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Chapter One

The flat was smaller than Grace had imagined.

She stood just inside the doorway for a moment, one hand still resting lightly against the frame, as if she needed a second to take it all in properly. A few strands of her dark blonde hair had fallen forward from where she had loosely tied it back, soft against her cheek, and she brushed them away absently as she stepped inside.

“Careful,” Daniel said behind her, nudging the door shut with his foot as he manoeuvred another box through. “That one’s heavier than it looks.”

Grace moved forward quickly, her steps light, instinctively making space for him. She wore a simple fitted top tucked neatly into a soft, knee-length skirt, the kind of outfit she always gravitated toward, tidy, feminine, and understated. It wasn’t glamorous, not in the way some women dressed, but on her it worked effortlessly.

The fabric followed the natural line of her body, drawing gently in at her narrow waist before settling over the soft curve of her hips. Her top sat close against her chest, hinting at the firm, rounded shape beneath, while the skirt moved lightly against her thighs as she walked. From behind, it shaped itself to her in a way she never noticed, tracing the full, smooth roundness of her figure, a firm, lifted curve that gave her an unmistakably feminine silhouette.

She had never thought of herself as striking, never dressed to draw attention, but there was a natural balance to her shape, soft, defined, and quietly alluring, that made people look twice without quite realising why.

“I thought you said you’d labelled them,” she said, glancing down at the box as Daniel set it on the floor.

“I did,” he replied, slightly out of breath.

She tilted her head, reading it. “It just says ‘stuff’.”

Daniel paused, then gave a small shrug. “Important stuff.”

Grace smiled, a soft, natural expression that lifted her whole face. Her features were gentle and open, full lips, clear skin, and large blue-green eyes that seemed to shift slightly depending on the light. There was something quietly warm about her, something that made her easy to look at without ever feeling intimidating.

She turned slowly, taking in the flat properly now, the small living space, the narrow kitchen, the soft light coming through the window.

“It’s nice,” she said.

Daniel watched her for a second before answering. He always did that, just briefly, as if he was still slightly surprised by her. “Yeah?”

Grace nodded, her arms folding loosely across herself as she looked around. “Yeah. I like it.”

And she did.

She had always been drawn to simple things. Spaces that felt calm, tidy, easy to manage. She liked things in their place, surfaces clear, clothes folded properly, everything neat and ordered. It made her feel settled, like she could breathe properly.

She stepped further into the room, already noticing where things would go. The boxes would need sorting, the kitchen unpacked first, then the bedroom. She could picture it in her head without trying.

Daniel stepped up beside her, slipping an arm around her waist. His hand rested there naturally, his fingers spreading slightly against her side.

He was solid in a quieter way. About five foot ten, slim, with neatly cut brown hair and glasses that gave him a slightly academic look. He dressed simply, practical clothes, clean lines, nothing showy, and carried himself with the kind of quiet confidence that came from knowing he was good at what he did, even if he wasn’t the most socially at ease.

Next to him, Grace looked softer. More naturally put together. Where he was neat, she was effortless.

“We’ll make it better,” he said. “Sofa, shelves, maybe a proper table.”

Grace leaned into him slightly, her body fitting easily against his. “It already feels like ours.”

Daniel smiled at that, a small, satisfied smile, his hand tightening just slightly at her waist.

He liked the way she looked there.

He always did.

She wasn’t flashy, never tried to be, but there was something about her that drew attention anyway. The way her clothes followed her shape without being revealing, the way she moved, the softness of her figure balanced with the quiet tone in her posture. Other people noticed it sometimes, he’d seen it, but Grace never seemed to.

To her, she was just… normal.

Grace turned her head slightly, catching him looking at her. “What?”

“Nothing,” he said quickly, smiling. “Just… we did it.”

She smiled back, softer this time, and rested her hand lightly against his chest.

“Yes,” she said. “We did.”


Chapter Two

The office felt different from the moment Daniel stepped out of the lift.

It wasn’t just the height, though the view alone would have been enough, glass stretching from floor to ceiling, the city laid out below in sharp lines of steel and movement. It was the atmosphere. Controlled. Focused. Quiet in a way that suggested importance rather than calm.

He adjusted his jacket slightly as he walked across the floor, conscious, as he often was, of how he carried himself here. Everything in this place felt precise. Conversations were measured. Movements deliberate. Even the way people sat at their desks seemed considered.

Daniel liked that.

It suited him.

His desk was already set up when he arrived, dual screens, neatly arranged cables, a stack of documents waiting for him. He placed his bag down carefully, taking a second to straighten the papers before sitting. It was a small thing, but it mattered to him. Order. Structure. Knowing where everything was.

He had worked hard to get here.

Long hours at university, followed by even longer hours in his early roles, building experience, proving himself quietly. He wasn’t the kind of man who pushed himself forward socially, but he delivered results, and people noticed that in time.

Still, this was different.

This firm, this floor, this level of responsibility, it felt like a step up in every way.

“Morning, Daniel.”

He looked up quickly. “Morning.”

A couple of the team were already in, nodding to him as they passed. Friendly enough, but focused. Everyone here seemed to know exactly what they were doing.

He liked that too.

There was a sense, even in those first few days, that if he did well here, if he kept his head down and delivered, things could move quickly.

And above all of that, there was one name that seemed to sit over everything else.

Marcus Bennett.

Daniel had heard it before he even started. In emails, in meetings, in the way people referred to decisions. Not loudly, not dramatically, just… consistently. As if certain things naturally passed through him.

He had only seen him properly once so far.

Across the floor, in conversation with two senior managers. Marcus hadn’t raised his voice, hadn’t gestured dramatically, but there had been something about the way the others stood with him, attentive, slightly angled toward him, that made it clear where the centre of the conversation was.

It wasn’t forced.

It just was.

Daniel became aware of him again before he saw him this time.

A slight shift in the room. Not silence, not tension, just a subtle awareness. He glanced up from his screen.

Marcus Bennett was walking across the floor.

Tall, easily over six foot two, Marcus Bennett moved with an unhurried ease that never felt slow. There was a natural control in the way he carried himself, his posture straight but relaxed, his shoulders broad without being heavy, his frame lean, defined, and unmistakably athletic in a way that suggested discipline rather than display. He looked like a man who trained regularly, not to impress, but because it was simply part of who he was.

His skin was a deep, warm tone, unmistakably that of a black man of mixed Afro-Caribbean heritage, smooth and even, catching the light subtly as he passed. His features were strong and sharply defined, a clean jawline, high cheekbones, and steady, composed eyes that seemed to take in everything without ever appearing to look too closely. There was a quiet intensity to his gaze, measured, controlled, and entirely self-assured.

His hair was kept short and neat, with the first touches of grey at the temples that only added to the sense of maturity and quiet authority about him. He was in his early fifties, but there was nothing diminished about him; if anything, he carried his age in a way that made it feel like an advantage.

His suit was perfectly fitted, dark, clean lines, nothing excessive, but everything exactly right. It followed the shape of his body without clinging, sitting neatly across his shoulders and tapering at the waist, reinforcing the sense of precision that seemed to define everything about him.

He didn’t look around as he walked.

He didn’t need to.

He didn’t look around as he walked.

He didn’t need to.

People noticed him anyway.

Daniel straightened slightly in his chair without thinking.

Marcus paused briefly near one of the desks, exchanging a few words with someone in a low, even tone, then continued on. No fuss. No interruption to the rhythm of the room. But the effect lingered.

Daniel exhaled quietly, only then realising he’d been holding his breath.

There was something about him.

Not intimidating exactly. Not in an obvious way. But there was a certainty there, a calm authority that made everything around him feel slightly more structured.

Daniel wanted to impress him.

That thought had come to him more than once already, and each time it carried the same weight. Not a desperate need, not insecurity, just a clear understanding that being recognised by someone like Marcus Bennett meant something.

It meant progress.
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That evening, the flat in Sutton felt smaller again after the space of the office.

Grace was already there when he got back, the soft light on in the living room, the faint sound of something playing quietly in the background. The place was already starting to look different, boxes moved, surfaces cleared, things beginning to settle.

Daniel paused just inside the doorway for a moment before saying anything.

It was always the same.

After a long day, after the sharp lines and controlled atmosphere of the office, the first thing he noticed wasn’t the room, or the changes she’d made, it was her.

Grace.

She was standing near the kitchen counter, slightly turned away from him, her hair falling loosely over her shoulders now, a few soft strands catching the light. The simple outfit she wore, neat, understated, fitted just enough to follow her shape, made her look effortlessly put together without ever seeming like she had tried too hard.

He felt it again, that quiet, familiar sense of disbelief.

How did I end up with her?

It wasn’t just that she was pretty, though she was, undeniably so. It was the way she carried herself, the softness in her expression, the way she moved through the space as if she belonged there completely. There was something easy about her, something warm and natural that made everything feel more settled the moment he walked in.

And she was his.

That thought still hadn’t quite lost its impact.

His wife. Standing there, waiting for him, building a home with him, choosing him.

“You’ve been working,” he said finally, stepping inside, his voice softer now.

Grace turned at the sound of him, her face lighting up slightly as she smiled, and just like that, the rest of the day seemed to fall away.

“Just a little,” she said. “I thought I’d start unpacking properly.”

Daniel nodded, still looking at her for a second longer than he realised. “It looks good.”

And it did.

But not as good as her.

She had been busy.

“You’ve been working,” he said, stepping inside, glancing around.

Grace looked up from the kitchen area, smiling. “A little. I thought I’d start unpacking properly.”

He nodded, impressed. “It looks good.”

She shrugged lightly, but he could see she was pleased. “It’s starting to feel like a home.”

Daniel loosened his tie slightly, stepping further in. “Yeah. It is.”

There was a brief pause, the kind that came naturally at the end of a day, both of them adjusting back into the same space.

“How was it?” Grace asked, turning toward him properly now.

Daniel exhaled, running a hand briefly through his hair. “Good. Busy. It’s… different.”

“Different how?”

He hesitated for a second, then smiled slightly. “Just… more serious. Everything matters more.”

Grace leaned lightly against the counter, listening. She always listened properly, and he liked that.

“There’s a guy,” he said, almost casually, though there was something underneath it. “One of the senior directors. Marcus Bennett.”

Grace tilted her head slightly. “Your boss?”

“Sort of,” Daniel said. “Not directly, but… everything runs through him.”

There was a small shift in his tone now. Subtle, but noticeable.

“He’s…” Daniel paused, searching for the right word. “He’s impressive.”

Grace smiled faintly at that. “That sounds serious.”

“It is,” Daniel said, more quickly than he meant to. Then he softened it slightly. “He just… knows exactly what he’s doing. You can tell. The way people react to him. The way he speaks. It’s different.”

Grace watched him for a moment, noticing the change in him more than the words themselves.

“You like him,” she said.

Daniel gave a small, almost self-conscious smile. “Yeah,” he said. “I respect him.”

There was a slight weight to the word, something more than casual approval.

He paused, then added, “I’d like to work more closely with him.”

Grace nodded, as if that made perfect sense.

“Then you will,” she said simply.

Daniel looked at her for a second, the certainty in her voice settling something in him.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “Maybe.”


