"Getting turned on by your boss."

His cock jumped visibly under the fabric.

I saw it.

Adrian saw me see it.

"Again," Evan said.

The word came rougher.

I moved my hand down Adrian's chest toward his belt, stopping before I crossed the line into something too mechanical for the moment.

"I like you watching me want his cock."

Evan shut his eyes for one second.

When he opened them, they were raw.

My pussy clenched.

"Fuck," he whispered.

Adrian's hand tightened on my hip.

Not enough to control me.

Enough to tell me the line had hit him too.

I smiled.

"Both of you."

Adrian looked at me.

"What?"

"Both of you react when I say it."

Evan laughed once, breathless.

"You sound pleased."

"I am."

I kissed Adrian again.

Adrian kissed me again and I backed toward the sofa without breaking contact. My calf touched the edge first. Then the backs of my knees. I reached sideways and found the cool rim of the side table with my fingertips while Adrian stayed close.

Evan stayed exactly where I had left him.

I could see the hard shape of his cock beneath his trousers. He made no attempt to hide it now.

My pussy tightened at the sight.

Adrian remained standing between me and the windows. I put one hand on his chest and felt his breathing under the shirt. The other caught his loosened tie again.

Nothing blurred.

I knew where each man was. I knew whose hand was on my thigh when Adrian touched me. I knew whose eyes dropped to that hand when Evan watched. I knew exactly why my skirt suddenly felt too tight and why my breath kept catching before any touch became complicated.

The geography made the heat stronger because I could choose every direction I looked.

Adrian steadied me.

I sat.

He remained standing.

The height difference became obscene in my head because Evan had put it there weeks earlier.

I looked at my husband.

He saw the comparison hit me.

"Thinking about it?" he asked.

I nodded.

"Say it."

My cheeks burned.

"His cock."

Adrian's erection was unmistakable now beneath his trousers.

I looked.

Evan watched me look.

There was no accidental glance anymore.

I let my eyes stay there.

Then lifted them slowly to Adrian's face.

"Curious?" he asked.

"Very."

Evan inhaled sharply.

I looked at him.

"You wanted honesty."

"I know."

"Still?"

He nodded.

"Still."

I stood again.

The movement brought me close to Adrian. His hand went to my waist. Mine caught his tie.

Then I turned my head toward Evan.

"Come here."

He hesitated.

That was new.

"Claire."

"Come here."

He stood.

My pulse accelerated.

Evan stopped beside us.

Not touching Adrian.

Touching me.

His hand went to my lower back while Adrian remained at my front.

The hotel room door was closed. I stepped back and looked at both men.

Only this time there was no glass.

No anteroom.

No distance.

All three of us were in the same room.

I took off my heels first. One, then the other. Each shoe landed softly on the dark carpet while both men watched me.

I stayed in the pencil skirt and silk blouse, hair partly loose, lipstick already softened.

"Come here."

Both of them moved at once.

I raised one hand.

They stopped.

"You." I looked at Adrian. "Here."

He moved back in front of me.

Then I looked over my shoulder.

"And you, Evan. Behind me."

My husband moved into place. I felt the heat of his body at my back before he touched me.

Adrian in front.

Evan behind.

Both close.

Both waiting.

I opened Adrian's shirt slowly. One button. Then another. My palm moved over his chest before I pulled the shirt free of his trousers and opened his belt.

Behind me, Evan's hand finally settled at my waist.

That touch made me shiver.

I lowered Adrian's trousers to his thighs, then wrapped my hand around his cock through the last layer of fabric and felt him exhale.

I turned my head.

Evan was close enough that I could see every reaction in his face.

With my free hand, I opened his trousers too.

A moment later I had one man in each hand.

Adrian in front of me.

My husband behind me.

Both hard.

Both hot.

Both reacting to the fact that I was touching them at the same time.

I squeezed once.

"You two stay still."

Then I kissed Adrian.

Deep. Slow. My tongue in his mouth while my hand continued stroking Evan behind me.

When I pulled away, both men were breathing harder.

"Kneel."

Adrian went down first.

I looked back at Evan.

He was still standing, cock out, shirt open, face flushed.

I went to my knees between them.

Adrian in front of me.

Evan behind and slightly to the side.

I started with Adrian.

I ran my tongue from the base of his cock to the head, then took him into my mouth. My hand worked what I could not take, wet with saliva.

His breathing changed.

I pulled back with a wet sound and turned.

Evan was waiting.

I took him into my mouth next.

The difference was immediate. Different weight. Different thickness. Different way he filled my mouth.

I knew both bodies too well now to pretend I was not comparing.

So I stopped pretending.

I alternated between them.

Adrian.

Evan.

Adrian again.

My mouth on one while my hand worked the other, saliva running down my chin while both men watched me make the comparison real.

Finally I pulled back and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

"You're different."

Neither answered.

I looked at Evan.

"Adrian is longer. He reaches deeper."

My husband's throat moved.

"But you're thicker," I continued. "You fill my mouth differently."

"You like both."

"I like feeling the difference. I like knowing that if I close my eyes, I'll know exactly which one I'm touching."

My own words made me wetter.

I stood.

"Both of you on the bed."

Adrian sat first.

I took off my blouse and bra, then turned toward Evan.

"Chair."

He hesitated.

"Sit. And look at me."

Evan sat in the leather chair at the side of the room, shirt open, cock still out, hands gripping the arms.

I climbed onto the bed.

I faced my husband and put my back to Adrian.

One knee on either side of Adrian's hips.

I reached behind me, found his cock and guided him into position.

Then I looked directly at Evan.

"Watch."

I lowered myself onto Adrian slowly.

I felt every inch as my body opened around him.

Adrian's hands tightened at my hips.

I stayed still for one breath.

"Can you see?"

Evan's voice came rough.

"Yes."

"Say it."

"He's inside you."

"Say how."

Evan closed his eyes for one second and opened them again.

"He's stretching you. You keep lowering yourself and he keeps disappearing inside you."

I smiled.

"And you?"

"I'm thicker."

"You want me to compare?"

"I want to watch you come."

I started moving.

Slowly at first.

Up until Adrian nearly slipped free, then back down until I had all of him again.

His hands pulled me deeper every time.

I kept my eyes on Evan.

His hands were white around the chair arms.

His cock was hard and shining, forgotten for the moment because he could not stop looking at me.

"He's bigger than you," I said.

Evan swallowed.

"Say something."

"I know."

"And you like seeing it."

"I like seeing you."

"Seeing your wife riding another man's cock."

"Seeing you come on it," he corrected.

That answer made me smile.

"Come here."

Evan stood.

"Kneel behind me."

He climbed onto the bed and knelt close enough for his chest to brush my back.

"Touch me."

His hands came over my shoulders, down my sides and onto my breasts.

"Lower."

One hand traveled over my stomach and between my thighs.

His fingers found my clit while Adrian stayed inside me.

I moaned loudly.

Adrian started moving up into me while I rode him.

Evan kept one hand on my breast and the other between my legs, circling my clit in time with the movement of my hips.

"My slut," Evan said into my ear.

My whole body shivered.

"Yours."

"My slut riding another man."

"Your married slut. The one you let him fuck. The one who comes while you watch."

"Keep talking."

"Your wife. On his cock. With your hand on my clit because you like watching me take him."

"I do."

"Tell me what you see."

"I see him inside you."

"More."

"I see your ass moving on him. I see how wet you are. I see you looking at me while he fucks you."

"And you?"

"I'm hard because I'm watching."

I looked back.

His hand had left me long enough to wrap around his own cock.

"Don't come yet."

"I won't."

"Promise."

"I promise."

I stopped moving.

Adrian stayed inside me while I turned enough to see Evan.

Then I did something I had thought about and never said aloud.

I looked at Adrian.

"Kiss him."

Both men went still.

Then Adrian leaned forward over my shoulder.

Evan met him halfway.

The kiss was rough and unfamiliar. Two men who had never done it before, doing it because I had asked.

I stayed between them and felt both bodies tense around me.

When they pulled apart, my thighs were shaking.

"Adrian, lie down."

He withdrew, leaving me suddenly empty, and lay on his back in the middle of the bed.

I climbed over him again, this time facing him.

Evan lay on his side beside us, close enough that I could see his face.

I lowered myself onto Adrian again.

Not slowly this time.

I took him deep and started riding him hard.

Adrian's hands closed over my breasts.

Evan stroked himself beside us.

"Look at him," I told Evan. "Look how deep he goes."

"I'm looking."

"You don't reach that deep."

"I know."

"And you like knowing."

"I do."

"Because you're my cuck."

His breathing broke.

"I'm your cuck."

"And I'm your slut. Your wife coming on his cock while I look at you."

I rode Adrian harder.

The orgasm started building.

This one was different because Evan's eyes were locked on mine.

"Evan."

"I'm looking."

"Don't look away."

"I won't."

"Tell me what you see."

"I see you coming on his cock."

"More."

"I see you losing control. I see you taking him and still looking at me."

That pushed me over.

My body locked. My back arched. My fingers dug into Adrian's chest.

Then the orgasm exploded through me.

I cried out so loudly the room seemed to shrink around the sound.

I kept my eyes on Evan as long as I could.

When it passed, I folded forward over Adrian, breathing against his shoulder while his hands held my waist.

Evan had kept his promise.

He had not come.

I lifted my head.

"Adrian. Up."

He slid out from under me and went to his knees, cock still hard and slick.

"Finish where I can see."

He wrapped his hand around himself.

"Tell me what you're doing."

"I'm jerking off for you."

"What are you going to do?"

"Come."

"Where?"

"Where you tell me."

"On the floor. I want to see it."

Adrian got off the bed and stood on the carpet beside it.

I watched him stroke faster, his breathing short, his eyes on me.

"Come."

His body locked.

He came in thick spurts onto the dark carpet between his feet, his hand still moving until the last pulse left him.

I watched every second.

Then I looked at Evan.

"Your turn."

He got off the bed and stood where Adrian had been.

"Same place."

Evan wrapped his hand around his cock.

I moved to the edge of the bed and stayed close enough that he could see my face while he stroked himself.

"Tell me what you are."

"Your cuck."

"And what am I?"

"My slut. My wife who comes on another man's cock and looks at me while she does it."

I smiled.

"Come."

Evan's breath broke.

His body went rigid and he came onto the carpet beside Adrian's semen.

When he finished, he took one unsteady step back.

"Stay there."

He did.

I climbed down from the bed.

My legs still trembled.

I went to my knees on the carpet between the evidence both men had left there.

The semen was still warm.

I lowered my head and touched my tongue to it.

Evan stopped breathing.

I licked once.

Then again.

The taste was salty and bitter, and I swallowed while my husband watched me.

I lifted my face and met his eyes before I swallowed again.

Then I stood.

My legs were weak enough that both men reached for me.

I sat on the edge of the bed between them.

Evan took my hand.

Adrian's palm rested lightly between my shoulder blades.

The two men held me steady from opposite sides.

For a while none of us spoke.

"You two," I said finally.

"Both of us," Evan answered.

Adrian laughed softly.

I stayed there between them, still warm, still shaking, my fingers locked through my husband's.

The glass was gone.

The distance was gone.

And Evan was still the first face I looked for.


CHAPTER 14 | AFTER

EVAN

The first thing I noticed afterward was the silence.

Not empty silence.

Full silence.

Claire stood with her back to me at the small bar sink, drinking water in slow swallows. She had put her blouse back on, leaving it partly untucked. One side of her red hair had fallen completely free. Adrian had moved toward the windows, giving us space without leaving the room abruptly enough to make the aftermath feel ashamed.

I looked at my wife.

Really looked.

My legs still felt unsteady.

My emotions were less cooperative.

Jealousy had not vanished because I had enjoyed watching.

That was the first important thing I learned.

The second was that jealousy did not automatically mean regret.

Claire turned.

Our eyes met.

She knew immediately.

"Come here."

I went.

She handed me the water.

I drank.

"Real answer," she said.

"About?"

"You know."

I leaned against the counter.

"Intense."

"Too much?"

"No."

She studied me.

"Any part?"

I looked toward Adrian.

He remained far enough away not to intrude.

Then back to Claire.

"When you stared at his cock."

Her cheeks colored.

Good.

She could still blush.

"That hurt?"

"A little."

"Turned you on?"

"A lot."

She nodded slowly.

No apology.

No celebration either.

Just accepting both things were true.

"When you told him you were curious," I continued, "I wanted to leave and get closer at the same time."

"You got closer."

"You asked."

"Would you have if I hadn't?"

I thought about it.

"Eventually."

Claire smiled faintly.

"Good."

"You say good to disturbing things."

"Only useful disturbing things."

That sounded like Adrian.

I groaned.

"Please do not start talking like him."

She laughed.

The sound helped.

Adrian approached only after Claire reached for my hand.

"You two okay?" he asked.

The question was ordinary.

Necessary.

I appreciated that he did not make a speech about boundaries or masculinity.

"Yes," I said.

Claire looked at me.

"Yes," she repeated.

Adrian nodded.

"Good."

I laughed before I could stop myself.

He looked at me.

"What?"

"You both say that too much."

Claire smiled.

"He's right."

"Noted," Adrian said.

He poured himself water.

The three of us stood in a room that now smelled faintly of Claire's perfume, expensive soap and the kind of sexual tension nobody could pretend had been theoretical.

I looked at Adrian differently.

Not because he had won anything.

Because the fantasy had finally removed the glass.

He was no longer an image on the other side of a barrier.

He was a man who had touched my wife while I stood close enough to hear her breathing change.

And I had stayed.

Chosen to stay.

That mattered.

Claire squeezed my hand.

"Home?"

"Please."

She looked at Adrian.

"Thank you."

His expression shifted.

"For?"

"Understanding the room."

He looked at me, then her.

"It wasn't difficult."

"It could have been."

He accepted that with a nod.

We stayed in the room longer than I expected after the intensity broke.

Claire sat curled beside me on the sofa with her bare feet tucked under one thigh. Adrian had taken the armchair across from us, tie fixed again, sleeves still slightly creased.

The normality was surreal.

I had watched his hands on my wife less than twenty minutes earlier.

Now we were drinking sparkling water from hotel glasses and discussing whether the valet ticket was in Claire's clutch.

She opened the bag.

"Not here."

I checked my pocket.

"Got it."

Adrian looked at us.

"Marital crisis avoided."

Claire laughed.

"Barely."

The humor mattered.

It kept the moment from becoming ceremony.

Still, underneath it, my body had not forgotten anything.

Neither had Claire's.

Her legs shifted on the sofa and I saw her thighs press together.

I knew that movement.

She caught me looking.

"Don't."

"What?"

"You know."

"You're still wet."

Her cheeks flushed.

Adrian looked away deliberately.

That somehow made the statement dirtier.

Claire leaned close to me.

"Yes."

One quiet word.

My cock got hard again.

She felt it against her hip and smiled.

"Seriously?"

"You started this."

"I started many things."

Adrian stood.

"On that note, I'm going to leave before I become part of an argument I don't understand."

Claire laughed.

Then grew serious.

"Adrian."

He stopped.

"Thank you for not making him disappear."

The sentence hit me unexpectedly.

Adrian looked at me.

"Would defeat the point."

He left.

The door closed.

Claire turned toward me immediately.

"Come here."

"I'm already here."

"Closer."

I pulled her into my lap.

She wrapped both arms around me.

The first kiss after Adrian felt important.

Not reclamation.

Not cleaning something away.

Continuation.

My wife tasted like herself and the room and a night we had chosen together.

When she pulled back, her eyes were wet with something that was not sadness.

"What?"

"That was hotter than I thought it would be."

"Which part?"

She smiled.

"You."

I laughed.

"Dangerous answer."

"True one."

She pressed her forehead to mine.

"Watching your face while he touched me was... fuck, Evan."

My cock hardened beneath her.

She looked down and smiled.

"See?"

"We're going home."

"Good."

"Immediately."

"Even better."

The aftermath did exactly what good sex always did to us.

It created the next problem before we had even left the first one.

We left together.

In the elevator Claire leaned against the mirrored wall.

The reflection brought back every earlier elevator scene at once.

I looked at her.

She looked at me.

No Adrian in the car this time.

Still, the fantasy came with us.

"You called yourself my slut," I said.

Her lips parted.

There.

That reaction.

"I did."

"You liked it."

"A lot."

"And his?"

The elevator descended.

Claire held my eyes.

"Not the same way."

"What way?"

She stepped closer.

"When you say it, it tells me where home is."

My cock got hard again.

I laughed helplessly.

"Jesus Christ."

"See?"

She touched the front of my shirt.

"Still mine?" I asked.

Her expression softened.

"Always."

Then the doors opened.

We walked through the lobby looking perfectly respectable.

It was becoming absurd how much I loved that part.

At home, the aftermath continued.

Claire showered first.

I stood in the bedroom loosening my tie and staring at nothing while water ran behind the bathroom door.

The images arrived out of order.

Her hand on Adrian's tie.

Her eyes dropping to his erection.

Her calling herself my slut.

Her coming while looking at me.

My cock hardened again.

The bathroom door opened.

Claire came out wrapped in a white towel, hair wet and darker red against her shoulders.

She saw my erection immediately.

"Seriously?"

"Your fault."

"Which part?"

"Do not make me list them."

"I absolutely will."

She sat on the edge of the bed.

"Worst part first."

I laughed without humor.

"You staring at him."

"His cock."

"Yes."

"Say it."

"You staring at my boss's cock while I watched."

Her thighs pressed together under the towel.

I saw.

"And best part?"

I looked at her.

"You looking at me when you came."

The teasing left her face.

"Mine too."

That answer settled something I had not known was still moving.

I went to her.

Claire opened her knees and pulled me between them.

"Tonight was not a test," she said.

"What was it?"

"A discovery."

"Which is?"

She wrapped her arms around my neck.

"I don't want you outside the fantasy anymore."

My cock pressed against the towel at her thigh.

Her mouth curved.

"Apparently you agree."

"Very funny."

"Very hard."

I kissed her.

The night belonged to us after that.

The voyeurism had not spent our desire.

It had brought it home charged.

The next day was worse in a completely different way.

Monday morning.

Nine o'clock.

Adrian sat across the conference table from me while Claire's orgasm from the night before replayed behind my eyes.

He wore a navy suit.

Perfect tie.

No visible trace of the man who had stood with his hands on my wife's hips while I watched.

I hated that composure.

My cock hardened beneath the table because apparently humiliation had become a weekday activity.

Adrian clicked to the next slide.

"Bennett?"

I realized he had asked me a question.

"Sorry. Repeat?"

Two directors looked over.

Adrian did not smile.

"Forecast variance. Northeast."

I forced my brain back into work.

"Three point two below plan, mostly timing. Two accounts moved to next month."

"Recoverable?"

"Yes."

"Good."

That fucking word.

Claire had said it the night before.

Adrian had said it while she stood between us.

Now he was using it about revenue.

I looked down at my notes until my body remembered we were in a boardroom.

After the meeting, Adrian stopped me near the door.

"You okay?"

"Fine."

His eyes held mine for a second.

He knew exactly why I was distracted.

He did not expose it.

"Get some sleep," he said.

"That's your professional advice?"

"Extremely."

I laughed despite myself.

Then went back to my office and texted Claire.

Your fault.

Her reply:

What did I do?

I typed:

He said good in a forecast meeting and I nearly died.

Three dots.

Then:

HAHAHAHA.

Followed by:

My poor cuck.

My cock hardened again.

I locked the phone.

Monday morning had officially become part of the fetish.


CHAPTER 15 | THE PROMOTION WAS MINE

EVAN

The insecurity did not disappear in one dramatic revelation.

It died through paperwork.

Several weeks after the promotion, I had to sign the final compensation package with HR. The packet included interview notes, scorecards and the committee recommendation.

I did not ask for them.

They were simply part of the governance record.

My scores were there.

Leadership.

Commercial performance.

Retention.

Expansion.

Cross-functional credibility.

Adrian's name appeared nowhere in the decision section except as founder and excluded interested executive.

I sat in my office holding twenty pages of boring corporate proof that my wife's body had not bought my title.

The relief embarrassed me.

I took the packet home.

Claire was in the kitchen wearing running tights and a sports bra, hair damp from a workout, drinking water directly from the bottle like a person who had never been told cups existed.

I dropped the folder on the island.

"What's that?"

"My exorcism."

She raised an eyebrow.

I opened it to the committee page.

Claire read.

Then read again.

Her expression softened.

"You needed this."

"Apparently."

"Do you feel stupid?"

"Extremely."

"Good."

I looked at her.

She smiled.

"Sorry. Useful stupid."

"You and Adrian are becoming the same person."

"Take it back."

I laughed.

She came around the island and put both arms around my waist.

"The promotion was yours," she said.

Something in my chest loosened.

"Yeah."

"Say it."

I looked down at her.

"The promotion was mine."

"Again."

"You are enjoying this."

"A little."

"The promotion was mine."

She kissed me.

"Good."

"You did that on purpose."

"Obviously."

I rested my forehead against hers.

"I think I needed to see it in writing."

"That's okay."

"I should have trusted it."

"You did. Mostly."

"Mostly is not impressive."

"Mostly is human."

I held her tighter.

The strange thing was what happened next.

Once the insecurity finally loosened, the sexual part got hotter.

Cleaner.

There was nothing left to contaminate the fantasy.

Claire felt it too.

I saw it in her face before she said anything.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"Liar."

She looked toward the folder.

Then back at me.

"Now I can think about him without wanting to punch you first."

My cock hardened.

She laughed.

"There it is."

"You couldn't give me five minutes?"

"I gave you almost three weeks."

"Generous."

She stepped closer.

Her skin was still warm from training. The sports bra left her shoulders bare, muscles defined beneath freckles I had kissed a thousand times.

"You know what the worst part is?" she asked.

"I'm afraid."

"I respect him more because he stayed out of it."

My erection got harder.

Claire looked down.

"Jesus, Evan."

"You are doing this deliberately."

"Yes."

"Dirty wife."

Her nipples tightened.

"Your dirty wife."

"Who stared at my boss's cock right in front of me."

Her breath caught.

Good.

The shame had changed sides now.

Not toxic shame.

Erotic exposure.

Claire liked being caught wanting.

I had learned that.

She reached for my belt.

"And you watched."

"I did."

"And stayed."

"I did."

"And got hard."

"Very."

Her smile turned wicked.

"Senior Vice President. Very respectable."

I caught her around the waist and lifted her onto the island.

She laughed, legs opening around me.

"Paperwork first," I said.

"What?"

I picked up the committee packet and moved it safely away from the edge.

Claire stared.

Then started laughing so hard she had to hold my shoulders.

"You are impossible."

"You married me."

"Unfortunately."

"Still mine?"

The joke faded.

She put one hand on my face.

"Always."

Claire hooked her legs around my hips and pulled me closer to the island. The sports bra stayed crooked from the way I had grabbed her. Her skin was still warm from training, stomach firm beneath my palm, red hair escaping the loose knot at the back of her head.

She kissed me hard.

No Adrian.

Not yet.

I held her hips and she moved against me with impatient, familiar certainty. There was nothing tentative in the way she wanted me. That mattered more after everything we had been experimenting with.

"Mine," I said.

Claire's eyes stayed on me.

"Yours."

The word landed clean.

Then she smiled.

I knew that smile.

"Don't."

"What?"

"You know exactly what."

She leaned toward my ear.

"Your boss watched me look at his cock."

My entire body tightened. My cock went painfully hard against her.

Claire laughed softly against my neck.

"There."

"You are such a slut."

Her pussy pressed hotter against me through the thin fabric between us.

"Your slut."

I caught the back of her neck and kissed her.

The name had entered once, exactly where she wanted it, then disappeared again. The rest belonged to us.

Claire's breathing shortened. Her thighs tightened around me. Her fingers dug into my shoulders, then loosened, then grabbed again when the pleasure climbed too fast for her to control.

"Look at me," I said.

She did.

When the orgasm hit her, there was no performance left in her face. Her body locked against mine, breath breaking, eyes fighting to stay open because I had asked her to look.

She held my gaze until she physically could not, then buried her face against my neck and shook through the last of it.

But Adrian was not the center.

We were.

The folder on the counter mattered only because it had removed the last shadow from everything else.

Afterward she sat on the island drinking from her water bottle again, hair messier, sports bra crooked, looking deeply pleased with herself.

I glanced at the folder.

"My promotion."

She nodded.

"Your promotion."

"Our filthy problem."

The next morning I carried the promotion packet back to the office.

Adrian was already there.

He called me into his office at nine fifteen to discuss an acquisition lead.

I sat across from the desk that had accumulated far too many meanings.

For the first time, none of them made me feel smaller.

Adrian slid a forecast across to me.

"What do you see?"

I read it.

"They're hiding churn in the expansion assumptions."

"How much?"

"Maybe four points."

"Show me."

We worked for thirty minutes.

No Claire.

No sexual subtext.

Just two executives arguing about numbers.

I realized halfway through that this was what I had needed.

Not reassurance.

Ordinary professional competence after extraordinary private knowledge.

At the end Adrian leaned back.

"Your call on next steps."

The sentence landed differently now.

My call.

My role.

My authority.

I closed the folder.

"I'll take it."

"Good."

I stood.

At the door I looked back.

The desk was still the desk.

It could be a workplace at nine fifteen and a fantasy in another context without either meaning canceling the other.

That was adulthood, apparently.

Compartmentalization with erections.

I almost laughed walking back to my office.

Then Claire texted.

How's the fancy title today?

I replied:

Mine.

She sent a single heart.

Then, ten seconds later:

His desk still hot?

My cock hardened.

I put the phone facedown.

Some lessons took longer.

The new role also gave me a practical test I had not expected.

I now had authority over people who used to be peers.

One afternoon I had to tell a director his region was being reorganized. He took it badly.

For twenty minutes I listened to every accusation I had secretly feared people would make about my promotion.

Favorite.

Political.

Preselected.

When he left, I sat alone in my office feeling twelve years old.

Claire called at exactly the wrong time.

I answered anyway.

"Bad day?"

"How do you know?"

"Your text had punctuation."

I laughed.

Then told her.

She did not immediately reassure me.

That was why I trusted her.

"Was he wrong about anything?" she asked.

I thought.

"Some people will think the process was political no matter what."

"True."

"And I was already close to Adrian."

"Professionally."

"Yes."

"And you were already qualified."

"Yes."

"Then lead."

Simple.

Not romantic.

Useful.

After we hung up, I reopened the reorganization plan and made two changes because the angry director had actually been right about one operational risk.

That was the promotion too.

Not just money or status.

Responsibility.

By the time I went home, I felt ownership of the role in a way no scorecard could provide.

Claire met me at the door.

"Better?"

"Mine," I said.

She smiled.

"Yours."

Then, because she had no respect for solemn moments, she added, "Still want me to wear the black skirt around your boss?"

My cock hardened instantly.

I looked at her.

"You couldn't give me thirty seconds."

"I gave you twenty-two."

I laughed and kissed her.

Life, apparently, had room for both.

That evening Claire insisted on opening a bottle of champagne even though we had already celebrated twice.

"What is this one for?"

"The insecurity dying."

"Morbid."

"Useful."

She poured two glasses.

We took them to the balcony.

For a while we talked about ordinary things. Bills. Her work. Whether the upstairs shower was still leaking.

Then she leaned against the railing.

"Do you feel different around him now?"

I knew which him.

"At work?"

"Both."

I thought about it.

"At work, yes. I don't feel like every disagreement is an audition anymore."

"And outside work?"

My cock began to harden just thinking about the hotel lounge.

Claire noticed.

"That answers it."

"I hate how visible I am to you."

"I love it."

She stepped closer.

"You know what changed for me?"

"What?"

"Before, part of the thrill was him being above you."

Jealousy pricked.

She saw it.

"Keep listening."

I did.

"Now I think it's hotter that you're not beneath him anymore and still want to watch."

That landed differently.

My erection hardened fully.

Claire smiled.

"There."

"You really like reactions."

"Very much."

"So the humiliation is changing."

"Yes."

"Into what?"

She considered.

"Choice."

The word stayed with me.

I had thought being stronger professionally might kill the fetish.

Instead it stripped away the part I feared and left the part I wanted.

Choice.

Her smile widened.

"Definitely ours."


CHAPTER 16 | PACK A BAG

CLAIRE

Adrian announced the business trip on a Wednesday morning.

I was not there.

That made Evan's phone call afterward much more entertaining.

"Pack a bag," he said.

I was at my desk answering email.

"Hello to you too."

"Chicago. Three weeks. Closing meetings Thursday and Friday. Spouses invited for the weekend because Vale apparently decided executives become human after five p.m. on Friday."

I stopped typing.

"Adrian is going."

Silence.

"Claire."

"What?"

"I gave you several pieces of information."

"I identified the relevant one."

"I hate you."

"No, you don't."

His sigh came through the phone.

"Same flight."

My pussy tightened.

"Same hotel?"

Another pause.

"Yes."

I leaned back in my chair.

"Same floor?"

"I don't know."

"Find out."

"I am not calling travel and asking whether my boss's room is close enough for my wife to misbehave."

I laughed.

"Coward."

"Senior Vice President coward."

"Congratulations again."

"You're impossible."

"Pack a bag, you said."

"I regret everything."

We hung up.

I stared at my screen for almost a full minute without reading a word.

Airport.

Hotel.

Pool.

Elevators.

Adjoining corridors.

The fantasy changed shape immediately when it left the office.

No glass conference room.

No desk with Adrian's name above it.

But the hierarchy traveled with us.

He was still the man Evan answered to in meetings.

Still the man whose body my husband had accidentally compared to his.

Still the man I had kissed while Evan watched.

And now there would be a room number.

That night I put an empty suitcase on the bed.

Evan stood in the doorway.

"You're enjoying this already."

"I'm packing."

"You put the suitcase out three weeks early."

"Preparation is attractive."

"No. You're fantasizing."

I looked at him.

"A little."

"About what?"

"The hotel."

His cock hardened beneath his jeans.

I saw it.

He saw me see.

No embarrassment anymore.

Progress.

I opened the closet.

"Business clothes first."

"For you?"

"For me."

"You're not working."

I pulled out a cream blouse.

"I know."

Then the black pencil skirt.

Evan laughed once.

"Absolutely not."

"Why?"

"Because you know exactly what that outfit means now."

"That's why I'm packing it."

He came closer.

"Claire."

I held the skirt against my hips.

"Do you think he'll notice?"

It was the same question I had asked before the first dinner.

We both heard the echo.

Evan stared at me.

Then smiled slowly.

"He'll notice."

No hesitation this time.

That difference made my chest tighten.

Months earlier I had needed permission to admit I wanted to be noticed.

I did not anymore.

I put the skirt in the suitcase.

Then added a swimsuit.

Evan watched.

"That one?"

"Problem?"

"Very little fabric."

"Pool rules."

"Bullshit."

"Probably."

I added a dinner dress.

Then heels.

Then a silk robe.

Evan picked up the robe.

"Necessary?"

"Hotel."

"Dangerous answer."

"You like dangerous answers."

He looked at me.

"I like honest ones."

That landed deeper.

I took the robe from him.

"Fine. Honest answer?"

"Always."

"I want to know what it feels like to walk down a hotel corridor toward Adrian's room while you know exactly where I'm going."

Evan's erection became obvious.

His eyes stayed on mine.

"Fuck."

"You asked."

"I know."

"Still want honesty?"

He nodded.

I stepped closer.

"I want a door between us that I can choose to open."

His breathing changed.

"And me?"

"Close."

"How close?"

I smiled.

"Closer than the office."

"Same room?"

Heat rolled through me.

"Maybe."

"Liar."

I kissed him.

"Eventually."

He took my face in both hands.

"You really changed."

"So did you."

"For better?"

"Ask me in Chicago."

We stood beside the open suitcase for a moment, both understanding the trip was still weeks away and already part of our sex life.

Then Evan's phone buzzed.

He glanced down.

Adrian.

Travel confirmation.

Evan opened it.

I leaned over his shoulder.

The hotel name appeared first.

Then flight details.

Then the room block.

Executive floor.

Three keycards would eventually exist somewhere in that building.

One for Evan.

One for me.

One for Adrian.

I looked at my husband.

He was already looking at me.

Neither of us said anything.

Over the next three weeks the trip infected ordinary life.

A luggage advertisement made me think of hotel corridors.

A keycard at my gym made me imagine Adrian's room number.

Evan mentioned business class and I pictured the three of us in an airport lounge with nowhere private to hide the looks.

The anticipation became its own long stretch of foreplay.

I bought nothing new at first.

Then I bought a swimsuit.

Not obscene.

Worse.

Simple black one-piece, high cut at the hips, low enough at the back to show the athletic line of my body without looking like I had dressed for attention.

I tried it on at home.

Evan was answering email on the bed.

I walked out of the bathroom.

He stopped typing.

"No."

I smiled.

"No what?"

"You're not taking that."

"Why?"

"Because I know what you're doing."

I turned slowly in front of the mirror.

The suit made my legs look longer and my shoulders sharper. My red hair was piled on top of my head.

"I'm swimming."

"You're going to stand at an executive hotel pool and pretend you don't know my boss is looking at your ass."

My pussy went wet.

I met his eyes in the mirror.

"Show me your reaction."

He looked down at his own lap.

His cock was hard beneath his pants.

"Happy?"

"Extremely."

He closed the laptop.

"Come here."

"No."

"Claire."

"I want to save the swimsuit."

"For Adrian?"

The jealousy in his voice sharpened the air.

I walked to him and stopped between his knees.

"For you watching Adrian see me in it."

The distinction changed his face.

He put both hands on my hips.

"That's worse."

"Better."

"Both."

"Exactly."

I kissed him.

The suitcase remained open on the bed behind us.

By the time we finally packed it for real, the trip had been happening in our heads for weeks.

The week before the trip, Adrian came to our house for the first time.

Not for sex.

For a legitimate planning dinner with Evan and two other executives before an early conference call.

That made it worse.

I wore jeans and a fitted black top.

Nothing corporate.

Nothing planned.

At least that was what I told myself until I changed earrings twice.

When the doorbell rang, my pulse jumped.

Evan looked at me from the dining room.

"You okay?"

"Fine."

"Liar."

"Open the door."

Adrian entered carrying a bottle of wine and a laptop bag.

Seeing him inside our home shifted something immediately.

His body looked larger without office architecture around him.

The same shoulders.

Same hands.

Different frame.

He greeted me with a brief hug because the other executives were right behind him.

One arm around my back.

Two seconds.

My pussy tightened.

Evan saw my face over Adrian's shoulder.

I knew because his mouth twitched.

Asshole.

Dinner stayed professional for almost two hours.

Forecasts. Flight times. Closing agenda. Client personalities.

Adrian was simply Evan's boss at our dining table.

That normality became its own provocation.

I served coffee and watched the hand that had held my hip pick up a teaspoon.

I watched him use the same calm voice to discuss contract language that had once told me to look at my husband.

My nipples hardened under my top.

Evan noticed.

Of course.

Later, when everyone had left, he closed the door and leaned against it.

"You were wet through half of dinner."

I stared at him.

"You cannot know that."

"I know your face."

I walked toward him.

"Maybe I was thinking about Chicago."

His cock hardened.

"Same hotel."

"Same floor, maybe."

"Pool."

"Keycards."

"My boss."

My pussy clenched.

I smiled.

"Your boss in our house."

He caught my waist.

"That's fucked up."

"Very."

"You loved it."

"Very."

We kissed against the front door Adrian had walked through less than five minutes earlier.

The trip suddenly felt close enough to touch.

Two days before departure, the hotel app finally populated our reservation.

Evan opened it at breakfast.

"Floor eighteen."

My spoon stopped halfway to my mouth.

"Room?"

"Eighteen eight."

"And Adrian?"

"I am not stalking his reservation."

I stared at him.

He lasted six seconds.

"Eighteen twelve."

My pussy tightened.

"A few doors."

"Do not say it like that."

"Like what?"

"Like you've been waiting your whole life for room numbers."

I smiled.

"A few doors."

His cock began to harden beneath the table.

"Claire."

"Show me your reaction."

"We are eating eggs."

"Your dick does not care."

He looked down.

Then at me.

"Apparently not."

I picked up my coffee.

"Do the rooms connect?"

"I hate you."

"That's not an answer."

He opened the hotel floor plan.

My pulse jumped.

"Ours connects to eighteen ten," he said.

"Not his."

"Correct."

I should have been disappointed.

Instead the corridor itself became hotter.

A door I would have to choose to cross.

A walk Evan could see.

A keycard light turning green.

I leaned back.

"Good."

"Good?"

"I don't want architecture making the choice for me."

Evan stared.

Then his expression softened into something almost proud.

"There she is."

"Who?"

"The woman who used to ask if my boss would notice her dress."

I smiled.

"He will."

"Yes."

"And this time?"

Evan reached across the table and took my hand.

"This time I'll be close enough to watch you notice him back."

My pussy went wet before breakfast was finished.

We had said enough.

The hotel had entered the marriage before we had even packed the first real bag.

The night before departure, the suitcase finally closed.

I sat on top of it while Evan pulled the zipper around the last corner.

"You packed too much."

"I packed options."

"You packed three versions of danger."

"Four. You missed the cream blouse."

He stopped with one hand on the zipper.

His cock hardened beneath his lounge pants.

I looked down.

Then up.

"Still easy."

"You are sitting on a suitcase talking about the blouse you wore in his office."

"And?"

"And my body has no standards anymore."

I laughed.

My phone vibrated on the bed.

Flight check-in.

I opened it.

Three names from the corporate travel block appeared on the same itinerary screen.

EVAN BENNETT. CLAIRE BENNETT. ADRIAN VALE.

I showed Evan.

He stared for two seconds.

"That should not be hot."

"It is."

"Very."

I leaned back on my hands.

"Tomorrow we'll be sitting in an airport lounge pretending this is a normal business trip."

"It is a normal business trip."

"For you."

"For all of us until Friday evening."

I smiled.

The boundary was still there.

Clean.

Useful.

Professional meetings first.

Fantasy after.

That certainty made anticipation easier to enjoy.

Evan stood between my knees.

"One last question before Chicago."

"What?"

"If you get to his door, are you going to hesitate?"

My pussy tightened.

I thought about the elevator from months earlier. The first dinner. The first kiss. Glass. Office. Chair. The room where Evan had finally stayed close enough to hear me breathe.

Then I looked at my husband.

"Yes."

He seemed surprised.

"Really?"

"Of course."

I touched his face.

"Hesitating isn't the same as saying no."

His expression softened.

"And if you say yes?"

I smiled.

"You'll know."

"How?"

I slid off the suitcase and kissed him.

"The keycard light will turn green."

That sentence fucked us before Chicago existed.

I pushed Evan onto the bed beside the closed suitcase and took his cock out.

"Slap it on my tongue. Practice."

