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The fluorescent lights of the open-plan office had dimmed to after-hours quiet, leaving only the glow from a few persistent screens and the distant hum of the city thirty floors below. Elena adjusted the strap of her purse on her shoulder as she stepped out of the elevator, heels clicking softly against the marble lobby floor. She wasn't supposed to be here this late. Mark had texted her an hour ago: Boss wants me to stay for a quick review. Might be a couple more hours. Sorry, babe. Love you.

She'd replied with the usual No worries, take your time the supportive-wife script she'd perfected over seven years of marriage. But tonight, something restless had pulled her out of their quiet apartment. Maybe it was the way Mark's voice had sounded strained on the phone earlier, or maybe it was simple curiosity about the man who'd been shaking up the entire department since he arrived three months ago.

Damian Voss.

She'd only seen him in passing: broad shoulders filling doorways, dark hair swept back just enough to look deliberate, a voice that carried without effort. People spoke his name in lowered tones, half awe, half fear. Promotions happened fast under him. Careers stalled just as quickly if you couldn't keep up.

Elena smoothed her navy pencil skirt professional, modest, the same one she'd worn to their wedding rehearsal dinner years ago and walked toward the executive wing. The glass doors were unlocked; she slipped through.

The corridor opened into the main floor, mostly empty now except for Mark's cubicle light still on. But he wasn't there. Voices drifted from the far end, low and deliberate.

She paused at the threshold of the executive suite. Through the half-open door to Damian's corner office, she could see them: Mark standing rigid in front of the massive desk, shoulders hunched like he was bracing for impact. Damian leaned back in his leather chair, one ankle crossed over his knee, fingers steepled. The city skyline glittered behind him through floor-to-ceiling windows, turning the room into a private stage suspended above the world.

Elena stayed in the shadows, heart picking up speed for reasons she couldn't name.

"...results speak, Mark," Damian was saying, voice smooth, unhurried. "But effort without precision is just noise. You understand that, don't you?"

Mark nodded quickly. "Yes, sir. I I'll rework the projections tonight. Get them to you by morning."

Damian tilted his head, studying him. "Good. Loyalty like yours is rare." A pause, then softer, almost amused: "Your wife must appreciate a man who puts in the hours."

Mark flushed, a nervous laugh escaping. "Elena? Yeah, she's... supportive. Very."

Elena felt heat crawl up her neck. She should announce herself, step in, make it casual. But her feet wouldn't move.

Damian's gaze flicked toward the doorway straight at her, as if he'd known she was there all along. His eyes were dark, steady, unreadable. A small smile curved his mouth, not warm, but knowing.

"Speaking of," he said, louder now, directed at the empty air or at her. "Why don't you bring her in, Mark? No reason to keep her waiting in the hall."

Mark turned, startled. "Elena?"

She stepped forward before she could overthink it, forcing a smile. "Hi. I just... thought I'd drop off some dinner. You sounded hungry earlier."

Mark looked relieved, flustered. "You didn't have to"

Damian rose from his chair in one fluid motion. Six-three at least, suit cut to perfection over a frame that spoke of disciplined hours in the gym rather than desk-bound compromise. He crossed the room, extending a hand.

"Elena," he said, as if tasting the name. His grip was firm, warm, lingering just a second longer than necessary. "Damian Voss. Pleasure to finally meet you properly."

Up close, he smelled of expensive cologne and something darker control, maybe. Her pulse thrummed in her throat.

"Likewise," she managed. "Mark speaks highly of you."

Damian's eyes held hers. "Does he?" He glanced at Mark, who was already gathering papers, avoiding eye contact. "He's a good man. Dedicated. Family man."

The words landed like a subtle challenge. Elena felt the air shift, thicken.

Damian released her hand slowly. "Stay a minute. Join us. Mark was just about to walk me through the latest figures. I'd value a fresh perspective."

Mark hesitated. "It's late, I don't want to "

"Nonsense," Damian cut in, gentle but final. "Your wife's intelligent. I can tell." He gestured to the leather sofa opposite his desk. "Please."

Elena sat, crossing her legs, aware of how the skirt rode up just slightly. Damian returned to his chair, but not before his gaze swept over her brief, appraising, unapologetic.

As Mark began stammering through numbers on his tablet, Damian listened with half-lidded focus, occasionally asking sharp questions that made Mark falter. But every so often, his eyes drifted back to Elena. Not leering. Observing. Like he was memorizing the way she shifted when Mark got something wrong, the way her fingers tightened on her purse strap.