Chapter Three

The mornings settled into a rhythm more quickly than Grace expected.

Daniel left early.

He always tried to be quiet about it, moving carefully around the flat, dressing in the soft light of the bedroom, gathering his things without disturbing her. Sometimes she half-woke as he moved, aware of him without fully opening her eyes, the faint sound of the front door closing, the flat falling still again.

On those mornings, she would lie there for a few minutes longer, wrapped in the warmth he left behind, before finally getting up.

By eight, the flat was hers.

She liked that.

There was something comforting about the quiet. No rush, no pressure. Just the soft sounds of the morning filtering in through the window, distant traffic, voices, the steady rhythm of a place beginning its day.

Grace moved through the space slowly at first, still in one of Daniel’s old shirts, her hair loosely tied back, bare feet against the cool floor. She made coffee, opened the window slightly, let the air in, then began, almost without thinking, to tidy.

It came naturally to her.

Plates washed and put away. Surfaces wiped down. Clothes folded neatly, corners aligned. Boxes unpacked one at a time, each item finding its place. She didn’t rush it. She enjoyed the process, the quiet satisfaction of turning something temporary into something settled.

By mid-morning, the flat already looked different.

Lived in.

Cared for.

Grace paused for a moment, standing in the middle of the room, her hands resting lightly against her hips as she looked around. There was still more to do, but she could see it now, how it would feel when everything was finished.

A home.

Their home.

She smiled softly to herself and moved toward the bedroom.
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Later, she dressed properly.

That was part of it too.

Even though she had nowhere specific to be most days, she liked to feel put together. It made a difference to how the day felt. She chose her clothes carefully, simple, neat, always flattering without being showy. A fitted top, a soft skirt, something comfortable but feminine.

She stood in front of the mirror for a moment, adjusting the fabric lightly at her waist, smoothing it down over her hips.

She didn’t study herself for long.

She never really had.

To Grace, it was just… getting ready.

She brushed her hair out, letting it fall naturally over her shoulders, then tucked a small section behind her ear, the movement familiar and unconscious. A touch of makeup, just enough to brighten her face, and that was it.

Finished.

She didn’t think of herself as particularly striking. Pretty, maybe. Presentable. The kind of woman who looked nice when she made an effort, but she had never thought beyond that. She had never needed to.

Daniel had always made her feel enough.
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The rest of the day passed quietly.

A short walk into town. A few things from the shops. Back again before the afternoon drifted too far. She liked the routine of it, the gentle structure, the sense that she was building something steady and reliable.

She thought about Daniel often.

About his job, his long days, the way he spoke about work now with a new focus. There was something different in him already, a sense of purpose that hadn’t quite been there before.

She was proud of him.

Genuinely.

He had worked for it. She had seen that. The hours, the effort, the way he pushed himself even when he didn’t talk about it much. This was what they had been working toward.

This life.

She wanted to support that.

To make things easier for him, to give him something stable to come home to, something calm and certain after the pressure of his day. That mattered to her more than anything else.

She moved back into the flat, placing the shopping neatly on the counter, already thinking about dinner, about what he would want, what would make the evening feel easy.

Simple things.

Important things.
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And yet…

There were moments, brief, passing, where she paused.

Standing by the window, looking out over the street below. Sitting quietly with her coffee, the flat still around her. Walking through town, watching other people moving with purpose, conversations, plans, places to be.

In those moments, something shifted, just slightly.

It wasn’t dissatisfaction.

She wasn’t unhappy.

But sometimes, just sometimes, she became aware of how small her world was compared to Daniel’s now.

His days were full. Meetings, decisions, people, movement. A sense of direction that stretched beyond the flat, beyond Sutton, into something larger.

Her world, in contrast, felt quieter. Softer. More contained.

Safe.

She let the thought pass as quickly as it came.

It wasn’t something she needed to dwell on.

This was what she wanted.

Wasn’t it?
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By the time Daniel came home that evening, everything was in place.

The flat looked brighter, more organised, more like a space someone had chosen to live in rather than just moved into. The soft light was on again, the same quiet background noise filling the silence, and dinner was already half prepared.

Grace stood in the kitchen, finishing the last few things, her movements easy, unhurried.

When she heard the door, she turned instinctively, that same warm smile finding her face before she even saw him.

“Hi,” she said softly.

And just like that, the flat felt complete again.


Chapter Four

It came up almost casually.

They were sitting together in the living room, the evening settled into one of their usual rhythms. Dinner plates cleared, the soft glow of the lamp filling the space, something quiet playing in the background. Grace had curled slightly into the corner of the sofa, her legs tucked beneath her, while Daniel sat beside her with his laptop half-open, finishing something from work.

He closed it with a small exhale and leaned back.

“There’s something I meant to mention,” he said.

Grace looked up at him, immediately attentive. “Mm?”

“They’re doing a small thing later this week. Drinks, maybe dinner after. Nothing too formal.”

She shifted slightly, turning toward him more fully. “Work?”

“Yeah.” He nodded. “Just a few people from the team.”

There was a brief pause, the kind that sat just long enough to suggest there was something else.

“Marcus will be there.”

Grace’s expression changed slightly, not dramatically, but enough.

“That’s your…?” she began.

Daniel smiled faintly. “Yeah. Him.”

There was something in his tone again, the same quiet weight she had noticed before. Respect, certainly. Something more than that, too, though she couldn’t quite define it.

Grace sat with that for a moment.

“And you’re going?” she asked.

“Yeah.” He hesitated, then added, “I thought… you could come too.”

That caught her slightly off guard.

“Me?”

“Yeah,” Daniel said, watching her now. “It’s that kind of thing. People bring partners. It’s not just work, exactly.”

Grace tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her mind already moving ahead of her words.

“I don’t know anyone,” she said.

“You’ll know me,” he replied, a small smile touching his mouth. “And I’ll be there the whole time.”

She smiled faintly at that, but the hesitation was still there.

“What’s it like?” she asked.

Daniel considered that for a second. “Nice,” he said finally. “A bit… more than what we’re used to, maybe.”

“More how?”

He gave a small shrug. “Just… different. The kind of place people go after work when they’re doing well.”

Grace nodded slowly, picturing something she wasn’t entirely sure she understood.

“And Marcus will be there,” she said, more to herself than to him.

Daniel noticed that.

“Yeah,” he said. “He will.”

Another small pause settled between them.

Grace shifted slightly, her fingers smoothing absently over the fabric of her skirt. “What would I wear?”

Daniel let out a quiet breath of relief, the question itself an answer.

“Something like you normally do,” he said. “You always look… right.”

Grace glanced at him, a small, uncertain smile forming. “That’s not very helpful.”

“It is,” he said, more firmly than before. “You don’t need to change anything.”

She held his gaze for a second, then nodded.

“Okay.”

There was still a slight nervousness there, but something else too now. Curiosity, perhaps. A sense of stepping into something unfamiliar.

“When is it?” she asked.

“Thursday.”

“That’s soon.”

“Yeah.”

Grace leaned back slightly into the sofa, her thoughts already beginning to turn it over, what it would be like, who would be there, how she would fit into it.

“I’ll come,” she said after a moment.

Daniel smiled, a genuine one this time. “Good.”
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Later that night, as she stood in front of the mirror getting ready for bed, the thought returned to her.

Thursday.

She looked at herself for a moment, really looked this time.

Not critically, not in detail, just… with a little more awareness than usual.

Her reflection stared back at her, familiar, unchanged.

And yet the idea of stepping into Daniel’s world, meeting his colleagues, meeting Marcus Bennett, made something shift slightly inside her.

A quiet awareness.

A sense that this was something new.

She reached up, adjusting a strand of her hair, then let her hand fall again.

“It’s just drinks,” she said softly to herself.

But it didn’t feel like just that.


Chapter Five

The bedroom door clicked open softly. Daniel stood there, tie undone, shirt sleeves rolled up, his workday finally shed. His gaze settled on Grace by the mirror, and his tired expression softened into something warmer, something possessive. He didn't say anything for a moment, just watched her. His wife. The thought, simple and profound, always lingered in these quiet moments.

His eyes travelled over her, the simple silk camisole, the way it draped over her shoulders, the shadow it cast between her breasts. “You look beautiful.”

It wasn't a complex observation. It was the truth as he saw it, offered freely, like a gift she’d grown accustomed to receiving. Grace smiled, a small, private curve of her lips. “I was just thinking about Thursday.”

“You’ll be fine,” he said, his hands coming to rest on her waist. His thumbs brushed the silk, feeling the firm curve of her hips beneath. “You’re always fine.”

His touch was familiar, a known map. He leaned in, kissed her neck, just below her ear. The scent of his day, office air, faint coffee, mingled with the clean smell of his skin. She tilted her head, giving him more access, a practiced gesture. His lips were warm, slightly dry. He began to undress her, his movements methodical, unhurried.

The camisole slipped off her shoulders. He let it fall, his eyes taking in her bare breasts. 34C, he knew, but he never thought of sizes. He thought of shape, of softness, of the way they filled his palms perfectly. He cupped one, his thumb circling her nipple, watching it tighten, pebble-hard under his touch. “So perfect,” he murmured, almost to himself.

Grace closed her eyes. This was the ritual. The admiration, the slow exploration. It felt good. It felt safe. His other hand slid down, over the narrow waist he loved, over the curve of her hip, to the hem of her shorts. He pushed them down, letting them pool at her feet. She stood before him now in only her panties, the delicate lace a final, thin barrier.

He knelt. Not in submission, but in focus. His hands smoothed up her legs, from her ankles over her calves, appreciating the long, toned lines. He kissed the inside of her thigh, just above her knee, his breath hot through the lace. Then his fingers hooked into the sides of her panties and drew them down. She stepped out of them.

Now she was fully bare to him. He rose, his gaze sweeping up her body again, a slow, appreciative inventory. He led her to the bed, the sheets cool and crisp against her skin as she lay back. He undressed himself quickly, his own body familiar to her, lean, a little soft around the middle from desk work, but strong.

He joined her, his weight settling beside her, then over her. He kissed her mouth, deep and lingering. His tongue tasted hers, a comfortable, exploring pressure. His hands were everywhere, re-mapping her: the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the firm, heart-shaped curve of her ass as he gripped it, pulling her hips closer to his.

His erection pressed against her thigh, slender average length, hot and firm, a familiar weight she welcomed. She reached for him, her hand sliding down his stomach with practiced ease, her fingers curling around his length. She knew his rhythm, the way he liked to be touched, a firm stroke, a subtle twist of her wrist at the head that always drew a reaction from him. He groaned, a low, pleased sound that vibrated against her lips. “Grace,” he breathed, his voice thick with need.

His hand left her waist and reached toward the bedside table, fumbling for a moment before he pulled out a condom. The sound of the wrapper tearing was soft, almost lost in the quiet room. Grace watched him as he rolled it on, her fingers still lightly grazing his thigh, her touch steady and unhurried. It was part of the routine, something they’d done countless times before, but there was something in the way he looked at her, grateful, appreciative, that made the moment feel intimate all the same.