He did. I sucked him until spit ran and then climbed on.

"Corridor. You behind me. His door. If I knock, you stay. If I look back, you say look at him."

"And if I get jealous."

"You get jealous and hard. Both. That is the deal."

I rode until the headboard answered and came with his name, then whispered Adrian only once, on purpose, to watch the jump.

He came deep.

"Pack the skirt," he said.

"Already in."

That image stayed between us when we went to bed.

A hotel corridor.

Three adults who knew the rules.

Three keycards.

And no office glass left to stand between us.
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CHAPTER 1 | DEPARTURES

CLAIRE

Airports make everyone look temporary.

People become luggage, boarding groups, gate numbers, shoes kicked off at security, coffee held too close to the chest. Even expensive people lose some of their armor under fluorescent light.

That was why seeing Adrian Vale at Terminal C unsettled me more than seeing him behind glass ever had.

He was standing near the priority counter in dark trousers and an open-collar white shirt, jacket folded over one forearm, carry-on beside him. No boardroom table. No company logo behind his shoulder. No assistant waiting with a folder. Just Adrian, broad through the shoulders, sleeves rolled once, expensive watch visible, talking quietly to an airline employee who seemed to lean toward him without realizing she was doing it.

I slowed.

Evan noticed before I did.

"You found him."

I looked at my husband. "What?"

"You walked into the terminal and found him in under thirty seconds."

"He is six-foot-something and built like a building with opinions."

"That is not a denial."

I smiled and adjusted the strap of my bag.

I had dressed for travel with more care than I wanted to admit. Black tailored pants. Cream knit top fitted close enough to make Evan look twice when I came downstairs. White sneakers because I refused to suffer for fantasy before breakfast. My red hair was pulled into a low ponytail, neat now but already threatening to escape around my temples.

Evan had watched me pack the night before.

He had watched me choose the black swimsuit.

He had watched me hold two dinner dresses against my body in front of the mirror.

He had watched me place both in the suitcase.

We had not said Adrian's name until the zipper was closed.

Then Evan had said, "Two dresses?"

And I had answered, "I haven't decided how much trouble I'm packing."

Now trouble stood twenty yards away and looked up.

His eyes found Evan first.

Then me.

The shift lasted less than a second.

My pussy tightened anyway.

Adrian excused himself from the counter and walked toward us. People moved around him. Nobody knew what he meant inside our marriage. Nobody knew what I had done in his office. Nobody knew what Evan had watched through glass.

That anonymity was intoxicating.

"Bennett," Adrian said.

"Vale."

Then Adrian looked at me.

"Claire."

"Adrian."

No handshake this time.

That was new.

We had reached the strange stage where touching politely would have felt more intimate than not touching at all.

His eyes moved over my clothes once, not crude, not hidden either.

"Traveling light?"

"Ask Evan."

My husband sighed. "She packed for three climates and at least one imaginary scandal."

"Only one?" Adrian asked.

I laughed before I could stop myself.

There it was again. The small crack in his professional reserve that appeared more often now, never enough to make him ordinary.

The gate agent called first class.

Adrian lifted his carry-on.

"See you inside."

He walked away.

I watched him for three steps.

Four.

Then I looked at Evan.

He was watching me watch.

My pussy tightened with that familiar, increasingly dangerous little pulse.

"Don't," I said.

"I didn't say anything."

"Your face did."

"My face said my wife just watched my boss walk away."

"Your face needs better hobbies."

He stepped closer, close enough that the crowd concealed us without privacy.

"You like him without the suit."

My cheeks warmed.

"I like you jealous before nine in the morning."

"That isn't an answer."

"It's the answer you're getting at Gate C19."

We boarded ten minutes later.

Adrian was already seated several rows ahead. He had the window. A man in a navy blazer sat beside him, tapping furiously at a laptop. Adrian looked up when we passed.

His eyes went to my face, then briefly to the ponytail hanging over one shoulder.

"Safe flight," he said.

It was ridiculous how sexual two ordinary words could become after enough history.

Evan touched the small of my back and guided me down the aisle.

We had seats together farther back in business class. I took the window. Evan took the aisle.

As soon as we sat, I buckled in and leaned toward him.

"He looked."

"You are impossible."

"You saw it."

"I saw you checking whether I saw it."

I smiled.

"That's different."

"Is it?"

"Very."

He put his hand on my knee.

The touch was casual enough for a flight attendant walking past.

It did not feel casual to me.

I covered his hand with mine.

"You nervous?" I asked.

"About the trip?"

"About me."

His thumb moved once against my leg.

"You want the flattering answer or the real one?"

"Always the real one."

He looked toward the front of the plane.

Adrian was invisible behind the seatbacks.

"Yes."

The honesty sent a warm current through me.

"Good nervous?"

"Ask me again when we're on the same hotel floor."

I turned toward the window to hide my smile.

The plane pushed away from the gate.

As we taxied, I caught Adrian's reflection faintly in the darkened window across the aisle when he stood to place something in the overhead bin.

I did not turn around.

I watched the reflection.

Evan saw me doing it.

His hand tightened on my knee.

That was how the trip began.

Not with a kiss.

Not with permission.

With a reflection in airplane glass and my husband's fingers tightening against me because he knew exactly where I was looking.

By the time the plane lifted through the clouds, my body already understood something my brain was still pretending to negotiate.

The office had contained our fantasy.

The hotel would not.


CHAPTER 2 | THE LOUNGE

CLAIRE

The connection gave us ninety minutes in an airport lounge with leather chairs, quiet lighting and people pretending not to notice one another's watches.

Adrian was at the bar.

Of course he was.

He had taken off his jacket completely and rolled his sleeves another turn. The movement changed him more than it should have. Forearms. Veins at his wrists. The same hands I had watched sign documents, point at numbers, rest on a conference table.

Hands that had held my waist while Evan watched through glass.

I looked away.

Too late.

Evan had seen.

"You have a problem," he murmured.

"I have eyes."

"Those are the problem."

We found seats near the windows. The runway stretched beyond the glass, silver under late-morning sun.

Adrian joined us carrying three drinks.

"I guessed," he said.

He handed Evan a bourbon, me sparkling water with lime, and kept something amber for himself.

I looked at the glass.

"You remembered."

"You ordered it at North Harbor."

Evan's eyes moved between us.

Adrian sat opposite.

The table was small.

Too small.

Our knees were not touching, but I became aware of the possibility immediately.

That was the kind of thing that had changed. Months ago, a table had been furniture. An elevator had been transportation. A keycard had been plastic.

Now every ordinary object seemed capable of becoming evidence.

We talked about the trip first.

The client dinner.

The presentations.

The Saturday closing event where spouses were invited.

Adrian was exact about the schedule. Evan asked practical questions. I listened and occasionally interrupted when they became too corporate to remember I was there.

"You two realize you're discussing a spreadsheet while drinking bourbon at eleven in the morning."

"This is leadership," Evan said.

"This is alcoholism with expense approval."

Adrian almost smiled.

"You see why I told him to bring you to dinner."

The sentence landed differently now.

I remembered the first time.

Bring Claire.

The phrase that had started all of it.

I looked at Evan.

He remembered too.

His eyes darkened.

Adrian noticed that.

Of course he did.

For several minutes after, the conversation stayed harmless. Travel. Hotels. A restaurant Adrian recommended. The weather.

Then I crossed my legs.

My sneaker brushed Adrian's shoe beneath the table.

Accident.

Probably.

I could have moved immediately.

I didn't.

Neither did he.

The contact was almost nothing. Rubber sole against polished leather.

Evan was explaining something about Saturday's schedule.

I heard maybe half of it.

Adrian continued listening to him with perfect attention.

His shoe remained against mine.

My pulse accelerated.

I lowered my eyes to my drink.

Stupid.

Small.

Effective.

I moved my foot away.

Then, thirty seconds later, put it back.

This time deliberately.

Adrian's gaze shifted to me.

Not down.

To me.

I took a sip of water.

Evan stopped speaking for half a beat.

He had noticed.

I knew because I knew him.

Because the sentence he resumed came out slightly slower.

Because his thumb rubbed once over the rim of his glass.

I should have behaved.

Instead I let the side of my shoe slide lightly along Adrian's.

Nothing more.

No one walking past would have seen.

No one except my husband, who was now staring at me with the controlled disbelief of a man realizing his wife had found a new way to be indecent in public without moving anything above the knee.

Adrian leaned back.

His expression remained composed.

But I knew him better now too.

His hand tightened once around the glass.

That tiny reaction made my pussy wet.

Directly. Immediately.

I hated how pleased I was by it.

No, that was a lie.

I loved how pleased I was.

Evan changed the subject.

"Claire was deciding between two dresses last night."

I looked at him sharply.

Adrian's eyes went to me.

"Was she."

"Evan."

"What?"

"You are tattling."

"I'm married. It's my right."

Adrian took a slow drink.

"Which one won?"

"Neither yet," I said.

"One is dangerous," Evan added.

"Shut up."

"Her word," Evan said to Adrian. "Not mine."

Adrian's gaze stayed on my face.

"I doubt the dress is the dangerous part."

My foot stopped moving.

Evan went silent.

There were no dirty words in the sentence.

It was filthier than most of them.

I held Adrian's eyes.

"Careful."

"You started it."

The callback hit me so hard I almost laughed.

He had said the same thing in his office when I complained about him and Evan agreeing about my clothes.

The memory came complete with glass, loosened tie, my missing heel.

Evan saw it cross my face.

"Jesus," he murmured.

I turned to him.

"What?"

"You went somewhere."

"Did I?"

"I know where."

Adrian looked between us.

That strange circuit sparked again.

I leaned toward my husband and kissed his cheek.

Ordinary enough.

My mouth stayed near his ear for one extra second.

"Your boss's desk."

Evan inhaled sharply.

I sat back.

Adrian could not have heard.

He did not need to.

He saw Evan's reaction.

His eyes returned to mine.

The lounge suddenly felt too quiet.

Too polished.

Too public.

Perfect.

Before we left the lounge, I went to the restroom to fix my lipstick even though it did not need fixing.

That was another change I had started noticing in myself. Preparation had become part of the sex long before sex existed.

Mirror.

Hair.

Lipstick.

The small decision to leave my cream knit top uncovered by a jacket.

I watched myself in the bright mirror and thought about Adrian sitting twenty feet away with his sleeves rolled, then about Evan seeing me look.

My nipples tightened beneath the thin knit.

I shook my head at my reflection.

"Pathetic."

The woman washing her hands beside me glanced over.

I smiled politely.

When I returned, Evan stood near our bags. Adrian was checking the departure board.

My husband looked at me once.

Then again.

His eyes stopped at the neckline.

He knew.

I knew he knew.

Adrian turned at exactly the wrong moment and saw Evan looking at my chest.

Then his gaze moved to the same place.

Only for an instant.

That instant was enough.

Our flight appeared on the screen above the bar.

BOARDING SOON.

Adrian stood.

My foot had to leave his.

The loss of contact annoyed me.

That annoyed me more.

He put on his jacket without fastening it.

The CEO reassembled in seconds.

Evan watched him do it.

So did I.

When Adrian walked toward the exit, Evan waited until he was out of earshot.

"You were playing footsie with my boss."

In the boarding line I made him feel the result.

His chest at my back. Adrian a step ahead. I shifted so Evan's cock, already starting, pressed my ass through the trousers.

"Research," I said.

"You're soaked from a shoe."

"From you seeing the shoe. Home that thought on the plane. Hand on my knee. Don't finish me where a flight attendant can write a report."

He didn't. His thumb moved every time someone passed. By descent I was wet enough that the hotel keycard felt like a sex toy.

I covered my mouth to hide a laugh.

"Footsie? What are you, eighty?"

"What would you call it?"

I stood and smoothed my pants.

"Research."

"Into what?"

I looked toward the doorway Adrian had just crossed.

Then back at my husband.

"How little I have to do before your cock gets hard."

Evan stared at me.

I picked up my bag.

"Come on. We're boarding."

I walked away first.

The cold airport air hit my face as the lounge doors opened.

I was smiling.

"Ready?"

Evan's voice came out rougher than before.

"Apparently."

We walked to the gate with Adrian a few steps ahead.

The crowd pressed us closer together at the boarding line. I ended up behind Adrian, Evan behind me.

No one could move.

The line shifted forward six inches.

My shoulder nearly brushed Adrian's back.

Evan's chest touched my back.

I closed my eyes for half a second.

Trapped between the physical presence of both men in an airport queue while a family argued about carry-on baggage three feet away.

It was ridiculous.

It was hot.

Evan's mouth came near my ear.

"Research?"

I bit the inside of my cheek.

"Extensive."

He moved closer only because the line moved again.

His cock was not fully hard, but I felt the beginning of it against me through his trousers.

My pussy tightened.

Adrian glanced back over his shoulder.

He could not have known exactly what was happening behind him.

He knew enough.

I saw it in the pause of his eyes on my face.

Then boarding began.

The line opened and the accidental intimacy disappeared.

I almost missed it immediately.

During the first hour of the second flight, Evan pretended to sleep.

I knew he was pretending because his thumb kept moving against my knee whenever somebody passed in the aisle.

I leaned closer.

"Terrible actor."

His eyes stayed closed.

"I'm resting."

"You're monitoring me."

"Same thing."

I looked toward the front of the cabin.

Adrian was still invisible behind the seatbacks.

That made imagination take over.

What did he look like sleeping?

Did he ever sleep on flights?

Did powerful men become less irritating when unconscious?

I smiled at myself.

Evan opened one eye.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"You did the face."

"Apparently my face has become a public records request."

"What were you thinking?"

I could have lied.

Instead I said, "Whether Adrian sleeps on planes."

Evan's hand stopped moving.

Then continued.

"That is disturbingly domestic."

"Jealous?"

"A little."

"Good."

"You enjoy that word too much."

"I enjoy your honesty."

He turned his head toward me.

"You really want the honest version of this trip?"

"Always."

"I have been hard on and off since the lounge."

My pussy clenched.

I looked down at the blanket over his lap.

"Because of my foot?"

"Because you knew I saw your foot."

That answer warmed me more than the crude fact itself.

I slipped my hand beneath the blanket and rested it on his thigh.

Not sexual enough for anyone else to notice.

Sexual enough for us.

"And now?"

"Now you're asking while my boss is six rows ahead."

"So yes."

"Yes."

I leaned my head against his shoulder.

"This is going to be a very long weekend."

"You packed two dresses."

"You keep bringing that up."

"I'm preparing emotionally."

I laughed.

A flight attendant brought water.

We separated slightly.

Normal couple.

Normal flight.

Normal conversation.

Then Adrian stood several rows ahead and turned toward the aisle.

His eyes found us almost immediately.

My hand was still on Evan's thigh beneath the blanket.

Adrian could not see it.

He could see my face.

I held his gaze for one second.

Then two.

Evan's thigh tightened beneath my palm.

Adrian turned and walked toward the restroom.

I watched him pass.

Evan waited until he was gone.

"You are smiling."

"Am I?"

"Yes."

"Maybe airports aren't the problem."

"What is?"

I looked toward the closed restroom door.

Then at my husband.

"Proximity."


CHAPTER 3 | ROOM 1812

EVAN

Hotel check-in should not have been erotic.

I want that stated for the record.

A marble lobby, three rolling suitcases, two conference badges, a tired receptionist and a brass luggage cart are not inherently sexual objects.

Then the receptionist handed Adrian a key envelope and said, "Eighteenth floor, Mr. Vale. Room 1812."

Claire looked at me.

That was all.

One look.

My cock hardened anyway.

I hated her a little for understanding the effect before I did.

We were next.

"Bennett," I said, giving our name.

The receptionist typed.

"Room 1808."

Claire's mouth twitched.

A few doors.

Maybe less.

The woman behind the counter had no idea she had just handed my marriage a floor plan.

"Anything else?" she asked.

"No," I said too quickly.

Claire took the keycards.

Of course she did.

We rode the elevator with Adrian and two colleagues from finance. Nobody said anything interesting. Somebody complained about the flight. Adrian checked a message. Claire stood beside me, shoulder touching mine.

The floor display climbed.

14.

15.

16.

Claire's hand slipped into mine.

17.

Her thumb stroked the side of my finger.

18.

The doors opened.

The hallway was quiet, thick carpet swallowing the sound of our steps.

Room 1808 came first.

Claire stopped at our door.

Adrian continued down the corridor.

1810.

1812.

He inserted his card.

The lock flashed green.

Before he went inside, he looked back.

Not at me.

At Claire.

A half-second.

Then he disappeared.

Claire stood frozen with our card in her hand.

I looked at the number on our door.

1808.

Then at his.

1812.

"Don't," she said.

"I didn't say anything."

"You are about to."

"A few doors."

"Evan."

"Two doors along this side, if you don't count ours."

She hit my arm with the key envelope.

I laughed.

The lock flashed green when she touched the card.

She looked at the light.

Then down the corridor.

Then at me.

Something about that small green square became dirty immediately.

Choice made visible.

Door opens.

Door stays closed.

Claire stepped into our room first.

It was a corner suite, larger than expected, with a bedroom separated from the sitting area by sliding panels and windows looking down over the city. There was a connecting door on one wall.

I noticed it because men notice doors in hotels.

Claire noticed it because she had become dangerous.

She walked directly to it.

"No."

I set down the suitcase.

"What?"

"Do not open that."

She looked over her shoulder.

"I wasn't going to."

"You absolutely were."

"I was checking."

"Checking what?"

She crouched and examined the small plaque above the latch.

"Whether it really connects to 1810, like the floor plan said."

My cock got harder.

Claire stood slowly.

She saw my face.

"Oh."

"Don't."

"That got you."

"Don't start."

"The door?"

"Claire."

She walked toward me.

Travel clothes. Ponytail half loose. Barely any makeup after a long flight.

She had never looked more like my wife.

Which somehow made the thought of Adrian a few doors away feel filthier.

She placed the keycard against my chest.

"It's just plastic."

"You know it isn't."

"Tell me why."

"You know why."

Her smile sharpened.

"Say it."

I took the keycard from her fingers.

"Because you've made doors fucking weird."

She laughed.

I put one hand around her waist and pulled her close.

"Because every time one closes now, I wonder what you're doing on the other side."

The laughter left her face.

"And every time one opens?"

I looked at the green card between my fingers.

"I wonder whether you chose it."

That got her.

Her breathing changed.

No abstract bullshit. I saw her nipples tighten beneath the cream knit. Saw the small press of her thighs together. Saw her eyes drop to my pants and stay there long enough to acknowledge exactly what our conversation had done.

"You're hard," she said.

"You keep talking about doors."

"Poor thing."

"You're wet."

Her eyes jumped back to mine.

"You don't know that."

"I know you."

She held my gaze.

Then deliberately slid her hand down the front of her pants, over herself through the fabric.

One slow press.

My breath caught.

She smiled.

"Now you know."

I grabbed her wrist before she could pull away.

"You are going to kill me on this trip."

"Not before Friday. I packed the dangerous dress."

I kissed her.

The luggage stayed by the door.

The curtains stayed open because we were eighteen floors above anyone who could see clearly.

For several minutes, the only thing I cared about was my wife's mouth and the fact that Adrian Vale was down the hall, close enough that I could point toward his room without guessing.

Claire broke the kiss first.

"We have forty minutes before the welcome meeting."

"That is plenty."

"For you."

"Cruel."

She touched my face.

"Later."

"You are the worst person I've ever loved."

"Accurate."

She walked toward the bathroom.

At the doorway she turned.

"Evan?"

"What?"

"1812."

Then she shut the door.

I stood alone in the room with a hard cock and the sudden conviction that room numbers should be regulated substances.


CHAPTER 4 | THE POOL

CLAIRE

The black swimsuit won.

Evan looked, and the look did the work before anyone touched me.

I turned once in the mirror. The cut at the hip. The line of my back. He got hard under the laptop and did not pretend.

"He is going to see this at the pool."

"I know."

"And you are going to watch him see it."

"I know."

At the water I walked the edge slow. Adrian's eyes stuck on the ass and the hip and then behaved. That one extra second soaked me under the suit. Evan saw my face from the lounger. His cock marked the towel.

In our room after, I made him peel the suit down and say what Adrian had looked at.

"Ass. Hip. Mouth."

"Good. Those are looks. This is yours."

He proved it on the bathroom counter.

Suit at my thighs. Two fingers. Then his cock, standing, one of my feet on the closed toilet.

"He looked at your ass and behaved. I don't have to behave."

"Good. Harder."

The tap rattled. I came with my hand on the mirror. He came on my ass and smeared it because I told him the pool was for looking and the husband was for marking. We went back down for the second swim with my cunt still pulsing and Adrian none the wiser, which was the filthiest part.

He put his mouth on me until I came against the tile, then fucked me with the suit at my knees, talking the pool into the thrust. I came again on his name. He came on my back because I wanted the husband marked and the suit still packable.

There had never really been a contest.

I stood in front of the hotel mirror Friday afternoon while Evan sat on the edge of the bed pretending to read email.

"Too much?" I asked.

He looked up.

His eyes moved slowly from my bare feet to my face.

"That's a stupid question."

"Not helpful."

The suit was simple. One piece. High at the hip, low enough in front to make me aware of every breath. Athletic instead of delicate. It suited me. Years of running and lifting showed in my legs, shoulders, stomach. My red hair was tied high because humidity had already started a war with it.

Evan put down the phone.

"Turn around."

"Why?"

"Scientific review."

"You mock my lounge research and now this?"

"Different department."

I turned.

His silence behind me lasted long enough to make my skin warm.

"Well?"

"Adrian is going to look."

There it was.

No pretending.

No careful route around the name.

I met Evan's eyes in the mirror.

"You want him to?"

He stood.

"I want to see you notice him looking."

My pussy went wet so quickly it embarrassed me.

I crossed my arms.

"That answer is getting dangerous."

"You taught me."

He came up behind me, hands settling lightly at my hips.

Our reflections stood together.

His chin near my temple.

My swimsuit suddenly felt smaller than it had thirty seconds earlier.

"Do not start something we don't have time to finish," I said.

"We have all afternoon."

"Pool first."

"Why?"

I smiled at our reflection.

"Research."

He groaned.

The executive pool occupied the hotel roof terrace, all pale stone, glass railings and blue water cut into a view of downtown. Cabana curtains moved in the breeze. Music played low enough that conversation stayed private.

We found two chairs.

For ten minutes, nothing happened.

That became its own tension.

I swam laps because my body needed somewhere to put the energy. Evan sat under an umbrella with sunglasses on, reading something on his phone.

I knew he was watching me anyway.

I climbed out, water running down my legs, and reached for a towel.

Evan looked past me.

His entire posture changed.

I did not turn immediately.

That would have been too easy.

"He's here," I said.

"You didn't even look."

"I looked at you."

His mouth tightened around a smile.

"Turn around."

"Bossy."

"Learned from management."

I turned.

Adrian had just stepped onto the pool deck.

And for one clean second, my brain stopped pretending this was intellectual.

He wore black swim shorts and nothing else.

The suit had always made him look large.

Without it, there was no tailoring to explain away the shoulders, chest, arms, the physical certainty Evan had tried to describe after the locker room months ago.

My eyes went down before I could stop them.

Not all the way.

Far enough.

Then back up.

Adrian saw.

Of course he saw.

My face burned.

Behind me, Evan laughed once under his breath.

"Fuck you," I murmured.

"Not yet. You wanted the pool."

I elbowed him lightly.

Adrian approached.

"Afternoon."

"Hi," I said, trying for normal and missing by several degrees.

Evan removed his sunglasses.

"Vale."

Adrian nodded toward the empty chair beside us.

"Taken?"

Evan looked at me.

He actually looked at me.

Made me answer.

That tiny transfer of choice did something obscene to my heartbeat.

"No," I said. "Sit."

Adrian sat.

For the next twenty minutes, we talked about absolutely nothing that mattered.

Restaurants.

The weather.

Whether the hotel gym was worth using.

Meanwhile I remained painfully aware of his body three feet away.

My gaze kept snagging on stupid details.

Water from the bottle against his lower lip.

The flex of his forearm when he twisted the cap.

The faint line where sun had already caught his shoulders.

His thighs when he leaned forward.

Evan watched all of it.

At one point Adrian went to swim.

I tracked him to the edge of the pool.

Evan leaned closer.

"You are staring at my boss's ass."

I almost choked on my water.

"I am not."

"Claire."

"I was looking at his back."

"Which ends where?"

"You're disgusting."

"You're wet."

I looked down at myself.

"I'm literally at a pool."

"Not what I meant."

Heat flooded my face.

I wanted to deny it.

Instead I leaned closer and kept my voice low.

"Then stop watching so closely."

His pupils widened.

"No."

The answer made my pussy clench.

Adrian dove into the pool.

Evan and I watched him surface.

There was something almost absurd about sharing the same view now.

"Bigger than you expected?" Evan asked.

I turned slowly.

"What exactly are we talking about?"

He smiled without humor.

"Coward."

"You're the one who saw his cock in the locker room."

His eyes sharpened.

I had said it quietly.

Still, using the word there, in daylight, with Adrian twenty feet away in the water, made my pulse kick.

Evan leaned back.

"You think about that a lot."

"Because you told me."

"That is not why."

I looked toward the pool.

Adrian reached the far wall, turned, pushed off.

Strong, economical movement.

"Maybe not."

Evan went silent.

I knew exactly what the admission had done.

When Adrian returned, I was sitting differently.

More aware of my body.

More aware of Evan.

More aware of the fact that the swimsuit I had selected in our bedroom now existed in Adrian's line of sight.

He sat and dried his hair with a towel.

His eyes met mine once.

Stayed.

I let them.

Then I deliberately reached for sunscreen.

Evan saw the choice before Adrian did.

"Back?" I asked my husband.

He took the bottle.

"Turn."

I sat on the edge of the chair with my back to him.

Evan rubbed sunscreen over my shoulders slowly.

Possessive enough for me to feel it.

Public enough to remain innocent.

Adrian watched once, then looked away.

That restraint made it hotter.

Evan's hands slid down my shoulder blades.

I looked sideways at Adrian.

He was pretending to read a message.

I knew he was aware.

The knowledge made my nipples hard under the wet fabric.

Evan's hand paused.

He had noticed that too.

His mouth came near my ear.

"This trip is going to be a problem."

I smiled at Adrian's reflection in the dark glass of the cabana doors.

"We knew that at the airport."

Later, after Adrian left the pool to take a call, Evan and I moved to the shaded side of the terrace.

I lay on my stomach on the lounge chair, chin on folded arms, letting the air dry the water along my back.

Evan sat beside me.

For a full minute he said nothing.

Then:

"You looked lower than his chest."

I kept my face down.

"Did I?"

"Claire."

I smiled into my arms.

"Maybe."

"That is going to become your obituary."

"She died of curiosity."

"She died because her husband finally pushed her into a pool."

I rolled onto my side.

"You started this with the locker room."

"I mentioned one thing once."

"You gave me a visual I did not ask for."

"You asked twelve follow-up questions."

"Research."

He shook his head.

I let one leg slide over his, bare skin against his calf.

His eyes dropped.

"You know what I hate?" he asked.

"How many answers am I allowed?"

"You look more athletic beside him."

That surprised me.

"What does that mean?"

"At the dinner you looked polished. In the office you looked... dangerous. Here you look like yourself. And he still looks at you exactly the same."

My pussy tightened.

I had expected jealousy about Adrian's body.

Not that.

"You thought it was the dresses."

"Partly."

"And now?"

"Now you're sitting in a swimsuit with wet hair and no makeup and he can't stop noticing you."

My nipples tightened.

Evan saw.

His eyes dropped, then returned to mine.

"See?"

"Shut up."

I covered my chest with the towel too late.

He laughed.

I leaned closer.

"You like that he wants me when I look like this."

His expression changed.

"I like that you know I see it."

That answer made my pussy clench harder than any compliment could have.

I put my hand on his thigh.

"You want me to make him look again?"

"Claire."

"That's not a no."

"Do not perform for him like a circus act."

"I wouldn't."

"Good."

I paused.

"I might perform for you."

His cock hardened beneath the swim fabric.

There.

I looked toward the pool entrance.

Adrian had returned.

He stopped when he saw us.

Evan followed my gaze.

I did nothing dramatic.

I simply removed the towel from my chest, sat up, and reached both hands behind my head to tighten my ponytail.

My shoulders pulled back.

The swimsuit stretched.

Adrian's eyes landed on me.

Then on Evan.

Then back on me.

I finished tying my hair.

Evan breathed out slowly.

"You are evil."

I smiled.

"For you."


CHAPTER 5 | THE ELEVATOR AGAIN

CLAIRE

The elevator had become ridiculous.

That was the only fair way to describe it.

Metal walls. Mirrored panels. Soft lighting. A panel of numbers. The same basic machine I had used thousands of times in hotels, offices and parking garages without attaching one sexual thought to it.

Then Adrian Vale had stood too close to me in one and apparently ruined vertical transportation forever.

Friday evening, I left the pool early and stopped in the lobby before going upstairs to shower for dinner.

Evan stayed in the lobby to finish a call.

I told myself that was why I went alone.

The elevator arrived empty.

I stepped inside wearing a white hotel robe over my swimsuit, damp hair knotted loosely at the back of my neck, sandals in one hand.

I pressed eighteen.

The doors started closing.

A hand appeared between them.

They reopened.

Adrian stepped in.

Of course.

He had changed into dark trousers and a gray T-shirt that fit him far too well for something so simple. His hair was still damp from the pool.

I stared for half a second too long.

He noticed.

"Again," he said.

I looked at the mirrored wall.

"Apparently the building has a sense of humor."

He pressed eighteen, saw it was already lit, and let his hand fall.

The doors closed.

We had a couple of minutes before we reached our floor.

Months earlier, that amount of time had felt impossible.

Now it felt useful.

I leaned against the wall.

Adrian stood beside me, not touching.

That almost-touch remained one of the most effective things he did.

I could feel the heat of him without contact. Smell soap and the faint trace of cologne that had survived the pool. See the line of his shoulder in the mirror.

The robe suddenly felt indecent even though it covered more skin than the swimsuit.

"Evan downstairs?" he asked.

"Finishing a call."

"He knows you're here."

I looked at him.

"He knows I'm going to our room."

Adrian's eyes held mine.

"That isn't what I asked."

My stomach dropped in the pleasant way I was becoming addicted to.

"Yes," I said. "He knows you're on the floor."

The elevator passed fourteen.

Fifteen.

I watched Adrian in the mirror.

He watched me directly.

"You liked the pool," he said.

My face warmed.

"That's a very broad statement."

"You looked."

"So did you."

His mouth moved slightly.

"I wasn't pretending otherwise."

Sixteen.

I stepped half an inch closer.

Not enough to touch.

Enough that he noticed.

"Neither was I."

His eyes dropped to my mouth.

Seventeen.

The distance between his hand and mine was almost exactly what it had been during our first elevator ride.

Back then, I had imagined him closing it.

This time I moved first.

I hooked one finger around his.

Just one.

Adrian looked down.

My pussy went wet from the absurdity of such a small contact.

Eighteen lit.

The elevator slowed.

I released him before the doors opened.

He did not try to keep me.

The hallway appeared.

I stepped out.

Adrian followed.

Room 1808 was to the left.

Room 1812 farther down.

We stood between them.

The hotel was quiet enough that I could hear the soft hum of the ice machine around the corner.

I held my sandals in one hand and the robe closed with the other.

"Last time," I said, "I wished the elevator would stop."

Adrian watched me.

"And now?"

I glanced toward 1808.

My room.

My husband.

Then toward 1812.

His.

"Now I know it doesn't need to."

That was enough.

I walked to my door.

Touched the keycard.

Green.

Before I entered, I turned.

Adrian was still standing outside his room.

Watching.

"Dinner at eight," he said.

"I know."

"The black dress?"

My pulse jumped.

"Who said black?"

"Nobody."

He opened his door.

"Lucky guess."

The door closed behind him.

I stood in the corridor for several seconds.

Then entered our room.

Evan was still downstairs.

The suite was empty.

I went directly to the mirror.

My cheeks were flushed.

My nipples were hard under the robe.

I slipped one hand beneath the belt and pressed my palm between my thighs through the wet swimsuit.

No pretending.

My pussy was soaked, and not from the pool anymore.

I laughed quietly at myself.

Two minutes in an elevator.

One finger hooked around his.

A room number.

That was all.

And it was enough to make me want the dinner to arrive faster.

My phone buzzed on the counter.

Evan.

COMING UP.

I typed back:

YOU MISSED THE ELEVATOR.

Three dots appeared immediately.

WHAT HAPPENED?

I looked at myself in the mirror.

Then typed:

NOT ENOUGH.

Evan came upstairs two minutes after my message.

The door opened while I was still in front of the mirror with one hand under the robe.

I pulled it out.

Too slowly.

He saw.

His eyes dropped to my hand, then to my face.

"What were you doing?"

I picked up a hairbrush.

"Nothing."

"Claire."

"Checking something."

"Research?"

I laughed.

"Maybe."

He closed the door behind him.

"Tell me about the elevator."

I sat on the edge of the bed.

He remained standing.

I liked that arrangement.

It put me lower, forced me to look up, reminded me unpleasantly of Adrian's height and therefore made Evan part of the comparison instead of excluded by it.

"He got in at the lobby," I said.

"And?"

"Gray T-shirt."

Evan rolled his eyes.

"Of course you noticed that."

"It mattered."

"Apparently."

I opened my knees slightly beneath the robe.

His eyes dropped before he could stop them.

"He stood beside me."

"How close?"

I held my fingers an inch apart.

"His hand was here."

Evan swallowed.

"And you touched him."

"One finger."

"Why?"

"Because last time I wanted him to touch me and neither of us did anything."

"So this time you did."

"Yes."

His cock was visibly hard now.

I let the robe fall open a little at my thigh.

"Then the doors opened."

"Tragic."

"Very."

He came closer.

"And then?"

"He guessed the black dress."

"That part I hate."

"Why?"

"Because he knows you."

The answer stopped me.

I reached for his hand.

"He knows pieces."

"Enough pieces."

"You know the whole thing."

Evan looked at me.

"Do I?"

I took his palm and put it against the inside of my thigh beneath the robe, high enough that he felt the heat of my skin but not so high that the gesture became anything except a promise.

"You knew I was wet before I admitted it."

His breath caught.

"That seems like useful knowledge."

"Very."

I pulled him closer and kissed him.

The robe slid farther.

His hand stayed on my thigh.

My fingers went to his belt.

For a few minutes the elevator continued in our room without Adrian being there at all.

That was the point.

The fantasy came home to the marriage immediately.


CHAPTER 6 | THE DINNER DRESS

CLAIRE

Later, Evan walked back into the suite while I was standing naked in front of two dresses.

His briefcase hit the chair.

"That's aggressive."

I looked at him in the mirror.

"I'm choosing."

"You are naked."

"That helps."

"With what?"

"Perspective."

He laughed and loosened his tie.

The black dress hung from the wardrobe door. The second was deep green, sleeveless, fitted through the waist and hips, with a back lower than anything I normally wore to a business dinner.

Neither was obscene.

That mattered.

I did not want nightclub clothes.

I wanted the kind of dress that made a man look twice only after he had already decided it was appropriate.

That was hotter.

Evan came up behind me.

His eyes traveled over my naked body in the mirror.

No Adrian required.

My nipples tightened anyway.

His hands settled on my hips.

"Tell me again what I missed in the elevator."

I smiled.

"We're choosing first."

"Black."

"That fast?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

He met my eyes in the mirror.

"Because he guessed black."

A slow smile moved across my face.

"You are learning."

"I hate that sentence."

"No you don't."

I picked up the dress.

Evan's hands left me so I could step into it.

The fabric slid over my hips. I pulled it into place, then turned my back for the zipper.

Evan moved close.

His fingers found the zipper at the base of my spine.

He pulled it up slowly.

Too slowly.

The dress tightened around me inch by inch.

I watched his face in the mirror.

"You're doing that on purpose."

"Yes."

The zipper stopped halfway.

His knuckles brushed the bare skin of my back.

"Tell me about the elevator."

I breathed out.

"Adrian got in."

"I assumed."

"He was wearing a T-shirt."

Evan's eyes narrowed.

"That detail seemed important?"

"Very."

"Of course it did."

His hand moved higher.

The zipper followed.

"Did he touch you?"

"No."

Evan reached the top.

I looked at his reflection.

"I touched him."

His fingers stopped at the back of my neck.

There.

That reaction.

Immediate.

Physical.

His cock was already hard enough to show beneath his trousers.

I turned around.

"One finger."

"Where?"

"His hand."

Evan exhaled.

I took his hand and hooked my index finger around his exactly as I had Adrian's.

"Like this."

Evan looked down.

"That was it?"

"In the elevator."

"Claire."

I smiled.

"I liked knowing it was enough."

"Enough for what?"

I stepped closer until my dress brushed his shirt.

"Enough to get my pussy wet."

His eyes snapped to mine.

Good.

No coded language.

No graceful metaphor.

The truth hit better.

I put his hand between my thighs over the dress.

"And this was before you came upstairs."

Evan's fingers pressed once through the fabric.

My breath caught.

"Fuck."

"Exactly."

He kissed me.

The dressing sequence ended there.

The dress stayed on.

That was important too.

Evan pushed me backward until my hips met the dresser. His mouth stayed on mine. One hand held the back of my neck, the other gripped my hip through the black fabric he had chosen because another man had guessed the color.

I could feel how hard he was against me.

"You like this dress," I whispered.

"I like you."

"Coward."

"I like him seeing you in this dress."

Better.

I kissed him harder.

His hand moved down my thigh, gathering the hem just enough to expose more skin.

I let him.

Then stopped his wrist.

"Not yet."

He stared at me.

"You started this."

"I know."

"Terrible woman."

"Your terrible woman."

The phrase had history now.

It softened nothing.

It made everything dirtier because it reminded both of us what the fantasy belonged to.

I reached for his belt.

His breath changed.

"Claire."

"Quiet."

"You are enjoying this too much."

"Probably."

I loosened the belt and stopped there.

Not because I wanted to deny him.

Because anticipation had become part of what we did to each other.

I slid my palm over the hard line of his cock through the trousers.

Once.

Slowly.

He swore under his breath.

My pussy clenched.

I leaned close to his ear.

"You want to know what I thought in the elevator?"

"Yes."

"I wondered whether his cock was hard too."

Evan's hand tightened on my hip.

"Fuck."

"I wondered if he knew mine was wet."

"Claire."

"I wondered if he could smell my perfume because he was standing that close."

Evan kissed my neck.

I closed my eyes.

"And then the doors opened."

"Bastards."

I laughed.

He bit lightly at the place below my ear and my knees weakened.

"We have dinner," I said.

"Cancel dinner."