When Mark finally wrapped up, sweating lightly, Damian nodded. "Solid start. Refine it. Send it tonight."

Mark stood. "Yes, sir. Thank you."

Damian rose again. "Elena thank you for coming by. It's refreshing to see someone who cares enough to show up."

She stood too, closer to him now. The height difference was stark; she had to tilt her head to meet his eyes.

"Anytime," she said, voice steadier than she felt.

He smiled that same small, dangerous curve. "Careful. I might hold you to that."

Mark cleared his throat. "We should go. Traffic..."

Damian nodded, but his attention stayed on her a beat longer. "Drive safe. Both of you."

In the elevator down, Mark was quiet, fidgety. "He's intense, right? But fair."

Elena stared at her reflection in the mirrored wall, lips parted slightly. "Yeah," she murmured. "Intense."

Her skin still tingled where Damian had touched her hand.

And somewhere deep inside, a small, treacherous part of her wondered what it would feel like if he touched her again.
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​Chapter 2: The Invitation
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The next two weeks passed in a quiet, creeping distortion of routine.

Elena told herself it was nothing. A handshake that lasted a beat too long. A look across a crowded conference room that felt like it stripped her bare. The way Damian’s voice low, measured, always carrying just enough authority to make the air shift lingered in her ears long after he’d left the room.

She replayed the moment in his office over and over when she was alone: folding laundry, stirring pasta, lying next to Mark while he scrolled emails on his phone. Each time the memory surfaced, her stomach did a slow, guilty flip. Not disgust. Not quite shame. Something hotter. Something that made her thighs press together under the kitchen island while she pretended to read a recipe.

Mark, meanwhile, was unraveling in slow motion.

He came home later every night. His shoulders stayed permanently hunched. He spoke of Damian in fragments “Voss wants this redone,” “Voss said my numbers lack edge,” “Voss thinks I need to step up” always with that same nervous deference, like a man reciting commandments he didn’t fully understand.

Elena listened, nodding, murmuring encouragement, while a small, traitorous part of her catalogued every detail about the man reducing her husband to stammers.

She started noticing things she hadn’t before.

The way Damian moved through the open office like he owned every square foot of carpet. The way junior analysts straightened when he passed. The way women (and some men) tracked him with quick, furtive glances, then looked away fast, cheeks pink.

She caught herself doing it too.

One Thursday afternoon she was waiting for Mark in the lobby another late meeting, another “quick review” when the elevator doors opened and Damian stepped out alone.

He saw her immediately.

No surprise on his face. Just that same calm, appraising look, as though he’d been expecting her.

“Elena,” he said, voice carrying across the empty marble space without effort. “Waiting again?”

She stood, smoothing her blouse unnecessarily. “Mark said he’d be done by six. I figured I’d save him the drive home alone.”

Damian closed the distance in three unhurried strides. Close enough that she had to tip her head back to hold his gaze. Close enough that she could smell that same dark cologne, undercut now by the faint salt of a long day.

“He’s still upstairs,” Damian said. “We hit a snag on the Q3 forecast. I asked him to stay another hour.” A pause. “You’re welcome to come up. Or wait here. Your choice.”

There it was again that subtle fork in the road. Polite offer. Quiet command.

Elena swallowed. “I’ll wait here. I don’t want to interrupt.”

His mouth curved, not quite a smile. “You wouldn’t be interrupting. You’d be... company.”

The word landed low in her belly.

She forced a small laugh. “I’m not sure I’d be much help with projections.”

“You’d be surprised what a fresh set of eyes can do.” His gaze dipped for half a second to her mouth, then back to her eyes. “Or maybe you just don’t like offices after dark.”

Her breath caught. It wasn’t a question.

“I don’t mind them,” she said, quieter than she meant to.

Damian studied her another long moment. Then he reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out a sleek black card his personal cell number embossed in silver foil and held it out between two fingers.

“In case Mark gets held up longer,” he said. “Or in case you need anything.”

She took it automatically. Their fingers brushed barely and electricity snapped up her arm.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

He didn’t move away immediately. Just stood there, towering, watching her hold his card like it was burning her palm.

“Drive safe tonight, Elena,” he said finally. “Tell Mark I expect the revised deck by midnight.”

He turned and walked back to the elevator without another word.

She stood frozen until the doors closed behind him.

The card felt heavy in her hand. She slipped it into her purse, heart hammering, and told herself she’d throw it away when she got home.