He settled back over her, his body warm and solid against hers, and she guided him closer, her hips lifting slightly to meet his. “I’ve got you,” she murmured, her voice soft but sure, echoing the quiet confidence that always seemed to ease his tension. Her hands returned to his shoulders, fingers tracing the familiar curve of muscle as he positioned himself. The ritual was safe, comforting, and enough, for now.

He shifted, positioning himself between her legs. He didn't ask; she didn't need to guide him. This was their geometry. He entered her slowly, a smooth, filling pressure that made her gasp softly. It's enough, she thought, as the familiar stretch blossomed into a deeper, warming fullness. This is what it is.

He began to move, a steady, rocking rhythm. His hips drove into hers, each thrust pressing her deeper into the mattress. His hands framed her face, then moved to her breasts, kneading them, rolling her nipples between his fingers. The sensations layered, the deep, internal friction, the sharp, sweet pinch at her peaks, the weight of him covering her, the smell of their skin heating together.

She matched his rhythm, her hips rising to meet his, her body responding on instinct. There was no performance, no trying to be something else. This was her sexuality: responsive, accepting, grounded in this man and this moment. Her pleasure built in a predictable wave—a tightening in her core, a gathering heat, a focus between her legs that sharpened with every thrust.

He watched her face, his own expression open with pleasure and pride. “You feel incredible,” he gritted out, his pace increasing slightly. The bed began a soft, rhythmic creak. She felt his muscles tighten, the control starting to fray. She reached her climax then, not a sudden explosion, but a deep, rolling release that clenched around him, pulling a groan from his throat.

He followed, his thrusts becoming urgent, final. He buried himself deep, held there, and shuddered. His release was hot inside her, a familiar flood. He collapsed beside her, his arm pulling her into his side, her head resting on his shoulder.

They lay in silence, breathing slowing, skin cooling. The room was dark now, only the faint streetlight glow through the window. His hand stroked her hair.

“Thursday,” he said softly, after a long moment. “You’ll wear the blue dress, right? The one with the…”


Chapter Six

Thursday came around more quickly than Grace expected.

The day passed in its usual quiet rhythm, but there was something sitting underneath it now, a low, steady awareness that didn’t quite leave her. Every so often, she would think about the evening ahead, the people, the place, Marcus Bennett, and feel that same small shift of uncertainty mixed with curiosity.

By late afternoon, she found herself standing in the bedroom, looking into the wardrobe.

For a moment, she simply stood there.

Then she reached in.

She moved through her clothes slowly, fingers brushing over familiar fabrics, soft dresses, fitted skirts, simple tops. Everything she owned felt… normal. Everyday. The kind of clothes she had always worn without thinking.

What do you wear to something like this?

She paused, pulling out one dress, then another, holding them briefly before placing them back.

She didn’t want to look out of place.

That mattered more than anything else.

Not too casual. Not too much.

Just… right.

Grace finally chose a dress she knew she felt comfortable in. It was simple, softly fitted, the fabric light and smooth, shaping gently at her waist before falling cleanly over her hips. It wasn’t dramatic, not something that would immediately draw attention, but it sat well on her, following her natural shape in a way that felt easy rather than deliberate.

She held it up for a second, considering it, then nodded slightly to herself.
“That’ll do.”

After a moment, she turned back to the wardrobe, hesitating briefly before reaching for the drawer beneath.

Her underwear was much the same as everything else she owned, simple, neat, chosen more for comfort than anything else. But tonight, she paused a little longer, her fingers moving past the most practical pieces before settling on something softer.

A matching set, pale in colour, soft ivory with the faintest blush of warmth to it, delicate without being overly ornate. The bra was lightly structured, smooth cups shaped to support her naturally, with a subtle lace trim along the edges that added just a touch of softness without drawing too much attention. The straps were thin and simple, sitting neatly against her shoulders.

The panties were cut to match, sitting low on her hips, the same soft fabric at the front with a hint of lace at the sides. They were modest in design, comfortable, but shaped in a way that followed her figure closely, giving a gentle, flattering line without feeling revealing.

It wasn’t bold or overtly sensual, nothing she would have thought of as particularly striking, but it felt… nicer. Prettier.

She held it for a second, then gave a small, almost private smile.

It wasn’t for anyone else, not really.

Just… a little more than usual.

She changed quickly, smoothing the fabric into place without thinking too much about it, then reached for the dress again.

A little later, she stood in front of the mirror, her hair now loose, brushed through so it fell in soft waves over her shoulders. She had taken a little more care than usual, though not enough for it to feel like an effort, just a quiet, deliberate attention that showed in the small details. Her fingers moved lightly over the fabric of her dress, smoothing it at her waist and then down over her hips in an absent, almost unconscious gesture.

Her reflection looked back at her, unchanged, familiar. She didn’t study it for long. To Grace, this was simply part of getting ready, nothing more.

She adjusted the neckline slightly, checked her makeup, light, natural, just enough to lift her features without seeming obvious, then stepped back half a pace. It’s fine, she thought. That was enough.

Daniel noticed the moment she stepped into the room.

He had been in the living area, finishing something quickly before they left, but as soon as he looked up, his attention settled on her and stayed there. For a second, he didn’t say anything.

Grace paused, catching it. “What?”

Daniel shook his head faintly, as though pulling himself back. “Nothing. You just…” He smiled then, more fully. “You look really nice.”

She glanced down at herself, a small, almost dismissive smile touching her lips. “It’s just a dress.”

“It’s a good one,” he said, already standing.

He crossed the room toward her, his gaze moving over her in a way that was familiar, appreciative without being intense, the kind of look that came from knowing her well rather than discovering her. There was comfort in it, something steady and genuine.

“You always get it right,” he added.

Grace felt a small warmth rise at that, though she didn’t quite know how to respond to it. “I just didn’t want to look out of place.”

“You won’t,” Daniel said easily.

There was confidence in his voice, but beneath it, something quieter. Pride.

He stood beside her for a moment, adjusting his cuff absentmindedly before glancing at her again. He liked the idea of walking into that room with her, of people seeing her, of knowing she was his.

Grace caught the look this time, just for a second, and something in it made her pause.

“What?” she asked again, softer now.

Daniel shook his head, smiling. “Nothing.”

But it wasn’t nothing.

A few minutes later, they were ready.

Grace picked up her bag, checking it quickly out of habit, then turned toward the door. Daniel grabbed his jacket, keys already in hand.

There was a small pause as they both stepped into the hallway.

Something about it felt different.

Not dramatic. Not overwhelming.

Just… a moment.

Grace glanced at Daniel, then back toward the door.

“Ready?” he asked.

She nodded.

“Yes.”

And this time, when she said it, there was something else there too.

Not just certainty.

Something quieter.

Something new.


Chapter Seven

The journey into London felt different that night.

Grace sat beside Daniel, watching the city change gradually through the window, the quieter streets giving way to something brighter, busier, more deliberate. The buildings grew taller, the movement more purposeful, people stepping quickly along pavements, lights reflecting in glass and polished surfaces.

She adjusted her coat slightly, aware of the dress beneath it, of herself in a way she didn’t usually think about.

Daniel glanced at her briefly. “You okay?”

She nodded. “Yeah. Just… different.”

He smiled faintly. “You’ll be fine.”

She believed him.

The building itself was understated.

Not imposing, not showy, but the kind of place that didn’t need to be either. Clean lines, quiet lighting, a doorman who greeted Daniel with a polite nod that suggested recognition rather than formality.

Grace noticed that.

As they stepped inside, the atmosphere shifted immediately.

It was quieter than she expected. Not silent but controlled. Conversations low, measured, the sound of glasses, soft laughter, the subtle movement of people who seemed entirely comfortable in the space.

Grace stayed close to Daniel without thinking about it.

“Just stick with me at first,” he said quietly. “I’ll introduce you.”

She nodded.

The first introductions came quickly.

A small group near the bar, two men, both slightly older than Daniel, their posture relaxed in a way that suggested familiarity with the space. Their partners stood beside them, both well-dressed, polished, confident without appearing forced.

“Daniel,” one of them said, turning as they approached. “Good to see you.”

“Hi,” Daniel replied, shaking hands. “This is Grace.”

Grace smiled, polite, warm. “Hi.”

They greeted her easily, their attention brief but not dismissive, the kind of acknowledgement that felt practiced rather than uncertain.

“Nice to meet you,” one of the women said, her tone smooth, her smile easy.

Grace returned it, aware, just slightly, of the difference between them.

The other woman wore something more fitted, more deliberate. Her makeup a little stronger, her posture more assured. She spoke easily, moving between conversation without hesitation.

Grace listened, joining in when she could, nodding, smiling, aware that she was slightly quieter, slightly more reserved.

But not out of place.

Not quite.

More people arrived.

Names passed around, introductions repeated, hands shaken, smiles exchanged. The group expanded, then shifted, conversations forming and reforming naturally.

Daniel seemed comfortable here.

More than she had expected.

Grace noticed the change in him, the way he spoke, slightly more focused, more precise, but still himself. He listened carefully, responded thoughtfully. He wasn’t the most dominant presence in the group, but he wasn’t lost in it either.

She felt a small sense of pride at that.

She became aware of the women more as the evening settled.

Not in a critical way, just… observant.

They were different from her.

Not better, not necessarily more attractive, but more certain. More aware of how they presented themselves, how they moved, how they spoke. There was a confidence there that felt practiced, as if they understood the environment and their place within it.

Grace adjusted her posture slightly without realising.

Smoothed her dress again, lightly.

Listened a little more carefully.

“Drink?” Daniel asked quietly.

She nodded. “Yes, please.”

He disappeared briefly toward the bar, leaving her standing with two of the women. They turned to her easily, including her without hesitation.

“So how are you finding it?” one of them asked.

Grace smiled. “It’s… nice. Different.”

“That’s a good way of putting it,” the other said, amused.

Grace laughed softly, relaxing just slightly.

Maybe she could do this.

When Daniel returned, he handed her a glass, their fingers brushing briefly.

“You’re doing great,” he said quietly.

Grace gave him a small look. “Am I?”

“Yeah.”

There was that same note again.

Pride.

It was only later, as the room shifted again, as people moved and conversations broke and reformed, that Grace became aware of something else.

Not a sound.

Not a movement.

Just… a presence.

She didn’t turn immediately.

She felt it first.

Then, slowly, she glanced across the room.

And saw him.

Marcus Bennett.

He stood slightly apart from the group, not isolated, but not positioned within it either, speaking with two men, his posture relaxed, his attention focused, the conversation centred around him without appearing to be.

Grace found herself looking at him properly now.

He was taller than she had expected, standing easily above the others around him, his height giving him a natural presence even before anything else. There was something composed about the way he held himself, his shoulders set, his movements controlled without ever seeming stiff. Even at a distance, he stood out.

And he was… striking.

Not in a youthful way, not in the way she might have noticed someone her own age, but in something quieter, more assured. His features were strong, defined, his expression calm, self-contained. There was a maturity to him that didn’t diminish his appearance, if anything, it seemed to sharpen it.

He looked like a man who took care of himself.

Not obviously, not for display, but in the small details, his posture, the way his suit fit him, the sense of underlying strength in his frame. There was nothing careless about him.