"Your boss would notice."

His cock pressed harder against my palm.

I smiled against his cheek.

"There."

"What?"

"You got harder when I said your boss."

"You are collecting data again."

"Very serious research."

He kissed me until the humor disappeared.

We did not rush.

That was what made it feel like ours rather than a reaction to Adrian.

Evan unzipped the dress halfway and kissed the exposed line of my back. I turned, pulled his shirt from his trousers, ran my hands over the body I knew better than any other.

We moved from dresser to bed without losing the thread.

No speeches.

No analysis.

Just the black dress half-open, his tie hanging loose, my red hair coming down around my shoulders, his hands familiar enough to let me stop thinking.

I said Adrian's name once.

Only once.

His cock hardened against me and his hand tightened at my waist.

Then he said mine.

That was what carried me over.

The orgasm came hard enough to leave me gripping his shoulders and laughing afterward because the dress he had chosen was now wrinkled before dinner even began.

I lay beside him catching my breath.

"We ruined it."

Evan looked at the dress.

"Worth it."

"I have twenty minutes."

"You packed two."

I sat up.

"Absolutely not."

"Why?"

"Because if I wear the green one now, Adrian wins."

Evan stared at me.

Then started laughing.

I pushed him onto his back.

"This is serious."

"You are dressing competitively against my CEO."

"Your CEO guessed black."

"Then steam it."

"Good husband."

I stood, legs still slightly unsteady, and carried the dress toward the bathroom.

At the doorway, I looked back.

Evan was watching me.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"Liar."

He smiled.

"I'm thinking about room 1812."

I felt the aftershock low in my belly.

"So am I."

After we finally steamed the black dress back into submission, I stood in front of the mirror while Evan fixed his tie.

The contrast made me smile.

My dress had survived sex, steam and ten minutes of frantic smoothing.

His shirt was new because the first one had not survived me.

"We're very professional," I said.

"Model employees."

"I'm not employed there."

"Management is aware."

The callback made my stomach flip.

I turned sideways, studying the dress.

"Can you tell?"

"That we just had sex?"

"Evan."

"No."

"Really?"

He came behind me and adjusted one strand of red hair over my shoulder.

"You look dangerous."

"Your word again."

"It's accurate."

I met his eyes in the mirror.

"If Adrian looks at me tonight..."

"He will."

"If he looks, you're going to know I'm remembering this."

Evan's pupils widened.

"This?"

I pressed my hips back against him lightly.

His cock, not fully soft after what we had done, responded against me.

"Us. Before dinner. You choosing the dress. Me telling you about the elevator."

He put both hands at my waist.

"And if you look at him?"

I smiled.

"You'll know I'm thinking about later."

That answer made him close his eyes.

I turned in his arms.

"Too much?"

"No."

"Good."

"Still hate you."

"Excellent."

I kissed him once and picked up my evening bag.

At the elevator, the doors opened to reveal Adrian already inside.

The universe had no subtlety at all.

His eyes went immediately to the black dress.

Then to Evan.

Then back to me.

"Lucky guess," he said.

Evan made a sound that might have been a laugh and might have been suffering.

I stepped inside.

The doors closed.

The night had not even started and I was already wet again.


CHAPTER 7 | TABLE FOR THREE

CLAIRE

The formal dinner ended at ten-forty.

The real evening started at eleven.

Most of the group scattered after dessert. Two directors went to the hotel bar. Finance disappeared toward the elevators. A client and his wife left for an early flight.

I stood near the lobby windows with Evan, black dress restored to respectability, red hair down now because I had given up pretending humidity could be defeated.

Adrian approached with his jacket over one shoulder.

"One drink?"

He looked at Evan when he asked.

Then at me.

I appreciated the order.

Evan did too.

"One," my husband said.

The hotel bar had a small table tucked into an alcove. Three chairs.

I sat between them.

Not because there were no alternatives.

Because I wanted to.

That choice landed immediately.

Evan's knee brushed mine on the right.

Adrian sat on my left.

The bartender brought drinks.

No one mentioned the pool.

No one mentioned the elevator.

No one mentioned the fact that Evan and I had already had sex in our hotel room while getting dressed for dinner with his boss.

The silence around those facts became its own language.

Adrian asked me about work.

Mine, not Evan's.

That mattered.

We talked about a campaign I had been managing for a client, a launch that had gone sideways, the strange way executives demanded creativity and then panicked when creative work looked unfamiliar.

Adrian listened.

Actually listened.

That was one of the things that made him dangerous.

Powerful men were often disappointing once they opened their mouths outside the thing that made them powerful.

Adrian was not.

Evan knew I noticed.

I could feel it in his knee against mine.

At some point, my left foot touched Adrian's shoe beneath the table.

I did not pull away.

The lounge all over again.

Except now there was history behind it.

His shoe shifted slightly.

The side of my heel rested against his.

Evan kept talking.

I put my right hand on his thigh beneath the table.

His sentence almost broke.

Almost.

I smiled into my drink.

There it was.

Both men.

Different contact.

Different meaning.

My foot against Adrian.

My hand on my husband.

No one around us could see either clearly.

The secrecy made my pussy wet.

Evan knew because my fingers tightened on his thigh whenever Adrian looked directly at me.

Adrian knew something because he had become very still.

The bartender brought another round without asking.

"That violates the one-drink agreement," I said.

"Occupational corruption," Evan replied.

Adrian looked at him.

"You approved the first one."

"My authority ends quickly in this group."

I squeezed Evan's thigh.

"Correct."

Adrian's eyes dropped for a fraction of a second.

He could not see my hand.

He knew where it was.

That realization made my pussy pulse.

The conversation drifted to the company milestone, then travel, then the absurd hotel art behind us.

Nothing sexual.

Everything sexual.

The second drink became dangerous because no one was drunk.

That mattered.

Every choice remained clean.

Every reaction belonged to us, not the alcohol.

I moved my right hand from Evan's thigh to his knee, then back again slowly when Adrian asked me a question about the campaign I had described earlier.

I answered without looking down.

Evan knew exactly what I was doing.

His cock was hard beneath the table.

I could not see it clearly from my angle.

I did not need to.

I knew his body.

My fingers moved a little higher.

His breath caught in the middle of a sentence.

Adrian heard.

His eyes shifted from Evan to me.

I held them.

The triangle became almost unbearably obvious despite nobody else in the bar knowing it existed.

Under the table, I let my left foot slide farther along Adrian's trouser leg.

Not high enough to touch anything overtly sexual.

High enough that the possibility became the entire point.

His body went still.

That restraint made me wetter than a grab would have.

He could have trapped my ankle.

Could have moved closer.

Could have performed dominance.

He did none of it.

He let me decide whether the contact continued.

So I continued.

Evan noticed my posture change.

He followed the angle of my leg.

His eyes found mine.

I smiled.

His cock visibly shifted beneath the front of his trousers.

My pussy clenched.

"Everything okay?" Adrian asked him.

The bastard knew.

Evan looked at him.

"Fine."

"Good."

I almost laughed into my glass.

Evan stepped away to take the call.

The second he stood, my hand disappeared from his thigh.

Once Evan was three steps away, Adrian looked down at my foot.

"You have terrible timing," he said.

"I thought it was excellent."

"Your husband seems to agree."

"You noticed."

"Difficult not to."

My pulse quickened.

"How difficult?"

His gaze held mine.

"Enough."

One word.

No bragging.

No cheap alpha line.

Still my pussy went wetter.

I loved making the composed man work with less composure than he wanted.

Adrian and I were alone at the table.

Not really alone. People nearby. Staff moving past. Music low.

Still.

The air changed.

"You chose the black dress," he said.

I looked at him.

"You guessed it."

"Was I right for the right reason?"

"Depends on your reason."

"You wanted Evan to know I would notice."

My heartbeat kicked.

No bullshit.

He had gone straight to the center.

"Yes."

"And did he?"

I smiled slowly.

"Very much."

Adrian's gaze stayed on my face.

"Good."

The word should not have affected me.

It did.

I moved my foot again beneath the table.

This time higher along the outside of his shoe, then his ankle.

A deliberate little transgression.

Adrian did not move.

I watched his face.

Nothing.

Then his eyes sharpened.

There.

I slid my foot a little farther.

Not obscene.

Close enough that both of us knew where the thought could go.

His hand closed around his glass.

My pussy tightened.

"Careful," he said.

I leaned back.

"You keep saying that."

"You keep needing it."

"Do I?"

He looked beneath the table once, then back at me.

"No."

The answer made me laugh.

Evan returned.

He sat.

His eyes moved between us.

He knew something had happened.

I put my hand back on his thigh immediately.

"Everything okay?" I asked.

"Client emergency. Survived."

He looked at Adrian.

"Did I miss anything?"

I answered before Adrian could.

"Nothing important."

Evan stared at me.

I pressed my fingers into his thigh.

He understood the lie.

His cock was visibly harder by the time we stood to leave.

The three of us walked toward the elevators together.

The lobby reflected us in black glass.

Adrian on one side.

Evan on the other.

Me between them.

I liked the picture too much.

When the elevator doors opened, I stepped inside first.

The men followed.

Nobody touched.

That was almost crueler now.

The numbers climbed.

Evan's hand found mine.

Adrian saw.

I turned my palm and laced my fingers through my husband's.

Then looked at Adrian.

His gaze held mine.

Open secret.

No one had to say it anymore.


CHAPTER 8 | THE CORRIDOR

EVAN

There are moments when a man understands that the next ten seconds will stay with him for years.

The elevator opening on the eighteenth floor was one of them.

Adrian stepped out first.

Claire and I followed.

The hallway stretched quiet in both directions, warm lamps set low against cream walls, thick carpet swallowing every footstep.

I stopped at 1812 because the number had been in my cunt since check-in.

"If I knock, you stay in the doorway."

"If you say stop, I stop you."

"Deal."

Adrian opened. Shirt undone at the throat. He saw Evan and did not perform surprise.

Inside I went to my knees before the small talk. Belt. Zip. His cock out, thick, hot, a shine at the slit. I slapped it on my tongue and looked back at my husband.

"Hotel. Not the office. Still yours to watch."

I opened and took him until I gagged. Spit on the carpet. Evan's breath in the crack of the door.

"Good girl. Let him hear it."

I sucked messy, balls to head, eyes on Evan every time I came up. I did not let Adrian finish. I wanted the lipstick dead and the husband still in the frame.

Then I changed my mind, because the doorway was the point.

"In my mouth. He watches the throat."

Adrian fucked my mouth in short strokes. Head on my throat. Spit on my chin. Evan's hand on the doorframe, white at the knuckles.

"Gag. Good girl."

I gagged, came off, slapped the wet cock on my cheek, and looked at my husband.

"Your wife. His hotel. Your view."

I took him down again until my nose hit the open shirt. My fingers were in my cunt. I came on my hand with him in my throat and Evan hearing it.

"Not in my mouth. On my tits. Then him."

Adrian striped my chest. Evan stepped in. I sucked my husband clean of patience until he came on my tongue, and I showed him, then swallowed.

"Corridor done. Room next if you can get hard again."

Room 1808 waited to the left.

Room 1812 farther down.

Claire stopped between them.

Not dramatically.

That made it worse.

She just stopped.

Her hand was still in mine.

Adrian turned several feet away.

Nobody spoke.

My cock was hard enough to hurt inside my trousers.

I looked at my wife.

Black dress.

Red hair loose over one shoulder.

Lipstick still intact.

Wedding ring against my fingers.

I had imagined this corridor since check-in.

Apparently so had she.

"Evan," Claire said softly.

I knew the question before she formed it.

That mattered.

This could not be about Adrian ordering.

Could not be about me pushing.

The choice had to belong to her.

"What do you want?" I asked.

Her eyes searched mine.

"You know."

"I want you to say it anyway."

She breathed out.

"I want to go to his room."

There.

It hit me like a punch and a hand around my cock at the same time.

I looked at Adrian.

He did not move toward her.

Did not smile.

Did not make the moment easier.

Good.

Claire squeezed my hand.

"And I want you close."

"How close?"

Her gaze went to our door.

Then to his.

"Close enough that I don't have to pretend you disappeared."

My throat went dry.

I nodded.

"Okay."

Claire stayed where she was.

"Real answer."

I almost laughed because I had taught her that phrase and now hated hearing it.

"Real answer," I said. "I'm jealous. I'm hard. I'm scared I'm going to hate part of this and love another part more than I know what to do with."

Her eyes softened.

"Same."

"And I want you to choose."

She kissed me.

Not a quick thank-you kiss.

A real one.

Her hand went to the back of my neck. My palm closed around her waist. For several seconds Adrian ceased to matter.

Then Claire pulled back.

Her forehead rested against mine.

"Don't go far."

"I won't."

She turned.

I released her hand.

That was the moment.

The absence of her fingers from mine.

Claire walked down the hallway.

One step.

Two.

Three.

Her heels made almost no sound on the carpet.

Adrian stayed by his door.

Waiting.

She reached him.

He looked at me once.

Not triumph.

Acknowledgment.

I hated how much I appreciated that.

Claire took the keycard from the small evening bag at her wrist.

I stared.

"You have his card?"

She looked back.

"Temporary guest key. He gave it to me downstairs after dinner."

My cock throbbed.

"You didn't mention that."

Her smile was pure trouble.

"I was saving something."

She touched the card to Adrian's lock.

Green.

The tiny light looked obscene.

The door clicked.

Claire held my eyes.

Then opened it.

She went inside.

Adrian followed.

He stopped before closing the door.

Waited.

Claire appeared beside him, visible through the opening.

She looked at me.

I nodded once.

The door closed.

Silence.

I stood in the hallway staring at room 1812.

My entire body felt too tight.

I could go to our room.

I could sit in the bar.

I could walk outside.

Instead I walked to 1808 and let myself in.

The suite felt enormous without Claire.

I took off my jacket.

Put it over the chair.

Took it off the chair because suddenly that looked too much like Adrian's office.

Put it on the bed.

Ridiculous.

My phone vibrated.

CLAIRE: INSIDE.

I stared at the word.

ME: I KNOW.

Three dots.

CLAIRE: STILL OKAY?

ME: YES.

Pause.

Then:

CLAIRE: HARD?

I laughed despite everything.

ME: FUCK YOU.

Her reply came instantly.

CLAIRE: WRONG ROOM.

I sat on the edge of the bed and covered my face with one hand.

My wife was impossible.

My cock was painfully hard.

And somewhere a few doors away, Adrian Vale was probably reading her expression and discovering exactly how much more dangerous she had become since the office.

I stood again.

The connecting door caught my eye.

Still closed.

I walked toward it.

Put my hand on the knob.

Did not turn it.

The small plaque still carried no room number.

1810, according to the floor plan.

I had wished it were 1812.

I pressed my ear lightly against the door.

Nothing.

Of course nothing.

Hotels were designed to conceal strangers from one another.

That suddenly seemed like a design flaw.

My phone buzzed again.

CLAIRE: DON'T IMAGINE TOO MUCH.

I typed:

TOO LATE.

Her next message took longer.

CLAIRE: GOOD.

I closed my eyes.

A few doors.

One corridor.

One green light.

And my wife had chosen which door to open.

I did not stay inside room 1808 after Claire told me to stay.

I tried.

For three minutes.

Then I took my jacket and went back into the hallway and sat in a chair near the ice machine like the world's most overdressed security guard.

From there I could see the section of corridor leading to 1812 without standing directly outside it.

It was humiliating.

It was also exactly where I wanted to be.

The hotel remained quiet.

A man in running clothes came off the elevator and glanced at me.

I pretended to answer email.

He disappeared into 1821.

I checked my phone.

No message.

My cock was hard again.

I adjusted my jacket over my lap, then immediately hated the gesture because it made me feel sixteen.

I let it fall aside.

Why hide from an empty hallway?

Claire had chosen 1812.

I had chosen to remain close.

That was the truth.

A few minutes later, a shadow moved beneath Adrian's door.

My body went rigid.

Nothing happened.

Then laughter.

Faint.

Claire's.

I knew it instantly.

The sound hurt.

And my cock got harder.

There was no graceful way around that contradiction.

I put my head back against the wall and closed my eyes.

My wife was laughing inside my boss's hotel room.

That sentence would have sounded like disaster a year ago.

Now it was disaster transformed into kink by thousands of small decisions between us.

I opened our message thread.

Typed:

I HEARD YOU LAUGH.

Deleted it.

Too needy.

Typed:

HAVING FUN?

Deleted that too.

Then my phone buzzed before I could decide.

CLAIRE: YOU REALLY STAYED CLOSE?

I looked toward 1812.

ME: YES.

CLAIRE: GOOD.

That one word made me understand exactly why Adrian's short sentences worked on her.

Not because authority was magic.

Because certainty left room for the receiver's imagination to do the dirty work.

I stared at the closed door and felt my jealousy settle into something sharper and steadier.

I was not outside because I had been excluded.

I was outside because this was the distance we had chosen tonight.

Tomorrow might be different.

The thought made my cock throb.


CHAPTER 9 | THE HOTEL ROOM

CLAIRE

The first thing I noticed inside Adrian's room was how ordinary it looked.

That offended me.

I had spent three days turning 1812 into a number with its own pulse. In my head it had become dark glass, forbidden doors, some ridiculous executive version of a secret chamber.

Instead there was a king bed, a chair, a desk, two bottles of water and a television showing the hotel welcome screen.

I stood just inside the door in my black dress and stared.

Adrian closed the door behind us.

"Disappointed?"

I looked at him.

"A little."

"In the room?"

"It should be more dramatic."

He took off his jacket.

"I can call downstairs and complain."

I laughed.

The sound released something.

That helped.

We were not in his office.

That changed everything.

No desk with his name implied in every line of it. No glass wall carrying Evan's reflection. No company carpet. No employees somewhere beyond the door.

Adrian was still Evan's boss.

But in that room he was also simply the man I had been thinking about since the first corporate dinner.

That was more dangerous than the title.

My phone vibrated in my bag.

I knew who it was.

Adrian knew too.

"Check it."

I opened the message.

EVAN: I KNOW.

I smiled despite myself.

"What?" Adrian asked.

"Nothing."

"That isn't true."

I typed back before answering.

CLAIRE: STILL OKAY?

The reply came.

YES.

Then, because I had become a terrible person:

CLAIRE: HARD?

His response made me laugh.

FUCK YOU.

I sent:

WRONG ROOM.

Adrian watched my face.

"You enjoy doing that to him."

"More than I expected."

"He enjoys you doing it."

"More than he expected."

I put the phone faceup on the desk.

That mattered.

No secrecy.

No hidden screen.

Nothing I needed to turn away to conceal.

Adrian walked toward me.

I stayed where I was.

His hand came to my waist.

Mine went immediately to his tie.

There was something almost comforting about that now.

A recurring object.

A place to put my fingers when I wanted the composed man in front of me to stop looking completely assembled.

I loosened it.

He looked at my hand.

"You hate my ties."

"I like ruining them."

"Expensive hobby."

"You can afford it."

His mouth touched mine.

The kiss began slower than the office had.

No audience through glass.

No seconds being stolen.

That freedom changed the pressure.

I had time to feel him.

The broad chest beneath the shirt.

The hand around my waist.

The hard shape of his cock building beneath his trousers when I pressed closer.

There.

No locker-room story.

No Evan describing something he had seen.

My own body registering it now.

The thought made my pussy wet enough that I felt the shift as clearly as a temperature change.

Adrian broke the kiss.

His eyes stayed on mine.

"You just thought about it."

I almost laughed.

"About what?"

"The locker room."

That stopped me.

"How the hell do you know that?"

"Your face."

"My face needs a lawyer."

"It has been confessing things for months."

I pulled his tie harder.

"Evan told me you were bigger."

The sentence landed with the same effect it had in the office.

Adrian's composure changed by a degree.

That degree was enough.

"He told you a lot."

"I made him."

"Of course you did."

"He asked if I thought I'd be able to handle you."

Adrian went still.

My heartbeat hit hard once.

There was the edge.

No speech.

No stupid grin.

Just a man hearing exactly what my husband and I had turned his body into inside our marriage.

"And what did you tell him?"

I slid one hand down the front of Adrian's shirt, stopping at his belt.

"That I wanted to find out."

His cock was fully hard now beneath the fabric.

I felt it when I moved closer.

My breath caught.

Adrian's hand tightened at my back.

"Claire."

I looked up.

"Don't go careful on me now."

"I'm not being careful."

"You are."

"I'm making sure you know the difference between wanting the idea and wanting me."

I stared at him.

That irritated me because it was a fair question.

Then I answered it by kissing him again.

Harder.

My body pressed against his.

I felt his cock through both layers of clothing and let myself react without hiding it.

"Fuck."

The word left me against his mouth.

I wanted Evan to know that sound existed even if he couldn't hear it.

The thought of my husband a few doors away made me pull my phone from the desk and unlock it.

Adrian watched.

I opened the camera.

Not a photograph of us.

Just his loosened tie in my hand against his white shirt.

My wedding ring visible.

I took the picture.

Sent it to Evan.

No caption.

Three dots appeared almost instantly.

Then disappeared.

Then appeared again.

Finally:

EVAN: JESUS CHRIST.

My knees weakened with satisfaction.

Adrian saw the message.

"That enough for him?"

"No."

"For you?"

I looked at his mouth.

"Not even close."

The next kiss pushed us away from the desk and toward the bed.

My dress stayed on at first.

I liked that.

I liked feeling polished fabric becoming less polished under his hands. The zipper lowered partway. One strap slipped. My red hair tangled around my shoulders under his hands.

Adrian sat on the edge of the bed.

I stood between his knees.

That reversal sent a sharp thrill through me.

CEO seated.

Me standing over him.

I put one hand on his shoulder and the other in his hair.

His hands slid along my hips.

"Different without the office," I whispered.

"Better?"

I considered it honestly.

"Less forbidden."

"That wasn't the question."

"More personal."

His eyes sharpened.

That answer hit him harder.

Good.

I wanted to know what affected him too.

I pushed the tie from his collar completely and dropped it onto the floor.

Then I unbuttoned the top of his shirt myself.

Slowly.

Not because buttons were inherently sexy.

Because at work, Evan always saw Adrian finished.

Perfect.

Authority fully dressed.

I liked dismantling that image with my own hands.

My phone buzzed on the desk.

I looked toward it.

Adrian did too.

"Go on."

I crossed the room in my heels, dress half-zipped, and picked it up.

EVAN: STILL OKAY. STILL HARD. HATE YOU.

I laughed.

Then sent:

CLAIRE: LIAR. YOU LOVE THIS.

He replied:

PARTS OF IT.

That honesty went through me deeper than agreement would have.

I typed:

CLAIRE: ME TOO.

Then set the phone down.

When I returned to Adrian, he looked at me differently.

"What?"

"You always go back to him."

"Yes."

"Even from here."

"Especially from here."

The room went quiet.

Then Adrian stood.

His height returned all at once.

He kissed me and backed me slowly toward the bed.

I went because I wanted to.

When my knees touched the mattress, I sat.

His hands moved over my shoulders. Mine went to his belt, then stopped there, feeling the hard shape beneath the fabric again.

My pussy was soaked now.

No metaphor needed.

I wanted him.

I wanted Evan knowing I wanted him.

And, once again, I understood that I also wanted Adrian knowing the marriage was present even when my husband wasn't physically in the room.

That made the next stretch of time feel less like cheating at the edge of fantasy and more like stepping deliberately into something the three of us had built.

The dress came lower from my shoulders.

His shirt opened farther.

We moved slowly enough that each change registered.

Hands.

Skin.

Mouths.

The mattress beneath me.

His weight held back until I pulled him closer.

My body arching toward contact instead of waiting for it.

I pushed Adrian back onto the bed and climbed over him.

For a second I stayed on my knees between his legs, looking down at the man Evan usually saw fully assembled at work. Shirt open. Tie gone. Hair starting to come loose. Cock hard under the last layer of clothing.

I liked the contrast too much.

I took out my phone and sent one more message before I touched him again.

CLAIRE: ROOM 1812. I'M OKAY.

Then I set the phone on the nightstand.

Adrian lifted an eyebrow.

"That's all?"

"For now."

I pulled his underwear down and freed his cock.

He exhaled through his teeth when my hand closed around him.

The locker-room comparison flashed through my head immediately.

I did not hide the reaction.

I stroked him once, slowly, and looked at my wedding ring against his skin.

Adrian noticed where my eyes had gone.

"Still thinking about him."

"Always."

I took off my panties and left the bra and heels on because the combination felt exactly wrong enough for a hotel room.

Adrian looked at the ring again.

"That stays too."

"It was never coming off."

I climbed over him and guided his cock into position.

"Look at me."

"I'm looking."

I lowered myself slowly.

The pressure opened through me inch by inch until I had taken him completely.

I stopped there for a moment, breathing, feeling the fullness and the contrast I had spent months imagining.

Adrian's hands tightened at my hips.

Then I started moving.

Slow at first.

I rose until he nearly slipped free, then lowered myself all the way down again.

His breathing changed on every descent.

"So this is what Bennett described," he said.

I smiled.

"He didn't describe enough."

I moved faster.

The bed began to shift beneath us. My breasts moved inside the bra. Adrian's hands pulled me down harder while I used my own weight to control the rhythm.

I looked toward the nightstand.

My phone screen was dark.

Evan was a few doors away.

Waiting.

Knowing exactly which room I was in.

My pussy tightened at the thought.

"He's thinking about this," I said.

Adrian looked at me.

"What part?"

"You under me. Your shirt on the floor. Your cock inside his wife."

The last words changed his breathing.

I liked that.

I leaned forward and kissed him, then sat upright again and let him watch me move.

My wedding ring flashed every time my hand landed on his chest.

I made sure he saw it.

Then I reached down and touched myself while I kept riding him.

Adrian watched.

"Tell him that part too."

"I will."

The phone buzzed.

I almost laughed.

I picked it up without stopping.

EVAN: YOU OKAY?

I typed with one thumb.

CLAIRE: VERY.

Then:

CLAIRE: YOU?

His answer appeared a few seconds later.

EVAN: ASK ME WHEN YOU COME BACK.

The words hit harder than I expected.

I set the phone down and drove my hips down against Adrian.

"Fuck."

His hands moved from my hips to my waist.

"That him?"

"Yes."

"Good?"

"Very."

I bent over him and kissed him again.

Then I changed the position.

"Turn me."

Adrian understood.

He caught my waist and rolled us.

I landed on my back, red hair spread over the white hotel pillow, black bra crooked, heels still on.

Adrian moved between my thighs.

The first deep thrust made me cry out.

This time he controlled the rhythm.

Harder.

Full strokes.

The headboard knocked softly against the wall.

My legs came up around him, one heel scraping the sheet.

"Don't stop."

"I wasn't planning to."

"Harder."

He obeyed.

The orgasm started building almost immediately.

I grabbed his shoulder, then the sheet, then him again.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

I turned my head.

Evan's name lit the screen.

That was the final trigger.

"Adrian."

My voice broke.

He pushed deeper.

The pleasure surged through my thighs and stomach until my whole body locked.

I came hard, legs tightening around him, one hand crushing the sheet while the other held his shoulder.

The first sound out of my mouth was not Adrian's name.

It was Evan's.

Adrian heard it.

He did not compete with it.

He kept moving while the orgasm shook through me, then slowed only when my legs started to tremble too badly to hold him.

I was still catching my breath when I pulled him back down.

"Not done."

His control lasted less than a minute after that.

His breathing turned ragged. His hands locked around my waist.

Then he came deep inside me, body going rigid over mine before the last of the tension left him.

For several seconds we stayed exactly where we were.

Sweaty.

Out of breath.

My heels still on.

My ring still on.

The phone still glowing beside us.

Adrian rolled to his side.

I lay on my back staring at the ceiling while my body kept pulsing in small aftershocks.

The room smelled like sex, hotel sheets and the faint remains of my perfume.

I looked toward the floor.

My dress.

His tie.

My shoes still technically on but barely.

The polished CEO had been dismantled.

That was the picture I wanted Evan to see.

I picked up the phone.

CLAIRE: I'M OKAY.

Then, after a second:

CLAIRE: I'LL TELL YOU EVERYTHING.

I stared at the message after it sent.

It was not enough.

I called him.

Evan answered on the second ring.

"Hi."

His voice sounded normal enough to make my chest tighten.

"Hi."

"You okay?"

"Very."

He exhaled.

I could hear the smile he was trying not to have.

"You sound pleased with yourself."

"A little."

"How's room 1812?"

I looked around.

"Still disappointingly ordinary."

Adrian laughed softly beside me.

Evan heard.

The silence on the line changed.

My nipples tightened.

There it was again.

The jealousy arriving through sound alone.

"He's there," Evan said.

"Yes."

"I know he's there. I don't know why hearing him made it different."

"Because now it's real in your ear."

He was quiet.

"Probably."

I rolled onto my side, the sheet sliding down to my waist. Adrian's eyes moved over me once, then away deliberately.

That restraint made me want him again before I was ready.

"Evan."

"Yeah?"

"I'm still wearing my ring."

Another pause.

"I know."

"Good."

"Claire?"

"What?"

"Come back when you want to come back. Not because you think I need rescuing."

The sentence almost broke me in a completely different way.

I closed my eyes.

"I love you."

"I love you too."

Then, because he was still Evan:

"But if you lose that dress, we're charging Vale for it."

I laughed hard enough that Adrian looked over.

"Good night," I said.

"Not yet, apparently."

I ended the call smiling. Adrian had pulled on his trousers and shirt again, leaving the shirt open.

Adrian lifted an eyebrow.

"Dress insurance?"

"Corporate liability."

"I'll notify legal."

I sat up.

The sheet fell farther.

Adrian's eyes returned to me and stayed.

My nipples hardened, my thighs drew together, and heat gathered between them again.

I did not hide it.

"See?" I said.

"See what?"

"He tells me to stay and somehow that makes me want you more."

Adrian leaned closer.

"Because he chose it too."

That was exactly right.

I pulled him toward me by the open collar of his shirt.

The second wave began slower.

Less about crossing the threshold.

More about discovering what existed after it.

I let myself explore the difference between Adrian's body and Evan's without turning the comparison into betrayal. The broader shoulders under my palms. The extra height when he bent over me. The hard line of his cock under the fabric when I pulled him close.

Every time I noticed, I imagined telling Evan later.

That thought kept the marriage inside the room.

By the time my breathing broke again, the hotel no longer felt ordinary.

Room 1812 had finally earned its number.

Before I dressed again, I went to the window and opened the curtain fully.

The city looked unreal from eighteen floors up. Tiny headlights. Rooftops. Office towers with only a few lights still burning.

Adrian came to stand several feet behind me.

Not touching.

I could see him in the reflection.

Shirt open. Tie gone. Hair finally out of place.

The polished CEO reduced to details no employee ever got to keep.

My body warmed again simply from seeing the contrast.

"Evan would like this view," I said.

Adrian looked at my reflection.

"Which part?"

I smiled.

"Exactly."

He moved closer.

His hand stopped at my hip, waiting.

I leaned back into it.

That small movement was consent without another speech.

I liked that we had learned the rhythm.

His palm settled fully against me.

I looked at the glass.

At us.

Then imagined Evan where the city was, watching through another pane.

My pussy tightened.

"You thought about him," Adrian said.

"Yes."

"Again."

"Yes."

"Good."

The word came low.

I turned.

"Careful. You'll start sounding pleased."

"I am pleased."

That stopped me.

"Why?"

"Because you aren't using me to leave your marriage."

I stared at him.

"That's a very serious thing to say while I'm half naked."

"Bad timing?"

"Terrible."

His mouth curved.

I pulled him closer anyway.

The next kiss began against the window instead of the bed.

Cold glass at my back.

Warm body in front of me.

City light outlining his shoulders.

The hard pressure of his cock through his trousers when he stepped closer.

My breath broke.

I did not hide it.

I wanted the reaction remembered.

Wanted to tell Evan later exactly where I had been standing when it happened.

That thought made me wetter.

Adrian's hand moved along my side.

My own hand went to his chest.

I could feel his heartbeat under my palm.

For once, the most controlled man I knew was not abstractly powerful.

He was simply aroused.

By me.

That realization carried its own dangerous thrill.

I smiled.

"What?" he asked.

"Nothing."

"You are terrible at nothing."

"Evan says that too."

"He is right often enough to be irritating."

I laughed and kissed him again.


CHAPTER 10 | THE ADJOINING DOOR

EVAN

At 12:41 a.m., back in our suite, I got confirmation that the connecting door went to 1810.

Not 1812.

I discovered this because someone in 1810 returned from the bar, slammed a suitcase into the wall and turned on a television loud enough for me to hear a sports recap through the door.

So much for erotic architecture.

I almost laughed.

Then I heard something in the hallway.

A door.

Soft footsteps.

I stood.

My phone showed no new message.

For one second, I thought Claire was returning.

Then the footsteps stopped farther away.

Another door clicked.

Not ours.

I sat again.

Waiting had turned time viscous.

Every sound became evidence.

Elevator bell.

Ice machine.

A couple laughing down the hall.

Somebody dragging a rolling suitcase.

None of it was Claire.

My cock had gone from hard to not hard to painfully hard again depending on what my imagination was doing.

I had tried television.

Useless.

Tried email.

Worse.

Every spreadsheet row became a memory of Adrian's desk.

Finally I turned everything off and sat in the darkened suite with the city through the windows.

That was when the real conflict arrived.

I wanted to know everything.

I did not want to know anything.

I wanted Claire to walk through the door with her hair ruined and tell me every detail.

I wanted her to come back looking perfectly normal so I could pretend my imagination had been worse than reality.

I wanted to ask whether his cock was really as big as I remembered from the locker room.

I wanted to never hear the answer.

My phone vibrated.

A photograph.

Adrian's tie in Claire's hand.

Her ring visible.

I stopped breathing.

That fucking ring.

The detail was deliberate.

She had put me in the picture without putting my face there.

My cock hardened immediately.

I typed JESUS CHRIST and stared at it before sending.

She answered nothing.

That made it worse.

I stood and went to the hallway.

Not to his room.

Just outside ours.

I opened the door quietly and looked down the corridor.

1812 sat closed.

A warm lamp illuminated the number.

No movement.

I could walk there.

Claire had said she wanted me close.

How close had she meant?

Months earlier, Claire had said she wanted me close enough to look at her.

Now there was a hotel wall between us.

I went back inside.

Waited.

Five minutes.

Ten.

My phone buzzed again.

I'M LOOKING AT MY RING.

I sat on the edge of the bed.

The jealousy in me changed shape.

That was what Claire kept doing.

Turning the thing I feared would erase me into proof she was thinking about me.

I typed GOOD.

Then regretted how inadequate the word looked.

Too late.

Sent.

I lay back and stared at the ceiling.

What was happening a few doors away?

My imagination supplied too much.

Adrian's hands.

Claire's red hair against white hotel sheets.

The black dress on the floor.

His cock hard because of my wife.

Her pussy wet because of him.

The words were crude in my head now.

That was another change.

I no longer needed euphemism to survive the fantasy.

Sometimes the blunt language helped.

My wife wanted another man's cock.

I wanted to know what happened when she got close enough to stop imagining it.

The sentence hurt.

It also made my hand move over the front of my trousers before I consciously decided to touch myself.

I stopped.

Then laughed in the dark.

Who was I performing restraint for?

No one.

Claire would probably enjoy knowing exactly how hard I was because of her.

Maybe Adrian would too.

That thought complicated things fast.

I stood again.

The hall.

The door.

1812.

I walked out.

This time I went farther.

1809.

1810.

1811.

Then stopped.

Room 1812 was six feet away.

I could hear nothing.

Hotel doors were thick.

I raised my hand toward the wood.

Did not knock.

Did not touch.

I simply stood there and felt the reality of proximity.

Claire was on the other side.

Adrian was on the other side.

And I had agreed to be here.

The knowledge hit differently when the door existed beneath my hand instead of as a concept.

My phone vibrated.

I nearly jumped.

CLAIRE: YOU OKAY?

I laughed once under my breath.

She knew me too well.

ME: YES.

Then:

ME: I'M OUTSIDE.

The typing bubble appeared.

Stopped.

Appeared again.

CLAIRE: OUTSIDE WHERE?

I looked at the brass numbers.

ME: 1812.

Long pause.

My heart beat hard enough that I felt it in my throat.

Then:

CLAIRE: STAY.

One word.

I leaned against the wall opposite the door.

The hallway was empty.

A full minute passed.

Then the lock clicked.

The door opened three inches.

Claire appeared in the gap.

My cock hardened before I had time to interpret what I saw.

Red hair loose and tangled.

Bare shoulder.

Black dress nowhere visible.

Cheeks flushed.

Mouth swollen from kissing.

Her eyes found mine.

"Hi," she whispered.

My cock hardened so fast it hurt.

"Hi."

She smiled.

Not guilty.

Not triumphant.

Alive.

"Come here."

I crossed the hall.

She opened the door enough to step out, pulling the hotel robe closed around herself.

Adrian stayed inside, unseen.

Claire put both hands on my face and kissed me.

The kiss tasted unfamiliar for half a second.

That nearly destroyed me.

Then it was Claire again.

My wife.

Her mouth.

Her hand sliding to the back of my neck.

My fingers tightening around the robe at her waist.

She pulled back.

"Still okay?"

"Yes."

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

I looked down at myself, then at her.

"Cruel question."

Her eyes glittered.

"Answer."

"Yes."

Claire smiled.

Then surprised me.

"Good."

She looked toward the room behind her.

Then back at me.

"I want you closer next time."

The words landed like a door opening inside my chest.

"How close?"

Her fingers traced my collar.

"Not hallway close."

I swallowed.

"Claire."

"Not tonight."

My breath left slowly.

Relief and disappointment arrived together.

She saw both.

"Next time," she said.

Then kissed me once more.

When she returned inside, she left the door open for two seconds longer than necessary.

Long enough for me to see Adrian standing near the window in an open white shirt.

Long enough for him to see me.

Our eyes met.

He nodded once.

No victory.

No challenge.

Acknowledgment.

Then Claire closed the door.

I returned to 1808 with the taste of my wife's kiss still in my mouth and the image of Adrian's undone shirt burned into my head.

That was when I understood what the adjoining door was really for.

Not architecture.

Not tonight.

Permission.

A future door we had not opened yet.

When Claire finally returned to 1808, it was 1:36 a.m.

I heard the keycard before I saw her.

One soft electronic chirp.

Green light.

Door opening.

I stood from the chair by the window.

She entered wearing the hotel robe over whatever remained of the black dress beneath it, heels in one hand, evening bag in the other. Her hair looked exactly like I had imagined and nothing like it at all.

That was the problem with fantasy.

Reality had details imagination was too lazy to invent.

One earring missing.

A faint crease on her cheek from a pillow.