She didn’t.

That night Mark came home at eleven-thirty, exhausted, tie loosened, eyes red-rimmed. He kissed her cheek absently, muttered something about Damian being “brutal but brilliant,” and collapsed into bed without showering.

Elena lay awake beside him, staring at the ceiling.

Her purse sat on the dresser. Inside it, a black card with silver lettering waited.

She didn’t touch it.

But she thought about it.

A lot.

The following Monday, an email landed in Mark’s inbox cc’d to Elena because someone in HR had added the wrong “spouse contact” field during onboarding months ago and no one had ever corrected it.

Subject: Team Offsite Dinner – Next Friday

Body: Informal gathering to celebrate Q3 pipeline wins. Spouses/significant others welcome. Location: The Apex Lounge, 8 PM. Dress: smart casual. RSVPs appreciated.

From: Damian Voss

Mark groaned when he saw it. “Great. Another late night. And now they want you there too.”

Elena read the email twice.

“I could go,” she said carefully. “If you want. Moral support.”

Mark rubbed his temples. “You sure? It’ll probably be boring. Lots of shop talk.”

“I don’t mind,” she said. “Might be nice to put faces to names.”

He looked at her really looked for the first time in days.

“You’ve been... quiet lately. Everything okay?”

She smiled, touched his arm. “Everything’s fine. Just want to be there for you.”

Mark exhaled, relieved. “Okay. Yeah. That’d actually be great.”

He replied to the invite right then.

Elena accepted too from her own email account.

Later that night, alone in the bathroom with the door locked, she pulled Damian’s black card from her purse.

She didn’t text the number.

But she saved it in her contacts under “DV.”

Just in case.
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​Chapter 3: The Apex Lounge
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The Apex Lounge sat on the sixty-eighth floor of the Pinnacle Tower, all smoked glass and low amber lighting, the kind of place that made you feel like you were floating above the city rather than inside it. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the glittering sprawl below, turning every conversation into something cinematic. Elena stepped out of the private elevator behind Mark, her black wrap dress clinging just enough to remind her she’d chosen it carefully tonight not for him, though she’d never admit that out loud.

Mark tugged at his collar. “You look... nice,” he said, voice flat with nerves. “Really nice.”

She smiled, touched his arm. “Thanks. You clean up good too.”

He didn’t. His suit was the same charcoal one he wore to every important meeting, the shirt already faintly creased from the day. But she kissed his cheek anyway, tasting the faint salt of his anxious sweat.

The hostess led them through the velvet curtain into the private room Damian had reserved. Twelve people already seated around a long ebony table executives, their partners, a few rising stars. Laughter rolled low over the clink of glasses. At the head of the table, Damian stood speaking to a junior VP, one hand in his pocket, the other gesturing lazily. He wore a midnight-blue suit, no tie, top button undone. The collar framed the strong line of his throat.

His eyes found Elena the second she crossed the threshold.

No dramatic pause. No lingering stare that anyone else would notice. Just a flicker brief, deliberate then he nodded once, small and private, before turning back to his conversation.

Her stomach clenched.

Mark guided her to two open seats near the middle. She sat, crossing her legs under the tablecloth, aware of the slit in her dress parting just enough to show a flash of thigh. Mark ordered a whiskey neat without asking her what she wanted. She asked for a gin martini, extra olives.

The first course arrived seared scallops, tiny and perfect. Conversation flowed around mergers, projections, golf handicaps. Mark tried to join in, laughing too loudly at jokes that weren’t funny, nodding too vigorously when Damian spoke from the head of the table.

Damian didn’t dominate the room the way Elena had expected. He listened more than he talked, but when he did speak, everyone leaned in. His voice cut through the chatter without rising calm, certain, the verbal equivalent of a hand on the back of your neck.

Elena sipped her martini and watched him.

He caught her looking twice. Once while he was mid-sentence about supply-chain leverage; his gaze slid to her, held for three heartbeats, then returned to the man he was addressing as if nothing had happened. The second time was slower Mark was telling an anecdote about their last vacation, voice cracking on the punchline and Damian’s eyes locked on hers over the rim of his glass. No smile. Just that steady, unblinking regard, like he could see straight through the polite mask she’d worn all evening.

She looked away first. Her cheeks burned. She reached for her water instead of the martini.