Grace watched for just a moment longer than she meant to.

And then, without warning, he looked up.

It wasn’t sudden, not in a way that drew attention, but his gaze lifted naturally from the conversation, and for a brief second, it settled on her. Direct. Steady. Unmistakably aware.

Grace felt it immediately.

The contact was brief, no more than a moment, but it was enough.

She looked away at once, her breath catching slightly as she lowered her eyes, as if she had been caught doing something she hadn’t meant to do.

Her fingers tightened subtly around her glass.

“Is that him?” she asked, her voice low.

Daniel followed her gaze briefly, then nodded. “Yeah.”

Grace nodded once, her eyes still lowered.

She didn’t look back.

She didn’t say anything else.

But something had shifted.


Chapter Eight

The key slid into the lock with a familiar click, a sound that meant home. Grace felt Daniel’s hand on her back, a steady, warm pressure guiding her through the door into the dim, quiet flat. The evening’s air, the hum of the city, the soft murmur of professional voices, all of it fell away, replaced by the silence of their own space. She slipped off her heels, the relief immediate as her feet met the cool laminate floor.

Daniel dropped his jacket on the armchair and turned to her. In the low light from the kitchen, his eyes were soft, his expression open. He didn't speak. He just looked at her, a long, appreciative look that travelled from her face down the line of her dress—the simple, elegant blue one he’d asked her to wear. It had felt right tonight. It had felt safe.

“You were amazing,” he said finally, his voice low and full. “You were… perfect.”

She smiled, a genuine warmth spreading through her chest. His approval was a blanket, wrapping her in comfort. “It was nice,” she said, her own voice quiet. “Your colleagues were friendly.”

“They loved you.” He stepped closer, his hands coming to her waist, finding the familiar narrow curve beneath the fabric. “Marcus Bennett noticed you, I think. He said you looked very elegant.”

Marcus Bennett. The name landed softly in the room. Grace felt a tiny, curious flutter, like a page turning in a book she hadn’t opened yet. She didn't reply. Instead, she leaned into Daniel’s touch, letting his hands pull her against him. His body was warm, solid. He smelled of the evening—a faint trace of wine, of his clean, familiar skin.

He kissed her. It was slow, deep, a reclamation. His tongue tasted hers, a searching, comfortable pressure. His hands moved up her back, finding the zip of her dress. He lowered it slowly, the sound a quiet whisper in the room. The dress loosened, and he helped her slide it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in her underwear—a matching set of simple lace, chosen for support, not seduction.

He knelt again, that familiar, focused posture. His hands smoothed up her legs, over her calves, her thighs, his thumbs tracing the inner seams of her stockings. He peeled them off carefully, rolling them down, his fingertips brushing her skin. Then his hands settled on her hips, his thumbs hooking into the lace of her panties. He drew them down, and she stepped free.

She was bare now. The cool air of the flat touched her skin, but his gaze was warmer. He rose, his eyes drinking her in, the full, firm shape of her breasts, the large, dark nipples already tightening in the cool air, the narrow waist, the soft, rounded curve of her hips, the long, toned lines of her legs. “God, Grace,” he breathed, a reverent whisper. “You’re so beautiful.”

He began to undress himself, his movements quick, efficient. His shirt, his trousers, his socks. His body emerged, lean, with the slight softness at his middle from long hours at a desk, but strong in the shoulders, in the arms that would hold her. He was already aroused, his erection firm and ready.

He led her to the bedroom, not to the bed immediately, but to the space beside it. He turned her, his hands on her shoulders, so she faced the wall. “Let me look at you,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. His palms slid down her back, over the smooth dip of her spine, over the firm, heart-shaped swell of her ass. He cupped it, his fingers squeezing the full, rounded flesh. He leaned in, kissed the back of her neck, then his hands came around to her front, sliding up to her breasts.

He took them in his hands, weighing them, feeling their soft, perfect weight. He rolled her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, the sensation sharp and sweet, making her gasp. His erection pressed against her lower back, hot and insistent. One hand drifted down, over her stomach, through the soft curls, to find her already warm and yielding. His fingers parted her, a gentle exploration, then one slipped inside. She arched against him, a soft moan escaping her lips. He knew her body, knew the rhythm of touch that would make her pulse quicken, a slow, circling pressure, then a deeper, filling stroke.

"You're so ready for me," he whispered into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. He turned her gently, guiding her back towards their bed. She lay down, sighing as the cool cotton sheets embraced her bare skin.

Daniel reached toward the nightstand; his movements practiced from countless nights like this. The foil packet made a quiet crinkling sound as he opened it, his fingers working efficiently. She watched through half-lidded eyes as he rolled the condom down his slim, slightly below-average erection, a familiar routine that spoke of responsibility rather than passion.

He joined her on the bed, his weight settling over her in a way that felt like home. His hips slotted perfectly between her thighs, their bodies fitting together with the ease of long familiarity. He didn't wait, didn't tease, just guided himself into her with one smooth motion that filled her completely.

Grace gasped, arching slightly as her body accepted him, welcoming that familiar stretching pressure that never failed to make her feel both cherished and claimed. The condom created a barely-there barrier between them, but after three years together, she hardly noticed its presence anymore. It was simply part of their loving, part of their careful life together.

He began to move. A steady, rocking rhythm, his hips driving into hers, each thrust pressing her deeper into the mattress. His hands framed her face, then moved to her breasts again, kneading them, his thumbs brushing her nipples with every push. The sensations layered, building a predictable, reliable heat, the deep friction inside her, the sharp pleasure at her peaks, the weight of him, the scent of their skin mingling.

She matched him, her hips rising to meet his thrusts, her body responding on a deep, ingrained instinct. This was her sexuality: grounded, responsive, a safe harbour. Her pleasure built in a steady wave, tightening her core, focusing everything between her legs. She watched his face, his eyes locked on hers, his expression open with pride, with possession.

“You feel incredible,” he gritted out, his pace increasing. The bed began its familiar, gentle creak. His control started to fray; his thrusts became harder, deeper. She felt her own climax approaching, not as a surprise, but as a destination she knew well. It rolled through her, a deep, clenching release that pulled a groan from his throat.

He followed instantly, his movements becoming urgent, final. He buried himself deep, held there, and shuddered. His release filled the condom. He collapsed beside her, his arm pulling her into his side, her head finding his shoulder.

They lay in silence, breathing slowing. The room was dark, only a sliver of moonlight through the window. His hand stroked her hair, his touch lazy, satisfied.

Grace closed her eyes, feeling the solid contentment of his body beside hers. This was enough. This was everything. The evening, the voices, the subtle shift in the air, it was all outside, beyond this warm, safe circle.

But as Daniel’s breathing deepened into sleep, Grace remained awake. Her mind, quiet and loose, drifted back to the soft-lit room, the low laughter, the sense of something else. She thought of Marcus Bennett. Not in a sexual way, not with any desire. Just… a curiosity. A quiet wondering.

What is his life like? she mused, her thoughts soft and dreamlike. What kind of woman would be beside him? The image was vague, someone elegant, assured, moving through spaces with a natural confidence Grace didn't possess. She imagined conversations that were sharper, more knowing, a world that was bigger, brighter.

Daniel shifted beside her, mumbling something sleepy. She turned her head, kissed his shoulder. This is my world, she thought. This is good. But the other image lingered, a faint, distant silhouette against a different sky.

Of course, here is a smoother, more immersive rewrite of the chapter in clean, flowing novelistic prose:


Chapter Nine

Monday came quietly, slipping in without urgency, as though the weekend had simply folded itself away and left everything exactly where it had been before. The evening at the club lingered somewhere at the edge of Grace’s thoughts, not gone, but softened now, like something half-remembered rather than fully understood.

By the time Daniel returned home, the flat had settled back into its familiar rhythm. Grace had spent the day as she always did, moving calmly through her routine, tidying, organising, stepping briefly out into town and back again. It was a life she understood, one that felt contained and certain. And yet, every so often, without warning, her thoughts drifted, catching on fragments she couldn’t quite place. A room. A voice. A presence. She never stayed with it long enough to examine it.

The sound of the key turning in the lock came just after six, and Grace looked up instinctively from the kitchen, a small, automatic smile already forming before the door had even opened.

“Hi,” she said softly as Daniel stepped inside.

“Hi,” he replied, loosening his tie as he came in, his eyes finding her almost immediately. There was a tiredness in him, but something else too, something faintly lifted beneath it, like a thought he hadn’t yet said out loud.

He crossed the room without hesitation and kissed her, brief but warm, his hand settling at her waist in that familiar, grounding way. “How was your day?” he asked.

“Good,” she said. “Quiet.”

He nodded, though his attention seemed elsewhere for a moment, as if he were deciding how to say something. Grace watched him, noticing the shift before he spoke.

“What?” she asked lightly.

Daniel hesitated, then gave a small, almost disbelieving smile. “Something came up today.”

“At work?”

“Yeah.” He ran a hand through his hair, still looking at her. “Marcus invited us to dinner.”

The words were simple, but they didn’t land that way.

Grace blinked, caught slightly off guard. “Us?”

“Yeah. Both of us.” He paused, then added, “Just the three of us.”

She felt something shift, small but definite.

“Oh.”

Daniel let out a short breath, something between surprise and quiet excitement. “Marcus actually came down to our office today,” he said. “That’s… not something he usually does. And he asked if you and I would have dinner with him this Friday.”

Grace leaned lightly back against the counter, her thoughts adjusting, settling into place. “Dinner?” she repeated, softer now.

“Yeah. Not a group thing. Just…” He gestured slightly, searching for the right word. “More private, I guess.”

She nodded slowly, taking that in.

“That’s… nice,” she said, though there was a trace of uncertainty beneath the words.

Daniel caught it immediately. “It’s a good thing,” he said. “It means he likes us. Or at least… he’s interested.”

“Interested?” she echoed.

“In me,” he clarified quickly. “In my work. It’s how things move forward.”

Grace nodded again. That made sense. Of course it did.

“And he specifically said both of us?” she asked.

Daniel smiled faintly. “Yeah.”

There was something else in that smile now, something quieter, more thoughtful. “He said he wanted to meet you properly,” Daniel added, after a brief pause. “He didn’t really get a chance to talk to you last Thursday.”

Grace felt that same flicker of awareness from the other night return, brief but unmistakable. She lowered her gaze for a moment, then looked back at him.

“Well,” she said gently, “we should go then.”

Daniel’s expression settled into something warmer, relief and pride easing into place. “Yeah,” he said. “I think we should.”

Later, as Grace moved around the kitchen preparing dinner, the thought returned to her again.

Friday.

Not a room full of people this time, not a space she could blend into, but something smaller, closer. Just the three of them.

She paused for a moment, her hand resting lightly against the counter as she considered it.

A different kind of evening.

More personal.

She wasn’t sure why that made her feel slightly nervous.

Or why, beneath that, there was something else entirely.

Something quieter.

Something she didn’t quite name.

Dinner was simple that evening.

Grace moved around the kitchen with her usual quiet efficiency, finishing things she had already half-prepared earlier in the day. Daniel sat at the small table, his sleeves rolled slightly, watching her now and then without saying much, his expression still carrying that faint sense of something new.