Lipstick mostly gone.

The robe belt tied crooked because Claire had apparently lost the ability to make a knot.

She closed the door.

We stared at each other.

Neither of us spoke.

My cock hardened.

Immediately.

Her eyes dropped.

She saw.

A slow smile moved across her face.

"Really?"

"Do not start."

"I walked in."

"Exactly."

She set the shoes down and came toward me.

"Ask."

"I don't know where to start."

"Then don't start with questions."

She kissed me.

The kiss was soft for one second.

Then I tasted the difference.

Not another man's mouth literally.

Just unfamiliarity mixed into something I knew.

My jealousy spiked hard enough to make my hand tighten around her waist.

Claire pulled back.

She saw it.

"There."

"Don't analyze me."

"I'm not."

"You are literally smiling."

"Because your cock is hard and you're angry about it."

I laughed once without humor.

"Accurate."

Her expression softened.

She took my hand and put it over her wedding ring.

"Still here."

The gesture was simple enough to hurt.

I closed my fingers around hers.

"Tell me one thing."

"Only one?"

"For now."

Claire thought.

"He knew when I was thinking about the locker room."

My cock got harder.

"Fuck."

She smiled.

"That one got you."

"How did he know?"

"My face."

"Your face is a traitor."

"You've been saying that for months."

I pulled her closer.

"What did you tell him?"

"That you said he was bigger."

The jealousy hit first.

The humiliation followed.

Then the heat.

Claire watched the entire sequence.

Her pussy had to be wet again. I knew because her thighs shifted, because her breath changed, because she had taught me how to read those reactions without hiding from the words anymore.

"You told my boss that I looked at his cock."

"Yes."

"You are unbelievable."

"You married me."

I kissed her harder.

The robe loosened beneath my hands.

The black dress underneath was wrinkled and half unzipped.

The sight destroyed whatever composure I had left.

"Jesus Christ."

Claire looked down at herself.

"Bad?"

"No."

"Good bad?"

"Very."

She let the robe open completely.

Not for Adrian.

For me.

That mattered.

We stayed standing near the door for several minutes, kissing, hands moving over clothes that already carried another room's history. I felt the difference between wanting to reclaim her and realizing I did not need to.

Claire was not returning damaged.

She was returning charged.

And she was handing that charge directly to me.

The second we stopped treating jealousy like an emergency, it became fuel.

I asked Claire to sit on the bed before she changed.

Not because I wanted to interrogate her.

Because I wanted to look.

She understood immediately.

The robe stayed open over the wrinkled black dress. One shoulder bare. Red hair everywhere.

She sat.

I stood in front of her.

"What?" she asked.

"I'm checking reality."

"Against what?"

"Everything I imagined while you were gone."

Her expression sharpened with interest.

"And?"

I looked at the crease in her dress, the missing earring, the softened lipstick.

"Reality has better details."

She breathed out slowly.

"Tell me one."

"Your hair."

"Predictable."

"The dress."

"Also predictable."

I stepped closer.

"The fact that you came back smiling instead of guilty."

That stopped her.

Claire reached for my hand.

"You wanted guilt?"

"No. I was afraid I would."

"And?"

"I don't."

Her fingers tightened around mine.

Then she surprised me by placing my hand against her inner thigh beneath the edge of the robe.

The skin there was warm.

"This is what came back too," she said.

My cock hardened.

"Claire."

"You wanted reality."

"You're terrible."

"You keep saying that like it works."

I slid my hand higher only until she stopped me with a smile.

Not denial.

Control.

She wanted to talk first.

So I waited.

That waiting became another version of the dynamic.

Sometimes waiting was hotter than rushing.

Sometimes knowing exactly where my hand could go while Claire told me another man had made her come was almost worse.

She watched my face as she told me.

Not every detail.

Enough.

His body.

His shirt open.

The way he noticed when she thought of me.

The way she had looked at her ring.

The orgasm.

My cock stayed hard through all of it.

Claire noticed every second.

By the time she finished, her own breathing had changed again.

The confession had restarted both of us.

That was becoming our most dangerous habit.


CHAPTER 11 | OPEN IT

CLAIRE

We opened the door the next night.

Not literally the connecting door.

That still belonged to a stranger in 1810 who watched sports too loudly.

We opened something else.

The arrangement began over breakfast, disappeared beneath conference sessions and client meetings all afternoon, then resurfaced while Evan and I were getting ready for the closing reception.

I was at the mirror pinning my hair when Evan said, "If you go upstairs with him tonight, I don't want the hallway."

My hands stopped.

I looked at him through the mirror.

He was knotting his tie.

"What do you want?"

"I don't know yet."

"That's not like you."

"This isn't like me."

Fair.

I turned.

"Do you want to see?"

His breath changed.

Direct question.

No escape route.

"Yes."

My pussy went wet from the answer alone.

I crossed the room.

"How much?"

"Enough that I don't invent the rest."

"That could be worse."

"I know."

"You could hate it."

"I know."

I touched his tie.

"You could love it."

His eyes held mine.

"That's the part I'm more afraid of."

I kissed him.

Not to soothe.

Because the honesty made me want him.

"Then tonight we find out."

The closing reception lasted two hours.

I barely remember the speeches.

Adrian knew something had changed before either of us told him.

He read the energy between Evan and me the way he read a room before making a decision.

After the last guests began leaving, the three of us stood near the elevators.

I looked at Evan.

He nodded.

Then I looked at Adrian.

"Upstairs."

One word.

No ambiguity.

The elevator ride was silent.

Not awkward.

Dense.

Evan stood beside me.

Adrian opposite.

The mirrored walls showed all three of us from angles I could not avoid.

I could see my husband's hand flex once at his side.

Could see Adrian's eyes move briefly to my mouth.

Could see myself between them in a white silk blouse and red pencil skirt this time, hair down, pulse visible at my throat.

Eighteen.

The doors opened.

We walked to 1812 together.

Adrian used his keycard.

Green.

He opened the door.

Nobody entered.

I looked at Evan.

"You first."

His eyes widened slightly.

"Me?"

"Yes."

He stepped inside.

That mattered to me more than I could explain.

Not husband left behind.

Not husband permitted to peek.

Husband entering first.

I followed.

Adrian came last and closed the door.

The room was exactly as ordinary as it had been the night before.

It felt completely different.

Evan stood near the chair by the window.

I walked toward him.

"Here?"

He looked at the chair.

Then at me.

"You planned that?"

"Maybe."

"Terrifying."

"Sit."

He did.

My pussy tightened and my nipples hardened so fast that I had to breathe carefully.

Evan Bennett, my husband, sitting in Adrian Vale's hotel room because I had told him where I wanted him.

Adrian remained several feet away.

Waiting.

I stood between the men.

No one touched me.

The lack of contact made my nipples hard beneath the blouse.

I looked at Evan.

"Still yes?"

"Yes."

Then Adrian.

"You?"

"Yes."

"Good."

I laughed once at myself.

"Listen to me."

Evan smiled.

"Very CEO."

"Shut up."

The humor saved us from turning ritual into theater.

Then I crossed the room to Adrian.

I put my hand on his tie.

Of course.

The recurring move felt different with Evan six feet away instead of behind glass.

I could see him without reflection.

Could hear his breathing.

Could watch his eyes travel down my arm to Adrian's chest.

I loosened the tie.

Evan's cock showed beneath his trousers almost immediately.

No hiding behind glass.

I saw exactly what the sight did to him.

My pussy tightened.

Adrian followed my gaze.

He saw too.

Evan did not cover himself.

That might have been the bravest thing he did all night.

I turned back to Adrian.

"He likes the tie."

Evan laughed without humor.

"I hate both of you."

"Liar," I said.

Adrian's hand came to my waist.

My eyes stayed on Evan.

"Touch her," my husband said.

The words changed the room.

Adrian looked at him.

Then at me.

I nodded.

His hand moved around my back.

I inhaled.

Evan watched.

No glass.

No phone.

Nothing between us.

I kissed Adrian.

My eyes closed for the first seconds out of habit.

Then I opened them.

Looked past his shoulder.

Evan was staring directly at me.

The sight made my knees weak.

I pulled back, breathing harder already.

"Fuck."

Evan's mouth curved.

"What?"

"You."

"Me?"

"Watching."

The word came out almost accusing.

He leaned back in the chair.

"You asked."

"I know."

I kissed Adrian again.

This time I kept my eyes open longer.

Watched Evan watching.

The multiplication was immediate.

Adrian's body against mine.

My husband's eyes.

My own awareness of performing nothing and everything at once.

I slid my hands beneath Adrian's jacket and pushed it from his shoulders.

It fell onto the bed.

Then I loosened his tie fully and pulled it free.

I turned toward Evan with it in my hand.

"Here."

I tossed it.

He caught it.

For a second all three of us stared at the strip of silk across my husband's palm.

The image was obscene without containing one naked body.

Evan closed his fingers around it.

My pussy went wetter.

"Keep that," I said.

"Why?"

"I want to see it in your hand."

His eyes darkened.

He kept it.

Then Adrian kissed my neck and my concentration broke.

I turned into him.

His hands moved over my waist and hips through the blouse and red skirt. Mine opened his shirt farther. I wanted skin now. Wanted evidence. Wanted Evan to see the man beneath the title instead of only knowing he existed.

My breathing grew uneven.

I looked at my husband again.

His hand was still closed around the tie.

His other hand rested on his thigh, dangerously near the hard outline in his trousers.

"Don't hide," I said.

Evan stared at me.

Then deliberately moved his hand over the front of his pants.

One slow stroke.

Heat slammed through me.

"Jesus."

Adrian glanced back.

He saw.

He understood.

His attention returned to me.

"That what you wanted?"

I nodded.

"More."

Not a request for mechanics.

A request for presence.

For honesty.

For the three of us to stop pretending anyone was only observing from a safe emotional distance.

Evan's hand moved again.

My mouth found Adrian's.

The red skirt began to lose its perfect line under his hands.

The room got hotter.

The fantasy stopped being about a door.

It was open now.

Before anything went farther in 1812, I walked to the window.

Not away from them.

Toward the city.

I needed one breath that belonged only to me.

The glass reflected Evan seated behind me and Adrian standing farther back.

Two men waiting.

Neither moving until I did.

That image was more powerful than any fantasy where I was simply taken.

I turned.

"New rule," I said.

Evan's eyebrow rose.

"Of course there is."

"No one disappears."

Adrian watched me.

"Meaning?"

"If I'm with you, Evan stays part of the room. If I'm with Evan, you don't turn it into some competition. I don't want two men trying to win me."

Evan looked at Adrian.

Adrian nodded once.

"Agreed."

I pointed at my husband.

"And you stop pretending your jealousy is proof something is wrong."

"That seems less fair."

"Still true."

"Fine."

"Good."

Evan smiled.

"There she is."

"Who?"

"The woman who discovered she can run meetings without working here."

I laughed.

The laugh loosened my shoulders.

Then I crossed back to him.

I stood between his knees and touched his face.

"You really want this?"

"Yes."

"Not because you think I do?"

"No. I want to see what happens to you when I'm close enough that you don't have to imagine me watching."

My pussy tightened.

"That is filthy."

"Learned from you."

I kissed him.

Then I turned and looked at Adrian.

No speech.

I crooked one finger.

He came closer.

The simplicity of the gesture sent a shock through me.

Months earlier Adrian had owned every room because everyone waited for him.

Now I had made him cross one because I asked with a finger.

That inversion mattered.

When he reached me, I put Evan's hand at my waist first.

Then Adrian's on the other side.

My body was literally held between two different kinds of familiarity.

Evan's touch known.

Adrian's touch newer, heavier, carrying the physical contrast my husband had introduced into our marriage.

My nipples hardened instantly.

I looked down at my own body as if the reaction belonged to someone else.

Then at Evan.

He had seen.

His cock was hard beneath his trousers.

I smiled.

"See?"

"Unfortunately."

"Liar."

He squeezed my waist.

"Completely."

Adrian's hand remained still until I leaned into it.

That was the agreement in physical form.

No repeated questions.

No speeches.

Pause, choice, movement.

I chose.

The room did not rush us.

That became the luxury of the hotel.

No cleaning crew somewhere beyond a glass wall.

No office event ending.

No elevator door about to open.

Time.

I had underestimated how erotic time could be once none of us needed to hurry toward proof.

I stood between Evan and Adrian and let several seconds pass without choosing either.

Both men watched me.

My nipples tightened under the blouse.

My pussy was already wet.

I liked that they could probably tell.

I liked even more that nobody announced it like a discovery.

Evan had learned my body.

Adrian was learning my tells.

I turned toward my husband first.

His cock was visibly hard.

I put my palm against it through his trousers.

One slow press.

His breath caught.

"This is because you're watching?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Watching what?"

His eyes went to Adrian.

Then me.

"You want him."

The answer made my fingers tighten.

"And that gets you hard."

"Yes."

No shame.

That was new.

I kissed him.

Then left my hand on him when I turned toward Adrian.

The position was almost obscenely symbolic.

My body angled toward one man.

My hand still feeling the other man's erection through fabric.

Evan groaned quietly when Adrian kissed me.

The sound went straight through my pussy.

I broke the kiss just long enough to look at my husband.

"You made that sound."

"So did you."

"Fair."

Adrian's hand slid to my waist.

Evan's hand covered mine where it still rested on him.

Three points of contact.

No one disappearing.

Exactly what I had asked for.


CHAPTER 12 | SAME ROOM

CLAIRE

I had expected the first minutes to be the hardest.

They were not.

The hardest moment came later, when I looked at Evan and realized he was no longer fighting the fact that he was turned on.

He had stopped apologizing to himself.

He had stopped apologizing, so I stopped protecting him from the picture.

"Closer. I want your knee against the bed."

Evan moved the chair. Now he was close enough that I could touch his wrist while Adrian's cock pushed into me from behind. The stretch was the same fact as the office and filthier because nobody was behind glass.

"Talk."

"She's tight on me. She's looking at you. She asked for the whole thing."

"Evan. Say what you see."

"My wife. Open. Choosing. Not asking me to leave."

That sentence broke me. I came with my hand on his wrist, cunt gripping, mouth open, no performance left. Adrian held still through it, then fucked me through the aftershocks until I pushed at his hip.

"Out. On me. He should see it."

Hot stripes on my lower back. I reached, gathered, sucked my fingers while Evan watched the tongue.

"Your turn. Same place. Feel it."

He stood, already out, and pushed in. Groaned at how open I was. I looked back at him.

"Fuck it back to yours."

He did. Harder than the hotel manners allowed. The headboard. My tits. His hand where Adrian's had been. I came again saying Evan. He came deep, staying, shaking.

"Don't leave yet," I told the room, meaning my husband, and Adrian understood and stepped back to fix his shirt.

One minute. Then the door. Then us.

That was when I used the room.

"Sit."

Evan sat. Adrian stood. I walked between them and made both look before I chose.

"His first. You tell me where my eyes go."

"Look at him."

I knelt. Slap of the head on my tongue. Gag. Spit. Evan's hand on the chair.

"Now look at me."

I looked. Took Adrian deeper. Then the bed, on all fours, facing my husband. Adrian pushed in from behind. Thick. I kept my eyes up.

"Don't look away."

"I won't."

I came looking at Evan. Adrian striped my back. I turned and took Evan in the same mouth until he finished on my tongue.

"Same room. Two cocks. Yours last."

After, I did not send the night out early.

"Again. His mouth. Evan, hold my hair so I look at you."

Evan held it. Adrian knelt and licked, two fingers, the wet sound filling the room. I came on his mouth with my eyes open, saying don't stop and then Evan when it broke.

"Up. He keeps the hair."

Adrian pushed in. Husband's fist in my hair. Boss's cock in my cunt. I came again. He striped my stomach. Evan fed me two fingers of it. I sucked them clean, then took him in the same hole so he could feel how open I was and fuck it back to his.

He did. Deep. Mine.

The adjoining door stayed an inch open. Nobody walked through. The inch was enough.

I pulled Evan onto the bed after Adrian fixed his shirt and left, because I had asked for one minute of watching and then the door.

"Inventory."

"Mouth. Spit. Stretch. Eyes. Come. Mine."

I sank onto him and rode until the city blurred.

"You stayed in the room."

"I stayed."

"You watched a thicker cock and came in the same mouth."

"Yes."

I came on yes. He came deep. We slept with the latch undone and nobody using it. The unused inch was hotter than a second fuck would have been, so I did not invent one. I kept his hand on my cunt and slept.

That changed everything.

Adrian stood behind me with one hand around my waist. My blouse had slipped from one shoulder. His shirt was open at the throat. Evan sat in the chair by the window holding Adrian's tie loosely in one hand.

The city burned eighteen floors below us.

No one outside that room knew what the three of us were doing with one another's attention.

I turned in Adrian's arms.

His cock was hard against me beneath his trousers.

I felt it and did not pretend otherwise.

My pussy was wet enough that every shift of the skirt against my thighs reminded me.

I looked at Evan.

"Come here."

He blinked.

"What?"

"I said come here."

He stood.

Adrian released me before Evan reached us.

Good.

I took my husband's face in both hands and kissed him.

Hard.

The kiss carried everything I could not explain elegantly.

You are here.

I see you.

I want this.

I want you inside it.

Evan's hands went around my waist.

I pressed myself against him and felt his cock hard through his trousers.

That made me laugh into his mouth.

"What?" he whispered.

"You're so fucking hard."

His face flushed.

"You enjoy that too much."

"I really do."

I kissed him again.

Then turned my head.

Adrian stood close enough that I could reach him without leaving Evan's arms.

So I did.

My fingers caught the open edge of Adrian's shirt and pulled him nearer.

I stepped away from both men and looked around the room. It was the same as every other executive hotel room on the trip.

King bed. Leather chair. Dark carpet. One lamp on.

The difference was who stood inside it now.

Evan was not behind glass, in a hallway or a few doors away with a phone in his hand.

He was here.

Three steps from the bed.

Adrian stood near the window on the other side.

Both men were watching me.

I checked the door.

The latch was secure.

"Take off your shoes."

I did not say which one of them I meant.

Both understood.

Evan moved first. Adrian followed.

Then I pointed to either side of the bed.

"Face each other."

They obeyed.

I walked between them slowly, feeling both sets of eyes follow me.

I stopped behind Evan and loosened his tie.

"The tie stays."

I pulled it over his head and put it around my own neck.

Then I went to Adrian and opened his shirt button by button.

When his shirt fell away, I went back to my husband and did the same.

Both men stood bare-chested now.

I stayed between them in my blouse, red pencil skirt, heels and Evan's tie.

"Have you ever touched each other like this?"

Silence.

"Either of you."

"No," Adrian said.

Evan shook his head.

"Then touch each other."

The look that passed between them made my pussy tighten before either man moved.

Evan held out his hand first.

Adrian took it.

It was only a handshake.

Except it lasted too long.

I saw the exact second it stopped being compliance and became choice.

"Come here."

I sat on the edge of the bed and tapped the mattress on both sides.

They sat facing me.

I opened my blouse slowly.

First button.

Second.

Third.

White lace appeared beneath it.

Both men watched.

When the blouse finally came off, I stood in front of them in my bra, pencil skirt and heels, Evan's tie hanging between my breasts.

"Evan."

"Yeah?"

"Remember the locker room?"

He swallowed.

"I remember."

"Want to see again?"

"Yes."

I turned to Adrian.

"You let him see once. Let him see now."

Adrian did not answer.

He did not need to.

I went to my knees on the carpet between them.

I opened Adrian's belt first and pulled his trousers and underwear down.

His cock stood hard in front of me.

Then I looked at Evan.

"Come here."

He stood.

"Take yours off."

A moment later both men were in front of me.

I looked.

Really looked.

One cock on each side of my face.

Adrian longer.

Evan thicker.

Different color. Different weight. Different shape.

I let both men see me compare.

"You know what I'm going to do."

I wrapped one hand around Adrian and the other around Evan.

Both groaned when I squeezed.

I stroked them slowly at first.

Then I looked at Evan.

"Look at him."

My husband did.

At Adrian.

At the cock in my hand.

At the difference he had described to me months earlier.

Jealousy flashed across his face.

Then desire underneath it.

I smiled.

I took my hand off Evan and put it over his hand instead.

Then I guided Evan's fingers around Adrian's cock.

He froze.

"Hold him."

Evan did.

His hand closed around another man's cock for the first time.

Adrian looked down at him.

Neither said a word.

I lowered my mouth onto Adrian while Evan's hand stayed around the base.

I sucked him slowly, one hand over Evan's, while my free hand went back to my husband's cock.

Evan moaned.

Loud.

I pulled off Adrian with a wet sound and turned my mouth to Evan.

Then I alternated.

Mouth on one.

Hand on the other.

Back and forth until saliva ran down my chin and both men were visibly fighting for control.

I stopped.

"Kneel."

Both men came down in front of me.

Now all three of us were on our knees.

I lifted Adrian's cock and tapped it against my cheek once.

Twice.

The sound landed softly against my skin.

I looked at Evan and did it again.

Then I took Evan's cock and tapped the other side of my face.

Equal.

Intentional.

"You like this."

It was not a question.

"Yes," Evan said.

"What do you like?"

"Seeing you with him."

"And?"

"Being here. Close enough to see everything."

I touched Adrian's cock to my lips without taking him into my mouth.

Then Evan's.

"Bed."

I climbed up first and went to all fours in the middle of the mattress.

My skirt stayed on.

My bra stayed on.

Evan's tie stayed around my neck.

My heels stayed on.

I looked back.

"Adrian. Behind me."

He climbed onto the bed and knelt behind me.

"Evan. In front."

My husband came to his knees in front of my face.

His cock was inches from my mouth.

I looked up at him.

"While he fucks me, you stay right there. I want to look at you."

Adrian pushed inside me.

Slowly at first.

I felt every inch, every stretch, every change in pressure.

My fingers dug into the sheet.

"Can you see?"

Evan's voice came rough.

"Yes."

"Can you see him inside me?"

"Yes."

Adrian started moving.

Slow full strokes at first, my body being pushed forward toward Evan every time.

"Faster," I told Adrian.

He obeyed.

Evan stroked himself while he watched my face, then the movement behind me, then my face again.

I pushed back harder.

"Spank me."

Adrian's palm landed across my ass.

The crack filled the room.

I cried out.

"Did you see that?"

"Yes."

"He hit me."

"I saw."

"Would you?"

"Yes."

"You will."

"I will."

Adrian slapped the other side.

Heat spread over my skin.

I arched and pushed back into his next thrust.

"Evan. Closer."

He moved closer until his cock was directly in front of my mouth.

I opened for him.

Now Adrian was inside me from behind while my husband was in my mouth.

Both of them at once.

I sucked Evan in time with Adrian's thrusts.

Every movement pushed me forward onto my husband's cock.

Evan's hands went into my hair.

"My slut," he said quietly.

I pulled back just enough to answer.

"Yours."

"My slut."

"Yours."

Adrian sped up behind me.

The room got louder.

Bed against wall.

Skin.

Breathing.

My moans around Evan's cock.

I pulled away.

"Don't come yet."

Evan exhaled through his teeth.

"I won't."

"Promise."

"I promise."

I looked back at Adrian.

"Change."

He stopped.

"Lie down."

Adrian pulled out and lay on his back in the center of the bed.

I climbed over him and lowered myself onto his cock facing him.

Then I looked at Evan.

"Come up."

He climbed onto the bed.

"Kneel in front of me."

I started riding Adrian.

The rhythm belonged to me now.

Every time I rose, I took Evan into my mouth.

Every time I lowered myself onto Adrian, I felt his hands close around my hips.

I controlled both men.

Then I pulled away from Evan's cock.

"Behind him. Sit against the headboard. Put your hands on me."

Evan moved behind Adrian and reached forward.

His hands closed over my breasts.

"Lower."

One hand traveled over my stomach and found my clit.

I moaned so loudly all three of us froze for half a second.

Then Adrian thrust up.

Evan's fingers circled faster.

I moved harder.

Adrian beneath me.

Evan touching me from behind him.

My body between both men.

I looked straight at my husband.

"Look at me."

"I'm looking."

"Don't look away."

"I won't."

"Promise."

"I promise."

I rode Adrian faster.

Evan's fingers did not leave my clit.

Adrian's hands tightened over my breasts.

Everything happened at once.

"Evan."

My voice broke.

"Evan. Evan. Evan."

Then I came.

My back arched.

My fingers dug into Adrian's chest.

My knees tightened around his hips.

The orgasm tore through me hard enough that I screamed.

I kept my eyes on Evan until I could not keep them open.

When it passed, I folded forward over Adrian and stayed there breathing against his shoulder.

Evan's hands remained at my hips.

Nobody moved for a while.

Then I lifted my head.

"Adrian."

He looked at me.

"Finish where I can see."

He slid out from under me and came to his knees on the bed, cock still hard and slick.

I sat back and watched him stroke himself.

"Here," I said, touching the sheet in front of me. "This direction."

Adrian's hand moved faster.

I watched his face when he lost control.

He came in thick spurts onto the sheet between us.

When the last pulse left him, he fell back, breathing hard.

That left Evan.

I turned.

My husband was against the headboard, still hard, eyes fixed on me.

I crawled toward him.

"Now you. Where I can see."

Evan wrapped his hand around his cock.

I stayed in front of him on all fours.

"Tell me what you see."

"You."

"And?"

"You between us. Coming. Looking at me."

"And him?"

"He's here."

"He is. And so are you."

Evan stroked faster.

I never looked away.

His body went rigid.

He came onto the sheet beside Adrian's semen, both men's release visible between us.

For one second none of us moved.

I looked at the two of them.

Both on the bed.

Both wrecked.

Both breathing like they had run miles.

I stood carefully and went for the bottle of water near the window.

I drank first.

Then handed it to Evan.

He drank and passed it to Adrian.

I sat on the edge of the bed and finally kicked off my heels.

"You both okay?"

"Yeah," Evan said.

Adrian nodded.

For a while there was no dialogue.

Only breathing.

The room smelled like sex and sweat.

The bed was ruined.

Evan's tie still hung around my neck.

Adrian dressed first.

Underwear. Trousers. Shirt. Watch.

Piece by piece the CEO returned.

"You're leaving?" I asked.

"For a little while."

He looked at me.

"Did you get what you wanted?"

I looked at Evan.

My husband looked back.

"I did."

Adrian nodded.

He touched my face once, briefly, then left.

The door clicked shut.

Silence filled the room again.

I turned to Evan.

He lay on his side watching me.

He reached out.

I took his hand.

He pulled me down beside him and wrapped an arm around my shoulders.

"You okay?" he asked.

"I am. You?"

"I think so."

We both laughed, tired and a little stunned.

"He left," Evan said after a while.

"Yeah."

"Did you want him to stay?"

I thought about it.

"No. Not now."

I touched my husband's face.

"I wanted you."

Evan closed his eyes for one second.

Then he pulled me closer.

We stayed like that.

No glass.

No hallway.

No phone.

Just us.

For a while, that was enough.


CHAPTER 13 | 2:17 A.M.

CLAIRE

At 2:17 in the morning, hotel bathrooms become honest places.

The lighting is too bright.

The mirror is too large.

There is nowhere for glamour to hide.

I stood barefoot on cold tile wearing one of Adrian's hotel robes because my blouse and red skirt were still somewhere near the bed and my own robe was down the corridor.

My hair looked feral.

My lipstick had become a memory.

There was a faint mark near my collarbone that I would have to decide whether to cover at breakfast.

I touched it and smiled.

Then stopped smiling because the woman in the mirror looked more affected than I had expected.

Not ashamed.

Not frightened.

Just changed by the fact that the fantasy had become real in a new way.

Evan appeared in the doorway.

He had his shirt open at the collar and Adrian's tie still looped around one hand.

I stared at it.

"You kept it."

He looked down.

"Apparently."

"Thief."

"Evidence."

I laughed quietly.

Adrian had gone downstairs for water and ice after giving us the room without explanation. The gesture had been so perfectly him that it almost made me emotional.

Almost.

I did not want emotional at 2:17.

I wanted honest.

Evan stepped into the bathroom.

The door stayed open behind him.

"How are you?" I asked.

"Horny."

I laughed.

"Good start."

"Jealous."

"Also expected."

"A little fucked up."

"Me too."

He leaned against the counter beside me.

We looked at ourselves in the mirror.

A married couple in another man's hotel room.

My robe tied badly.

His shirt wrinkled.

A silk tie that did not belong to either of us in his hand.

"Did you hate anything?" I asked.

He thought.

"Seeing you react to his body."

My stomach tightened.

"The size difference?"

"Yes."

I did not soften it.

"I noticed."

"I know."

"You wanted me to."

"That doesn't mean it doesn't hurt."

Fair.

I touched his arm.

"What did you like?"

His eyes stayed on our reflection.

"Watching you look for me."

That answer hit harder than anything dirtier could have.

"Every time?"

"Almost."

"I thought I was being subtle."

He laughed.

"You have never been subtle in your life."

"Rude."

"Red hair. Black dress. Sitting between your husband and his boss at dinner. You don't own subtle."

I smiled.

Then his expression changed.

"When you called yourself my slut..."

Heat went through me.

"Yeah?"

"That nearly broke me."

I turned toward him.

"Good broke?"

"The kind where my cock got so hard I forgot to be jealous for ten seconds."

My pussy tightened.

There.

No euphemism.

No polite marital language.

The truth sounded better at two in the morning.

I moved between his knees where he sat against the counter edge.

"Your slut," I repeated softly.

His hand went to my waist.

"Don't start."

"You literally just said you were horny."

"We are in his bathroom."

"I know."

His eyes darkened.

That was the point.

I kissed him.

The kiss was slower than anything earlier.

No audience.

No Adrian in the room.

No performance.

Just the aftershock of what we had done together.

Evan's hands slipped inside the robe at my waist. My skin was still oversensitive enough that his familiar touch felt newly sharp.

I breathed against his mouth.

"You want to know something terrible?"

"Always."

"When you said he was bigger in the locker room, I thought about his cock for weeks."

Evan closed his eyes.

His grip tightened.

"Fuck."

"But when I was with him tonight, I kept thinking about your face."

His eyes opened.

That was the whole marriage in one contradiction.

I kissed him again.

He pushed the robe from one shoulder.

I let it fall farther.

His mouth found my neck, then lower along the skin the blouse had hidden. My hands went into his hair.

The bathroom counter pressed into my back.

I felt his cock hard against me through his trousers.

"Still hard," I whispered.

"You are standing half naked in my boss's bathroom telling me you spent weeks thinking about his cock."

"When you say it like that..."

"How else would I say it?"

I laughed, then lost the laugh when he kissed me again.

My body woke quickly.

Too quickly.

My thighs pressed together and then opened for him when he stepped closer.

His hand moved along my hip beneath the robe.

Familiar touch.

Familiar body.

No uncertainty about where I belonged.

That certainty let the dirty part grow instead of threatening it.

"Say it again," I whispered.

"What?"

"The thing from the room."

His eyes held mine.

"My dirty wife."

Heat curled low.

"More."

"My slut."

My breath broke.

"Yours."

"Mine."

The word landed exactly where I needed it.

I held his face and kissed him until both of us stopped trying to speak.

The pleasure built fast because my body had not fully come down from the room. Every touch seemed to find a live wire. My legs trembled again. I bit his shoulder to keep from laughing at how unfairly sensitive I felt.

Evan pulled back.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"That's your worst lie."

"I'm still..."

I stopped.

He smiled.

"Still what?"

"Sensitive."

His expression became pure trouble.

"Good."

"Don't you dare get smug."

"Too late."

He kissed me again and the room narrowed to familiar hands, cold tile beneath my feet, white robe sliding lower and the fact that we were reclaiming nothing because nothing had been lost.

That realization relaxed the last guarded part of me.

When the orgasm came, it was quieter than before but deeper. My forehead dropped to Evan's shoulder. My fingers dug into his back. My legs tightened around the space between us while my breathing fractured into small sounds against his skin.

He held me through it.

No glass.

No audience.

No CEO.

Just my husband.

After, I stayed against him until my heartbeat slowed.

"Better?" he asked.

I lifted my head.

"Different."

"Diplomatic."

"I'm serious."

"I know."

I touched his face.

"Tonight didn't make this smaller."

His hand covered mine.

"I know."

That time he sounded like he believed it.

A knock came from the outer room.

We froze.

Then Adrian's voice:

"Water."

I started laughing so hard I had to bury my face in Evan's shoulder.

"Very sexy," he murmured.

"Shut up."

We fixed ourselves as much as two people could at 2:24 a.m. after turning another man's bathroom into marital aftercare.

When we came out, Adrian had placed three waters on the desk and was standing by the window.

His eyes went once to my robe.

Then to Evan.

Then to the tie still in my husband's hand.

"Keeping that?" Adrian asked.

Evan looked down.

Then at me.

"Apparently."

Adrian nodded.

"Expense it."

I laughed again.

That was the moment the night finally became survivable.

Not because it was less intense.

Because it had become ours enough to laugh inside it.

Back in our own room after we finally left 1812, Evan put Adrian's tie on the nightstand.

I stared at it while brushing my teeth.

"That is weird," I said around toothpaste.

"You're the one who made me hold it."

"Temporary insanity."

"Three hours of temporary insanity."

I rinsed my mouth.

"You liked it."

"I hated how much I liked it."

I turned off the bathroom light and climbed into bed beside him.

The hotel room was cool, curtains open to the city, sheets crisp around our legs.

For the first time that night, Adrian was not physically near.

That absence had weight.

Evan rolled toward me.

"Tell me what you noticed first."

"About what?"

"His body. In the room. Without the suit."

I knew exactly what he was asking.

The old comparison.

The one that had started in the locker room and followed us through every stage of this ridiculous private history.

I did not dodge.

"His shoulders."

Evan's cock hardened beneath the sheet.

I smiled in the dark.

"Then his hands."

I was not summarizing. I was still wet from it.

I slid onto Evan in the dark of 1808 and rode slow.

"His cock was thicker. I took it. I looked at you when I came. Then I took you in the same mouth."

His hands bruised my hips in the good way.

"Say stay."

"I stayed."

I came small and sharp. He came inside me. Down the hall a door did not need to open. The night was already in the bed.

I woke him at the edge of sleep and put him in from behind.

"No speech. Just fuck the wife who still feels the stretch."

He did. Hand over my mouth so 1812 would not get a free show. I came in a small sharp pulse. He came inside me and stayed. At breakfast I put my foot on his ankle while Adrian said freight. Evan kicked me. I smiled into coffee. The tie in the suitcase knew what the table did not.

He exhaled.

"Then?"

I slid closer.

"Then I remembered what you told me about his cock."

"Fuck."

"You asked."

"I know."

"Want me to stop?"

He looked at me.

"No."

I kissed him.

The confession moved into the marriage exactly the way it always had.

Only now it carried reality instead of imagination.

That made every word heavier.


CHAPTER 14 | BREAKFAST

EVAN

At eight-thirty the next morning, Adrian Vale asked a vice president whether the revised margin model included freight.

Claire almost spit coffee across the table.

I looked down at my plate before I laughed.

That was the absurdity of Monday-morning professionalism arriving on Sunday.

We sat at a long breakfast table with eight colleagues and two client executives. Adrian wore a navy suit. Fresh shirt. New tie.

New tie.

The old one was folded in my suitcase upstairs.

I could not look at his collar without remembering Claire's hand wrapped around the silk.

Apparently neither could she.

Every time Adrian adjusted his cuff, Claire's mouth threatened to smile.

No one else knew why.

That secrecy was its own drug.

"Something funny?" one of the finance directors asked her.

Claire covered it with a sip of coffee.

"Jet lag."

We had been in the same time zone for days.

I kicked her lightly under the table.

She kicked back.

Adrian saw neither.

Or pretended not to.

The conversation stayed professional.

That mattered more than I had expected.

No strange favor.

No coded praise.

No implication that what had happened upstairs had any connection to work.

Adrian challenged one of my numbers in front of everyone.

Actually challenged it.

I felt almost grateful.

"The renewal assumption is too optimistic," he said.

"It isn't if legal closes the amendment this month."

"Legal hasn't."

"They will."

"Hope isn't forecasting."

There he was.

My boss.

Not the man who had stood shirt-open in room 1812 while my wife sat between us.

My boss.

The separation settled something inside me.

I pushed back on the number.

He pushed back harder.

We argued for four minutes.

Then he nodded once.

"Send me the supporting pipeline Monday."

"I will."

And that was it.

No softness.

No reward.

No contamination.

Claire saw the relief in me.

Her foot touched my ankle under the table.

This contact meant something different from the lounge.

Not provocation.

Recognition.

I looked at her.

She smiled slightly.

Then Adrian asked for the client notes and the room moved on.

After we left the breakfast table, Claire pulled me into a quiet corridor near the conference rooms.

"You looked happy when he challenged your numbers."

"Happy is not the word."

"Relieved."

I looked back toward the dining room.

"Maybe."

"Because he acted like your boss."

"Because he acted like nothing happened upstairs."

Claire touched my tie.

"Something did happen upstairs."

My cock threatened to react.

She saw the shift in my face and smiled.

"See?"

"We are standing twenty feet from finance."

"I know."

"That makes it worse."

"Better."

I put my hand at her waist.

"You're impossible after breakfast."

"Coffee."

"You almost laughed when he asked about freight."

"Because his tie was new."

"The old one is in our suitcase."

Her eyes darkened.

There.

The same reaction I had.

The object had become a shortcut now.

Nothing more was needed.

One tie could summon the hotel room, the chair, Claire between us, my jealousy, her orgasm, everything.

She leaned closer.

"Wear it tonight."

I stared.

"His tie?"

"At home."

My cock hardened fully.

Claire laughed softly.

"That's a yes."

Then she walked away toward the elevators, leaving me in a conference corridor with the realization that the aftermath of this trip was going to last much longer than the trip itself.

After breakfast, the group split for airport transfers.

Claire and I had twenty minutes before our car.

We walked through the lobby toward the elevators to collect our bags.

Adrian was beside us.

Three colleagues walked ahead.

Nobody could hear us clearly.

Claire looked at his tie.

"New one."

He glanced down.

"Observant."

"What happened to the old one?"

I nearly choked.

Adrian looked at me.

His expression stayed perfectly neutral.

"Misplaced."

Claire bit the inside of her cheek.

I could see it.

"Tragic," she said.

"Corporate loss."

"Insurance claim."

I shook my head.

"You two are children."

Adrian looked at me.

"You have the tie, Bennett."

Claire lost it.

She laughed loud enough that the colleagues ahead glanced back.

I felt my face heat.

"Keep walking," I muttered.

The elevator arrived.

We stepped inside with another couple from the conference.

Instant normality.

No one said anything.

Claire stood beside me.

Adrian opposite.

The floor numbers climbed.