Under the table, Mark’s knee bumped hers accidental, apologetic. She patted his thigh once, reassuring. But her fingers lingered a second too long, and she felt a sudden, shameful flash of comparison: Mark’s leg thin and tense beneath slacks, Damian’s thighs solid and spread comfortably in his chair, the fabric of his trousers pulling taut over muscle.

She withdrew her hand like she’d been scalded.

The main course came filet, rare, blood pooling on white porcelain. Damian finally spoke directly to their side of the table.

“Mark,” he said, tone casual, “you’ve been quiet tonight. Everything all right?”

Mark straightened like he’d been called to attention. “Yeah yes, sir. Just... taking it in. Great turnout.”

Damian’s mouth curved. “Glad you’re here.” His gaze drifted to Elena. “Both of you.”

She met his eyes this time. Held them. “Wouldn’t miss it,” she said softly.

A beat of silence stretched between them long enough that the woman next to Damian cleared her throat and changed the subject to bonus structures.

Elena exhaled slowly through her nose.

Later, after dessert plates were cleared and people began drifting toward the bar for nightcaps, Mark excused himself to the restroom. “Be right back,” he muttered, already loosening his tie further.

Elena stayed seated, tracing the stem of her empty martini glass.

Damian rose from the head of the table, murmured something to the group, then walked toward her end. Not directly. Circling, like a shark deciding whether to bite.

He stopped behind the chair next to hers the one that had been occupied by a marketing director who’d left early. He didn’t sit. Just rested one large hand on the back of it, leaning down slightly.

“Enjoying the view?” he asked, voice pitched for her ears alone.

She tilted her head, looking up at him. “The city’s beautiful.”

His eyes never left her face. “I wasn’t talking about the city.”

Heat flooded her chest, her throat. She felt it bloom between her legs, sudden and insistent.

“You’re very direct,” she said, trying for lightness.

“Only when it matters.” He straightened, but didn’t step back. His body blocked the rest of the room from her view, creating a private pocket of air between them. “You’ve been watching me all night, Elena.”

Her breath hitched. Denial rose and died on her tongue.

“I’ve been... observing,” she managed.

A low sound escaped him almost a laugh, almost a growl. “Careful observation can be dangerous.”

“So can invitations,” she countered, quieter.

He leaned down again, close enough that she felt the warmth radiating off his chest. His voice dropped to a murmur. “I haven’t invited you anywhere yet.”

The words landed like a hand sliding up her inner thigh.

She pressed her legs together under the table. Hard.

Damian straightened slowly, eyes darkening as he read whatever flickered across her face. Then he reached past her deliberately brushing the backs of his fingers along her bare shoulder as he picked up an abandoned wine bottle from the table.

“Refill?” he asked, innocent as anything.

She shook her head, unable to speak.

He set the bottle down again. This time his knuckles grazed the side of her neck barely a touch, gone in an instant.

“Mark’s a good man,” he said, almost conversationally. “Loyal. Hard-working.” A pause. “He tries.”

Elena’s pulse roared in her ears.

Damian stepped back, giving her space she suddenly didn’t want.

“Enjoy the rest of your evening,” he said. Then, softer: “We’ll talk soon.”

He walked away, back to the bar, leaving her trembling in her seat.

Mark returned a minute later, oblivious, complaining about the line for the bathroom. He sat, reached for her hand under the table.

She let him take it.

But her skin still burned where Damian’s fingers had ghosted across her shoulder.

And between her thighs, she was slick achingly, shamefully wet from nothing more than a look, a brush, a handful of words.
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​Chapter 4: The Midnight Ping
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Elena’s phone buzzed on the nightstand at 1:17 a.m.

Mark was already asleep beside her, mouth slightly open, one arm flung across the pillow like he’d surrendered to exhaustion the moment his head hit it. The room was dark except for the faint blue glow from the city bleeding through the half-closed blinds. She’d been lying awake for forty minutes, replaying the dinner in fragments: the brush of knuckles on her shoulder, the way Damian’s voice had dropped when he said We’ll talk soon, the humiliating rush of wetness between her thighs that hadn’t fully faded even after they got home.

She told herself she was just restless. Hormones. Stress. Anything but the truth.

The phone buzzed again two quick vibrations this time. Insistent.

She rolled onto her side, away from Mark, and reached for it slowly, thumb hovering over the screen to silence it. But the notification preview stopped her cold.

DV

You left something behind tonight.

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

She glanced at Mark still out, soft snores rumbling. Then back at the screen. No emoji, no punctuation. Just those six words, stark and deliberate.