They ate together as they always did, facing each other across the table, the conversation easy, familiar. Work came up first, Daniel talking through parts of his day, small details, people Grace didn’t know but was beginning to recognise by name.

But it didn’t take long before the conversation circled back.

“Friday,” Grace said, almost absently, as she set her fork down for a moment.

Daniel glanced up. “Yeah.”

She hesitated slightly, then gave a small, thoughtful smile. “I’ll need a dress.”

Daniel leaned back a fraction, watching her. “You’ve got loads of dresses.”

She shook her head lightly. “Not like that.”

“Like what?”

Grace considered it, her fingers resting against the edge of her plate. “Just… something nice. Something that feels right for it.”

Daniel studied her for a moment, then smiled faintly. “You always look good.”

She smiled back, but there was a slight distance in it now, not disagreement, just… consideration.

“I know,” she said softly. “I just… want to make an effort.”

There was something in the way she said it that made Daniel pause.

“Because it’s him?” he asked, not sharply, but with quiet curiosity.

Grace looked up at him, meeting his eyes. “Because it matters to you,” she said simply.

Daniel held her gaze for a second, then nodded, something settling in his expression again.

“Yeah,” he said. “It does.”

Grace picked up her glass, taking a small sip, her thoughts already moving ahead of her.

Friday.

A different kind of evening.

Not a room full of people this time. Just the three of them.

She found herself picturing it without quite meaning to, the setting, the conversation, the way it might feel to sit across from him, to be seen more directly, more closely.

Her fingers moved lightly against the stem of her glass.

“I’ll find something,” she said, more to herself than to Daniel.

He smiled, watching her for a moment. “You will.”

There was a brief pause before he added, more casually, “Why don’t you go into town tomorrow? Get something you really like.”

Grace glanced up, slightly surprised.

Daniel reached into his wallet, sliding his card out and placing it lightly on the table between them. “Here,” he said. “Take this.”

She looked at it for a second, then back at him. “Daniel…”

“It’s fine,” he said easily. “It’s for Friday. I want you to feel good.”

There was something simple in the way he said it, something genuine.

Grace felt a small warmth at that, a quiet appreciation she didn’t quite put into words. She reached out, picking up the card, turning it lightly between her fingers.

“Okay,” she said softly. “I will.”

Daniel smiled, satisfied, and leaned back in his chair.

Grace set the card down beside her plate for a moment, her thoughts already beginning to shift again, this time toward something more practical.

What she might choose.

What would feel right.

And, without quite realising it, what it might feel like to be seen in it.

Later, as she cleared the table, the thought stayed with her.

Not in a way that unsettled her.

Just… present.

Like something waiting.




Chapter Ten

The flat felt different that evening, though nothing in it had changed. The same soft lighting filled the room, the same familiar shapes and quiet corners, and yet there was something in the air that hadn’t been there before, a quiet anticipation that seemed to settle into the space and linger.

Grace stood in the bedroom for a moment longer than she needed to. She was already dressed. She just hadn’t stepped out yet.

Her eyes moved over her reflection again, slower this time. The dress was not like anything she usually wore. It was darker, more fitted, the fabric hugging her body closely, drawing in at her waist before falling over her hips in a smooth, uninterrupted line. It finished higher on her thigh than she was used to, leaving more of her legs exposed than she would normally choose.

It wasn’t inappropriate. But it was different.

She shifted slightly, watching the way the fabric moved with her, how it followed her shape rather than softening it. Without a bra beneath it, the line of her body felt more natural, the gentle curve of her chest defined by the dress itself rather than structured beneath it. She wasn’t used to that. It made her pause.

Her hand lifted, brushing lightly across the fabric at her waist, then lower, smoothing it over her hips. The material sat close against her, leaving very little to distraction, every movement reflected subtly in its surface. Underneath, she felt different too. Lighter, more aware. The black satin thong she had chosen was simple, minimal, something she owned but rarely wore. It wasn’t for anyone else, not really, just something that had felt right with the dress. Something that matched the way it made her feel, even if she couldn’t quite explain why.

She drew in a small breath. “It’s fine,” she murmured to herself, and after a moment, she stepped out into the living room.

Daniel looked up.

For a second, he didn’t move.

Grace paused in the doorway, suddenly aware of herself in a way she hadn’t been a moment before. The silence stretched just enough for her to notice it.

“What?” she asked, a hint of uncertainty in her voice.

Daniel blinked, as though catching up with what he was seeing, and let out a quiet breath. “Wow.”

It wasn’t said loudly, but it carried enough weight.

He stood slowly, his gaze fixed on her now, not just noticing but taking her in properly, the dress, the way it fitted her, the way it moved with her body, the way it revealed more than she usually allowed. He had never seen her like this. Not quite.

“You look…” he began, then stopped, searching for the right word. “You look incredible.”

Grace felt warmth rise in her, a mix of reassurance and something else she didn’t quite recognise. “It’s not too much?” she asked.

Daniel shook his head immediately. “No. No, it’s…” He gave a small, almost disbelieving smile. “It’s perfect.”

He stepped closer, slower now, his eyes still moving over her in a way that felt different from before, not just comfortable appreciation, but something sharper, more aware.

“You’ve never worn anything like this,” he said quietly.

Grace gave a small smile. “I thought… maybe I should.”

“For him?” The words slipped out before he had fully considered them.

Grace met his eyes for a moment, then shook her head lightly. “For tonight.”

There was a brief pause, something unspoken passing between them.

Daniel nodded once. “Right.”

But he didn’t look away.

His hand came to her waist, resting there, feeling the line of her through the fabric, the closeness of it, the way there was nothing between the dress and her skin to soften it. “You look amazing,” he said again, softer this time.

Grace let out a small breath, some of the tension easing from her shoulders. “Okay,” she said quietly. “Good.”

A few minutes later, they were ready to leave. Grace picked up her bag, her movements slightly more deliberate now, aware of how the dress moved with her, how it felt against her body as she walked. Daniel grabbed his jacket, though his attention kept drifting back to her, as if he couldn’t quite help it.

At the door, they paused for a moment, neither of them quite saying why.

Grace turned slightly toward him. “Ready?”

Daniel looked at her again, just for a second longer than necessary, then nodded. “Yeah.”

But as they stepped out into the evening, he couldn’t quite shake the feeling that something had changed.

Not dramatically.

Not yet.

But enough.


Chapter Eleven

The restaurant was not somewhere Grace would ever have chosen herself. Not because she wouldn’t have liked it, but because it simply wasn’t the kind of place she would have thought to go. It sat just off a quieter street in the West End, its entrance understated to the point of being almost easy to miss. There was no bright signage, no display, just a discreet door and the quiet suggestion that what lay inside was reserved for those who already knew.

Marcus had chosen it. That, somehow, explained everything.

Inside, the atmosphere shifted immediately. The lighting was low but carefully placed, each table softly illuminated without breaking the overall calm. Conversations were subdued, contained, the kind of space where voices didn’t need to rise to be heard. The staff moved smoothly between tables, attentive without ever appearing to watch.

Grace felt it as soon as she stepped in, that sense of entering somewhere different. Not louder or more extravagant than anywhere else she had been, but more certain, more composed. A place where everything seemed to exist exactly as it should.

Marcus was already there.

He stood as they approached, greeting Daniel first with a brief, professional handshake before turning to Grace with that same composed attention she had noticed before.

“Grace,” he said, inclining his head slightly.

“Hello,” she replied, her voice steady, though she was aware of herself in a way she hadn’t quite been before.

“You look very well this evening.”

The words were simple, but they carried a weight that made her pause, just for a second. “Thank you,” she said, a small smile forming.

He held her gaze for a fraction longer than was strictly necessary, then gestured toward the table. “Please.”

Dinner unfolded with an ease that surprised her. There was nothing forced about it, nothing that made her feel she needed to adjust herself or choose her words too carefully. Marcus guided the conversation without ever appearing to control it, asking questions that felt natural, drawing her in without making it obvious that he was doing so.

He asked about her day, about the move, about how she was finding London. Not in a passing way, but with a quiet attentiveness that made her feel as though her answers mattered. Daniel spoke as well, about work, about the team, about things Grace only partly followed, but even then, Marcus would bring the conversation gently back toward her, including her without ever making it feel deliberate.

Grace found herself relaxing, more than she had expected. There was something about him, a calm, steady presence that made everything feel slightly easier, as though there was no need to rush or impress. And there was humour too, understated and well-timed, catching her just off guard enough to make her laugh more openly than she usually would in a setting like this.

At some point, she realised she had forgotten to be nervous.

That surprised her.

Across the table, Daniel watched it all with a quiet sense of satisfaction. Marcus was engaged, attentive, exactly the kind of interaction he had hoped for. It felt like a good sign, professionally as much as socially. He had never expected something this direct, this personal. And Grace, as he had known she would be, was entirely herself. Easy, natural, quietly confident in a way that didn’t draw attention to itself.

It made something settle in him.

Pride.

By the time the main course had cleared, the atmosphere at the table had softened further. Glasses were refilled, conversation easing into a more relaxed rhythm. Marcus leaned back slightly in his chair, his attention returning to Grace.

“You keep yourself fit?” he asked, his tone conversational.

Grace hesitated for a fraction of a second before nodding. “A little. I do Pilates mostly.”

“It shows,” he said simply.

There was no emphasis in the words, no suggestion beyond the statement itself, but she felt a small, unexpected warmth at the comment. She wasn’t used to being observed in that way, not directly.

“I have a place I train,” he continued, as though it were the most natural extension of the conversation. “Early mornings. Quiet. Good people.”

Grace listened, her attention held without effort.

“You should come,” he said, looking at her directly now. “Monday morning. I’ll introduce you. You can have a session, see if you like it.”

The offer was delivered without pressure, without expectation, but it landed with a quiet clarity all the same.

Grace glanced briefly at Daniel, then back at Marcus. “That’s very kind,” she said.

Daniel nodded immediately. “That sounds like a great idea.”

Marcus gave a small, approving nod, as if the matter were already settled. “Good.”

The evening ended as smoothly as it had begun. Outside, the air felt cooler, the sounds of the city returning in a way that seemed louder after the quiet of the restaurant. Grace walked beside Daniel, her thoughts still settling, the evening lingering in a way she hadn’t quite expected.

“That was…” she began, then paused, searching for the right word.

“Yeah,” Daniel said. “It was.”

She smiled faintly, looking ahead. “He’s easy to talk to.”

Daniel nodded. “He is.”

There was a brief silence between them.

“He likes you,” Daniel added, almost casually.

Grace felt that same small flicker again, the one she still hadn’t quite named.

This time, she didn’t dismiss it.

She didn’t say anything either.

But the thought stayed with her as they walked on, quiet and persistent, like something just beginning to take shape.


Chapter Twelve

Saturday morning settled into the flat with an easy quiet, the light softer than during the week, filtering gently through the window as the pace of the day unfolded without urgency. Grace moved around the kitchen as she always did, making coffee, setting out breakfast, her movements calm and familiar, while Daniel sat at the small table, still waking fully, his attention drifting between his phone and the rhythm of the room.