I remembered the first elevator story Claire had told me.

How close his hand had been.

How she had wished the elevator would stop.

Now all three of us had crossed a threshold that made that early fantasy seem almost innocent.

Still, when Adrian's hand rested at his side, Claire's fingers tightened around mine.

The old electricity remained.

That pleased me.

It meant escalation had not killed anticipation.

At eighteen, the other couple exited first.

We followed.

Adrian paused outside 1812.

Claire stopped at 1808.

I stood with her.

For a moment the hallway held the three of us again.

Same geography.

Completely different people.

Adrian looked at Claire.

"Safe flight."

The same words he had used when we boarded.

She smiled.

"You too."

Then he looked at me.

"Monday. Pipeline."

I laughed once.

"I know."

His door closed.

Claire opened ours.

As soon as we were inside, she leaned against the door and looked at me.

"Pipeline."

"Do not make that sexual."

"Too late."

I walked toward her.

"Everything is sexual to you now."

"Not freight margins."

"Thank God."

She put her arms around my neck.

"You okay?"

I thought about breakfast.

About Adrian disagreeing with me publicly.

About how strangely reassuring that had been.

About the tie in my suitcase.

About Claire looking at me during the night.

"Yeah," I said.

And for once the word did not need qualification.

I was.


CHAPTER 15 | THE FLIGHT HOME

CLAIRE

On the flight home, Adrian sat six rows ahead.

That distance felt enormous after room 1812.

Evan had the window this time. I took the aisle. My red hair was twisted into a loose knot. I wore black leggings, a soft gray sweater and absolutely nothing designed to make anyone think executive fantasy.

I caught Adrian looking back once before takeoff.

He looked at Evan first.

Then me.

Small acknowledgment.

I smiled.

The plane taxied.

Evan opened a book and read the same paragraph four times.

"You are not reading," I said.

"Neither are you."

"I don't have a book."

"Exactly."

I laughed and leaned my head against his shoulder.

For twenty minutes, we said nothing about the weekend.

That was new too.

Silence no longer meant avoidance.

Sometimes it meant digestion.

Then my phone buzzed after we reached altitude and Wi-Fi connected.

Adrian.

One message.

THANK YOU FOR COMING THIS WEEKEND. SAFE FLIGHT.

Professional enough to forward to HR.

Meaningful enough to make my stomach tighten.

I showed Evan without thinking.

That automatic motion pleased him.

I saw it in his face.

"What should I say?" I asked.

"You're asking me?"

"Yes."

He considered.

"Thank him for the trip."

"Boring."

"Say you enjoyed the view."

I turned slowly.

"Evan Bennett."

He smiled at the window.

"Too much?"

"Absolutely perfect."

I typed:

THANK YOU. I ENJOYED THE VIEW.

Showed Evan.

He nodded.

I sent it.

Three minutes later Adrian replied.

SO DID I.

My pussy tightened.

I handed the phone to Evan.

He read it.

His cock responded beneath the blanket across his lap.

I saw.

Of course I saw.

"You got hard."

"We are on an airplane."

"That wasn't a denial."

"You are becoming unbearable."

"You created this."

"I absolutely did not."

I leaned closer.

"You told me about his cock in the locker room."

His face flushed.

"Quiet."

"Nobody can hear."

"The woman across the aisle can absolutely hear."

I glanced over.

She wore noise-canceling headphones and was asleep.

"She's fine."

Evan shook his head.

I lowered my voice anyway.

"You told me he was bigger."

His eyes closed for a second.

"Claire."

"Then you spent months getting hard every time I admitted I was curious."

"You are rewriting history."

"Am I?"

I let my fingertips rest on his thigh under the blanket.

Not high.

Just close enough.

His breathing changed.

"And then you sat in the room."

"I remember."

"Holding his tie."

"Unfortunately."

"Liar."

His eyes met mine.

I smiled.

"You loved the tie."

"The tie was stupid."

"It's in your suitcase."

He looked away.

I bit back laughter.

"Evidence," he muttered.

"Of what?"

"Poor judgment."

"Your wife's excellent taste."

"In men?"

There it was.

The jealousy still alive.

Good.

I did not want to erase it.

I squeezed his thigh.

"In fantasies."

He looked at me.

That answer mattered.

"Better," he said.

I leaned my head back against his shoulder.

A few minutes passed.

Then he took my phone.

"Can I?"

"What?"

He opened the message thread with Adrian.

Typed.

Showed me before sending.

CLAIRE SAYS THE VIEW WAS BETTER THAN EXPECTED. I DISAGREE. SHE WAS BLOCKING HALF OF IT.

I stared.

"That is terrible."

"Correct."

"Send it."

He did.

Adrian replied five minutes later.

MANAGEMENT ACCEPTS THE COMPLAINT.

I laughed into Evan's shoulder.

The exchange was stupid.

That was why I loved it.

For months Adrian had existed as pressure. Authority. Desire. A dangerous stillness.

Now humor had entered the triangle without making him less powerful.

The fantasy could breathe.

Evan handed the phone back.

"We're weird."

"Very."

"You okay with that?"

I looked toward the front of the plane.

Adrian's head was just visible above the seat.

Then I looked at my husband.

"More than okay."

I slipped my hand into his.

The plane moved through afternoon light.

Home waited three hours away.

So did Monday.

And somehow Monday now felt more dangerous than the hotel.

Halfway through the flight, Evan fell asleep with his head against the window.

I watched him for a minute.

The lines around his eyes looked softer asleep.

He had spent the weekend doing something emotionally difficult because he trusted me enough to explore it honestly.

That mattered more than the thrill.

I opened my message thread with Adrian.

Scrolled back.

Nothing explicit.

That was almost funny.

Anyone reading the messages would see logistics, travel, restrained jokes and professional language.

They would have no idea how much heat could live inside a phrase like ENJOYED THE VIEW.

I typed a new message.

THANK YOU FOR RESPECTING HIM.

Then stared at it.

Too serious?

Maybe.

Still true.

I sent it.

Adrian replied ten minutes later.

THAT WAS NEVER OPTIONAL.

My throat tightened.

No flirtation.

No claim.

No attempt to make himself central.

That answer made him more attractive, which was deeply inconvenient.

I looked at Evan asleep beside me.

Then typed:

GOOD ANSWER.

Adrian's reply came:

I HAVE THEM OCCASIONALLY.

I smiled.

Evan stirred.

"What?"

"Nothing."

He opened one eye.

"Adrian?"

I turned the phone toward him.

He read the exchange.

Then looked at me.

"You thanked him for respecting me."

"Yes."

Evan took my hand.

"Thank you."

The quiet intimacy of that moment sat beside the dirty jokes from earlier without contradiction.

That was the marriage we had built.


CHAPTER 16 | THE OFFICE MONDAY

EVAN

Monday at Vale Strategic looked exactly the same.

That was offensive.

The elevator chimed at thirty-two.

The glass doors opened.

Reception smelled faintly of coffee and printer toner. People moved between meetings carrying laptops. Somebody from finance argued quietly into a headset. The city existed beyond the windows in the same gray-blue morning light it had worn before the trip.

Nothing had changed.

Everything had.

At 9:07, Adrian's assistant messaged me.

ADRIAN HAS TEN MINUTES AT 9:30 FOR PIPELINE.

Of course.

Pipeline.

I sent back:

I'LL BE THERE.

At 9:29, I stood outside the corner office.

The door was open.

Adrian sat behind the desk reviewing a report.

The desk.

That desk.

Not the hotel.

Not room 1812.

But my brain supplied Claire anyway.

Red hair.

Black dress.

One heel on the carpet.

Hands on his tie.

Then another image from the weekend.

Claire between us.

My hand holding the same tie.

Her eyes finding mine at the moment she lost control.

My cock threatened to react in the middle of a Monday meeting.

Absolutely not.

"Bennett."

Adrian looked up.

"Door."

I closed it.

That did not help.

He indicated the chair opposite.

I sat.

For ten minutes, we discussed pipeline.

Actual pipeline.

Renewal probability.

Weighted value.

Legal timing.

Nothing sexual.

Adrian challenged two assumptions and agreed with one.

I took notes.

He made a comment about the client meeting from Friday.

I answered.

Professional.

Clean.

Then he reached for a folder.

His wrist came into view.

Same watch.

Claire had noticed that watch from the beginning.

My brain immediately supplied her hand beside it.

I looked at the spreadsheet.

Focus.

Adrian finished his point.

I answered.

Then he paused.

"You all right?"

I almost laughed.

"Yes."

"You look distracted."

"Long weekend."

One corner of his mouth moved.

Fuck him.

"Productive," he said.

I stared.

He held my gaze.

The silence lasted one beat too long.

Then he looked back at the report.

"The client liked your presentation."

Professional again.

I exhaled slowly.

"Good."

"They want the revised commercial structure by Wednesday."

"I'll have it."

"Good."

The word carried no private meaning.

Or maybe I was incapable of hearing it innocently anymore.

We finished at 9:43.

I stood.

Adrian gathered the papers.

I reached the door.

"Bennett."

I turned.

He looked at me.

"The tie."

My entire body went still.

"What about it?"

"Keep it."

I stared at him.

He returned to the report.

Meeting over.

I walked out of the office feeling like someone had moved the building two inches to the left while I wasn't looking.

At my desk, I opened my laptop.

There was a message from Claire.

CLAIRE: HOW'S MONDAY?

I typed:

ME: YOUR BOYFRIEND WANTS HIS PIPELINE.

Deleted boyfriend.

Too cheap.

Typed:

ME: YOUR CEO WANTS HIS PIPELINE.

Deleted that too.

Finally:

ME: NORMAL. WHICH IS SOMEHOW WORSE.

Her reply:

CLAIRE: IS HE WEARING A TIE?

I closed my eyes.

Of course.

ME: YES.

CLAIRE: BORING ONE?

ME: CLAIRE.

CLAIRE: WHAT?

I looked toward the glass wall of Adrian's office across the floor.

He was standing now, speaking to two directors, perfectly composed.

The new tie sat straight against his shirt.

No one in the building knew the old one was inside my suitcase at home.

I typed:

ME: HE TOLD ME TO KEEP THE OTHER ONE.

The typing bubble appeared.

Stopped.

Appeared again.

Then:

CLAIRE: FUCK.

I smiled despite myself.

ME: YEAH.

Another message.

CLAIRE: WEAR IT TONIGHT.

My cock hardened.

At work.

Because of a tie.

I put the phone facedown.

This was my life now.

At eleven-thirty, Adrian called a larger team into the corner office for another meeting.

I sat across from him.

The desk separated us.

Glass behind him reflected the city.

His chair.

His watch.

His tie.

Every object had acquired history.

That was when I understood what the trip had actually changed.

The hotel had not replaced the office fantasy.

It had infected it.

Room 1812 would stay with us.

The black swimsuit.

The corridor.

The green keycard.

Claire's red skirt.

The chair by the window.

The moment she told me to come closer.

But now the corner office carried all of that back with it.

The place where Adrian ran the company had become something else too.

Not because he owned Claire.

He never had.

Not because I had become smaller.

I had finally stopped feeling that way.

Because Claire had learned to walk into the symbols that once intimidated us and decide what they meant.

Adrian asked me a question about pricing.

I answered without missing a beat.

He nodded.

The meeting continued.

Through the glass, my phone lit once on my desk outside.

A message.

I could not read it from here.

I knew who it was.

Claire.

For the first time, I did not feel desperate to check.

I knew she would be there when the meeting ended.

I knew the fantasy would be there too.

And I knew what came next.

Not another hotel.

Not another corridor.

The corner office.

The meeting ended at twelve-fifteen.

I returned to my desk and finally checked Claire's earlier message.

It was a photograph.

Not of her body.

Of Adrian's old tie laid across our bed at home.

Under it, one line:

TONIGHT?

My cock hardened so quickly I had to push my chair closer to the desk.

I stared at the image.

The tie had become ridiculous.

That was exactly why it worked.

An ordinary strip of silk carrying the airport, hotel, chair, room 1812, Claire between us, Adrian's open shirt, my own jealousy, every dirty confession from the weekend.

I typed:

YES.

Then:

BUT I'M WEARING IT.

Three dots appeared.

CLAIRE: THAT WAS THE PLAN.

I leaned back and covered my face with one hand.

Across the floor, Adrian stepped out of his office.

He saw me.

His eyes went to the phone in my hand.

Then to my face.

One eyebrow rose.

I shook my head once.

He almost smiled.

That silent exchange would have terrified me months earlier.

Now it made me feel strangely level with him.

Not professionally equal. He was still the founder. Still my boss. Still the man who could dismantle a weak forecast in three questions.

But sexually, the hierarchy no longer controlled the fantasy.

Claire did.

And because Claire did, I could sit across from Adrian without feeling like the weaker man in some primitive competition I had invented.

At five-thirty, I packed my laptop.

Adrian walked past my desk on his way out.

He stopped.

"Wednesday. Revised commercial structure."

"You'll have it."

He nodded.

Then his eyes moved briefly to my phone, where Claire's tie photo still sat on the screen before I locked it.

He looked back at me.

"Good evening, Bennett."

"You too, Vale."

He left.

No smirk.

No coded claim.

That restraint was the final proof.

The weekend had changed our private history without corrupting the workday.

I drove home through evening traffic thinking about the corner office.

Not room 1812.

The office.

That surprised me.

The hotel had been larger, freer, more intimate.

But the office carried the original voltage.

Glass.

Desk.

Door.

Authority.

The place where Claire had first crossed a line because she wanted to.

And now, after the hotel, I could imagine standing inside that room instead of beyond the glass.

The thought stayed with me all the way home.

When I opened our bedroom door, Claire was waiting beside the dresser in the black camisole.

Adrian's tie lay across the bed.

She looked at me.

Then at the tie.

Then back at me.

"Close the door."

I did.

The corner office could wait.

Tonight the symbol belonged to us.

That evening, Claire made me wear the tie.

Adrian's tie.

At home.

I stood in our bedroom in shirtsleeves while she leaned against the dresser wearing a black camisole and nothing on her feet. Her red hair was loose.

She looked at the tie around my neck for a long time.

Then she used it.

She wrapped the silk around her hand and pulled me onto the bed.

"His tie. Your neck. My cunt."

She sank onto me and rode until the knot dug into her palm.

"Room 1812. Say what you saw."

"You on your knees. Spit. His cock. Your eyes on me when you came."

"Good. Come in the wife who brought the symbol home."

I did. Deep. She stayed down, the silk between us, the office losing to the bedroom.

She was not finished with the symbol.

She loosened the knot with her teeth, took me out beside the silk, and slapped the head on her tongue.

"His tie. Your cock. My mouth."

She sucked until she gagged once for the memory of 1812, looked up, and smiled with a ruined mouth.

"Come. Then I ride what's left."

I came across her lip. She licked it, climbed on, knot in her fist, and rode until she came saying my name and the room number in that order. I came again, thinner, wrecked, sure.

The office could have Monday. The tie stayed on my neck until she decided history had been worn enough.

"This is fucked up," I said.

"A little."

"You planned this at breakfast."

"Obviously."

She walked toward me.

Her fingers went to the knot.

The same fingers that had loosened it on Adrian.

My cock hardened immediately.

Claire looked down.

Then back up.

"There."

"Don't."

"I didn't say anything."

"Your face did."

She smiled.

The callback to our first dinner made something settle in me.

We had traveled far without actually leaving the center of the marriage.

Claire loosened the tie.

"Do you know what I like about this?"

"That you're a criminal?"

"That it's on you now."

I stopped joking.

She pulled me closer by the silk.

"He doesn't own the symbol anymore."

My hands went to her waist.

"You are making a tie philosophical."

"Shut up."

She kissed me.

The hotel came home in flashes.

Room 1812.

The chair.

Her red skirt.

The way she looked at me when pleasure took her apart.

But this time there was no Adrian in the room.

Only his tie.

And even that was around my neck.

Claire's pussy was already wet when she pressed against me.

My cock was hard because I knew why.

The jealousy did not vanish.

It became something I could hold without letting it hold me.

Claire waited until I was standing directly in front of her before touching the tie.

She did not pull immediately.

Her fingertips traced the silk from the knot down the length hanging against my shirt, slow enough that every inch felt intentional.

"You know what this means now?" she asked.

"That I steal from executives?"

"Wrong."

She wrapped the tie around her hand once.

"It means I can bring the whole weekend home without bringing him home."

My cock grew harder.

Claire saw.

Her smile changed.

"That's what I thought."

She pulled me closer.

The kiss started with laughter still between us and lost it quickly.

Her camisole was soft under my hands. Her red hair slid over my wrists when I held her face. Adrian's tie tightened slightly between us because she refused to let go.

The contradiction hit me all over again.

His object.

My neck.

My wife controlling it.

The fantasy no longer pointed outward.

It folded back into us.

Claire broke the kiss just enough to breathe.

"Tell me what you saw."

I knew exactly which moment she meant.

"You between us."

Her nipples hardened beneath the black fabric.

"More."

"You looking at me while he touched you."

Her pussy was wet. I knew before she shifted closer, before her thigh pressed against mine, before she gave me that small satisfied look that said she knew I knew.

"More."

I put my hands at her waist.

"You realizing I wasn't leaving."

That stopped the game for one second.

Claire looked at me.

Then she loosened the tie and let it fall between us.

"That's the part I want to keep."

"Not the hotel?"

"That too."

"The pool?"

"Definitely."

"His cock?"

She laughed against my mouth.

"You're learning to ask dangerous questions."

"Answer."

Claire looked at me with that same expression she had worn in room 1812 when she decided honesty was hotter than protection.

"Yes."

Jealousy flashed.

My cock stayed hard.

Her eyes dropped and she smiled.

"There you are."

I pulled her against me.

"Still mine."

"Always."

Then she kissed me again, and the trip finally ended where every important part of this fantasy always ended.

At home.

With us.

The next morning I folded the tie and put it in the back of my closet.

Not hidden.

Stored.

A private object waiting for the next time Claire decided history needed to be worn.
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CHAPTER 1 | ONLY US

CLAIRE

The first Friday after the trip, I put Adrian Vale in a drawer.

Not literally.

The tie went there.

I found it folded beneath two of Evan's dress shirts when I came upstairs after dinner, still carrying the ridiculous amount of emotional weight we had managed to assign to one strip of dark silk. I picked it up, felt the smooth fabric between my fingers, and remembered too much at once.

Room 1812.

Evan's hand on it.

Adrian's collar open.

The look on my husband's face when he realized he could stand in the same room and remain entirely himself.

My pussy tightened from memory alone.

That was exactly why I opened the bottom drawer of our dresser, placed the tie beneath a stack of sweaters, and closed it.

Tonight, I wanted my husband without a symbol between us.

No CEO.

No glass.

No hotel key.

No office story waiting to be retold.

Just Evan.

He appeared in the doorway while I was still standing at the dresser.

His eyes went first to me, then to the closed drawer.

"You put it away."

"Yes."

"Should I be worried?"

"No."

I turned toward him.

"I think you should take your shirt off."

That got his attention.

He had come home from work in charcoal trousers and a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms. No tie. Top button open. His hair slightly out of place after a long week.

Not Adrian.

Evan.

I had been married to him long enough to know the exact moment a professional expression stopped being useful.

It happened now.

His gaze dropped over me.

I wore a black tank and soft gray shorts, bare feet, no makeup except what remained from the day. My red hair was pulled into a high ponytail. Nothing calculated. Nothing executive.

Still, his cock hardened visibly behind his trousers.

I looked at it.

Then back at him.

"There you are."

"Claire."

"What?"

"You said no Adrian tonight."

"I did."

"That tone sounds dangerous."

"My husband getting hard because I told him to take off his shirt has nothing to do with your boss."

The word boss landed between us anyway.

His eyes narrowed.

I smiled.

"Fine. Last one."

"You lasted twelve seconds."

"I'm resetting."

"Terrible reset."

I walked to him and placed both hands flat on his chest.

The cotton was warm beneath my palms.

"I mean it."

His humor faded.

"So do I."

I started opening his shirt.

Slowly.

One button.

Then the next.

Evan watched my hands.

For months, clothes had become part of the fantasy because of other rooms. His suits. My dresses. Adrian's shirts. Cufflinks. Heels. The way formal clothing could make a private choice feel twice as obscene.

Tonight, I wanted the opposite.

I wanted to strip all of that away.

When I pushed Evan's shirt from his shoulders, I looked at the body I knew.

The small scar near his ribs.

The line of hair down his stomach.

The shoulders I had held in a thousand different moods.

The chest I slept against.

The man who had admitted things to me that would have frightened both of us a year earlier.

My hands moved over him without comparison.

That mattered.

He caught my wrist.

"You're thinking."

"Not about him."

"Good."

"You sound possessive."

"I am."

The answer came without embarrassment now.

My nipples tightened under the thin tank.

I stepped closer.

"Show me."

His mouth found mine.

There was no hesitation.

No audience.

No careful negotiation happening inside the kiss because we had already done the negotiation in every conversation that brought us here.

Evan's hands slid under my tank and closed around my waist. I felt the warmth of his palms against bare skin. The pressure pulled me against him until his erection pressed hard against my stomach.

I breathed into his mouth.

"Still mine," he said quietly.

I smiled against him.

"Always."

Then I bit his lower lip hard enough to erase the softness from the moment.

His grip tightened.

Better.

We moved toward the bed without breaking apart. My knees hit the mattress. I fell back, laughing once, and Evan came over me.

The laughter disappeared when his hand moved under my tank.

My back arched.

"Fuck."

His eyes came to mine.

"Too much?"

"No."

I caught the back of his neck.

"More."

He kissed me again.

The room narrowed.

No city lights reflected in hotel glass.

No corridor.

No third pair of eyes.

Just the familiar weight of him and the new honesty between us.

That was what I had wanted to test.

Could we still get this hungry without turning Adrian into fuel?

The answer was immediate.

My pussy was wet before Evan even pulled my tank over my head.

He saw it in the way my thighs shifted around him.

His expression changed.

Not surprised.

Satisfied.

"You wanted this."

"I want you."

"Tonight?"

I hooked a leg around him and pulled him closer.

"Don't make me repeat simple things."

His laugh turned into a rough exhale when I moved against his erection.

His cock was hard enough that I could feel every shift through the fabric between us.

Mine.

A ridiculous thought.

A useful one.

I reached between us and opened his belt.

Evan's eyes stayed on my face.

I liked that.

After everything we had learned about looking, about being watched, about watching back, I had become almost addicted to eye contact.

I wanted to see exactly what I did to him.

His breathing shortened when my hand slipped lower.

"There," I whispered.

"Don't start narrating me."

"I like your reactions."

"I know."

"I really like your reactions."

"I know."

I grinned.

Then his hand moved between my thighs and the grin disappeared.

Fast.

"Fuck."

"Still enjoy reactions?"

"Yes."

My answer broke when he touched me again.

The sexual language we had learned together no longer required another man's name. I could tell Evan exactly what I wanted without dressing it in metaphor. I could say cock. Pussy. Harder. More. Stop teasing me. Don't you dare stop.

The words belonged to us now.

That was the real souvenir from everything we had lived through together.

I pulled Evan down by the shoulders.

"Fuck me."

The directness made his eyes sharpen.

No embarrassment.

No nervous laugh.

Just recognition.

The next stretch of time became body instead of conversation. His mouth at my neck. My hands on his back. The mattress shifting beneath us. My thighs locked around him. His breath hot against my shoulder. My fingernails marking him when the pressure built too fast.

We moved together with the familiarity of marriage and the hunger of people who had discovered unfamiliar rooms inside it.

That combination was still the hottest thing I knew.

When I came, I did it looking at him.

No glass.

No Adrian.

No symbol.

My body tightened, my breath caught, and my fingers dug into his shoulders while the orgasm moved through me in hard waves that left my legs trembling against his hips.

Evan stayed close until my breathing settled.

Then he kissed the corner of my mouth.

"You okay?"

I laughed softly.

"Very."

"Scientific."

"Extremely rigorous testing."

He rolled beside me.

I turned immediately and put one leg over his.

For a while, neither of us spoke.

The silence did not need fixing.

His hand traced slowly down my spine.

I looked toward the dresser.

The drawer remained closed.

Evan followed my eyes.

"So?"

"So what?"

"Experiment results."

I looked back at him.

"My husband is hot."

"Groundbreaking."

"My husband has a very good cock."

His eyebrows rose.

"There we go."

"And my husband does not need his boss in the room to make me come."

That made him still.

I touched his face.

The point was not reassurance.

We had moved beyond fragile reassurance.

It was truth.

"Good," he said.

"Very."

"And the drawer stays closed?"

I considered.

"Tonight."

His mouth curved.

"That sounds more realistic."

I rested my head on his chest.

Under my cheek, his heartbeat gradually slowed.

The next morning, I woke before Evan.

Gray light filtered through the curtains. My body carried the comfortable soreness of a night that had not required spectacle to become memorable. One of Evan's hands rested open near my hip.

I looked at him.

Then at the dresser.

The drawer remained closed.

I stayed in bed for several minutes because the fact felt more important in daylight.

Friday night had not been a test of whether Adrian still mattered.

He did.

Attraction did not disappear because I declared a reset.

The test was whether desire for him had become the only door into the sexual honesty Evan and I had discovered.

It had not.

Evan woke while I was still thinking.

"You're staring."

"You snore."

"Liar."

"A little."

He opened one eye.

"Thinking about the drawer?"

I laughed.

"How do you know everything?"

"Your eyes keep going there."

I rolled onto my back.

"I thought maybe I'd wake up wanting to open it."

"Do you?"

I considered honestly.

"A little."

His cock stirred beneath the sheet.

I looked down.

Then at him.

"Really?"

"You said you want his tie."

"I said a little."

"My cock has poor nuance."

I laughed.

Then moved closer and rested my head on his chest.

"I don't want to open it yet."

"Okay."

"You aren't disappointed?"

"No."

"Liar."

He smiled.

"Maybe a little."

"Your cock has opinions."

"Apparently."

I traced one finger over his stomach.

"Tell me something true."

"Dangerous request before coffee."

"Do it anyway."

He thought.

"Last night was hotter than I expected."

"Why?"

"Because I kept waiting for us to need the story."

I lifted my head.

"Adrian."

"Yeah."

"And?"

"We didn't."

The answer pleased me.

Then I decided honesty required the rest.

"I still thought about him once."

Evan's eyes stayed on mine.

His cock hardened slightly.

No fear.

No flinch.

"When?"

"When you told me I was yours."

His eyebrows rose.

"That's insulting."

I laughed.

"No. I remembered Adrian saying his dirty wife, and then I remembered that I corrected him in my head. Yours."

Evan's erection became firmer under the sheet.

I saw.

He saw me see.

"That is different," he admitted.

"Better?"

"Much."

I kissed his chest.

"See? The fantasy is ours even when he's not here."

"You are very pleased with this conclusion."

"I like data."

"You like dirty data."

"Best kind."

He laughed and pulled me closer.

We stayed there until hunger forced us downstairs.

I made coffee in one of his shirts and no pants. Evan cooked eggs badly.

Nothing about the morning looked like executive erotica.

That was exactly why it mattered.

At the kitchen table, he checked his phone.

One email from work.

Adrian's name appeared in the preview.

I noticed immediately.

So did Evan.

He turned the screen toward me without opening it.

"Want to ruin the experiment?"

My pussy tightened from the name alone.

I laughed.

"No."

"Really?"

"Really."

I took the phone from him, put it facedown on the table and climbed onto his lap.

His cock hardened instantly beneath the thin fabric between us.

"Weekend," I said.

"Responsible."

"Extremely."

I kissed him.

The unopened email stayed on the table.

For once, Adrian could wait.

That choice was hotter than I expected too.

The fantasy had changed us.

It had not replaced us.

That distinction felt strong enough now to carry whatever came next.

I just did not know yet that the next thing would arrive in an envelope thick enough to feel expensive.


CHAPTER 2 | THE INVITATION

EVAN

Adrian's assistant put the envelope on my desk Monday at eleven-sixteen.

Heavy cream stock.

Embossed logo.

My name handwritten on the front.

Vale Strategic had apparently decided email was insufficiently dramatic.

I opened it between two pipeline calls.

The company was marking its fifteenth anniversary with a private executive dinner on the thirty-second floor. Board members, senior leadership, selected clients, partners and spouses.

Friday.

Eight o'clock.

Black tie optional.

I read the last line twice.

Evan Bennett and Claire Bennett.

Of course.

My phone was already in my hand before I consciously decided to reach for it.

I photographed the invitation.

ME: APPARENTLY WE ARE FANCY FRIDAY.

Claire replied three minutes later.

CLAIRE: HOW FANCY?

I sent the photo.

The typing bubble appeared immediately.

CLAIRE: 32?

ME: YES.

CLAIRE: EXECUTIVE FLOOR?

ME: YES.

Longer pause.

CLAIRE: HIS OFFICE?

I stared at the screen.

There it was.

One question.

All the electricity back in the room.

ME: SAME FLOOR.

CLAIRE: INTERESTING.

My cock stirred under the desk.

I put the phone facedown.

This was absurd.

I had just spent Friday night proving to myself, quite successfully, that Claire and I did not require Adrian Vale as a sexual stimulant.

Monday morning, three words from my wife had undone my professional concentration.

Same floor.

Interesting.

I looked through the glass toward Adrian's office.

He was standing near the window speaking with legal counsel.

Perfect suit.

New tie.

Normal Monday.

The old tie remained in our dresser at home.

The fact still had the power to make my cock stir under my trousers.

Adrian glanced across the floor.

Our eyes met.

He gave the smallest nod.

I returned it.

Nothing private.

Nothing anyone could read.

That had become part of the strange discipline of the arrangement.

The better Adrian behaved at work, the dirtier the private history felt.

At twelve-thirty he called the senior team into the conference room to review the anniversary dinner schedule.

Actual schedule.

Speeches.

Client acknowledgments.

Board toast.

A short presentation about the firm's expansion.

Nothing remotely sexual.

Then he said, "Spouses are invited. Keep them away from finance after the second bottle of wine."

A few people laughed.

I did too.

My mind supplied Claire in a dress I had not seen yet.

Adrian across the room.

The corner office ten meters away.

I hated how fast the thought formed.

I loved it too.

That contradiction no longer frightened me.

It had become information.

After the meeting, Adrian stopped me near the glass door.

"Bennett."

"Yeah?"

"Claire coming?"

The question was ordinary.

His delivery was ordinary.

My body did not care.

"Yes."

One beat.

"Good."

Then he walked away.

My phone buzzed before I reached my desk.

Claire.

CLAIRE: DID HE ASK IF I'M COMING?

I stared at the message.

ME: HOW WOULD YOU KNOW THAT?

CLAIRE: I KNOW YOUR FACE.

I glanced toward the nearest reflective glass and almost laughed.

ME: YES.

CLAIRE: WHAT DID YOU SAY?

ME: YES.

CLAIRE: ELOQUENT.

ME: I'M AT WORK.

CLAIRE: WITH HIM.

My cock responded again.

I typed and deleted three different answers.

Finally:

ME: FRIDAY. YOU'RE PICKING THE DRESS.

Her response came immediately.

CLAIRE: NO.

ME: NO?

CLAIRE: YOU ARE.

I sat back.

That was new.

Back when this started, she had asked me what she should wear because she wanted to know whether Adrian would notice.

Now she was handing me the choice because she knew exactly what the choice meant.

I typed:

ME: DANGEROUS.

CLAIRE: THAT'S WHY.

I locked my phone.

Across the floor, Adrian entered his office and closed the door for a call.

The corner office.

The chair.

The desk.

Glass on two sides.

I could stand outside it now without feeling smaller.

That was the other thing the trip had changed.

I did not want Claire because Adrian wanted her.

I did not want Adrian to validate my wife.

I wanted the exact opposite.

I wanted to watch a man accustomed to controlling rooms discover that Claire could disrupt his control because she chose to.

And I wanted to know she would look for me when she did it.

At two-fifteen, I had another reminder that Claire was not the only person who had changed.

The leadership team gathered in the smaller conference room to review seating for Friday. Adrian stood at the screen while his assistant moved names around the floor plan.

Nothing could have been less erotic.

Then Claire's name appeared beside mine.

One row from the head table.

My cock hardened before my judgment caught up.

Not because of a chair number.

Because I pictured her there.

Ivory, maybe. Red if she wanted to hurt me. Her hair loose. Her hand under the table on my thigh while Adrian spoke to the room as though he had never seen my wife with her mouth swollen from kissing him.

I shifted in my seat.

Adrian looked at the seating chart.

Then at me.

The glance was brief enough that I could have invented the connection.

I probably did.

That did not stop my cock from hardening.

I opened my notebook across my lap.

Pathetic.

Useful.

The meeting moved to catering.

I concentrated on fish and beef while my body tried to turn a seating chart into pornography.

When the meeting ended, I stayed behind to ask Adrian about a client issue.

Actual work.

We discussed pricing for four minutes.

He gave me a decision.

I wrote it down.

Then his assistant stepped in and asked whether Claire's dietary notes were still current from the last event.

Adrian answered before I did.

"No shellfish."

I looked at him.

He looked back.

My wife had mentioned the allergy once at the first dinner.

Months ago.

The fact that he remembered should have been nothing.

It was not nothing.

"Correct," I said.

His assistant left.

Adrian returned to the pricing sheet.

I stayed still one second longer than necessary.

"You remember everything?"

"Useful things."

The old phrase.

My cock grew harder.

I hated him for exactly three seconds.

Then I laughed under my breath.

Adrian looked up.

"Problem?"

"No."

"Good."

He went back to work.

I walked out thinking Claire was going to enjoy that detail far too much.

I was right.

Her response arrived before I reached the elevator.

CLAIRE: HE REMEMBERED MY ALLERGY?

ME: YES.

CLAIRE: THAT'S HOT.

ME: IT IS MEDICAL INFORMATION.

CLAIRE: IT'S ATTENTION.

ME: YOU ARE IMPOSSIBLE.

CLAIRE: DID YOUR COCK GET HARD?

I stopped in the corridor.

Looked around.

Nobody close.

ME: NO.

Her answer came immediately.

CLAIRE: LIAR.

I put the phone away.

She knew me too well.

Friday suddenly felt very far away.


CHAPTER 3 | THE SUIT

CLAIRE

I chose Evan's suit first.

That annoyed him.

"You said I was choosing your dress."

"You are."

"Then why am I standing in my underwear while you judge jackets?"

"Because marriage contains layers."

"It contains tyranny."

I held up the midnight-blue suit.

"This one."

He looked at it.

"Adrian wears navy."

I looked slowly at my husband.

"You noticed."

"Everyone notices."

"You noticed."

His eyes narrowed.

I smiled.

"Put it on."

Evan took the suit from me with the expression of a man who knew he had walked directly into something and could not decide whether he regretted it.

I sat on the edge of the bed while he dressed.

White shirt.

Dark suit.

No tie yet.

The color made his eyes look darker.

His shoulders filled it well. His waist looked trim. He had been training more consistently since the trip, although he denied the connection whenever I mentioned Adrian's broader frame.

I mentioned it anyway.

"This makes you look bigger."

"Claire."

"What?"

"You have been waiting to say that."

"Maybe."

"Do not compare me to him while I'm putting on pants."

I laughed.

"I wasn't."

"You absolutely were."

"I said you look good."

"You said bigger."

"Sensitive word now?"

He pointed at me.

"You are enjoying this too much."

Correct.

I stood and fixed his collar.

The teasing softened.

He looked good.

Not because he resembled Adrian.

Because he resembled the version of Evan I loved seeing emerge over the last months: less afraid of what excited him, less willing to interpret desire as weakness, more comfortable telling me when jealousy hit and when that same jealousy made his cock hard.

I smoothed the shirt over his chest.

"You're beautiful."

He laughed.

"Wrong adjective."

"I disagree."

"Your turn."

I had laid three dresses across the chaise.

The first was black, sleeveless, close through the waist and conservative enough for any board dinner.

The second was deep green, high-necked in front with an open back.

The third was ivory.

Long sleeves.

Structured shoulders.

A fitted waist.

The skirt ended just below my knees.

From the front, it looked almost severe.

From the side, the cut followed my hips and ass closely enough to make severity feel dishonest.

Evan stared at it.

"No."

I smiled.

"You haven't seen it on."

"I do not need to."

"Why no?"

"Because it looks like you stole it from a female CEO who ruins men's quarterly forecasts."

My nipples tightened.

"Interesting objection."

"It is not an objection."

"There we go."

I took the ivory dress into the bathroom.

When I came out, Evan was standing by the dresser fastening his watch.

He stopped.

Actually stopped moving.

I knew the dress was good before I looked in the mirror because his face told me.

My red hair was loose tonight, blown smooth and falling over one shoulder. The ivory made the copper tones brighter. The dress hugged my athletic body without exposing much skin. Strong shoulders. Narrow waist. Long legs below the hem.

Professional.

Controlled.

Dangerous because it did not have to try.

Evan's eyes traveled down and back up.

His cock hardened against the front of his trousers.

I looked at it deliberately.

Then at him.

"So?"

"Absolutely not."

I laughed.

"That good?"

"Worse."

I walked closer.

"What will your boss think?"

His eyes came to mine.

The question had once been nervous.

Now it was a blade we both knew how to hold.

"He'll notice."

"Immediately?"

"Yes."

"Will you notice him noticing?"

"Yes."

I ran one finger down his lapel.

"Will that make your cock hard?"

"It already is."

I smiled.

"Good."

"Claire."

"What?"

"You have gotten terrifying."

"You chose this."

"I chose the dress."

"You chose honesty months ago."

That took the joke out of his face.

I kissed him once.

Slowly.

Then stepped back before he could deepen it.

His hand caught my hip.

"No."

I looked at him.

"No what?"

"You don't get to say that and walk away."

The pressure of his hand increased.

My pussy became wet almost immediately.

I loved that I could name the reaction now, even silently, without dressing it up as vague heat.

I put my mouth near his ear.

"Then do something about it."

We were supposed to leave in twenty minutes.

We used twelve of them badly.

Not enough to ruin the dress.

Enough to make me stand in front of the mirror afterward with my breathing uneven while Evan fixed his shirt for the second time.

I reapplied lipstick.

He watched me through the mirror.

"You planned that."

"Not all of it."

"Which part?"

"The dress."

"And the rest?"

I pressed my lips together, checking the color.

"You looked too good in the suit."

His expression softened.

Then I added, "Adrian will hate that."

Evan's cock visibly twitched beneath his trousers.

I laughed.

"There."

I kept the ivory dress on while I chose jewelry.

That became its own problem.

Evan sat on the edge of the bed pretending to answer an email while I stood at the vanity with two pairs of earrings in my hands.

"Gold or diamond?"

"Diamond."

He had not looked up.

"You didn't look."