She shouldn’t open it. Shouldn’t even unlock the phone. She should delete the contact, block the number, pretend the card in her purse had never existed.

Instead, her thumb swiped right.

The full message appeared:

You left something behind tonight. I found it under the table after you left. Small. Black. Lace.

Her breath caught so sharply it hurt.

She hadn’t lost anything. Had she? She mentally catalogued her outfit: the wrap dress, heels, simple silver earrings, the thin gold bracelet Mark had given her for their fifth anniversary. Nothing missing. Nothing black lace except 

Her mind flashed to the moment she’d crossed her legs at the table, the slit parting, the faint brush of cool air against the tops of her thighs. Had her panties shifted? Had the edge peeked out when she uncrossed them to stand? Had he seen?

Or was this a bluff?

Her core clenched at the thought either way.

Another message landed before she could type anything.

It smells like you.

Four words. No elaboration. No demand.

Just fact.

Elena pressed her thighs together under the sheets, hard enough to feel the dull throb of arousal she’d been trying to ignore since the lounge. Her nipples tightened against the thin cotton of her sleep tank, traitorous and immediate.

She stared at the screen, pulse roaring in her ears.

She shouldn’t reply.

She typed anyway, fingers trembling so badly she had to backspace twice.

What makes you think it’s mine?

Sent.

The three little dots appeared almost instantly.

Size. Cut. The way the fabric is still warm from where it was pressed against you all night.

Another pause. Then:

You were soaked when you left, weren’t you?

Her mouth went dry. Heat flooded her face, her chest, lower. She could feel herself getting wetter just reading it slick and shameful, seeping into the cotton between her legs.

Mark shifted in his sleep, mumbling something incoherent. She froze, phone clutched to her chest like evidence.

He settled again.

She exhaled shakily and typed back one-handed, the other sliding under the waistband of her shorts without conscious permission.

I don’t know what you’re talking about.

Liar.

His reply came faster this time.

You do. Your body gave you away every time you looked at me. Every time your husband opened his mouth and you flinched like his voice embarrassed you.

A beat.

You clenched your thighs when I said your name. Did you think I didn’t notice?

She bit her lip so hard she tasted copper.

Her fingers slipped lower, brushing the damp fabric covering her folds. She was drenched embarrassingly. One light circle over her clit and her hips jerked involuntarily.

She typed with shaking thumbs.

You’re assuming a lot.

Am I?

Dots. Then:

Tell me I’m wrong. Tell me you weren’t dripping while I stood behind your chair. Tell me your cunt didn’t ache when my fingers grazed your neck. Tell me you didn’t come home and touch yourself thinking about what I’d do if we were alone.

Elena’s breath came in shallow pants now. She slid two fingers inside herself slow, quiet feeling how easily they glided in, how swollen and needy she already was.

She shouldn’t answer.

She did.

You’re wrong.

A lie so thin it was translucent.

His response was immediate.

Prove it. Send me a picture of what you’re wearing right now. Or better send me what you’re not wearing anymore.

Her stomach flipped.

No.

Then tell me what you’re doing with your hand between your legs while you read this.

She whimpered soft, involuntary. Mark didn’t stir.

Her fingers moved faster, curling inside, thumb pressing her clit in tight circles. She was close already too close from nothing but words on a screen.

Another message.

You’re touching yourself right now, aren’t you? Next to him. While he sleeps like he owns you.

Yes.

The admission slipped out before she could stop it.

Dots danced.

Good girl.

The praise hit her like a slap and a caress at once. Her back arched off the mattress; she clamped her lips shut to muffle the moan.

Come for me, Elena. Quietly. Think about my cock stretching you open instead of his pathetic little dick. Think about how wet you’d be if I was there bending you over this bed right now, filling you until you couldn’t walk straight tomorrow.

She shattered.

Silent, violent hips bucking against her hand, walls fluttering around her fingers as she came harder than she had in years. Tears pricked her eyes from the intensity, from the guilt, from the sheer filthy relief.

When the aftershocks faded, she lay there panting, phone still glowing.

One last message from him.

Keep the lace. I’ll collect it myself soon.

Then nothing.

Elena stared at the ceiling, chest heaving, fingers still slick between her thighs.

Mark snored softly beside her.

She deleted the thread every word then locked the phone and shoved it under her pillow like it could burn her.

But the ache lingered.

And somewhere in the dark, she knew she’d answer the next time he texted.

Continued....
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