For a while, they ate in comfortable silence, the kind that needed no effort. It was Grace who broke it, setting her cup down lightly as the thought returned to her.

“I’ll need something for Monday,” she said, almost casually.

Daniel looked up. “Monday?”

“The gym,” she said. “If I’m going to go… I’ll need something to wear.”

He paused for a moment, then nodded slowly as the meaning settled. “Right. Yeah, of course.”

Grace glanced down briefly, considering it as she spoke. “I don’t really have anything that feels right for that.”

Daniel leaned back slightly in his chair, thinking it through in his own way. “Then we’ll get you something.”

She looked up at him. “It might be a bit more than I’d usually spend.”

“That’s fine,” he said without hesitation. “It’s not just any gym, is it?”

There was a quiet logic to it that made immediate sense to him. “If you’re training there, with him…” He let the thought hang for a moment before finishing it more firmly. “You should look the part.”

Grace held his gaze for a second, then nodded, the decision settling into place more easily than she had expected. “Yes,” she said softly. “That’s what I was thinking.”

Daniel smiled faintly, something inside him aligning neatly. This felt like progress, not just socially, but professionally. Being noticed, being included, stepping into spaces like that, it mattered. And if Grace was part of that, if she was being seen alongside him, then that mattered too.

“Let’s go into town,” he said. “This morning.”

Grace smiled. “Okay.”
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Sutton High Street was already busy when they arrived, the weekend energy building slowly, people moving with a little more ease, no rush, no pressure. Grace walked beside Daniel, her thoughts quietly turning over what she might choose, what would feel right for somewhere she had never been before.

The shop was bright and open, filled with clean lines and fitted clothing, everything arranged with a kind of effortless precision. It felt different from the places she normally went, more focused somehow, more intentional.

Grace hesitated for only a moment as they stepped inside, then moved forward.

She took her time, her fingers moving over the fabrics, lifting pieces from the rails, holding them briefly, considering. Everything felt more defined than what she was used to, tighter, more fitted, designed to follow the body rather than soften it.

Daniel stayed close, watching more than he spoke.

“You should try a few,” he said.

Grace nodded, already selecting a couple of options.

The changing room was quiet, softly lit, the mirror larger than the one at home. Grace stepped inside and closed the door behind her, taking a moment as she looked at what she had chosen.

A fitted vest top, simple, clean, close to the body.

And a pair of shorts, shorter than anything she would normally wear.

She hesitated only briefly before changing.

When she stepped out, Daniel looked up.

And for a moment, he didn’t say anything.

Grace shifted slightly, aware of it straight away. “What?”

Daniel let out a small breath, his gaze moving over her in a way that was different now, more deliberate, less automatic.

The top followed her shape closely, leaving little to suggestion, the line of her waist, the natural curve of her chest, all more visible than he was used to seeing. The shorts sat high on her hips, fitted and shaping, revealing the length of her legs and the firm, roundedness of her heart-shaped ass.

He had seen her body before, of course he had, but not like this.

Not presented this way.

“That’s…” he began, then stopped, shaking his head slightly. “That’s really nice.”

Grace glanced down at herself, smoothing the fabric lightly at her waist. “It’s a bit fitted.”

“That’s the point, isn’t it?” he said, though his tone had shifted.

She looked back at him, catching something in his expression now, something more aware than she had seen before.

“Do you think it’s too much?” she asked.

Daniel hesitated, just for a moment, then shook his head.

“No,” he said. “No, it’s right.”

And he meant it.

Grace held his gaze for a second longer, then nodded slowly. “Okay.”

She tried another set, and then another, each one slightly different, but all built around the same idea, fitted, shaped, deliberate. And each time she stepped out, Daniel found himself looking at her in a way he hadn’t quite before.

Not just as his wife.

But as a woman other people would notice.

That thought stayed with him.

By the time they left, the decision had been made. Grace carried the bag lightly at her side, her expression calm, but there was something new beneath it now. Not dramatic, not fully formed, but present all the same.

Monday no longer felt abstract.

It felt real.


Chapter Thirteen

Monday morning came earlier than Grace would have liked. The light was softer, cooler, the kind that belonged only to the very start of the day, when everything still felt quiet and undisturbed. Daniel had already left, moving carefully through the flat as he always did, leaving behind a faint trace of warmth that faded slowly into stillness.

For a moment, she lay there, aware of the day ahead, not fully awake, but not quite able to drift back to sleep either. Then, with a small breath, she pushed herself up and began to get ready.

Dressing felt different that morning.

The outfit she had bought lay neatly where she had left it, folded with more intention than anything else she owned. She picked it up, her fingers brushing lightly over the fabric before pulling it on. The material settled close against her skin, the fitted top shaping naturally over the soft, full curve of her chest, following the line of her narrow waist before meeting the waistband of the shorts. They sat higher on her hips than she was used to, shaping to her in a way that made her pause for a moment in front of the mirror.

Grace Carter was the kind of woman whose beauty revealed itself gradually rather than all at once. Her long dark blonde hair fell in loose, natural waves around her shoulders, framing a face that was soft, open, and quietly expressive. Her blue-green eyes held a warmth that made her easy to look at, easy to approach, and her features, full lips, smooth skin, a gentle femininity, gave her a presence that felt natural rather than constructed.

It was her figure, though, that seemed more visible this morning.

The fitted fabric left little to soften her shape. Her waist drew in cleanly, giving way to the balanced curve of her hips, the shorts tracing the rounded line beneath without hiding it. Her legs, long and toned from Pilates, carried her easily, her posture relaxed but upright, her movements smooth without effort. There was nothing exaggerated about her, nothing deliberate, and yet in clothing like this, the quiet definition of her body became harder to overlook.

She looked at herself for a moment longer than usual.

Not critically.

Just… aware.

Then she adjusted the waistband slightly and stepped away.

“It’s just the gym,” she murmured, though the words didn’t quite settle.
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The gym was not what she had expected.

It wasn’t large or crowded, and it didn’t carry the noise or distraction she had imagined. Instead, it felt controlled, curated, a space where everything had its place and purpose. The equipment was spaced carefully, the lighting soft but precise, and the people there moved with a quiet focus that made the whole room feel composed.

Marcus was already there.

He turned as she approached, dressed simply in dark training clothes that fitted him as precisely as everything else she had seen him wear. Even here, there was that same sense of control about him, nothing excessive, nothing careless.

“Grace,” he said.

“Good morning,” she replied.

His gaze moved over her briefly, not lingering, but observant in a way that made her aware of herself again, of the way the fabric sat against her, of how visible she felt in it.

“This is Aaron,” Marcus said, gesturing toward the man beside him.

Aaron was younger, perhaps mid-thirties, tall and powerfully built, his physique defined in a way that spoke of constant, disciplined training. His presence was more physical than Marcus’s, more immediate, but still controlled in its own way.

“Nice to meet you,” he said.

“And you,” Grace replied.

The session began without fuss.

Aaron guided her first, demonstrating each movement clearly, correcting her posture with small, precise adjustments, while Marcus observed, occasionally stepping in with quiet, measured instruction. Grace found herself focusing more than she had expected, her attention settling into the rhythm of the exercises.

Deadlifts first.

She positioned herself carefully, aware of her stance, her grip, the way her body aligned. As she lifted, she felt the tension move through her, the controlled pull of effort, her muscles responding in a way that demanded her full attention.

In the mirror ahead of her, her reflection moved with her.

Grace Carter was the kind of woman whose beauty revealed itself gradually rather than all at once, but here, in the fitted lines of the gym outfit, there was very little left softened or hidden. Her long dark blonde hair fell loosely around her shoulders, her skin lightly flushed now with the first signs of exertion, her expression focused but open, her blue-green eyes steady as she concentrated on the movement.

The top followed her closely, shaping over the full, natural curve of her chest, the soft definition of her waist clear as she lifted and lowered with controlled precision. The shorts traced the line of her hips and the firm, rounded curve beneath, moving with her as she bent and straightened, revealing the strength in her long, toned legs. There was a quiet balance to her body, soft and feminine, yet defined enough that every movement carried a subtle, natural presence.

She didn’t see it the way others might have.

To her, it was simply effort, focus, getting the movement right.

“Keep your back straight,” Aaron said.

Marcus stood slightly to the side, his attention steady, observing without interruption. “Good,” he added. “That’s it.”

Squats followed, then the chest press, then the lat pull-down, each movement deliberate, each repetition measured. Grace moved through them with growing confidence, her breathing steadying, her body adjusting to the rhythm of effort and control, unaware of how naturally striking she appeared in motion.

As she worked, she became aware of herself in a different way.

Not just how she looked, but how she moved.

The fitted clothing made every shift of her body visible, the engagement of her muscles, the line of her posture, the controlled strength in her legs and hips. It was unfamiliar, but not uncomfortable. Just… new.

Marcus noticed it.

“You’re stronger than you think,” he said at one point.

Grace let out a small breath, half a laugh. “I’m not sure about that.”

He shook his head slightly. “You are.”

There was no emphasis in his tone.

Just certainty.

By the time they moved into stretching, her body felt warm and worked, but not exhausted. The pace slowed, movements lengthening, her breathing returning to something calmer.

It felt good.

Better than she had expected.

Afterwards, Marcus gestured toward the back of the gym. “Come.”

The sauna was quieter still, set apart from everything else. The heat settled around her almost immediately, soft but enveloping, easing the tension from her muscles.

Grace had changed quickly beforehand, wrapping a towel securely around herself, high across her chest, the fabric falling to just above her thighs. It felt different from being in her gym clothes, lighter, more exposed, though still modest enough that she didn’t question it too closely.

Marcus sat beside her, his own towel loosely secured at his waist, his posture as composed as ever, one arm resting along the bench behind him. Even here, in a setting that might have felt informal with someone else, there was nothing careless about him. Everything remained controlled, measured.

Grace became aware of the contrast almost immediately.

The warmth of the air, the closeness of the space, the simplicity of what she was wearing, all of it combined into something she hadn’t quite expected. She wasn’t uncomfortable, not exactly, but she was more aware of herself than she had been before. The towel rested against her skin, the outline of her body softened but not hidden, her shoulders bare, her legs partially exposed.

And beside her, Marcus.

She noticed him properly now in a way she hadn’t before.

Without the structure of his suits, the quiet authority of his presence seemed to settle differently, less formal, but no less controlled. His build was lean but clearly maintained, the kind of shape that came from discipline rather than display. There was strength there, in his shoulders, in the line of his arms, in the easy way he held himself even at rest. For a man his age, he was in remarkably good condition, not exaggerated, not showy, but undeniably well kept.

It made her look for a moment longer than she intended.

Not staring, just… noticing.

There was something about him she found easy to be around. Not just his composure, but the way he spoke, the quiet confidence, the understated humour she had already seen the night before. It made conversation feel simple, natural, as though there was no effort required.

Grace let herself settle back slightly, the heat easing into her muscles as she glanced toward him again, more briefly this time.

She realised, without quite meaning to, that she was enjoying this.

Not just the gym, not just the morning, but his company.

And that, more than anything else, felt new.

She leaned back slightly, closing her eyes for a moment, letting the heat settle into her muscles.