"Diamond."

I turned.

His eyes were on my ass in the mirror.

Not the phone.

I smiled.

"Caught you."

"I was evaluating."

"My earrings?"

"Something."

I placed the diamond pair against my ears.

"Would Adrian pick gold?"

Evan's eyes closed.

"We had a rule about twenty minutes."

"The rule expired when you got hard."

"That is not how rules work."

"It is how this one works."

I chose the diamonds.

Then perfume.

One spray at my throat.

One at my wrist.

Evan watched.

That small preparation had become part of our sex long before I understood it. Getting dressed while he knew another man would look. Letting him watch me decide where the perfume went. Choosing underwear with the awareness that nobody at dinner would see it and both of us would think about it anyway.

I opened the lingerie drawer.

Evan sat straighter.

"What?" I asked.

"Nothing."

"You made a face."

"Apparently everyone has a face now."

I held up a black lace set.

His cock hardened more visibly.

"This?"

"Yes."

I held up a pale nude set beneath it.

"Or this?"

"Black."

"Fast answer."

"You asked."

I looked at him through the mirror.

"Is that for you or for the possibility that I know it's under this dress while he looks at me?"

Evan stared.

I smiled slowly.

"That's what I thought."

I took the black set into the bathroom and changed.

When I came back, the ivory dress once again concealed everything.

That concealment was hotter now.

Evan knew.

I knew he knew.

And later, if Adrian's eyes dropped to my waist for even half a second, my husband would know exactly what remained invisible beneath the fabric.

The private information belonged to us.

That was how I wanted the night to begin.

"Get your bag."

"Yes, sir."

"Do not start."

I picked up my clutch.

Too late.


CHAPTER 4 | HE KNOWS WHAT YOU LIKE

CLAIRE

We made it three blocks before I started.

Evan was driving.

I sat with my legs crossed, ivory skirt smooth over my thighs, heels tucked beneath the dashboard light.

The city moved past in wet reflections after an early evening rain.

I watched my husband's hands on the steering wheel.

Then I said, "He knows what you like now."

Evan did not look at me.

"No."

"That was fast."

"No to whatever sentence comes next."

"You don't know the sentence."

"I know you."

I smiled toward the window.

"Adrian knows you like watching me."

His fingers tightened on the wheel.

Not jaw.

Not some vague masculine shorthand.

His cock began to harden under the tailored trousers.

I could see the change.

Better evidence.

"Eyes on the road," he said.

"Mine are not driving."

"Claire."

"He knows you like when I look back at you."

Silence.

"He knows you like hearing me admit I want his cock."

The erection became obvious.

I uncrossed my legs.

My pussy was already wet from saying it.

That was the strange economy of our fantasy now. A few direct words could bring an entire hotel room back into the car.

"You are trying to make me arrive at a company dinner hard."

"I'm observing."

"You are conducting an attack."

"Professional observation."

"Nothing about you is professional right now."

I looked down at my ivory dress.

"I disagree."

That finally made him laugh.

The tension loosened just enough to become fun again.

I reached across and placed my hand high on his thigh.

Not on his cock.

Close enough that he knew exactly where my hand was not.

"He also knows I like making you react."

"I'm aware."

"He figured it out before I did."

"Probably."

"That bothers me."

Evan glanced at me.

"Why?"

"Because I thought I was subtle."

"You have never been subtle with me."

"With him."

"No."

I laughed.

"Great."

"Claire, you wore a red dress to the first dinner and asked me if my boss would notice."

"That was subtle."

"That was a flare gun."

I laughed harder.

We stopped at a red light.

Evan finally looked at me fully.

The humor remained, but something darker sat beneath it.

"You know what he knows now?"

I raised an eyebrow.

"What?"

"That you choose."

The answer hit differently.

He looked back at the light.

"He knows I can watch you want him and still know you're coming home with me."

My pussy tightened.

I slid my hand higher on his thigh.

"Is that what you know?"

"Yes."

"Even tonight?"

The light changed.

He drove.

"Yes."

"Even if I sit in his chair?"

His head turned a fraction.

I smiled.

"Hypothetically."

"You have been thinking about the chair."

"Maybe."

"You sat in it once already."

"When he wasn't there."

"And?"

"I think it would be hotter if he caught me."

Evan exhaled through his nose.

His cock stayed hard.

I loved that he no longer tried to hide it from me.

"What would you do?" I asked.

"If he caught you?"

"Yes."

"Watch."

The answer was immediate.

No nervous joke.

My pussy tightened just as fast.

"What if I told you where to stand?"

He looked at me again.

"Then I'd stand there."

"What if I told Adrian where to stand?"

Another pause.

The car turned into the underground garage beneath Vale Strategic.

Evan's voice was quieter when he answered.

"Then I'd find out whether he listens to you."

That sentence went straight through me.

Not because I wanted Adrian obedient.

That was not his appeal.

I wanted the contrast.

The man who could redirect a boardroom with six words choosing to follow an instruction from me because I was the one person in that room he could not professionally command.

The fantasy had finally inverted itself.

Adrian still owned the office.

Evan still worked inside the company.

But my consent was the one thing Adrian had never been able to acquire through status.

He had to wait for me.

The garage gate lifted.

Evan parked in the executive section.

For a moment, neither of us moved.

I could hear the ventilation system and the quiet ticking of the cooling engine.

I put my hand over the front of his trousers.

His cock was fully hard now.

He sucked in a breath.

"There," I whispered.

"You did that on purpose."

"Of course."

I squeezed once through the fabric.

Then removed my hand.

He stared at me.

"Cruel."

"Not yet."

I opened my door.

"Come on. Your boss is waiting."

Evan closed his eyes for one second.

When he opened them, he was smiling.

"Terrible woman."

"Your terrible woman."

I stepped out of the car.

The elevator waited at the far end of the garage.

Thirty-two floors above us sat the corner office.

For the first time since this began, I was not wondering what might happen there.

I was wondering what I wanted to make happen.

The elevator from the garage was empty when we stepped inside.

Of course it was.

The universe had developed a sense of humor.

Thirty-two appeared above the doors when Evan tapped his badge.

I leaned against the mirrored wall.

He stood beside me.

For several floors, neither of us spoke.

The first elevator with Adrian had been unbearable because nothing happened.

This one was unbearable because too much already had.

I watched Evan in the mirror.

His eyes moved to my reflection.

Then lower.

The ivory dress fit closely over my hips.

I shifted one leg forward.

His cock stayed hard.

"You have twenty-eight floors to stop doing that," he said.

"Doing what?"

"Existing maliciously."

I laughed.

The elevator passed twelve.

I moved closer.

Not touching.

Thirteen.

Fourteen.

I let my fingertips brush the back of his hand.

His fingers opened.

I slid mine between them.

Fifteen.

"Do you remember the first time I rode an elevator with him?"

"Yes."

"I wanted it to stop."

"I remember."

"Now I think that was adorable."

"You were less dangerous then."

"I was scared."

"That too."

Twenty.

I looked at our joined hands.

"Would you have let me kiss him then if I'd asked?"

Evan thought.

"I don't know."

I appreciated the answer.

"And now?"

His eyes came to mine in the mirror.

"Now you don't need to ask me like you're requesting a permit."

My pussy tightened.

"No?"

"Now you tell me what you want and I tell you what I can handle."

Twenty-six.

I turned toward him.

"What can you handle tonight?"

His cock pressed visibly against his trousers.

He looked at me.

"Find out."

The answer went through me.

Thirty.

I leaned up and kissed him once.

Hard enough to leave lipstick at the corner of his mouth.

Then I stepped away before he could pull me back.

Thirty-one.

Evan wiped his mouth with his thumb and looked at the red mark.

"You did that on purpose."

"Yes."

Thirty-two.

The doors opened.

I walked out first.

My husband followed, hard, amused, slightly annoyed and fully aware that the night had started before we reached the party.


CHAPTER 5 | THE EXECUTIVE FLOOR

CLAIRE

The elevator doors opened on thirty-two and gave me the same view that had once made my stomach tighten for an entirely different reason.

Glass.

Quiet carpet.

Reception desk.

City lights beyond the windows.

Adrian's office at the far end.

The first time I had been here, every object had seemed to belong to him.

Tonight, the floor felt familiar.

That surprised me more than the attraction did.

Evan stepped out beside me.

His hand rested briefly at the small of my back.

Not guiding.

Touching.

The distinction mattered.

A server offered champagne. I took one. Evan took sparkling water because he had promised himself he would not spend the night interpreting jealousy through alcohol.

That decision had been his.

I liked it.

The executive dinner occupied the larger boardroom and the open lounge near reception. Tall floral arrangements softened the hard architecture. Low music floated beneath conversations. Board members gathered near the windows. Spouses clustered around small tables. A photographer moved through the room.

Adrian stood near the center of it all.

Black tuxedo.

White shirt.

No tie tonight, but a black bow tie that somehow made him look more controlled instead of less.

He was speaking with two board members when we arrived.

His eyes found Evan first.

Then me.

The pause was short.

Very short.

Still, I felt it between my thighs.

My pussy tightened.

That reaction no longer embarrassed me.

I liked being wanted.

I liked that Evan knew I liked it.

And I liked the tiny cruelty of making both men understand that I knew exactly what was happening.

Adrian finished his sentence, excused himself and walked toward us.

"Bennett."

"Vale."

They shook hands.

Then Adrian looked at me.

"Claire."

"Adrian."

No handshake this time.

We had passed that stage.

Not because public behavior could change.

Because pretending our hands had never touched would have been more theatrical than simply not touching at all.

His gaze moved over the dress once.

Controlled.

Brief.

Enough.

"Ivory," he said.

I smiled.

"That all you noticed?"

Evan made a quiet sound beside me.

Adrian's eyes flicked to him.

Then back.

"No."

One word.

My nipples tightened beneath the structured fabric.

Perfect.

A board member approached before I could answer.

The evening moved.

That was how the best tension had always worked with Adrian.

He never tried to hold a private moment so long that it became obvious.

He let normal life cut through it.

Then, twenty minutes later, I would feel his attention again from across a room.

The effect accumulated.

At dinner, Evan and I sat beside each other. Adrian was six seats away at the head of the table.

Not near enough for physical contact.

Near enough for sightlines.

Evan spoke with the CFO on his left. I spoke with a client's wife on my right.

Adrian gave a short toast.

Fifteen years.

Growth.

People.

Clients.

No grand speech.

He thanked the team more than himself.

That was another thing I found attractive and resented finding attractive.

When he sat, his eyes moved once toward me.

I lifted my glass.

Barely.

Private acknowledgment.

Evan saw.

I knew because his hand moved beneath the table and rested on my thigh.

I kept speaking to the woman beside me.

His fingers remained there.

My skin heated beneath the ivory fabric.

I crossed my legs slowly.

Evan's hand was trapped between them for one second.

His breathing changed.

I continued talking about schools and travel as if I had not just used my thighs to remind my husband exactly what kind of dinner this had become.

Across the table, Adrian looked down at his wine.

Then at me.

He knew.

Maybe not the exact movement.

Enough.

The thought made me wetter.

I shifted in my chair.

Evan's fingers flexed once against my thigh.

I looked at him.

He was still listening to the CFO.

Good husband.

Good executive.

Hard cock under the table because his wife was provoking him while his boss watched.

The image pleased me so much that I had to take a sip of water.

The room kept feeding us small opportunities.

At one point, I stood beside Evan near the bar while Adrian spoke to a client ten feet away. Evan's hand rested at my lower back. I could feel the heat of his palm through the dress.

The client said something that made Adrian laugh.

Not the controlled half-smile he used in meetings.

A real laugh.

Brief. Low.

I looked.

Evan felt me look.

His hand pressed slightly harder at my back.

I turned my face toward him.

"Jealous?"

"A little."

"Hard?"

His eyes narrowed.

"Public place."

"That wasn't an answer."

"You know the answer."

I glanced down.

The front of his trousers confirmed it.

My pussy tightened.

I loved that the language between us could be so direct while our bodies remained perfectly composed in public.

Nobody around us knew my husband was hard because I had looked at his boss for three seconds.

Nobody knew I was wet because Evan admitted jealousy without shame.

That private obscenity beneath formal clothes was exactly why the executive setting still worked.

Adrian finished with the client and walked toward the bar.

I did not move away from Evan.

Adrian stopped beside us and ordered water.

His eyes moved once to Evan's hand at my back.

Then to me.

"Enjoying the evening?"

"Very," I said.

Evan's fingers flexed against my dress.

Adrian saw.

I saw him see.

My pussy became wetter.

The bartender handed Adrian a glass.

He took it.

No flirtation.

No claim.

He simply said, "Good," and returned to the group.

Evan leaned closer to my ear.

"You liked that."

"Yes."

"He did almost nothing."

"Exactly."

"You are impossible."

I turned enough that my mouth nearly touched his cheek.

"Your cock is still hard."

He exhaled.

I smiled.

The party looked completely respectable from the outside.

Inside our marriage, it was getting filthy one small gesture at a time.

After dinner, people drifted toward the lounge for coffee and one final drink.

The floor changed as the crowd spread out.

Adrian's office door remained open at the far end.

I looked at it once.

Then twice.

Evan caught the second look.

"Chair?" he murmured.

I turned.

"What chair?"

"You are terrible at pretending."

"I'm excellent."

"You're looking at his office like it owes you money."

I smiled into my champagne.

"Maybe it owes me a seat."

Evan looked toward Adrian.

The CEO was speaking with the chairman.

Then Evan looked back at me.

"Do it."

The words were quiet.

My pussy tightened hard.

"Now?"

His eyes held mine.

"You wanted me to watch."

The invitation landed low and hot.

I set my glass on a tray.

Then I walked toward the corner office.

No hurry.

No sneaking.

I stopped at the open door.

The room was empty.

Desk.

Chair.

City.

Glass.

All the old symbols waiting exactly where we had left them.

I stepped inside.

The carpet muted my heels.

Behind me, conversation continued.

Nobody cared that Evan Bennett's wife had wandered into the CEO's office to look at the view.

That innocence gave the act its voltage.

I walked around the desk.

Touched the back of Adrian's chair.

Looked through the glass.

Evan stood thirty feet away.

Watching.

I smiled.

Then I sat down.


CHAPTER 6 | THE CHAIR

CLAIRE

Adrian found me in his chair four minutes later.

I knew the exact amount of time because the digital clock on his desk changed from 10:41 to 10:45 while I sat there pretending not to enjoy myself too much.

Evan remained outside the office.

Not hovering.

Not guarding.

He had moved to the glass wall near the lounge with a drink in his hand and enough distance to make the whole thing look accidental.

He was still watching.

I crossed one leg over the other and let the chair be the provocation.

Adrian stopped in the doorway. Evan was a reflection.

"Your chair."

"Tonight it is."

I did not open my knees. He did not cross the room. The refusal soaked me. Evan saw my face and stayed outside. The restraint lasted until the office, which is why the chair mattered. My cunt answered a man who had not touched me, and my husband watched the answer.

The ivory skirt rode slightly higher.

I did not fix it.

The chair was larger than it looked.

Deep leather.

High back.

Adrian's view of the city framed directly in front of me.

I understood why he liked sitting there.

Power was architecture as much as title.

Then his reflection appeared in the glass.

I did not turn immediately.

That was deliberate.

He stopped in the doorway.

I saw him behind me.

Black tuxedo.

Hands relaxed.

Expression unreadable.

For once, he was the one looking at someone else occupying the center of his room.

My pussy became wet from that alone.

"Comfortable?" he asked.

I turned the chair slowly.

"Very."

His eyes dropped to the chair, then returned to my face.

"I noticed."

"Good chair."

"It was expensive."

"I assumed."

He walked in.

Did not close the door.

That mattered.

Evan could still see us.

So could anyone who cared to look.

Adrian stopped on the opposite side of the desk.

I leaned back.

"Something wrong?"

"You're in my seat."

"Technically."

"Technically?"

"It's a chair, Adrian."

The smallest smile touched his mouth.

"You've changed."

"I know."

"No denial?"

"Why would I deny something I like?"

His eyes sharpened.

That look had once made me feel exposed.

Now it made me want to push harder.

I uncrossed my legs.

Crossed them the other way.

Slowly.

His gaze flicked down.

There.

Human.

I liked that more than any performance of dominance.

"Evan can see you," he said.

"I know."

"You chose the chair for him."

"And for me."

"And for me?"

I tilted my head.

"Do you like finding me in your chair?"

Adrian looked through the glass.

Evan was still watching.

Then he looked back at me.

"Yes."

Direct.

Good.

My nipples tightened.

I stood.

Adrian did not move.

The desk remained between us.

I walked around it.

Stopped in front of him.

He was tall enough that I had to look up.

The physical contrast still hit me.

Broad shoulders under formal black.

Large hands.

The contained strength Evan had noticed long before I allowed myself to name how much I liked it.

But none of it made me feel smaller anymore.

That was new too.

"Stand there," I said.

Adrian looked at me.

"Where?"

I pointed to the edge of the desk.

"Right there."

His eyes changed.

Not offended.

Interested.

He moved.

One step.

Then another.

Stopped exactly where I had indicated.

My pussy clenched.

Behind the glass, Evan's posture changed.

He had seen it.

The CEO had followed my instruction in his own office.

Not because I outranked him.

Because he wanted to.

That was the difference that made the entire moment work.

I walked closer.

"Hands on the desk."

One eyebrow rose.

"You're enjoying this."

"Very much."

He placed both hands on the desk edge behind him.

I looked at them.

Then up at him.

My pulse accelerated.

"Good."

The word came out softer than I intended.

Adrian laughed once.

"Careful."

"With what?"

"Power."

I stepped into his space.

"I learned from watching."

His cock hardened beneath the tailored trousers.

There.

No metaphor.

No jaw.

No coded reaction.

His body had answered the provocation plainly.

I looked down.

Then up.

Adrian saw me notice.

Across the glass, Evan saw me notice.

The loop snapped tight.

My pussy became wetter.

"You see him?" Adrian asked quietly.

"I see both of you."

"Which one are you provoking?"

I smiled.

"Yes."

That got another small laugh.

Then I touched his bow tie.

Not the knot.

The edge.

One finger.

I could feel Evan watching my hand.

I could feel Adrian watching my face.

The office seemed to shrink around three points of attention.

I pulled the bow tie loose.

Just enough to make it imperfect.

Adrian's cock became more obvious beneath his trousers.

I looked again.

Deliberately.

"Still useful things to notice?" I asked.

His voice lowered.

"Very."

I almost kissed him.

Almost.

Instead I stepped back.

Adrian's eyes remained on me.

I looked through the glass at Evan.

My husband's expression was raw enough to make my clit throb.

That was exactly what I wanted right now.

Not more.

Not yet.

I walked past Adrian and stopped at the doorway.

Then turned.

"Fix your tie."

He looked down at the loosened bow.

Then at me.

"I thought you preferred it like this."

"I do."

"Then why fix it?"

I smiled.

"Because we're going back to the party."

For one second neither of us moved.

Then Adrian straightened the bow tie.

Professional again.

I stepped out of the office.

Evan met me halfway across the floor.

His eyes dropped to my face, my dress, my hands.

"Did you just tell him where to stand?"

"Yes."

His cock was hard enough to show beneath his suit.

I glanced down.

Evan caught me.

"You did that on purpose."

"Yes."

"Claire."

I moved close enough that only he could hear.

"He listened."

My husband closed his eyes for one second.

When he opened them, I was smiling.

"That," I whispered, "was for you."

We did not go directly back to the party.

Evan caught my hand and pulled me toward the quiet corridor beside the restrooms.

Not hidden.

Just out of the main flow.

He stopped with his back to the wall and looked at me.

I knew that look.

"What?"

"You told him to stand there."

"We covered this."

"I need to hear it again."

My pussy clenched.

There was the husband I had built this with.

I stepped closer.

"I told your boss where to stand."

His cock hardened against the front of his suit.

"My boss," he muttered.

"Yes, your boss."

"You enjoy reminding me."

"Very much."

I put my palm over his erection through the trousers.

He sucked in a breath.

"And he listened," I whispered.

Evan's eyes closed for one second.

I squeezed once.

"Claire."

"What?"

"You are going to make me walk back into that room like this."

"That sounds difficult."

"You are not sympathetic."

"No."

I removed my hand.

His eyes opened immediately.

I smiled.

Cruel.

Calculated.

Entirely for him.

Evan caught my waist before I could step away and kissed me.

One hard kiss.

Then another.

My back touched the wall.

His body pressed close enough that I could feel how hard he was.

My nipples tightened.

I opened my mouth against his and almost forgot where we were.

Footsteps sounded at the far end of the corridor.

We broke apart.

A server passed without looking twice.

I started laughing quietly.

Evan looked at my lipstick.

"Fix that."

"Bossy."

"Your mouth looks like evidence."

I pulled a small mirror from my clutch.

He watched me repair the color.

The act felt filthy after the kiss.

Public face restored over private knowledge.

When I finished, I looked at him.

"Your turn."

"What?"

I reached up and straightened his collar.

Then smoothed the front of his jacket over the erection he was trying to hide.

My hand lingered.

His breath caught.

"Better," I said.

"You are enjoying this."

"Yes."

We returned to the party looking completely normal.

Adrian glanced at us once.

His eyes stopped at my mouth.

Then Evan's collar.

Then me.

He knew.

My pussy tightened again.

I took another glass of water.

This night was nowhere near finished.


CHAPTER 7 | THE CONFESSION

ADRIAN

Claire Bennett had never been subtle.

She believed she had been.

That was different.

The first night I met her, she wore red.

Not an aggressively revealing dress. Not something designed to announce itself from across the room.

Red because she understood color.

Red because her hair caught copper beneath the dining-room lights.

Red because Evan Bennett watched her walk into the room as though he had forgotten every work conversation waiting for him.

That was the first thing I noticed.

Not Claire looking at me.

Evan looking at Claire.

I had seen enough marriages at executive events to recognize boredom, obligation, performance and habit.

The Bennetts had habit.

They also still watched each other.

That was rarer.

Claire shook my hand.

Held my eyes half a second too long.

Then looked at Evan almost immediately afterward.

That second look told me more than the first.

I did not understand it yet.

I remembered it.

The dinner progressed.

Claire listened when people spoke. She asked good questions. She was not impressed by titles in the obvious way.

But she noticed power.

I saw that too.

The room changed around senior people and Claire registered the change.

She watched who interrupted whom.

Who waited.

Who lowered their voice instead of raising it.

Once, while a presentation was running, I looked across the table and found her looking at me instead of the screen.

She looked away.

Then back.

Evan saw.

That was the second important moment.

His expression did not contain only jealousy.

It contained attention.

Curiosity.

Something he did not yet want to name.

I knew before either of them did that the attraction had entered their marriage.

Not because I was unusually perceptive.

Because they kept looking at each other after looking at me.

That pattern repeated.

At lunch.

In elevators.

At events.

Claire would notice me.

Then notice Evan noticing her.

Eventually, she stopped pretending the second part was accidental.

One time she performed deliberately for him, she thought I did not see it.

Glass is useful.

Reflections are better.

She stood near the elevator after a reception with Evan across the floor. I watched her through the dark reflection of the window as she adjusted her blouse, checked the line of her skirt, then looked not at me but at her husband.

Evan reacted.

Claire smiled.

That was when I understood.

I was not competing with him.

I was part of a circuit they were building.

That made the situation more interesting.

It also made restraint mandatory.

I signed Evan's paychecks.

I controlled budgets that affected his team.

I could change his professional life with decisions that had nothing to do with Claire.

If I blurred those lines, the fantasy stopped being a fantasy.

It became leverage.

I had no interest in leverage that could not be refused cleanly.

So I waited.

Claire hated waiting.

That was also interesting.

By the time of the trip, the rules had become obvious enough that nobody needed to dramatize them every hour.

Evan wanted to watch.

Claire wanted him to watch.

Claire wanted me.

I wanted Claire.

None of those sentences required confusion with employment.

Room 1812 made one additional fact clear.

Evan was not furniture.

A weaker man in my position might have enjoyed reducing him.

I did not.

The more present Evan became, the more intensely Claire responded.

She could be touching me and still search for her husband.

She could hear my voice and become wetter because Evan was watching her hear it.

The marriage was not an obstacle to her desire.

It multiplied it.

Tonight, she sat in my chair.

Then told me where to stand.

I listened.

Not because she had power over the company.

Because she had power over access to herself.

The distinction was clean.

And, apparently, highly effective.

My cock had hardened when she told me to put my hands on the desk.

She noticed.

Of course she noticed.

Evan noticed her noticing.

Then Claire left me standing beside my own desk and walked back to her husband with the pleased expression of a woman who had successfully moved two men without touching either one where they wanted to be touched.

I fixed my bow tie.

Returned to the party.

An hour later, the room had thinned to twelve people.

The chairman left.

Two clients followed.

Claire and Evan remained near the windows.

I joined them because avoiding them would have been more obvious than speaking to them.

Claire held sparkling water now.

Evan had switched to coffee.

"You survived the chair," she said.

I looked at her.

"Barely."

Evan laughed.

Then he said, "When did you know?"

Claire turned toward him.

I understood the question.

"When did I know what?" I asked anyway.

"That she was looking."

Claire's eyes widened.

"Evan."

"What?"

"You cannot ask him that at a company dinner."

"Most of the company left."

"That is not a defense."

I looked at Claire.

"The first dinner."

Her mouth opened.

"No."

"Yes."

"When?"

"Presentation."

She stared.

Evan began laughing.

"You knew?" she asked him.

"I saw you too."

Claire looked between us.

"You both knew before I did?"

I considered.

"I knew you were looking. I did not know what you wanted."

"When did you know that?"

"Elevator."

Her face warmed.

Evan's smile disappeared.

His cock was probably hard.

I did not need to look.

Claire looked at him and confirmed it with her expression.

She turned back to me.

"What about him?"

"When did I know he knew?"

"Yes."

"The dinner table."

Evan's eyebrows rose.

"That early?"

"You looked at her every time I did."

Claire covered her face with one hand.

"This is humiliating."

"You enjoyed it," Evan said.

She lowered her hand.

"That is not the point."

"It is a little the point."

She looked at me.

"Did I ever fool you?"

"Occasionally."

"When?"

I thought about it.

"The first kiss."

Her expression changed.

"I thought you would stop it sooner."

"I did stop it."

"Sooner."

Evan looked at her.

Claire looked at him.

There it was again.

The circuit.

Still intact.

Stronger now.

Claire's embarrassment transformed into something else while I watched.

Her shoulders relaxed.

Her eyes sharpened.

The woman who had once been the last to understand how visible her desire was had become the first person in the room to decide what happened next.

There had been one conversation I never told Claire about.

The morning after the hotel, I stood alone in the elevator before breakfast.

The doors were about to close when Evan's hand appeared between them.

He stepped in.

No Claire.

For the first few floors, we said nothing.

Then he looked at me and asked, "Did you know she would keep looking at me?"

It was the most honest question he had asked.

I answered the only way I could.

"I hoped she would."

He studied me.

"Why?"

"Because if she stopped, I would stop."

The elevator continued downward.

Evan's expression changed slowly.

Relief first.

Then something like respect.

"You understand this better than I expected."

"That sounds insulting."

"It probably is."

I almost smiled.

He looked toward the floor numbers.

"I thought you'd want to win."

I knew what he meant.

"I'm not competing with you."

"I know that now."

"Good."

Another floor passed.

Then he said, "She likes that you're bigger."

Direct enough to surprise me.

I looked at him.

He gave a humorless smile.

"Yeah. We talk about that."

"I gathered."

"It makes me jealous."

"I gathered that too."

"And hard."

The admission was almost clinical in its honesty.

I respected it.

"Also apparent."

He laughed.

The elevator doors opened on the lobby.

Before stepping out, Evan looked at me.

"If I ever look like I'm not in the room anymore, stop."

I nodded.

"I will."

That was the real agreement between us.

Not friendship.

Not competition.

Mutual responsibility for a woman neither of us wanted reduced to a prize.

Tonight, watching Claire take charge, I remembered that elevator conversation.

Evan was not outside the room.

He was choosing where to stand.

Claire was choosing what happened.

And I was choosing to remain exactly what they had invited me to be.

A catalyst.

Not a destination.

She set down her glass.

"Come with me."

Evan looked at her.

"Where?"

Claire's eyes moved toward the corner office.

Then to me.

"I'm tired of the door being open."


CHAPTER 8 | CLOSE THE DOOR

CLAIRE

The party was nearly over when I walked back into Adrian's office.

This time, both men followed.

The difference was physical.

I felt it before anyone touched me.

Evan entered first and stopped near the glass wall.

Adrian came in behind him.

I remained near the desk.

Three people.

One room.

No hotel corridor separating intention from action.

No adjoining door.

No husband waiting downstairs.

Every stage of the fantasy had collapsed into the same space.

"Evan. Glass. I want your face, not a hallway."

He moved. Adrian stayed by the desk until I pointed.

"Sit."

He sat. I stepped in and opened the belt myself. The click was loud after a toast. His cock came out heavy, already hard, thicker than the one I had ridden the night we put the tie in the drawer. I looked at Evan before I touched it.

"Still yes?"

"Yes."

"This is not the promotion. You stay."

I knelt on the office carpet. Licked him from the base so Evan could see the size, then took him until my throat fought. Spit on my wrist.

"Your hand in my hair. Not his."

Evan crossed and took it. Boss's cock. Husband's fist. My mouth. I gagged and looked up at Evan with my mouth full. He swore. I sucked in short strokes, a wet sound the glass did not hide, and stopped before Adrian could finish.

"Desk. View and his face. Not a copy of the hotel."

The office door remained open behind Adrian.

I looked at it.

Then at him.

Then at Evan.

My pulse accelerated.

The old Claire would have waited for somebody else to define the moment.

I walked to the door.

Placed my hand on the handle.

And stopped.

I looked at Evan.

He knew what I was asking.

Not permission in the weak sense.

Connection.

A final check that the same three people had entered the same room emotionally as well as physically.

His eyes held mine.

He nodded once.

My pussy tightened.

I closed the door.

The latch sounded louder than it should have.

Glass still covered two walls.

The privacy was not complete.

At this hour, the executive floor was nearly empty, but the room remained visible from certain angles.

Risk without stupidity.

Exactly enough.

I turned.

Adrian had not moved.

Evan had.

He was closer to the desk now.

I walked toward him first.

That mattered to me.

I put one hand on his chest.

"You okay?"

"Yes."

"Real answer."

His mouth curved.

"You still ask that like I'm going to give you a fake one."

"Habit."

"Real answer: I'm hard, jealous, excited and completely aware that I chose to come in here."

Direct.

Beautiful.

I looked down.

His cock was hard beneath the dark trousers.

Then I looked back at his face.

"Good."

He laughed softly.

"Your standards are strange."

"They improved."

I kissed him.

Not briefly.

I wanted Adrian to see the center before anything moved outward.

My hand slid behind Evan's neck. His came to my waist. The kiss deepened until I forgot for several seconds that anyone else was in the room.

That was useful too.

When I pulled back, Evan's breathing had changed.

Mine had too.

My pussy was wet.

I did not need to hide that truth inside vague language.

I turned toward Adrian.

He watched us with the same controlled attention he brought to everything, but his cock was already hard beneath his tuxedo trousers.

Another clean truth.

I walked to him.

Stopped close.

"Still think this is your room?"

"It is my office."

"That wasn't the question."

His eyes moved over my face.

"No."

The answer made my pussy tighten hard.

I reached for the bow tie again.

This time I removed it.

Slowly.

Pulled one end free.

Let the black silk slide through the collar.

Then I turned and handed it to Evan.

My husband looked down at it.

Then at me.

The image hit all three of us at once.

Adrian's tie in Evan's hand.

Again.

But this time not as souvenir.

Not as evidence after the fact.

As part of the room while Adrian stood in front of us.

Evan wrapped the silk loosely around one hand.

His cock became more obvious.

I smiled.

"Keep that."

"For what?"

"Because I like looking at you holding it."

The honesty affected him immediately.

I turned back to Adrian.

Then pointed to the front edge of the desk.

"Sit."

He did.

The movement was unhurried.

Confident.

He was still Adrian.

That was important.

I did not want to turn him into an obedient toy.

I wanted the contrast between the man he was everywhere else and the fact that he chose to let me direct this room.

I stepped between his knees.

His hands remained on the desk beside him.

I looked down at his lap.

His cock was hard.

Large enough beneath the fabric to bring back every conversation Evan and I had ever had about the locker room.

My pussy clenched.

Evan saw where I was looking.

"Still curious?" he asked.

I turned my head.

His voice was calm.

Not hurt.

Not small.

Provoking me.

I loved him for that.

"Yes."

The word left no room for politeness.

Evan's hand tightened around Adrian's tie.

"And you like me watching you be curious."

"Yes."

Adrian's voice entered quietly.

"She likes you making her say it."

My breath caught.

I looked at him.

He had learned too much.

"Careful," I said.

"With what?"

"My husband is getting better at this."

Evan smiled.

"Your husband was always good at this. Your husband was just scared."

The sentence hit deeper than dirty talk.

I turned fully toward him.

For a second the room softened.

Then I walked to Evan and put my hand over his erection through the trousers.

His breath broke.

"There," I whispered. "Not scared now."

"No."

I squeezed once.

"Good."

Then I stepped away before he could touch me back.

His expression changed.

I laughed quietly.

"Cruel."

"You like it."

"Yes."

I turned back to Adrian.

The CEO was still sitting where I had put him, shirt perfect except for the missing tie, eyes dark, cock hard.

My nipples tightened beneath the ivory dress.

This was the room I had once entered wondering whether he wanted me.

Now both men waited to see what I wanted.

I walked toward the desk.

Placed my palms on either side of Adrian.

And smiled.

I did not move immediately.

I wanted the pause.

Wanted both men to feel that the room had crossed a line before a hand moved.

Evan leaned one hip against the desk.

Adrian stayed seated.

I stood between them.

My dress was still mostly intact.

My hair was still controlled.

Anyone walking past the glass from the wrong angle would see three adults talking after a corporate dinner.

That thin layer of normality made my pussy wetter.

I looked at Evan.

"Tell him."

His eyebrows rose.

"Tell him what?"

"What you like."

The challenge landed.

Adrian looked at him, not me.

Evan's cock remained hard.

My husband took a breath.

"I like watching her choose you."

My nipples tightened.

Adrian's eyes came to me.

I shook my head.

"Keep looking at him."

Adrian obeyed.

That alone sent another pulse through my pussy.

Evan continued.

"I like when she tells me exactly what she wanted. I like when she tries to hold back one detail because she knows I'll ask again."

I smiled.

Accurate.

"I like when she watches me while you're touching her."

My breath shortened.

Adrian stayed silent.

"And I hate how much I like knowing you're bigger."

There it was.

The locker-room comparison, named again.

My pussy clenched hard.

I looked down at Adrian's lap.

His cock was visibly harder.

Then at Evan.

Same reaction.

Two men turned on by the same admission for entirely different reasons.

I felt powerful enough to be reckless and grounded enough not to be.

"My turn," Adrian said.

I looked at him.

"You weren't invited to confess."

"You asked for honesty."

"Fine."

He looked at Evan first.

"I like that she never forgets where you are."

The answer surprised me.

Evan too.

Adrian continued.

"I like that the more she wants me, the more she looks for you."

My throat tightened.

"And I like that she finally understands she can do both without apologizing."

For a second, nobody spoke.

The dirty part of what had happened remained in our bodies.

The emotional part sat directly underneath it.

I moved closer to Adrian.

Then reached back and took Evan's hand.

"Good," I said.

My voice came rougher than before.

"Now nobody gets to pretend they don't know why they're here."

"Now," I said, "we can start."

Between the toast and the door I checked once more, because the night only worked if the yes was current.

"Evan."

"Yeah."

"Office. You at the glass. I open his belt. You can stop it."

"I won't stop it unless you do."

"Then don't look away when I gag. I want you to see that too."

His cock jumped against my hip in the lounge. I smiled into his shoulder like a wife being affectionate at a company party. The lie was the cover. The truth was the pulse.

Adrian passed with a client and did not touch me. The not-touching did more than a hand would have. I felt my cunt answer and squeezed Evan's fingers.

"After this song."

"After this song."

We lasted the song. Then we walked. That walk is the last clean minute. Everything after is the room.


CHAPTER 9 | THE CORNER OFFICE

CLAIRE

The word start changed the room.

Not because either man rushed me.

Neither did.

That was the point.

For months, Adrian's restraint had been part of what made him dangerous. Evan's restraint had been part of what made watching him so intoxicating. Tonight, both men were waiting because I had finally stopped pretending I did not enjoy being the one who decided when tension became action.

I stood between Adrian's knees.

Evan was at the glass, close enough to hear.

"Watch my hand."

I stroked Adrian slow. Head dark. A shine at the slit. One slap on my tongue so the sound would reach my husband.

"Open," Adrian said.

"I decide when."

I decided. Lips stretched. Spit on my fist. Evan's mouth opened and he did not look away.

"Tell him what you see."

"My wife. On her knees. Your cock in her mouth. She is looking at me."

"Then keep looking."

I sucked until my jaw ached and my cunt was soaked, then stood and wiped my chin.

"Enough of the mouth. Bend me over the wood. Evan stays at my hip."

Evan remained near the glass, Adrian's black bow tie wrapped once around his right hand.

The image made my pussy throb.

I looked at my husband first.

"Closer."

He moved.

No question.

He stopped on the other side of the desk, close enough that I could reach him if I leaned forward.

Better.

I turned to Adrian.

His hands remained beside him against the desk.

His cock was hard beneath the black trousers.

I let myself look.

No pretending.

No polite glance away.

I looked long enough that Evan knew exactly what I was studying.

Adrian knew too.

The knowledge moved through the room with almost physical weight.

"Still bigger than you imagined?" Evan asked.

I turned my head slowly.

His expression was steady.

His voice had changed over months of our private life. He no longer asked dangerous questions and then retreated from the answers.

He wanted them.

I smiled.

"You really want to know?"

"Yes."

I looked at Adrian again.

Then back at my husband.

"Yes."

Evan's cock hardened further.

The reaction was visible through his trousers.

My pussy became wetter.

I loved that loop.

I loved that honesty could still embarrass me and excite him at the same time.

Adrian watched the exchange.

"You two have made comparison into a sport."

"No," I said. "He did."

Evan laughed once.

"I made one mistake in a locker room."

"You gave your wife a permanent mental image."

"That was the mistake."

I laughed.

The humor lasted three seconds.

Then I touched Adrian.

Both hands on his shoulders.

Solid beneath the tuxedo jacket.

I stepped closer until my knees touched the outside of his thighs.

His hands moved to my waist only when I leaned into him.

The pressure was immediate and familiar.

Large hands.

Firm grip.

My body knew the difference now.

So did my mind.

I lowered my mouth to his.

The kiss had none of the uncertainty of our first one.

It began with weeks of history already inside it.

His hands held my waist.

Mine moved from his shoulders to the open collar where the bow tie had been.

I kissed him harder.

The desk pressed against the backs of his legs.

Evan was three feet away.

I could hear my husband breathe.

That was new.

In the hotel room, proximity had changed everything.

Here, in the office, it changed even more because every object around us belonged to the original fantasy.

I broke the kiss and looked at Evan.

His eyes were on my mouth.

Then my hands.

Then Adrian's grip at my waist.

"Tell me," I said.

"What?"

"What you're looking at."

Evan swallowed.

"You."

"Where?"

His eyes moved slowly.

"Your mouth."

I kissed Adrian again.

Briefly.

Then looked back.

"Now?"

"His hands."

My nipples tightened.

"Now?"

"Your dress."

I looked down.

The ivory fabric remained almost perfectly arranged.

Too perfectly.

I reached behind myself and found the zipper.

Evan's breathing changed.

Adrian's hands stayed where they were.

I lowered the zipper several inches.

Not all the way.

Enough that the structured shoulders softened and the neckline loosened.

My red hair fell forward as I looked down.

When I lifted my face, both men were watching.

The attention hit my clit like pressure.

"Better?" I asked.

Evan's voice came rougher.

"Yes."

I looked at Adrian.

"You?"

"Yes."

Two men.

Same answer.

Different reasons.

I slipped the dress from one shoulder.

Then the other.

Slowly.

The fabric stayed held at my chest and waist, nothing exposed yet beyond skin and intention.

Evan's cock was fully hard.

Adrian's was too.

I looked from one to the other.

"Good."

Adrian almost smiled.

"Still enjoying the chair?"

"I'm enjoying the office."

"Different thing."

"Not anymore."

I stepped away from him.

Adrian released me immediately.

Then I walked around the desk and sat in his chair again.

The half-open dress changed what the position meant.

I leaned back.

Crossed one leg.

Then pointed at Evan.

"Come here."

He came around the desk.

I reached for his jacket and pulled him down until his mouth was near mine.

"Are you okay?"

His eyes stayed on me.

"Yes."

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

He laughed without humor.

"You can see that."

"I want you to say it."

"My cock is hard."

The words made my pussy clench.

"Because?"

"Because my wife is sitting in my boss's chair with her dress half open after kissing him in front of me."

Direct.

No poetry.

Exactly what I needed.

I kissed Evan.

Hard.

My hand slid down his shirt to the front of his trousers and rested over his erection.

He groaned into my mouth.

Adrian watched.

I opened my eyes during the kiss and looked at him.

The effect was immediate.

His cock remained hard.

His composure looked thinner.

I liked that.

I pulled away from Evan.

"Give me the tie."

He handed it to me.

I wrapped the silk around my wrist once.

Then stood.

Walked to Adrian.

Hooked the tie around the back of his neck without knotting it.

Evan's eyes followed every movement.

I used the loose ends to pull Adrian down to my mouth.

The kiss turned rough quickly.

My dress slipped lower over one shoulder.

Adrian's hands moved over my back, holding me close.

I pressed against him and felt the hard line of his cock through the layers between us.

"Fuck," I breathed.

Adrian's mouth moved near my ear.

"You wanted direct."

I looked at him.

"What?"

"Months ago. You hated when people softened things for you."

I almost laughed at the accuracy.

"Then don't."

His eyes moved toward Evan.

"Your husband is watching you press yourself against my cock."

My entire body tightened.

There.

Clean.

Dirty.

True.

I looked at Evan.

His erection showed beneath his trousers. His eyes were darker than I had ever seen them in this office.

My pussy was so wet I could feel the discomfort of the fabric against me when I shifted.

I loved that he knew.

"Say something," I told him.

Evan's mouth curved slightly.

"You like his cock."

My breath broke.

"Yes."

"You like me saying that."

"Yes."

"You like standing in his office while I watch you admit it."

"Yes."

Adrian's hands tightened at my waist.

I looked at him.

"Your turn."

His voice stayed low.

"Dirty wife."

My nipples hardened instantly.

Evan's eyes dropped to my chest as if he could see the reaction through the loosened dress.

Adrian noticed.

"His dirty wife," he corrected.

The words hit harder.

I closed my eyes for one second.

"Again."

"His dirty wife."

My hand tightened around the silk at Adrian's neck.

The mood stopped being playful.

I kissed him.

Evan moved closer without being told.

When I opened my eyes, my husband stood directly beside us.

I reached for him with one hand while the other remained at Adrian's collar.

That was the image I had wanted before I knew how to articulate it.

Not choosing one man and erasing the other.

Holding both realities at once.

My husband's hand closed around mine.

Adrian kissed my neck.

I looked at Evan.

The room became physical in a way conversation could no longer carry.

I moved back to the desk and sat on its edge.

Adrian came between my knees.

Evan stayed beside me.

My ivory dress was now gathered high enough to expose most of my thighs. One shoulder remained bare. My hair was no longer controlled. Lipstick had disappeared from the center of my mouth.

I looked exactly as compromised as the fantasy required and felt more in control than I ever had.

Adrian kissed me again.

I held Evan's hand while I did it.

That detail nearly destroyed me.

My pussy clenched hard.

My legs tightened around Adrian's hips.

His cock pressed against me through clothing, heavy and unmistakable.

I made a sound into his mouth.

Evan's fingers tightened around mine.

"Look at me," my husband said.

I did.

The command went through me.

Adrian continued touching me while my eyes stayed on Evan.

My breathing became uneven.

My free hand gripped the edge of the desk.

Evan's gaze traveled over my face.

"You wanted this."

"Yes."

"Since the first dinner?"

"I didn't know what this was then."

"Since the elevator?"

My body tightened again.

"Yes."

"Since I told you about the locker room?"

A laugh broke out of me, breathless and embarrassed.

"Fuck you."

"Answer."

"Yes."

His smile was small and vicious in the way I had taught him to be.

My husband had learned exactly where the fantasy lived inside me.

I loved him for using the knowledge.

Adrian's mouth reached my neck again.

I pulled him closer.

My hips moved against him without permission from my brain.

There was no elegant language left for how wet I was, how hard both men were, how completely the room had become sex before we crossed any final physical line.

I looked from Evan to Adrian.

There was one more thing I had never said out loud.

"I've thought about this for months."

Both men went still.

"Since the first time Evan watched me through the glass. Since the locker room. Since the hotel. Since I realized I didn't only want both of you in the same room."

I took a breath.

"I want both of you. At the same time. And I want to decide how."

The silence lasted only a few seconds, but it felt much longer.

Then I looked at Evan.

"You're staying with me through the whole thing."

"I am."

"You keep looking at me."

"I will."

"Then come here."

I stood between them and put one hand on each man.

Both were already hard.

I wrapped my fingers around Evan first.

"This is mine."

"Yours."

Then I turned to Adrian and did the same.

"This too."

Adrian's breathing changed.

"Yours."

I held both cocks at once for one second, feeling the two bodies react beneath my hands.

Then I let go.

"I'm going to get ready. You both wait."

I went to the desk drawer and took out the small bottle of lubricant I had put there earlier.

Evan's eyes sharpened when he saw it.

Good.

I wanted him to understand exactly what I was asking for.

I stepped out of my dress and stood in the office in my heels and underwear.

Then I faced my husband.

"Behind me."

Evan came close.

His hands moved over my waist and hips before he pulled my panties down slowly.

He kissed the curve of my hip.

Then lower.

I put the bottle in his hand.

"Slow."

He understood.

I leaned over the desk, palms flat against the cold wood, legs apart.

The first touch was careful.

I breathed through it.

Evan worked slowly, giving my body time to relax around one finger, then another.

I watched Adrian in the reflection of the dark glass while my husband prepared me.

Adrian sat in the chair I had chosen for him, eyes fixed on me, his cock hard and visible.

"More," I said.

Evan gave me more.

My hips started moving back toward his hand without me thinking about it.

The preparation became pleasure on its own.

My breathing shortened.

I looked at Adrian and saw exactly how much watching affected him.

"Enough."

Evan withdrew.

I stood and turned toward both men.

They waited.

"Lie down," I told Evan.

He lay on his back on the rug beside the desk.

I took a cushion from the office sofa and put it under his head.

Then I knelt over him facing his face, my back to Adrian.

"Evan first."

I wrapped my hand around my husband's cock and guided him to me.

Then I lowered myself onto him.

The familiar fullness made both of us exhale at once.

I stayed still for a moment and looked down into his face.

"Still with me?"

"Right here."

I leaned forward until my hands were planted on either side of his head and raised my hips.

Then I looked back.

"Adrian. Behind me."

He came down to his knees.

I heard the cap of the lubricant.

Felt his hand at my back.

Then the head of his cock pressing against the place Evan had prepared.

I closed my eyes.

"Slow."

Adrian entered me carefully.

The first pressure made my entire body tense.

I stopped him with one hand behind me.

Breathed.

Waited.

Then the discomfort changed into something else.

Deeper.

Heavier.

The sensation of being filled in two places at once hit so hard I cried out.

"Fuck."

Evan's hand came to my face.

"Look at me."

I opened my eyes.

My husband was directly beneath me.

"Both of them?" he asked.

I laughed once without air.

"Both."

I gave the smallest movement of my hips.

The two sensations moved through me differently.

Evan familiar and full beneath me.

Adrian behind me, slower, stretching a place I had only imagined sharing this way.

"Move," I said.

They started carefully.

Not in the same rhythm at first.

One movement while the other held still.

Then the pattern found itself.

Evan pushed up as Adrian eased back.

Adrian moved forward as Evan slowed.

I was between them, supported by my hands, looking down at my husband while both men moved inside me.

The office disappeared.

All I could hear was breath, skin, the faint creak of the floor beneath Evan's shoulders.

"Don't stop."

They did not.

My body adjusted and the pleasure climbed.

I started moving with them instead of only receiving the rhythm.

My hips pushed back toward Adrian, then down toward Evan.

I could feel both men at once.

The fantasy that had lived in words for months had become physical.

I looked at my husband.

"Can you see me?"

"Yes."

"Can you see both of you in me?"

His breathing broke.

"Yes."

"Say it."

"My wife has both of us inside her."

The words nearly finished me.

"Again."

"You're taking both of us."

I moaned.

Evan's eyes stayed on mine.

I refused to look away.

The rhythm became stronger.

Adrian's hands closed at my hips.

Evan's hands moved to my waist, steadying me from below.

I felt completely full.

Completely overwhelmed.

And still completely in control of why we were there.

"I'm going to come."

Evan's face changed.

"Do it."

"Tell me what you see."

"I see my wife coming with both of us inside her."

That was the final push.

The orgasm did not rise gently.

It exploded.

My whole body locked between them.

My arms shook.

My thighs tightened around Evan while my hips pressed back toward Adrian.

I screamed.

Both men kept the rhythm just long enough to carry me through it.

I looked at Evan until my vision blurred.

When I finally collapsed forward, my face fell against his shoulder.

"Don't move yet."

Neither man moved.

I stayed there breathing, still pulsing around both of them.

Evan's hand moved through my hair.

Adrian's palms stayed steady at my hips.

The intensity faded slowly.

Then I pushed myself upright.

"Out."

They withdrew carefully, one after the other.

The sudden emptiness made my knees shake.

I stayed on all fours for a few breaths, head down, recovering.

Then I looked back at Adrian.

He was still hard.

I looked down at Evan.

So was he.

I sat back on my heels.

"Both of you. In front of me."

They moved.

Adrian went to his knees first.

Evan sat up and knelt beside him.

I stayed on my knees facing them.

Two men.

Two hard cocks.

Both waiting for me.

I wrapped one hand around each.

"Now I want to watch."

I started stroking them together, slow at first.

Their breathing changed at different speeds.

Evan's face broke first.

Adrian lasted longer.

I liked watching the difference.

"Come for me."

Evan groaned.

"Where?"

I leaned closer.

"My face."

His eyes went dark.

He came first.

The first hot spurts hit my cheek and chin, one catching the corner of my mouth while I kept my eyes on my husband.

I stroked him through the last pulse.

Then Adrian lost control.

His body went rigid and he came across my forehead and cheek, his breathing rough enough that the executive calm disappeared completely.

For a second I stayed exactly where I was.

Kneeling.

Face wet.

Both men in front of me, breathing hard and looking at what they had done.

I wiped one finger along the corner of my mouth, tasted it, and swallowed.

Then I smiled.

"That's what I wanted."

Nobody answered immediately.

There was nothing left to prove.

My body was still shaking.


CHAPTER 10 | THE VIEW

CLAIRE

Afterward, I stood barefoot by the glass.

One heel lay under the desk.

The other had somehow ended near Adrian's chair.

My dress was back on my shoulders but not fully zipped. My hair had given up completely. Evan had found a bottle of water in the small refrigerator built into the cabinet and put it in my hand without asking.

I drank half of it too fast.

"Slow," he said.

I lowered the bottle.

"Bossy."

"Hydration is not a fetish."

"Give me time."

He laughed.

The sound mattered.

It told me where we were emotionally before either of us had to turn the moment into a conversation.

Adrian stood near the desk buttoning his shirt properly again.

The bow tie remained in Evan's hand.

I looked at it.

Then at them.

"Again?" Evan asked.

"What?"

"The tie."

I smiled.

"It has a career now."

Adrian glanced over.

"I'm starting to regret owning formalwear."

"You'll recover."

"I have resources."

I laughed.

Then the laughter faded and I turned toward the city.

Thirty-two floors below, traffic moved through wet streets. Red taillights traced thin lines between buildings. Offices across the avenue glowed in scattered squares.

From outside, Vale Strategic looked like every other tower.

Nobody looking up could know what had happened behind this particular pane of glass.

Evan came to stand beside me.

Not touching at first.

Then his shoulder met mine.

I leaned into him.

Adrian stayed behind us.

Gave us the space without announcing that he was giving it.

Good.

I looked at Evan's reflection.

"Did it match?"

"What?"

"What you imagined."

His eyes met mine in the glass.

"No."

My stomach tightened.

"No?"

"It was better."

I turned.

"Why?"

He thought before answering.

"Because in my imagination I was always outside something."

The answer landed quietly.

"Outside the office. Outside the hotel room. Outside you and him. Even when I wanted to watch, some part of me pictured watching from a place where I had already been removed."

I put the water bottle on the sill.

"And tonight?"

"I was inside."

His eyes moved toward the desk.

"You kept reaching for me."

My throat tightened.

"I needed you."

"I know."

"That didn't ruin it?"

"No."

He smiled slightly.

"That was the part I didn't know how to imagine."

I touched his chest.

"The reality was messier."

"Your shoe is under the CEO's desk."

"Exactly."

"Very sophisticated."

"Luxury erotica."

He laughed.

I kissed him.

Soft this time.

No performance.

No Adrian in the kiss even though Adrian was six feet away.

When I stepped back, my husband touched my hair and tried unsuccessfully to put one section back where it belonged.

"Hopeless," I said.

"Yes."

Behind us, Adrian cleared his throat lightly.

We turned.

He held my missing heel.

I stared.

Then laughed so hard I had to lean against Evan.

Adrian looked at the shoe.

"Occupational hazard."

"That line is old now," I said.

"It remains accurate."

He brought it to me.

I took it.

For one strange second all three of us stood there with no obvious next move.

Not sexual tension.

Aftermath.

A different intimacy.

Adrian looked at Evan.

"See you Monday."

Evan groaned.

"Cruel."

"I have a nine o'clock."

"With me."

"I know."

I looked between them.

The absurdity hit again.

On Monday morning, Evan would sit across from this man discussing revenue.

That normality used to make the fantasy feel humiliating.

Now it made it feel contained.

Protected.

Work would remain work.

This room could hold both histories without confusing them.

Adrian extended his hand toward Evan.

The bow tie.

Evan looked down at it.

Then handed it back.

"No souvenir?" Adrian asked.

"I already have one."

Adrian almost smiled.

I watched the exchange and realized the power symbol had lost some of its charge.

Not all.

Never all.

But enough.

The fantasy no longer required Adrian's objects to survive.

It lived in us now.

I zipped my dress.

Found both shoes.

Reapplied lipstick using the dark reflection of the glass.

When I turned back, Evan looked almost normal.

Adrian already did.

"Show-off," I said.

Adrian raised an eyebrow.

"Practice."

Evan looked at me.

"You need more."

"Apparently."

I picked up my clutch.

Then stopped at the office door.

My hand rested on the handle.

So much of our private history had revolved around doors opening and closing.

This time I opened it.

We walked out together.

I went to the private restroom at the end of the executive corridor before we left.

The mirror was cruel.

My lipstick had survived less than half of what I thought. One side of my hair was flattened. The ivory dress was zipped again but carried faint wrinkles at the waist and hips that no amount of smoothing would erase tonight.

I set my clutch on the counter and laughed at myself.

This used to be the part that shocked me.

How normal a woman could look after doing something that had felt enormous.

The first time, I had studied my face as if another Claire might appear in the reflection.

Tonight I recognized myself immediately.

Flushed.

Satisfied.

Still turned on enough that my pussy pulsed when I remembered Evan saying my dirty fucking wife.

I pressed a cool paper towel to my neck.

The restroom door opened.

Evan stopped just inside.

"Occupied," I said.

"You disappeared."

"I am repairing your wife."

He came closer and looked at me in the mirror.

"She looks fine."

"She looks like she lost a fight with a corner office."

"She won."

The answer stopped my hand.

I looked at him through the mirror.

"Did I?"

"You told both of us what to do for half the night."

"That doesn't mean winning."

"No. It means you stopped treating desire like something that happened to you."

My throat tightened.

I put down the towel.

Evan stepped behind me.

His hands settled lightly at my waist.

The mirror gave us the same frame as home, but the executive-floor lighting made the reflection feel different.

I leaned back against him.

His cock was still half hard.

I noticed.

He noticed me noticing.

"Again?" I asked.

"You are standing in the restroom ten meters from his office looking like that."

"Like what?"

"Like you just came in that office while looking at me."

My pussy clenched instantly.

I stared at him in the mirror.

"Direct."

"You asked for direct."

"I did."

His mouth touched my shoulder.

Not another round.

Aftershock.

I put one hand over his at my waist.

"Favorite moment?"

"You looked at me right before you lost it."

"You already said that."

"Still true."

"Second favorite."

He smiled.

"You telling Vale to sit."

I laughed.

"I knew it."

"His face was excellent."

"He barely moved."

"Exactly."

I turned in his arms.

"Your second favorite is making your boss obey your wife?"

"Technically, the CEO."

"You are ruining this phrase."

He kissed me.

Slow.

Warm.

Then pulled back.

"Come home with me."

The words had no jealousy in them.

No question about whether I wanted Adrian more.

Just home.

I touched his face.

"Always."

We left the restroom together.

Adrian waited near the elevator, jacket back on, bow tie restored well enough that nobody outside our history would notice it had ever been removed.

He looked at us.

Then at the elevator button.

"Lobby?"

"Lobby," Evan said.

The three of us stepped inside.

A ridiculous echo of the first elevator ride.

Only now no one needed the elevator to stop.

We had already gone exactly where we meant to go.

In the car I did not narrate the whole night. I put his hand under the ivory and let him feel what the office had left.

Soaked. Open. His.

He swore at a red light and did not move the car until I came on his fingers, biting the seatbelt, saying only his name.

The building was behind us. The cunt still held the stretch. I wanted him to know both.

At the next light I opened his trousers and stroked him, slow, the way I had stroked Adrian, so the comparison would be in his body and not only in my mouth.

"Smaller," I said, because he had asked for honesty months ago. "Mine. Harder for having watched."

He groaned. I did not finish him. Home got that.

In the bedroom I made him sit and I stood between his knees the way I had stood between Adrian's, and the rhyme was the point.

"Same place. Different man. Tell me what you saw."

"Your mouth. The stretch. The glass. You looking at me when you came. Him on your back. Me inside after."

"Good. Now take the dress off and fuck the wife who directed it."

He did. On the bed. Face to face, which the office had not been. I wanted his eyes without a window between us. He pushed in and felt the difference and I watched him take it.

"Say jealous."

"Jealous."

"Say mine."

"Mine."

I came on the second word, legs around him, nails in his back. He came deep, staying, the way he had at the desk, and this time there was no one to dismiss. The drawer stayed closed. The night finally ended in the room that had started it.


CHAPTER 11 | MONDAY

EVAN

At nine Monday morning, Adrian asked me why the enterprise forecast was six percent below plan.

I answered without thinking about my wife on his desk.

That lasted almost forty seconds.

Then he reached for his coffee.

His cuff moved.

Same watch.

My brain supplied Claire's hand beside it.

Fuck.

I looked at the spreadsheet.

"Three deals slipped," I said. "Two legal, one procurement."

"Recoverable?"

"Yes."

"When?"

"Two this month. One next."

"Confidence?"

"Eighty, sixty, ninety."

"Which one is sixty?"

I told him.

He challenged the assumption.

I defended it.

Normal.

Professional.

The entire point.

Six months earlier, I would have interpreted his authority as part of the sexual aftershock and then hated myself for it.

Now I could separate the two without losing either.

Adrian Vale had fucked with the architecture of my marriage without ever touching the architecture of my career.

The distinction was blunt and necessary.

He closed the forecast file.

"One more thing."

I waited.

"The board approved the new division structure."

That got my full attention.

We had discussed expansion for weeks. A separate strategic growth unit, focused on enterprise partnerships and acquisitions. New P&L. New leadership.

I had helped design parts of it.

"Which version?"

"Three directors reporting to a division lead. Division lead reports to the operating committee."

Not directly to Adrian.

I felt something shift.

He slid a folder across the table.

"Read it."

I opened the first page.

STRATEGIC GROWTH DIVISION.

Then the role.

MANAGING DIRECTOR.

My name.

I looked up.

Adrian's expression was entirely professional.

"The committee voted Friday afternoon," he said. "Compensation signed by HR and finance. Performance case is in the appendix. I recused myself from the final vote because of reporting structure."

The last sentence meant more than the others.

He did not explain why.

He did not need to.

The process was clean.

Documented.

Independent.

Exactly as it had to be.

I looked back at the offer.

Salary.

Bonus.

Equity participation.

Team authority.

The kind of role I had wanted long before Claire ever wore a red dress to a company dinner.

I should have felt only pride.

I did feel pride.

Then another thought arrived.

If I accepted, Adrian would no longer be my direct boss.

The phrase hit with such absurd timing that I almost laughed.

Adrian noticed.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"That was not nothing."

I closed the folder.

"I'll tell Claire tonight."

Understanding appeared in his eyes.

Then, against every rule of Monday professionalism we had maintained, one corner of his mouth moved.

"Ah."

That was all.

I laughed.

"You thought of it too."

"I have no idea what you mean."

"Bullshit."

He sat back.

"You have forty-eight hours to review the package."

"Back to CEO."

"I never left."

"That is debatable."

His expression warned me not to push further.

I liked that warning because it felt normal.

I stood with the folder.

At the door, Adrian spoke again.

"Bennett."

I turned.

"This is yours."

No smile.

No double meaning.

The role.

The work.

Six years of results.

I knew exactly what he was saying.

"Thank you."

I walked out carrying the offer.

For the first time since Claire entered his orbit, Adrian's power over my professional life was about to decrease.

I expected relief.

I felt it.

I also felt something almost ridiculous.

A tiny sense of loss.

No more boss?

Claire was going to have a field day.

The rest of Monday kept testing whether that confidence was real.

At eleven, I led a client review while Adrian sat at the far end of the table.

Six months earlier, his presence would have made me sharpen every sentence.

Today I barely noticed until Claire texted during the meeting.

CLAIRE: HOW'S YOUR BOSS?

I saw the preview flash on my locked screen.

My cock hardened under the table.

Unbelievable.

I flipped the phone facedown.

Adrian saw the movement.

His eyes returned to the presentation without expression.

I finished the client review.

Afterward, while everyone packed laptops, Adrian said quietly, "Phone problem?"

I looked at him.

"Wife problem."

One corner of his mouth moved.

"More difficult."

"Significantly."

I picked up the phone only after he left.

ME: YOU ARE A MENACE.

CLAIRE: DID YOU READ IT IN FRONT OF HIM?

ME: YES.

CLAIRE: DID YOU GET HARD?

I stared at the screen.

ME: I HAVE A JOB.

CLAIRE: THAT'S A YES.

I put the phone away before HR became relevant.

The humor helped.

So did the fact that work remained work even when our private history brushed the edges.

At three, Adrian rejected one of my proposed hiring allocations.

I argued.

He held the line.

I left annoyed.

Actually annoyed.

Not sexually confused.

That felt almost luxurious.

I could disagree with him as my boss and still know what had happened Friday without mixing the two.

When I told Claire that night, she laughed.

"You mean the man who touched your wife did not approve your headcount?"

"Shocking."

"Maybe I should call him."

I stared at her.

She laughed harder.

"I'm kidding."

"Not funny."

"A little funny."

"Claire."

She came around the kitchen island and kissed me.

"Work is yours."

The joke disappeared.

"I know."

"Good."

Then she stepped away and added, "His cock is still larger, though."

My erection was immediate.

She looked down.

"And apparently that still works."

I closed my eyes.

Normal Monday.

Apparently.


CHAPTER 12 | THE OFFER

EVAN

Claire read the offer twice.

Then a third time.

We sat at the kitchen island with takeout cartons between us and the formal folder open beneath the pendant lights.

She had come home from a late client meeting in black trousers and a fitted rust-colored blouse. Her red hair was tied back. Reading glasses sat low on her nose.

I watched her absorb the salary first.

Then bonus.

Then title.

Then reporting line.

Her finger stopped.

"Operating committee."

"Yes."

"Not Adrian."

"No."

She looked up.

I waited.

A smile began slowly.

"No more boss?"

There it was.

I leaned back.

"Technically."

"Oh, this is devastating."

"Thank you for taking my career milestone seriously."

"I am."

"You look delighted."

"I am delighted."

"About the role?"

"Mostly."

I laughed.

Claire closed the folder and came around the island.

The joke disappeared as she stood in front of me.

"Congratulations."

Her voice changed.

Real now.

I looked up at her.

"Thanks."

"You earned this."

The words hit harder than I expected.

I touched her waist.

"I know."

She smiled.

"You finally know."

"Yeah."

That had been one of the ugliest shadows in our fantasy.

The fear that Claire could somehow become currency.

That my ambition could contaminate her choices.

That Adrian's authority could make every yes suspect.

We had fought about it.

Correctly.

The company process had remained separate.

Now the structure itself was removing the day-to-day reporting line.

Claire sat sideways on my lap.

Her arm went around my shoulders.

"You happy?"

"Yes."

"Scared?"

"Also yes."

"Good."

"Why good?"

"Means you understand the job."

"That sounded annoyingly executive."

"I learned from your boss."

I stared at her.

She froze for half a second.

Then started laughing.

"Former boss."

"Not yet."

"Potentially former boss."

"Stop enjoying this."

"I cannot."

She kissed me.

I pulled her closer.

The kiss deepened naturally.

Her body softened against mine.

My cock began to harden.

Claire felt it.

Of course she did.

She looked down between us.

Then back at me.

"Seriously?"

"You are sitting on me."

"You got hard during a promotion conversation."

"You said boss."

"That is tragic."

"You trained me."

Her smile turned dirty.

"There you are."

I closed my eyes.

"Do not."

"Do what?"

"You know exactly what."

She leaned closer to my ear.

"What happens to the fantasy when he isn't technically your boss?"

My cock hardened further.

Claire felt it beneath her and laughed softly.

"Oh, no."

"What?"

"You're disappointed."

"I am not."

"Your cock disagrees."

"My cock has poor governance."

That made her laugh hard enough to bury her face in my shoulder.

The humor saved us from turning the moment into something sentimental.

Then she lifted her face.

"What happens?" she asked again.

I knew she was serious now.

"The fantasy stays."

"Without the reporting line?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

I thought about the answer.

"Because it stopped being about the org chart a long time ago."

Claire went still.

I continued.

"The title was the spark. The power was hot. Watching you affect a man who affected my work was hot. I'm not going to pretend it wasn't."

Her eyes stayed on mine.

"But?"

"But the part I want now is you."

"That sounds suspiciously romantic."

"Let me finish."

She smiled.

"The part I want is watching you choose. Watching you know exactly what it does to me. Watching you look at him and then look back at me because you want me to see. He could retire tomorrow and I would still know what that side of you looks like."

Her expression softened.

"So Adrian unlocked it."

"Yes."

"But he doesn't own it."

"No."

"Who does?"

I touched her hip.

"We do."

Claire kissed me again.

This time the humor did not come back immediately.

Her hands went into my hair. Mine tightened at her waist. The folder slid several inches across the island when her thigh bumped it.

Thirty seconds later, she broke the kiss and looked at the offer.

Then at me.

"Do not fuck on the compensation package," she said.

I stared at her.

She laughed.

"Sorry."

"You are impossible."

"I'm protecting the documents."

"Very mature."

She slid off my lap.

My cock remained hard.

Claire looked at it.

Then at me.

"Bedroom."

"That was an order."

"You don't work for me."

The callback hit both of us.

I laughed.

"Fine."

She took my hand.

The offer remained on the kitchen island.

Work stayed there.

We headed toward the stairs.

The separation felt cleaner than ever.

We did not go straight upstairs.

Claire stopped at the bottom step and looked back at the offer folder on the island.

"Wait."

"What?"

She returned to the kitchen, closed the folder properly and moved it into my briefcase.

Then zipped the case.

I watched.

"Very ceremonial."

"Yes."

She came back.

"Work away."

The gesture was simple.

It mattered.

She took my hand and led me upstairs.

In the bedroom, she stopped beneath the warm light near the dresser.

No red dress.

No executive costume.

Just the rust blouse and black trousers she had worn to her own client meeting.

She looked beautiful.

Her hair was still tied back.

I reached for the elastic and pulled it free.

Copper hair fell over her shoulders.

Claire watched my face.

"That one still gets you."

"Yes."

"Adrian noticed it the first night."

My cock hardened more.

"You cannot help yourself."

"I can."

"You choose not to."

She smiled.

"Exactly."

Her fingers opened the top button of my shirt.

Then another.

"Do you know what I like about the promotion?"

"The money?"

"Useful."

"Title?"

"Hot."

"Team?"

"Important."

"Then what?"

She pushed my shirt open.

"It removes the one shadow I hated."

I knew.

"Quid pro quo."

"Yes."

Her hand flattened on my chest.

"Now if I want Adrian, I want Adrian. If I don't, I don't. Your next review isn't sitting invisibly in the room."

The clean relief of that sentence went through me.

"I never wanted that either."

"I know."

She kissed me.

The kiss began tender and turned hungry before either of us decided to change it.

My hands went to her waist.

Her body pressed close.

My cock was hard.

Her pussy was wet.

We knew each other's reactions without needing to wrap them in poetry.

Claire moved her mouth to my ear.

"Managing Director."

I laughed.

"Does nothing."

"No?"

"No."

"His boss."

My cock jumped.

She laughed into my neck.

"Hopeless."

"Historical conditioning."

"I can work with that."

We ended up against the dresser again, not because the mirror was necessary but because habit had made reflections dangerous.

Claire watched herself unbutton my shirt.

I watched her watch.

The sexual part of the fantasy had become portable.

No Adrian required.

No office required.

The words could bring back the architecture whenever we wanted.

That was when I finally understood the promotion did not end anything.

It simply removed the excuse that the hierarchy itself was holding the fantasy together.


CHAPTER 13 | NO MORE BOSS?

CLAIRE

Evan accepted the promotion Wednesday morning.

He told me at 9:14.

EVAN: SIGNED.

I was standing in line for coffee when the message arrived.

I smiled at my phone like an idiot.

CLAIRE: MANAGING DIRECTOR BENNETT.

Three dots.

EVAN: DO NOT.

CLAIRE: VERY IMPRESSIVE.

EVAN: CLAIRE.

CLAIRE: DO I HAVE TO START CALLING YOU SIR?

EVAN: ABSOLUTELY NOT.

CLAIRE: SHAME.

The barista called my name.

I picked up the coffee, stepped aside and typed the line I had been saving since Monday.

CLAIRE: SO ADRIAN ISN'T YOUR BOSS ANYMORE?

The typing bubble appeared.

Stopped.

Appeared.

Stopped again.

I laughed in the middle of the café.

Finally:

EVAN: TECHNICALLY THE STRUCTURE CHANGES NEXT MONTH.

CLAIRE: TECHNICALLY.

EVAN: I HATE YOU.

CLAIRE: YOUR COCK DOESN'T.

Long pause.

EVAN: I AM IN A CONFERENCE ROOM.

I bit my lip.

CLAIRE: WITH HIM?

EVAN: YES.

My pussy tightened.

Some triggers refused to retire quietly.

I put the phone away before I made my husband's morning impossible.

Then I took it out again.

CLAIRE: CONGRATULATIONS. REALLY. I'M PROUD OF YOU.

His answer came faster.

EVAN: THANK YOU.

That mattered more than the joke.

The joke remained useful.

That evening we went out for dinner alone.

No executive floor.

No Adrian.

A small Italian place two neighborhoods from home, candles on the tables, paper menus, wine poured from a bottle that did not require a company expense code.

Evan wore a dark sweater instead of a suit.

I wore jeans, ankle boots and a green blouse.

Normal.

We toasted the promotion.

He told me about the team structure, the first-quarter objectives and the fact that two people he respected would report to him directly.

I listened because I cared about his work beyond the erotic usefulness of hierarchy.

That distinction had become almost sacred between us.

When he finished explaining the first ninety days, he sat back.

"You are actually listening."

I stared at him.

"Rude."

"You usually start touching my leg halfway through revenue conversations."

"Only the boring ones."

"This was strategic planning."

"Hot."

He laughed.

Then I reached across the table and touched his hand.

"You're ready."

His expression changed.

"You think?"

"I know."

"What if I'm terrible?"

"Then I'll tell you."

"That is somehow reassuring and threatening."

"Marriage."

He turned his hand beneath mine and laced our fingers together.

For a moment, we let the milestone stand alone.

Then dessert arrived.

Chocolate.

Espresso.

And apparently my inability to leave anything innocent for too long.

"So," I said.

Evan looked up.

"No."

I laughed.

"I didn't say anything."

"You made a face."

"What face?"

"The boss face."

My eyebrows rose.

"There's a boss face?"

"Yes."

"What does it look like?"

"Like you're about to destroy my evening with a sentence that contains Adrian."

I took a bite of chocolate cake.

"Interesting."

"Do not."

I swallowed slowly.

"If he isn't your boss anymore, is he still hot?"

Evan closed his eyes.

I laughed.

"That is not a real question," he said.

"I'm conducting research."

"Research somewhere else."

"Does his cock get smaller when the reporting line changes?"

His eyes opened.

I smiled sweetly.

There.

His cock hardened under the table.

I could not see the full reaction beneath the white cloth, but I knew the exact way he shifted when his body betrayed him.

"Apparently not," I said.

"Claire."

"Interesting result."

"You are thirty-five years old."

"Correct."

"A grown woman."

"Also correct."

"A motherfucking menace."

I laughed hard enough that the couple at the next table glanced over.

I lowered my voice.

"Tell me you won't miss it."

His humor faded slowly.

"The hierarchy?"

"Yes."

He thought about it.

"Maybe a little."

The honesty pleased me.

Not because I wanted him trapped under Adrian professionally.

I absolutely did not.

Because pretending the title had never mattered would have rewritten the fantasy into something cleaner than it had been.

The title had mattered.

The fact that Adrian signed his reviews, controlled meetings and could silence a room had mattered.

The fact that I could make that same man look at me too long had mattered.

The contradiction had been the spark.

"I'll miss it too," I admitted.

Evan looked at me.

"Really?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

I traced one fingertip around the base of my espresso cup.

"Because 'your former boss' sounds less dirty."

He laughed.

"True."

"Your executive colleague."

"Terrible."

"Your former direct supervisor."

"Sounds like HR testimony."

I laughed.

"Your powerful business associate."

"Sounds like a bad thriller."

I leaned forward.

"His boss."

Two words.

Old title.

Old voltage.

Evan's eyes darkened.

My pussy became wet instantly.

There it was.

History did not need current accuracy to remain erotic.

The phrase no longer described an org chart.

It described what we had been when this began.

The wife who looked.

The husband who noticed.

The boss who waited.

Everything after.

Evan's thumb moved slowly over my knuckles.

"You're right," he said.

"About?"

"The title stays."

I smiled.

"Good."

"But not because I need him above me."

"I know."

"Because it's ours now."

My throat tightened slightly.

I squeezed his hand.

"Exactly."

We paid the bill.

Outside, the air was cool enough that I folded my arms while we waited for the car.

Evan stood behind me and wrapped his coat around my shoulders.

I leaned back against him.

His mouth brushed my hair.

"Managing Director Bennett," I murmured.

"Better."

"Still my husband."

"Obviously."

"Still gets hard when I say his boss."

His hand tightened at my waist.

"Get in the car."

I smiled.

Some things did not need fixing.

The first week in the new structure proved the joke could survive reality.

Evan's office changed floors.

Not dramatically.

Three floors down, larger room, different team, a new nameplate outside the door.

I visited on Thursday afternoon with coffee because I wanted to see it before the furniture stopped looking new.

He met me at reception.

"Managing Director Bennett."

"Do not start."

I handed him the cup.

"Sir."

"Claire."

I laughed and followed him inside.

The new office had glass on one wall.

Of course.

I stood at the window and looked up toward thirty-two even though the angle made Adrian's floor invisible.

Evan noticed.

"Looking for someone?"

"Maybe."

"Former boss is upstairs."

"Former direct boss."

"You are enjoying this too much."

I turned.

His new desk was clean.

His chair looked expensive.

I smiled.

"Sit."

Evan stared.

"Absolutely not."

I laughed.

"What?"

"We are not recreating the chair scene in my office at three in the afternoon."

"Coward."

"Responsible executive."

I walked around his desk and sat in his chair anyway.

His cock hardened.

I saw.

He saw me see.

"Interesting," I said.

"Get out of my chair."

"That's exactly what he said."

His erection became more obvious.

I laughed.

"This is going to be fun."

"You are never coming to the office again."

"Liar."

He walked around the desk, stopped in front of me and put both hands on the armrests.

The position boxed me in without trapping me.

I looked up.

My pussy became wet.

"Your office," I whispered.

"Mine."

"Your chair."

"Mine."

"Your wife."

His expression changed.

"Mine."

The possessive word hit exactly where he intended.

I pulled him down by the collar and kissed him once.

Then pushed him away.

"People can see through the glass."

"You started this."