For a while, neither of them spoke.

The silence felt natural, unforced.

There was something about the morning that felt… different. Not just the gym, but the way everything had been arranged, the ease of it, the quiet attention, the sense that she had been included in something she hadn’t known existed before.

She opened her eyes again, aware of Marcus beside her, of the steady presence he carried even here.

“You do this every morning?” she asked.

“Most,” he said.

Grace nodded slowly, her fingers adjusting lightly against the edge of the towel without thinking, a small, unconscious movement.

It made sense.

Everything about him seemed built on that kind of consistency.

And sitting there beside him, in the quiet heat, she felt something she hadn’t expected.

Not out of place.

But… included.


Chapter Fourteen

That evening settled back into something familiar, the quiet rhythm of the flat returning as it always did once the day had ended. The light was softer again, the outside world held at a distance, reduced to the faint glow through the windows and the occasional sound drifting up from the street below.

Grace moved around the kitchen a little more slowly than usual.

There was a heaviness in her body she wasn’t used to, not unpleasant, but present all the same. Her muscles carried the memory of the morning, a deep, steady ache that made each movement feel slightly more deliberate, as if her body were reminding her of something new it had done.

Daniel noticed it almost immediately.

“You okay?” he asked, watching her as she reached for a plate.

Grace smiled faintly. “Yeah. Just… I think I feel muscles I didn’t know I had.”

He laughed softly. “That bad?”

“Not bad,” she said, shaking her head. “Just different.”

They sat down together, the table between them, the same space they had shared every evening since they had moved in. For a moment, it was easy again, the conversation light, familiar, slipping naturally into place.

Then Daniel leaned forward slightly.

“So,” he said. “How was it?”

Grace paused, her fork resting lightly in her hand as she considered the question.

“It was good,” she said at first, then after a moment, “No… better than I expected.”

Daniel watched her closely. “Yeah?”

She nodded. “It’s not like a normal gym. It’s quieter. Everything feels… more organised, I suppose. And they take their time with you.” She paused briefly, then added, a little more thoughtfully, “It’s very… smart. The whole place. Quite exclusive, I think. Not busy, not crowded, just… people who are meant to be there.”

Daniel’s expression shifted slightly at that, a flicker of recognition. “That sounds about right.”

“It felt like that,” Grace said. “Even the way people were training, it wasn’t rushed. Everything was very deliberate. And the staff…” She gave a small, almost surprised smile. “They know exactly what they’re doing. You can tell.”

Daniel leaned back slightly, clearly pleased. “Yeah. That’s the kind of place he would go.”

Grace nodded. “It felt… different. In a good way.”

He studied her for a moment, something satisfied settling in his expression. “That’s a good sign.”

Grace glanced down briefly, then back at him. “I suppose so.”

But there was something in the way she said it, something quieter beneath the words, as though she was still working out exactly what that difference meant.

“They?” he asked.

“Marcus and his trainer, Aaron,” she said. “They went through everything properly. Showed me how to do things, corrected me. It didn’t feel rushed.”

Daniel nodded slowly, taking that in.

“And Marcus?” he asked.

Grace hesitated just slightly, not because she didn’t have an answer, but because she was choosing how to say it.

“He’s…” she began, then paused, searching for the right word. “He’s very easy to talk to.”

Daniel’s expression didn’t change, but his attention sharpened.

“In what way?”

Grace gave a small, thoughtful smile. “Just… natural, I suppose. You don’t feel like you have to think too much about what you’re saying. He listens. Properly.”

Daniel leaned back a fraction, considering that.

“He’s like that,” he said. “That’s part of why people respect him.”

Grace nodded. “Yes. I can see that.”

She took a small sip of her drink, then added, almost lightly, “He’s quite charming as well.”

The word hung there for a moment.

Daniel didn’t react immediately. When he did, it was with a faint smile.

“Yeah,” he said. “He can be.”

There was no tension in it, no discomfort. If anything, there was a quiet satisfaction beneath it.

Grace noticed that.

“He invited me to go again,” she said, her tone casual.

“Good,” Daniel replied without hesitation. “You should.”

She looked at him, just for a moment.

“You don’t mind?”

“Why would I?” he said, almost surprised by the question. “It’s a good thing. It means he’s taking an interest.”

“In you?” she asked.

Daniel gave a small smile. “In both of us.”

He held her gaze for a second longer.

“That’s how these things work,” he added. “It’s not just about the job. It’s… everything around it as well.”

Grace nodded slowly, understanding settling into place.

It made sense.

Of course it did.

Daniel leaned forward slightly again, his tone softer now. “You did well today.”

Grace smiled faintly. “I just followed what they told me to do.”

“That’s not all,” he said. “You being there, being part of it… that matters.”

She felt a small warmth at that, familiar and reassuring.

Daniel watched her for a moment, something thoughtful in his expression.

“You’re fitting in,” he said.

Grace lowered her eyes briefly, a quiet, almost private reaction passing through her.

“Yes,” she said softly. “I think I am.”

Later, as she moved around the kitchen clearing the plates, the ache in her body remained, a steady reminder of the morning. But beneath it, something else lingered as well.

Not just the memory of the exercises, or the unfamiliar environment.

Something quieter.

The ease of it.

The attention.

The sense of being included in something she hadn’t known existed before.

She paused for a moment, her hand resting lightly against the counter.

Then, just as quietly, she carried on.


Chapter Fifteen

Daniel came into the bedroom quietly, a soft smile on his face. He’d showered after dinner, his hair still damp, his body clean and familiar. Grace was already in bed, reading a book, the lamplight casting a warm glow over her bare shoulders. She looked up, and her own smile was automatic, easy.

“All clean?” she asked, her voice soft.

“All clean,” he replied. He dropped his towel on the chair and came to the bed, his lean frame sliding in beside her. He smelled of their soap, of home. He turned to face her, his hand finding her waist under the duvet, his thumb brushing the soft skin there. “I missed you today.”

He kissed her forehead, then her lips. It was a slow, unhurried kiss, full of simple affection. His hands began to move, tracing the curve of her hip, the dip of her spine. They’d been married three years. This was their language. This was their safe, known map.

She responded, turning into him, her body opening to his touch. Her hands found his shoulders, the slightly soft muscle there, the familiar shape. He shifted, his weight settling over her, his hips between her legs. He kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue exploring her mouth with a comfortable, practiced pressure.

His hands slid under the thin cotton of her nightshirt, pushing it up until it bunched around her shoulders. He looked at her breasts, exposed now in the lamplight. 34C, soft, perfect. He didn’t say it; he just looked, his expression one of quiet reverence. He cupped one, his palm warm, his thumb circling her nipple until it hardened. He leaned down and kissed it, his lips gentle, then his tongue flicking over the peak. A pleasant shiver ran through her.

She arched her back slightly, a small, responsive motion. His other hand moved down, over her stomach, through the soft curls, to find her already warm, already yielding. His fingers parted her gently, a familiar exploration. One slipped inside, and she gasped, her hips lifting off the mattress. He knew the rhythm, a slow, circling pressure with his thumb, a deeper, filling stroke with his finger. It felt good. It felt right.

But as his touch continued, as his mouth returned to her breast, her mind… drifted.

Not away from him. Not intentionally. But a thought surfaced, unbidden. A comparison.

She remembered Marcus Bennett standing by the gym window this morning. His height. Not just tall but carrying his height differently. His posture wasn’t just straight; it was controlled, effortless. The way his shoulders were set, the way he moved, lean, athletic, with a quiet strength that seemed to come from every part of him. His hands would be different, she thought suddenly. Larger, perhaps. Firmer. The pressure would be… different.

Daniel’s finger inside her was a known, comfortable pressure. She focused on it, trying to pull her mind back. She looked at his face, his eyes closed in concentration, his lips pressed to her skin. He was her husband. He loved her. This was good.

He shifted, pulling her nightshirt off completely, tossing it aside. He knelt between her legs, his hands on her thighs, spreading them wider. He looked at her, his gaze possessive, adoring. “You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, almost to himself. Then he lowered his head.

His mouth touched her, and the sensation was immediate, familiar, the warm, wet pressure of his lips, the soft friction of his tongue. She closed her eyes, letting the feeling wash over her. It was safe. It was routine. He knew exactly how to move, exactly where to focus. His tongue circled her clit, then dipped lower, tasting her. She moaned, her hands finding his hair, holding him there.

But the image returned.

Marcus Bennett’s hands on the polished gym equipment. His fingers, long and precise, gripping the metal bar. The strength in them was visible, even in stillness. If those hands were here… The thought was vague, not a fantasy, just a… curiosity. A wondering. How would the pressure feel? Would it be lighter? Would it be heavier? Would his touch be more deliberate?

Daniel’s mouth worked steadily, his technique practiced, effective. Her body responded, pleasure building in a predictable wave, a tightening in her core, a gathering heat. But something was missing. The peak felt distant, blurred. She tried to focus, tried to push herself toward it, but her mind kept slipping, drifting back to the other image.

Marcus Bennett’s eyes, dark and observant, watching her from across the dinner table. Not staring, just… seeing. The way he’d listened, his attention absolute, his responses measured. Would his attention feel like this? Would it be this… comfortable? Or would it be sharper, more intense?

Daniel sensed her struggle. He paused, lifting his head. His lips were wet, his breathing slightly heavy. “Not quite there?” he asked softly, his voice concerned.

She blinked, meeting his gaze. “Just… tired,” she said, the lie slipping out easily.

He smiled, a reassuring, confident smile. “Let me fix that.” He moved up her body, kissing her stomach, her breasts, her neck. Then he settled over her again, his erection pressing against her thigh. He reached for the condom on the nightstand, the foil packet crinkling softly. She watched him roll it on, his slim, familiar erection becoming sheathed. It was part of their ritual, part of their careful life.

He guided himself into her, one smooth, filling motion. She gasped, her body accepting him, the stretch familiar, the warmth immediate. He began to move, a steady, rocking rhythm. His hands framed her face, then moved to her breasts, kneading them, his thumbs brushing her nipples with every thrust.

She matched his rhythm, her hips rising, her body responding on ingrained instinct. But her mind… floated.

She thought of Marcus Bennett’s voice, low and calm, explaining a concept at the gym. The assurance in it. The authority. It wasn’t loud; it just… carried. Daniel’s breath was hot against her ear, his words murmured, familiar. “You feel so good, Grace. So perfect.”

She tried to anchor herself to his voice, to his touch. The deep friction inside her was pleasurable. The weight of him was comforting. But her climax remained elusive, a destination she couldn’t quite reach. She felt her body tightening, but the release felt… held back.

Daniel’s thrusts became harder, deeper. He was chasing his own peak now, his control starting to fray. He buried himself deep, held there, and shuddered. His release was a hot flood inside her, a familiar warmth. He collapsed beside her, panting, satisfied.

But she hadn’t finished. She lay there, feeling the pleasant aftershocks of his orgasm, but her own body was still taut, unsatisfied.

He noticed immediately. He turned to her, his expression concerned but confident. “You didn’t come,” he said, not a question.

She shook her head slightly. “It’s okay.”