"And I'm stopping it."

He laughed softly.

I stood, smoothed my skirt and handed him his coffee.

On the way out, we passed a framed rendering of the new division structure.

Evan's name sat beneath OPERATING COMMITTEE.

Adrian's name sat elsewhere.

Separate lines.

Clean.

I liked the picture.

I liked even more that my pussy was still wet because my husband had said mine in his own office.

The fantasy had grown up.


CHAPTER 14 | THE LAST MESSAGE

CLAIRE

Adrian waited until the end of Evan's first week in the new role before messaging me.

That was exactly long enough that I noticed he had not.

I hated that I noticed.

Then my phone vibrated while I was folding laundry on a Sunday afternoon.

ADRIAN: CONGRATULATIONS TO EVAN. THE NEW ROLE SUITS HIM.

Nothing sexual.

Nothing secret.

Nothing that required hiding.

I stared at the message.

Then smiled.

Evan was downstairs watching a game.

I could have replied first.

Instead I carried the phone to him.

He looked up from the couch.

"What?"

I held out the screen.

His eyes moved over the message.

Then to me.

"You didn't answer."

"No."

"Why?"

"I wanted you to see it."

"I always see them."

"I know."

That was the point.

At some point, showing Evan had stopped being a rule and become instinct.

No secrecy.

No private compartment where Adrian existed without my husband.

The transparency itself had become erotic because it meant I could be brutally honest without threatening the center.

Evan handed the phone back.

"What do you want to say?"

"I don't know."

"Thank you?"

"Boring."

"Normal people say thank you."

"I have never claimed to be normal."

"True."

I sat beside him.

The game continued silently because he had muted it when I walked in.

I typed:

THANK YOU. HE EARNED IT.

Showed Evan.

He nodded.

I sent it.

Adrian replied three minutes later.

HE DID.

That was all.

Two words.

No flirtation.

No claim.

No reminder of the office.

I felt unexpectedly warm toward him.

Not sexually at first.

Grateful.

He had understood the firewall from the beginning more clearly than we had.

He had never used work to pull me closer.

Never made Evan's career a price of access.

Never punished distance.

Never rewarded intimacy with professional favor.

That restraint was part of why the fantasy had remained safe enough to become as dirty as it did.

Then Evan said, "He's probably in a suit."

I turned.

"What?"

"Adrian. Right now."

"It's Sunday."

"He owns the company. Men like that wear suits to check the mail."

I laughed.

And just like that, gratitude became sex again.

My mind supplied white shirt.

Watch.

Large hands.

The corner office.

His cock hard beneath dark trousers while I sat in his chair.

My pussy tightened.

Evan saw my expression.

"There."

I narrowed my eyes.

"What?"

"You went somewhere."

"No."

"You absolutely did."

"I was thinking about laundry."

"Liar."

I smiled.

He put one arm along the back of the couch.

"Tell me."

The old command.

Different confidence.

I looked at the phone.

Then at my husband.

"The office."

His cock began to harden beneath his sweatpants.

I glanced down.

He caught me.

"Cheap."

"Useful."

"What about the office?"

"The chair."

Harder.

"The desk."

Harder.

"You holding his tie."

Evan exhaled slowly.

I felt my pussy become wet.

The game still worked.

No current reporting line required.

No physical Adrian required.

Just memory.

History.

Us.

"He knew what you liked," I said.

"So did you."

"I learned."

"You weaponized it."

"Efficiently."

He smiled.

"CEO word."

"Former-boss word."

His hand moved to my thigh.

I spread my knees slightly without looking away from him.

The motion was small.

The effect was not.

His fingers tightened.

I put my phone facedown on the coffee table.

No more Adrian messages tonight.

Later that night, after the television had been turned off and the house was quiet, I opened the message thread with Adrian again.

Evan lay beside me reading.

I scrolled upward.

Months of almost nothing.

Professional messages.

A view joke.

A safe-flight note.

Short acknowledgments that carried more because they said less.

I had expected the thread to look dirtier in retrospect.

It did not.

The dirt had lived elsewhere.

In our heads.

In the office.

In the way Evan reacted when the phone lit.

In what I told him afterward.

That realization pleased me.

There had never been a secret affair hiding in my pocket.

There had been a consensual fantasy held in the open between husband and wife.

Evan lowered his book.

"What are you reading?"

I handed him the phone.

He scrolled.

Then laughed.

"This is incredibly boring."

"Right?"

"If someone found this, they'd think you barely know him."

"Good."

He handed it back.

"The real evidence is not in the messages."

"Where is it?"

He looked toward the dresser.

The drawer.

The tie.

I smiled.

"Still there."

"I know."

"You check?"

"No."

"Liar."

He laughed.

I put the phone on the nightstand.

"Do you want me to stop talking to him?"

The question was not fear.

Not a test.

Simply a real choice we could make now that the constant escalation had reached a natural resting point.

Evan thought.

"No."

"Why?"

"Because I don't need you to."

The answer settled warmly in me.

"And if I wanted to see him again?"

His eyes stayed on mine.

"Then you'd tell me."

"And we'd talk."

"Yes."

"No dramatic ownership speech?"

"You'd hate it."

"Correct."

"Also, it would make me sound like an idiot."

I smiled.

"Growth."

He put the book aside.

Then looked at me with a different expression.

"But if you want to make my cock hard, you can still call him my boss."

I laughed so hard I buried my face in the pillow.

There it was.

Trust did not have to make us boring.

The next thing belonged to us.

"Tell me your favorite part," I said.

"Of what?"

"The whole thing."

He stared at me.

"All of it?"

"Yes."

"That is not a small question."

"I know."

He thought.

Not performing.

Actually thought.

"The first time you looked at me while he was touching you."

I went still.

Not the hotel.

Not the biggest physical contrast.

Not the crudest thing I had said.

The look.

"Why?"

"Because that was the moment I realized I was still inside it."

My chest tightened.

I moved closer.

"And the hottest?"

His mouth curved.

"Different question."

"Very."

"The corner office."

My pussy clenched.

"Why?"

"You in his chair."

I laughed softly.

"I knew it."

"No. Not just the chair."

"What then?"

"You telling him where to stand."

The memory went through me instantly.

Adrian moving because I told him to.

Evan watching.

Power becoming choice.

My nipples tightened.

Evan saw.

"You liked that too."

"Too much."

"His cock certainly did."

I stared at my husband.

He smiled.

"Look at you."

"Shut up."

"You said direct language."

"I did."

"So?"

I leaned toward him.

"So your cock is hard because you just reminded me that your boss got hard when I told him where to stand."

Evan's breath broke.

There.

Direct.

Dirty.

Ours.

I kissed him.

The phone stayed dark on the nightstand.

Adrian's last message remained unanswered beyond those two clean professional words.

For the first time, I wondered whether it might stay that way for a while.

Not because anything had ended badly.

Because nothing needed another message to remain alive.


CHAPTER 15 | MY HUSBAND

CLAIRE

Three weeks later, I wore red again.

Not for Adrian.

That was important.

I stood in front of our bedroom mirror in a red silk dress that ended above my knees, my hair loose, my feet bare because I had not chosen shoes yet.

Evan came out of the bathroom fastening his watch.

He stopped.

The reaction was immediate.

His cock hardened beneath his trousers.

I looked at the reflection.

Then at him.

"Still works."

"What?"

"Red."

"Red has never been the problem."

"What is?"

"You inside red."

I smiled.

Current.

Direct.

No corporate event tonight.

No invitation.

No third person.

Dinner at home had turned into wine on the balcony, and wine on the balcony had turned into me deciding I wanted to put on the dress from the beginning of our story just to see what remained attached to it.

Apparently a lot.

Evan walked toward me.

I watched him in the mirror.

Dark trousers.

White shirt.

No jacket.

No tie.

Managing Director now.

My husband always.

He stopped behind me.

His hands settled on my hips.

I leaned back against him.

The erection pressed against my ass through our clothes.

My pussy became wet immediately.

"There," I whispered.

"You say that every time."

"Because I like catching you."

"You are not catching anything. I'm standing here."

"Hard."

"Yes."

The honesty still did something to me.

I turned in his arms.

"What are you thinking?"

Evan looked at the dress.

"The first dinner."

"Me too."

"You asking whether he would notice."

I laughed quietly.

"I thought I was subtle."

"You were wearing a flare."

"Still rude."

He touched the fabric at my waist.

"Do you miss it?"

"Adrian?"

"The chase."

I considered.

Some parts.

The uncertainty had been delicious because uncertainty made every glance enormous.

But uncertainty had also been exhausting.

I no longer wanted to pretend I did not understand my own desire.

"I miss the firsts," I said.

"First look."

"Yes."

"First elevator."

"Yes."

"First time you said you wanted his cock."

My pussy clenched.

I smiled.

"That too."

Evan's hands tightened slightly at my waist.

"And now?"

"Now I know what I like."

His eyes stayed on mine.

"Tell me."

The command carried years of marriage and months of dirty discovery.

I reached for the top button of his shirt.

"I like being watched."

One button.

"I like making you jealous."

Second.

"I like when the jealousy makes your cock hard instead of making you run away from me."

Third.

His breathing changed.

My pussy was wetter now.

"I like powerful men noticing me."

Fourth button.

Evan remained still.

"I liked his hands."

His eyes darkened.

"I liked how big he was."

My own voice affected me.

That still surprised me sometimes.

I slid my hands under Evan's open shirt.

"And I loved looking at you while I admitted it."

His mouth found mine.

The kiss was rougher than the conversation.

Good.

I did not want a speech now.

I wanted body.

His hands moved over my ass and pulled me tight against his cock.

I breathed into his mouth.

"Fuck."

"Still thinking?"

"Less."

"Good."

He kissed my neck.

My head tilted.

The mirror caught us.

Red dress.

White shirt open.

His hands.

My hair falling over one shoulder.

No glass wall.

No office.

The reflection still gave me the old voyeuristic spark.

I opened my eyes and watched ourselves.

Evan noticed.

"Mirror now?"

"Yes."

"You've become impossible."

"I was trained."

"By whom?"

I looked at him through the reflection.

"My husband."

That answer changed him.

His cock pressed harder against me.

I turned.

Kissed him again.

Then pushed the shirt from his shoulders.

I wanted him bare enough that the suit language disappeared.

Wanted to see the body that had never needed to compete once we stopped asking it to.

My hands moved over his chest.

Down his stomach.

Back up.

I kissed the scar near his ribs.

Evan's fingers went into my hair.

"Claire."

I looked up.

"What?"

"You're doing the comparison thing again."

"No."

"Yes."

"I'm touching my husband."

"Thinking about him?"

The question did not hurt anymore.

That was progress.

I answered honestly.

"A little."

His cock stayed hard.

"Good."

I blinked.

"Good?"

"Use it."

There.

Months earlier, that sentence would have broken something.

Now it opened something.

I stood.

Moved behind him.

Wrapped both arms around his waist.

My mouth went to his ear.

"He was bigger."

Evan's breath caught.

I felt his cock react beneath my hand when I rested it over the front of his trousers.

"Much?" he asked.

My pussy tightened.

"Enough."

"Enough for what?"

"Enough that I understood why you couldn't stop thinking about it."

His hand covered mine.

"Dirty wife."

The phrase still worked.

It went through me instantly.

I pressed my thighs together.

He saw in the mirror.

"You're wet."

"Yes."

"Because I called you that?"

"Yes."

"Or because you're thinking about his cock?"

I laughed once, breathless.

"Both."

Evan turned so quickly I barely had time to step back.

He kissed me hard.

The mirror shook slightly when my shoulder touched the dresser.

His hand slid down my thigh and pushed the red dress higher.

My breath broke.

No elegant metaphor.

My pussy was wet.

His cock was hard.

My husband knew exactly why and wanted me anyway.

More than anyway.

Because I had stopped lying about it.

I reached for his belt.

"Bed?" he asked.

"No."

"Where?"

I looked at the dresser.

Then the mirror.

His eyes followed.

A smile appeared slowly.

"Of course."

I turned and braced my hands against the dresser.

The red dress gathered high on my thighs.

In the mirror, Evan stood behind me.

I watched him watch me.

That was the circuit again.

Smaller room.

No Adrian.

Same voltage.

Evan's hands closed around my hips.

I pushed back against him.

His erection pressed hard against my ass.

"Tell me what you see," I whispered.

"My wife."

"Too clean."

His eyes held mine in the mirror.

"My dirty wife."

My pussy clenched.

"Again."

"My dirty fucking wife in the red dress she wore when she first wanted my boss to notice her."

A moan escaped me.

"Better."

He kissed my shoulder.

"You wanted him to notice."

"Yes."

"You wanted me to notice him noticing."

"Yes."

"You had no idea what you were starting."

I laughed breathlessly.

"No."

"And now?"

I looked at myself.

Red hair loose.

Dress high.

Eyes bright.

My husband behind me, hard and confident.

"Now I do."

I moved us to the bed, where the wardrobe mirror kept us in view. Evan's fingers found the zipper at the back of the red dress.

He pulled it down slowly.

The sound filled the bedroom.

Cold air touched the bare skin of my back as the dress opened.

Then Evan stopped.

"You take it off."

I lifted my arms and let the fabric slide from my shoulders, down my breasts, waist and hips until it pooled red against the white sheets.

I stayed in a black bra and black panties.

Nothing else.

My red hair loose over my shoulders.

Evan looked at me like he had never seen me before.

"You're beautiful."

"I know."

He laughed, short and hot, then sat back on the bed and pulled me into him.

I fell against his chest and kissed him immediately.

Tongue.

Teeth.

My hand at the back of his neck.

His hands squeezing my waist.

I could feel how hard he was beneath his underwear.

I reached down and wrapped my hand around him through the fabric first.

Heat.

Weight.

A hard pulse beneath my palm.

Evan breathed out through his teeth.

"You're hard for me."

"Always."

"Always?"

"Since the beginning."

I smiled against his neck and bit him there.

Then I moved lower.

Chest.

Stomach.

The line of hair below his navel.

I pulled his underwear down and he lifted his hips to help.

Then he was naked beneath me.

I stayed over him on all fours for one second, looking down at his cock.

Then I looked toward the wardrobe mirror across the room.

I had known it was there for years.

I had never used it like this.

Until now.

I rose to my knees over Evan and turned around.

My back to him.

My face toward the mirror.

"Look."

He did.

The reflection showed both of us.

Me on my knees in black lingerie, red hair down my back.

Evan behind me, naked, hard, his hands moving toward my hips.

And the bedroom door behind us.

Empty.

No Adrian.

That absence was part of the point.

I reached behind me and took Evan's cock in my hand.

I guided him to me.

"Look at me in the mirror."

He looked.

I lowered myself onto him slowly.

My body opened around him inch by inch.

Evan's breath left him in one long sound.

His hands locked around my hips.

I stayed still for a moment, adjusting, breathing, watching both of us in the glass.

"You see that?"

"Yeah."

"You see yourself inside me?"

"Yeah."

I started moving.

Slowly at first.

Rising until he nearly slipped free, then lowering myself all the way down.

Evan groaned every time I took him deep.

His hands helped pull me back toward him.

I kept my eyes on the mirror.

"He was bigger," I said.

Evan did not stop.

"I know."

"You don't care?"

"No."

"Why?"

He pulled me down harder and the deeper pressure made my whole body shiver.

"Because you're here now. Because you want me."

I smiled at him in the mirror.

Then I moved faster.

The sound of our bodies filled the bedroom.

The bed creaked.

My breasts moved inside the bra.

I pulled one cup down and squeezed my own breast while I rode him.

Evan caught my hair in one hand.

He pulled.

My back arched.

A sharp moan escaped me.

I watched my own face in the mirror.

Flushed.

Sweaty.

Mouth open.

His fist in my hair.

His body moving beneath mine.

"Harder."

He pulled my hair harder.

The sting at my scalp lit another kind of heat through me.

I put one hand behind me against his chest and rolled my hips in short, fast circles.

"Spank me."

Evan paused for half a beat.

"Spank my ass."

His palm landed hard across my left cheek.

I cried out.

The sound echoed off the bedroom walls.

My body clenched around his cock and I pushed back for more.

"Again."

The second slap landed on the other side.

I moaned and kept moving.

My rhythm had become rougher now.

Dirtier.

My thighs were starting to tremble.

Evan pulled my hair again until my head tilted back and my throat opened.

I forced my eyes back to the mirror.

I wanted to see everything.

"Say his name," Evan said.

Not a guest. Fuel he was holding.

I said Adrian. He drove up. Fingers on my clit. The mirror had both of us and no third man.

"Louder."

"Adrian."

"Now mine."

"Evan."

The second name hit harder. I came looking at him, screaming, nails in his thighs. When I told him to come inside, he did, deep, my name in his mouth. The drawer stayed closed. The dress on the floor was ours.

I went still for one second.

Not because it hurt.

Because I understood what he was doing.

He was not outside the fantasy anymore.

He was using it.

"Adrian."

Evan drove his hips up.

"Louder."

"Adrian."

"Again."

"Adrian."

His hand left my hair and moved down my back, around my waist and between my thighs.

His fingers found my clit beneath the displaced panties.

He circled firmly while I kept riding him.

My breath vanished.

The orgasm was close now.

I could feel it tightening through my stomach and thighs.

I wanted to get there looking at him.

"Evan. Look at me."

"I'm looking."

"In the mirror."

Our eyes met in the reflection.

Me on top of him.

Hair wrecked.

One breast out.

Red marks on my ass.

Evan behind me, flushed and sweating, his fingers on my clit.

Both of us watching.

My body locked.

For one second every muscle pulled tight.

Then the orgasm broke through me.

I screamed.

My back arched.

My knees tightened around his hips.

My hands dug into his thighs.

The pleasure came in long waves that made the reflection blur.

Evan did not stop.

He moved more slowly beneath me, stretching the orgasm until I folded forward, palms against his knees, body still shaking.

"Stop," I gasped. "Too sensitive."

He stopped immediately.

I lifted myself off him and stayed on all fours for a moment, trying to breathe.

In the mirror I saw the aftermath.

Hair stuck to my forehead.

Bra crooked.

One breast exposed.

His handprints red on my ass.

My body still trembling.

"Your turn."

I turned around and lay on my back.

Knees bent.

Feet on the mattress.

Evan was still sitting where I had left him, cock hard and wet from me.

He looked at me.

Waiting.

"Come here. Fuck me again. And come inside me."

He climbed over me.

He pushed inside without hesitation.

I moaned and wrapped my legs around his waist.

My arms went around his neck.

His face stayed inches from mine.

"Look at me."

He did.

This time he moved faster.

No slow build.

No teasing.

His body drove mine up the mattress with every thrust.

I held on to him and kept my eyes open.

"Mine," he said.

"Yours."

"My wife."

"Always."

"My dirty wife."

I smiled through a broken breath.

"Especially."

He kissed me hard.

Then his forehead pressed to mine.

I felt the second orgasm starting deeper and slower than the first.

"Evan."

"Yeah."

"I'm close again."

"Come with me."

"Say it."

"You're mine."

"Again."

"My wife. My dirty fucking wife. Mine."

That did it.

I came again around him, the orgasm rolling through me while my nails dug into his back.

A second later Evan lost control.

He came deep inside me, hips pressing close, my name breaking out of him while his whole body shook.

Then his weight collapsed over me.

For a while we only breathed.

His face against my neck.

My hands moving slowly over his back.

The room smelled like sex and sweat.

The red dress lay crumpled beside us.

Eventually he lifted his head.

"You kept it."

"The dress?"

"Yeah."

"I kept it."

"Why?"

I touched his face.

"Because I knew I'd wear it again."

"For him?"

"For you."

The answer changed his expression.

I pulled him down and kissed him once, softly.

He rolled onto his side and pulled me against his chest.

"How are you?"

"Very good."

He laughed.

"Scientific."

"Extremely."

For a while neither of us said anything.

I listened to his heartbeat slow.

His hand moved through my hair.

The mirror still held our reflection.

Just us.

No glass office.

No third man.

No boss.

Nothing missing.

The bedroom after was not a copy of the desk. I needed the eyes.

I pushed him onto his back and sank down facing him. No glass. No third man. The stretch was easier and hotter for the reason. I put his hands on my tits and rode slow.

"Say what you were afraid of."

"That I would feel smaller."

"And?"

"I felt jealous. I felt hard. I did not feel gone."

"Good. Come in the wife who stayed."

I came on stayed. He came deep. We lay there until the ivory on the floor was just a dress again. The drawer stayed shut. The story had an ending that was not a lock.

I made him say the sizes in our bed because the office had been too loud for the quiet truth.

"Thicker. I took it. I looked at you. I came. Then you. The come on my back was his. The come in me is yours. Do not mix the sentences."

He didn't. He fucked me on my side, one knee up, mouth on my shoulder, and repeated only the second sentence until I came and he came. The jealousy flared and settled. That flare was the point of saying it at home, where nobody could perform for a window.

In the morning I opened the drawer, touched the tie, and closed it. He watched. His cock stirred. I smiled and made coffee. The want could live in a closed drawer. The night had already been spent where it belonged.

Morning was coffee and the fact of his mouth on my shoulder from the side-fuck. I sat on the counter in his shirt and made him stand between my knees.

"Once more. Then the building."

He pushed in. I was sore in the right way. We went slow. I held his face so he could not hide in my neck.

"Still jealous?"

"A little."

"Still mine?"

"Always."

I came on always, a small sharp one, and he came inside me with his forehead on mine. We cleaned up. He knotted a tie that was not Adrian's. I kissed the knot.

"Challenge the number if it's wrong."

"I will."

"Good."

That was the aftermath the office had earned. Not another belt. A husband who could leave the house hard from memory and still do the job. I watched him go and did not open the drawer. The night was already worn.


CHAPTER 16 | HIS BOSS

CLAIRE

Two months later, Vale Strategic held a spring reception on the terrace of a hotel downtown.

Not the executive floor.

Not room 1812.

Neutral territory.

Evan attended as Managing Director of Strategic Growth.

I attended as his wife.

The distinction made me smile when I saw our names on the place cards.

EVAN BENNETT

MANAGING DIRECTOR

CLAIRE BENNETT

No title.

Perfect.

I wore emerald green.

Not red.

Not ivory.

Something new.

My hair was loose because I liked it that way, not because I wanted to reproduce the first dinner. The dress followed my athletic frame cleanly and left my shoulders bare. Evan had chosen it from two options and then spent the drive pretending he had not chosen it partly because he knew Adrian would see me.

We were still ourselves.

The terrace glowed beneath strings of warm lights. City traffic moved far below. Colleagues clustered around cocktail tables while a jazz trio played near the bar.

Evan spoke with two directors from his new division.

He looked different now.

Not physically.

Positionally.

People waited for his answer.

Asked his opinion.

Watched him make decisions.

He had learned authority from Adrian without becoming Adrian.

I liked that.

I liked him.

My husband caught me staring.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"That face means something."

"You look hot when people report to you."

He almost choked on his drink.

"Claire."

"What?"

"Public place."

"Private observation."

One of his directors returned before he could answer.

I moved toward the bar.

That was when I saw Adrian.

Across the terrace.

Black suit.

No tie because the event was less formal.

White shirt open at the collar.

Same watch.

Some symbols survived wardrobe changes.

He was speaking with a client.

I felt the attraction before I had time to classify it.

Physical.

Immediate.

Familiar.

My pussy tightened.

I smiled to myself.

No shame.

No crisis.

Attraction had stopped demanding a committee hearing inside my head.

Adrian turned slightly.

Saw me.

The acknowledgment was tiny.

A pause.

The smallest lift of his glass.

Nothing anybody else would interpret.

I returned it.

Then I looked for Evan.

Of course.

He had seen.

Across the terrace, my husband's eyes met mine.

For one second our entire private history collapsed into that look.

The first dinner.

Was he looking at me?

The car ride home.

Tell me.

The restroom confession.

He's bigger.

The elevator.

I wanted it to stop.

The message.

Answer him.

The first kiss.

You kissed him.

The office glass.

Look at me.

The keycard turning green.

Open it.

The hotel room.

Stay.

The chair.

Stand there.

The corner office.

Close the door.

All of it lived in the space between Evan seeing Adrian acknowledge me and me seeing Evan see it.

And for the first time, the moment did not require escalation.

I did not need Adrian to come closer.

Did not need a message.

Did not need another door.

The secret was alive without demanding proof.

I walked back toward Evan.

He watched me approach.

His expression held amusement now instead of fear.

"Your former boss is looking at me," I murmured.

Evan's mouth curved.

"Former direct boss."

"Less sexy."

"We established this."

"His boss."

His cock hardened beneath his trousers.

I looked down deliberately.

Then back up.

He laughed under his breath.

"Still cheap."

"Still works."

I slipped my hand into his.

Our fingers locked.

A few minutes later, three people from Evan's team approached him with a question about a launch timeline. He answered without looking toward Adrian, without waiting for approval, without borrowing authority from anyone else in the room.

I stood beside him and listened.

That became erotic in a completely different way.

The first version of this fantasy had depended on the vertical line between two men.

Boss.

Employee.

Now Evan stood inside his own authority.

Not above Adrian.

Not below him in the way that had once occupied so much space in our heads.

Different lane.

Different role.

When the conversation ended, I touched his forearm.

"You know what?"

"What?"

"I like this too."

"What?"

"You being the person people wait for."

His eyebrows rose.

"That sentence is dangerous coming from you."

"Maybe I have a type."

"Powerful men?"

I looked across the terrace at Adrian.

Then back at Evan.

"Maybe."

His cock remained hard.

I smiled.

"Still jealous?"

"A little."

"Good."

"Psychopath."

"Managing Director's wife."

"Somehow worse."

I laughed and kissed his cheek.

The party kept moving around us.

That was another difference.

We could let the private current run underneath ordinary conversation without allowing it to take over every room.

Private filth beneath public composure.

No panic about contamination because the boundary was understood rather than constantly announced.

At the bar, a woman from legal recognized me from the anniversary dinner.

"Claire, right?"

"Yes."

"You survived the executive floor."

I almost laughed.

"Barely."

She meant the board speeches.

I meant something else entirely.

That private double meaning sent a small pulse through my body.

I ordered sparkling water.

When I turned, Adrian stood two places down waiting for coffee.

We were briefly alone inside the crowd.

Not truly private.

Private enough for one sentence.

"He looks good in the role," I said.

Adrian glanced toward Evan.

"He does."

"You knew he would."

"Yes."

I studied him.

"You really don't waste words."

"You've complained about this before."

"I learned to work with it."

His coffee arrived.

He took the cup.

I looked at the open collar of his shirt.

No tie.

My mind supplied one anyway.

His cock hard beneath dark trousers.

My hand pulling silk.

Evan watching.

My pussy tightened.

Adrian saw the change in my face.

Of course.

"What?" he asked.

"Nothing."

"That is never true."

I laughed because Evan had said the exact same thing earlier.

"You two are becoming annoying in identical ways."

"Occupational exposure."

"Former occupational exposure."

His mouth moved slightly.

"Technically."

I stared.

"You did not just say technically."

"I have lawyers."

I laughed again.

Then the humor settled.

We stood side by side looking across the terrace.

I could have asked what happened next.

Would we ever repeat the office?

Would there be another hotel?

Would the fantasy eventually cool into a story the three of us remembered with private amusement?

I did not ask.

The uncertainty no longer frightened me.

Not every desire required a five-year plan.

Adrian looked toward me.

"You happy?"

Simple question.

I looked at Evan.

He was explaining something to a client with one hand in his pocket, completely at ease.

"Yes."

Adrian followed my gaze.

"Good."

That word again.

Once, it would have sounded like approval from a powerful man.

Now it sounded like what it was.

A friend was too strong.

A lover was both accurate and inaccurate.

A catalyst, perhaps.

A man who had stepped inside a marriage by invitation and understood enough not to mistake invitation for ownership.

"And you?" I asked.

Adrian looked out at the city.

"Yes."

Efficient.

I smiled.

"Good."

He gave me a look.

I enjoyed stealing his word.

Then Evan approached.

No awkward transition.

No territorial shift.

He simply came to stand beside me and placed one hand at my lower back.

Adrian looked at the contact.

Then at Evan.

"The new launch Monday?"

"Eight-thirty."

"I'll be there at nine."

"To criticize something?"

"Almost certainly."

Evan laughed.

The two men moved into work without leaving me feeling excluded.

I listened for a minute, then excused myself to say goodbye to another couple.

When I returned, Adrian had moved toward the opposite side of the terrace.

No final secret glance required.

No claim.

I liked that more than I expected.

Near eleven, Evan and I decided to leave.

The elevator lobby was quiet.

Four elevators.

Mirrored walls.

Of course.

I pressed the down button.

Evan stood beside me.

The doors opened.

Empty car.

We stepped inside.

I pressed lobby.

The doors began to close.

Then a hand appeared between them.

They opened again.

Adrian stepped in.

I stared at the universe.

Evan made a quiet sound that might have been a laugh.

Adrian looked at both of us.

"Problem?"

"No," Evan said. "Perfect."

The doors closed.

Three adults in an elevator.

Again.

Only this time the silence contained everything.

I stood between them for the first few floors.

Not intentionally.

Then intentionally because I noticed.

My shoulder was nearer Evan's. Adrian stood on the other side, one hand in his pocket, jacket buttoned.

The mirror reflected all three of us.

The first elevator with Adrian had made me desperate for the doors not to open.

Now I smiled at the memory.

Evan saw.

"What?"

"First elevator."

Understanding came instantly.

His cock began to harden again.

I looked down.

Then at him in the mirror.

Adrian caught the exchange.

"Do I want to know?"

"No," Evan said.

"Yes," I said at the same time.

I laughed.

Adrian looked at the floor numbers.

"I'll trust Bennett."

"Coward."

"Efficient."

Twenty floors remained.

I let my fingertips brush Evan's hand.

He opened his fingers.

We linked them.

Adrian saw.

My pussy tightened because he saw.

Then I looked at him.

The attraction was still there.

Large body beneath the suit.

Hands I knew.

Mouth I knew.

The physical contrast that had lived in our dirty conversations for months.

I could want all of that without needing to prove anything tonight.

The realization felt almost luxurious.

"You know what I wanted the first time?" I asked Adrian.

His eyes met mine in the mirror.

"The elevator to stop."

I turned.

"You knew?"

"Eventually."

Evan started laughing.

I looked at him.

"You too?"

"You told me."

"Later."

"You were not subtle."

I groaned.

"Apparently a major theme in my life is two men informing me I was not subtle."

"Accurate," Evan said.

Adrian nodded.

"Extremely."

"I hate both of you."

The elevator passed ten.

Evan squeezed my hand.

I leaned my shoulder against his.

"Know what I want now?" I asked.

Neither man answered.

I watched our reflection.

Three people who had once been trapped by uncertainty now looking almost ordinary under elevator lighting.

"For the doors to open."

Evan smiled.

Adrian's expression softened by a fraction.

Lobby.

The elevator chimed.

The doors opened.

I walked out holding my husband's hand.

Adrian followed two steps behind.

In the lobby, our paths split.

His driver waited at the east entrance.

Our car was at valet.

Adrian stopped.

Looked at Evan.

"Monday."

"Nine."

Then he looked at me.

"Good night, Claire."

"Good night, Adrian."

No more.

He left.

Evan and I stood together beneath the hotel lights.

I watched Adrian cross the lobby without needing him to turn around.

He did not.

I smiled.

Evan saw.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"Never true."

I slipped both arms around his waist.

"Take me home."

"That I can do."

The valet brought the car.

On the drive, I rested my hand on Evan's thigh.

Not high.

Not yet.

The city moved past us.

The green dress caught dashboard light.

His new title sat somewhere in the professional world behind us.

His old boss sat somewhere else in the city.

And between those facts existed an entire private history nobody could read from an org chart.

At the first long red light, Evan looked over at me.

"You know we never answered the obvious question."

"Which one?"

"Whether this is over."

I looked through the windshield at the city.

The question no longer felt frightening.

"Do you want it to be?"

"No."

The answer came quickly.

I turned.

"You don't?"

"I don't want a schedule. I don't want another escalation just because we already did the last one. But I don't want to pretend the door has to be locked forever either."

I considered.

"Same."

The light changed.

He drove.

I kept my hand on his thigh.

"Maybe that's what changed most," I said.

"What?"

"At the beginning, every moment had to answer what happens next."

"And now?"

"Now nothing has to."

Evan nodded slowly.

The freedom in that surprised me.

We could see Adrian again.

Or not.

We could use his name in bed for years.

Or one day discover another fantasy entirely.

The important part was that neither path threatened the marriage.

I looked at Evan's profile in the dashboard light.

"You know what's still funny?"

"Dangerous sentence."

"The whole thing started because you told me to come to dinner."

"Adrian told me to bring you."

"Right."

I smiled.

"Bring your wife."

Evan laughed.

"Three words."

"Expensive words."

"Emotionally, yes."

"Therapy budget."

"We did most of the therapy naked."

I laughed.

Then the humor softened.

"Would you do it again?"

He thought longer this time.

"Knowing everything?"

"Everything."

"Yes."

My throat tightened.

"Even the jealousy?"

"Especially knowing I survive it."

That answer stayed with me.

I squeezed his thigh.

"Me too."

We turned into our neighborhood.

The buildings became lower. The streets darker. Executive towers disappeared behind us.

Home appeared at the end of the block.

I looked down at the green dress, then at my wedding ring.

The same ring Adrian had seen on my hand the first night.

The same ring Evan had watched beside another man's shirt, another man's watch, another man's desk.

It had never become less meaningful because the fantasy became dirtier.

If anything, every honest choice had made the circle around my finger feel more deliberate.

Evan parked.

Before I opened the door, he caught my hand.

"Claire."

"What?"

"Come here."

I leaned across the console.

He kissed me.

No audience.

No reflection except the dark windshield.

No third man.

Still enough to make my pussy tighten and his cock begin to harden again.

I smiled against his mouth.

"Home?"

"Home."

Inside, I kicked off my heels near the entryway.

Evan hung his jacket over the banister.

The domestic ordinariness felt almost comic after everything that had once seemed impossible to us.

I went upstairs first and stopped in front of the dresser.

The drawer.

I opened it.

Adrian's old tie still lay beneath the sweaters.

I touched it once.

Then smiled.

Evan appeared behind me.

"Finally opening the museum?"

"Maybe."

I lifted the tie.

The silk carried no magical property.

It was just fabric.

Everything it meant had been supplied by us.

I turned and draped it around Evan's neck.

His eyebrows rose.

"Again?"

"Different."

I straightened it carefully.

No rough pull.

No corner office.

Just my husband standing in our bedroom while I put another man's tie around his collar.

His cock hardened.

I looked down.

Then up.

"Still ridiculous."

"Throw it away."

I smiled.

"Absolutely not."

He laughed.

I pulled him closer by the tie.

The old gesture still worked.

His hands came to my waist.

My pussy became wet before the kiss fully started.

That was the perfect final joke of the whole thing.

We no longer needed Adrian in the room.

We no longer needed him to be Evan's boss.

We did not even need the tie.

But symbols were fun when they belonged to us.

I kissed Evan once, slow and deep, then pulled back.

"You know what I'm keeping?"

"Apparently stolen executive clothing."

"That too."

I touched his chest.

"The way you look at me."

His humor faded.

"That's not going anywhere."

"Good."

I let the tie fall loose around his collar.

Before bed, I stood once more in front of the mirror and looked at the green dress.

Nothing about it belonged to Adrian.

That pleased me.

Red would always carry the first dinner.

Ivory would always carry the corner office.

Black would always carry the hotel.

Green was mine.

A color for a woman who no longer needed a man to explain what she wanted.

Evan appeared behind me and rested his chin lightly on my shoulder.

"Keeping that one?"

"Definitely."

"For him?"

I met his eyes in the mirror.

"For me."

His smile was immediate.

"Good answer."

I turned and kissed him.

The kiss stayed soft.

For once, neither of us sharpened it into a dare.

We did not need to end every night by proving how far we could push.

Sometimes the hottest thing was knowing the door remained unlocked without needing to open it.

The history remained.

The title remained.

The fantasy remained.

But none of them controlled us now.

I rested my hand on Evan's chest.

"My husband."

He looked at me.

"My wife."

I smiled.

Then, because some habits deserved to survive, I whispered:

"Your dirty wife."

His grip tightened.

I laughed against his mouth when he kissed me.

The city was invisible from here.

The executive floor was miles away.

I thought about the woman who had once stood in front of a mirror asking her husband whether his boss would notice her. She had expected desire to arrive like danger from outside. She had not understood how much of it would be created inside the marriage itself.

I knew better now.

I could want another man without becoming less married. Evan could feel jealousy without becoming less confident. Adrian could be powerful without owning the meaning of my yes.

That was what survived after the dresses, the hotel rooms, the glass walls and every filthy sentence we had learned to say out loud.

Choice.

Trust.

And the delicious fact that trust had not made us cleaner.

Evan touched the tie around his neck.

"You are thinking again."

"Dangerous habit."

"About him?"

I smiled.

"About us."

His hand settled at my waist.

"Better answer."

"Not necessarily cleaner."

His mouth curved.

"Good."

The marriage remained exactly where it had always been.

Home.

And when Evan kissed me again, I knew the story had not ended because desire disappeared. It ended because desire no longer frightened us. We could carry it forward without letting it carry us.

Later, in the dark, Evan reached for my hand under the sheet.

No sex this time.

No dare.

Just contact.

I turned toward him.

"Still awake?"

"Yeah."

"Thinking?"

"Dangerous habit."

I smiled.

He traced his thumb over my wedding ring.

"I used to think the fantasy would end one of two ways."

"Which ways?"

"Either we'd get scared and shut it down, or we'd keep escalating until it stopped meaning anything."

I listened.

"And now?"

"Now I think maybe it can just exist."

That answer settled into me.

Not every desire needed a finish line.

Some could become part of the private vocabulary of a marriage, available when wanted, quiet when not.

I squeezed his hand.

"Good."

He laughed softly.

"You sound like him."

"Take it back."

"Never."

I rolled closer and put my forehead against his shoulder.

"You know something else?"

"What?"

"You were never the weak man in this fantasy."

He was silent.

I continued before he could joke it away.

"You were the brave one first."

"How?"

"You told me what turned you on before I understood what turned me on. You stayed honest when jealousy hurt. You kept looking even when you were afraid of what looking meant."

His hand tightened around mine.

"That sounds suspiciously nice."

"Don't get used to it."

"There she is."

I laughed.

Then I whispered, "His boss."

Even in the dark, I felt his reaction.

His cock stirred beneath the sheet.

I laughed harder.

"Unbelievable."

"Historical conditioning."

"Poor man."

"Terrible wife."

"Your terrible wife."

"Always."

That word closed the circle more cleanly than any title ever could.
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