“No, it’s not.” He moved down the bed again, his determination clear. “I’ll fix it.” His hands parted her thighs once more, his mouth returning to her without hesitation.

This time, his focus was absolute. His tongue worked with a renewed intensity, circling, pressing, dipping. His hands held her hips firmly, keeping her open to him. She closed her eyes, trying to surrender to the sensation. It was good. It was effective.

But as his mouth moved, as the pleasure built more sharply now, her mind conjured the image again.

Marcus Bennett’s silhouette against the gym window, tall and composed. The quiet power in his stillness. If he were here, would he be this… attentive? Would he notice she hadn’t finished? Would he care? Or would his attention be… different? A colder focus? A more calculated touch?

The thought was unsettling, but it was also… intriguing.

Daniel’s mouth drove her toward the edge now, his technique unrelenting. The pleasure gathered, concentrated, and finally broke. Her orgasm arrived, a sharp, clenching release that made her cry out, her body arching off the bed. He stayed with her, his mouth working until the waves subsided.

He lifted his head, his face wet, his expression pleased. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then kissed her stomach. “There,” he said, his voice satisfied. “My beautiful wife.”

He moved back up, pulling her into his side, his arm around her. His breathing slowed quickly, his body relaxing into sleep. He’s proud, she thought. He thinks he’s done his duty. He thinks I’m lucky.

Grace lay awake.

Daniel’s breathing deepened, his chest rising and falling steadily beside her. The room was quiet, dark.

Her mind, clear now in the stillness, returned to Marcus Bennett. Not as a fantasy. Not with desire. But as a question.

A quiet, internal shift settled within her. I am starting to think differently.


Chapter Sixteen

The second Monday felt different from the first, though nothing in the shape of the day had changed. The same early light filtered softly into the flat, the same quiet stillness settled in the rooms, and yet Grace moved through it with a little more certainty this time. There was less hesitation in her, less of that quiet uncertainty that had lingered the week before. She knew where she was going now. She knew what waited for her there. And that knowledge, however subtle, had shifted something.

Dressing came more easily. The outfit she chose followed the same lines as before, fitted, clean, designed to move with her rather than hide her. The fabric settled close against her skin, the vest top shaping naturally over her chest before drawing in at her waist, the shorts resting high on her hips, following the curve of her body with quiet precision. She paused briefly in front of the mirror, not studying herself in any critical way, just acknowledging the reflection for a moment, aware of it, before turning away and picking up her bag.

The gym greeted her with the same quiet control as before. Nothing rushed, nothing loud, everything placed with purpose. It felt less unfamiliar now, less like something she was stepping into and more like something she was beginning to understand. Marcus was already there, as she had expected, part of the space rather than separate from it, and Aaron stood nearby, finishing with another client before turning toward her.

“Morning,” Marcus said.

“Morning,” Grace replied, her voice easy.

His gaze passed over her briefly, observant without lingering, before settling back into its usual calm. Aaron gave her a relaxed nod. “Ready for round two?”

Grace smiled faintly. “I think so.”

The session began without ceremony. The movements came back more quickly this time, her body remembering what it had been taught, her posture more assured, her rhythm steadier. Aaron corrected her where needed, small, precise adjustments, a shift of her stance, a quiet instruction, while Marcus observed, stepping in occasionally with the same measured guidance.

“Better,” he said at one point, watching her complete a set. “You’ve remembered it.”

Grace let out a small breath, a hint of satisfaction in it. “I tried.”

As she moved through the exercises, she became aware of something else, not new exactly, but clearer than before. The way the space worked, the way attention moved within it. Neither man said anything beyond what was necessary for the training, but there was still an awareness there, in the way Marcus watched briefly before looking away, in the way Aaron focused on her form with quiet precision.

It wasn’t intrusive. It wasn’t uncomfortable.

If anything, it felt steady. Expected.

Grace moved through her sets with growing confidence, her body responding more easily now, the effort still there but more controlled. The fitted clothing moved with her, the lines of her body reflected back in the mirror as she worked, the strength in her legs more evident, her balance more natural. She caught her reflection once, mid-movement, and held it for a second longer than she had before. Then she looked away, but not quickly.

“Good,” Aaron said, as she completed another set. “That’s much better.”

Marcus gave a small nod. “You’re settling into it.”

Grace smiled slightly. “I think I am.”

By the time they reached the final part of the session, the rhythm felt familiar. Not easy, but understood. Her breathing steadied more quickly, her movements more controlled, her body working with the process rather than resisting it. Beneath that, something else had settled too, something quieter than confidence, but just as present.

Awareness.

When they moved into stretching, the pace slowed again, the intensity easing into something more measured. Grace followed easily now, her body loosening, her movements more fluid than they had been before. Marcus remained close, not intrusive, but present, his attention consistent, his manner unchanged. It was that consistency she noticed most.

Afterwards, as the session came to an end, Grace reached for her towel, her body warm, her muscles carrying that now-familiar ache.

“Same time next week?” Marcus asked.

Grace glanced at him, then nodded. “Yes. I’d like that.”

He gave a small, approving nod, as though that had already been understood.

Stepping back out into the morning air, Grace felt the difference more clearly now. The first time had felt new, uncertain, something she was trying to understand. This time felt different. More settled. More real.

She wasn’t stepping into something unfamiliar anymore.

She was becoming part of it.

And somewhere beneath that realisation, quiet but unmistakable, was the awareness that she had begun to enjoy it.


Chapter Seventeen

The heat was different this time. It wasn’t a shock; it was a thick, enveloping embrace. Grace sat on the smooth, cedar bench, her towel draped loosely around her shoulders. The air shimmered with a dry, intense warmth that seemed to press into her skin, seeping into her muscles, loosening every tight knot left by the workout. Marcus sat beside her, not close, but not far, a comfortable distance that felt intentional.

He was silent for a long moment, his eyes closed, his breathing slow and even. His body was relaxed yet poised. She watched him, the fine lines of his face smoothed by the heat, the salt-and-pepper hair damp at his temples. He looked… peaceful. Completely at ease in this intense, private space.

“The body needs to acclimatize,” he said finally, his voice calm, cutting through the thick silence. “The first heat is just an introduction. The second… is where the real release happens.” He opened his eyes and looked at her, his gaze steady, assessing. “We should increase it. Let the heat do its proper work. Really flush out the toxins, let the muscles breathe.”

His tone was practical, instructive. It wasn’t a suggestion; it was a simple statement of process. Grace nodded, a soft yes forming in her throat but not quite leaving her lips. He stood up, his movement fluid and unhurried. He walked to the control panel on the wall, a simple dial. His fingers turned it, a slight, precise adjustment. The heat intensified almost immediately, a wave of denser, heavier warmth rolling through the small chamber. It prickled at her skin, made her lungs draw a deeper breath.

He returned to his spot, but he didn’t sit immediately. Instead, he looked at her, his expression neutral, composed. “At this level,” he said, his voice matter of fact, “the towel becomes counterproductive. It traps the heat, blocks the pores. The skin needs to breathe freely.” He paused, his eyes holding hers. “It’s best if we remove them.”

Then, without any hesitation, without any performative gesture, he untucked the towel from around his waist. He let it fall.

Grace’s breath caught, a tiny, sharp inhale that burned in the hot air.

He stood there, completely naked.

The sight was… unavoidable. He was lean, athletic, every muscle defined even in his relaxed state. And there, between his legs, was his cock. It hung flaccid, yet it was substantial. Thick. A dark, heavy presence against his skin. Even soft, it was longer, fuller, more pronounced than anything she had ever seen. A stark, visceral comparison flashed in her mind, Daniel’s slim, familiar erection, sheathed and modest. This was different. This was… more.

Marcus didn’t flinch. He didn’t cover himself. He simply sat down again, settling back onto the bench as if this were the most natural thing in the world. He looked at her, not with expectation, not with challenge, but with a quiet, casual assurance. This is how it is here.

Her heartbeat quickened, a drumming pulse in her chest that felt separate from the languid heat. Her towel felt suddenly restrictive, a silly, childish barrier. He’s not embarrassed. He’s comfortable. This is normal for him. The thought cycled in her head. She didn’t want to be the one who was awkward, the one who couldn’t fit in. She didn’t want to break the calm, controlled atmosphere he had created.

A flicker of nervousness sparked in her stomach, but it was quickly overshadowed by a stronger impulse, the desire to belong, to step into this world he inhabited so easily. She took a breath, the air scorching her lungs. Then, moving slowly, deliberately, she stood up.

The towel around her body felt heavy now. She let it slide off, the fabric whispering against her skin before pooling on the cedar floor. She was naked.

The heat touched every part of her immediately, a penetrating caress. She felt exposed, utterly vulnerable, yet the sensation was not one of fear. It was a heightened, crystalline awareness. The air seemed to kiss her breasts, her stomach, the curve of her hips. She could feel the moisture gathering on her skin, a fine, glistening dew.

She sat down beside him, the bench warm against her thighs and buttocks. The space between them was still the same, but the atmosphere had shifted entirely. They were both naked now. The privacy of the sauna felt absolute, intimate, charged with a silent, unspoken potential.

She couldn’t help it. Her eyes, for a fleeting second, glanced toward him. His cock lay against his thigh, thick and dark, a foreign, fascinating object. Her own body felt different suddenly, her breasts seemed fuller, her waist narrower, her legs longer. She was aware of her own shape in a new, raw way. Not as Daniel’s wife, but as a body in a space with another body.

Marcus didn’t look at her directly. He leaned back, his arms resting casually on the bench behind him, his gaze fixed on the opposite wall. “Just breathe,” he said softly. “Let the heat in. Don’t fight it.”

She tried. She focused on the sensation, the dry, penetrating warmth that seemed to seep into her bones, to loosen every joint. Her skin tingled. A bead of sweat traced a path from her temple down her neck, over her collarbone, down the slope of her breast. She watched it, mesmerized by its slow journey. Another formed at the valley between her breasts, gathering there before dripping onto her stomach.

She felt a strange exhilaration, a light, buoyant feeling that rose in her chest. I’m sitting naked with a man who isn’t my husband. The thought was clear, undeniable. It wasn’t guilty. It wasn’t excited. It was… observational. A fact. And in this quiet, controlled space, it felt permissible. It felt normal.

His presence beside her was a steady, magnetic force. She could feel the heat radiating from his skin, a different quality than the ambient warmth. It was a living heat. She could smell him now—not sweat, but a clean, masculine scent, subtle and expensive, mixed with the cedar and the dry air.

Minutes passed. The silence was profound, broken only by the soft, distant hum of the heater and the quiet sound of their breathing. Her initial nervousness melted away, replaced by a deep, strange calm. She was here. She had done this. A boundary, one she hadn’t even known she had, was gone. It had dissolved in the heat, in his unspoken expectation, in her own desire to follow.

She closed her eyes, letting the warmth envelop her completely. Her body felt open, relaxed, unshielded. For the first time in years, she wasn’t Grace Carter, Daniel’s wife. She was just Grace, a woman in a sauna, her skin bare, her mind quiet, sitting beside a man whose nakedness was as composed as his suit.


Chapter Eighteen

The heat was a living thing now, a dense, palpable presence that filled the cedar-lined chamber. It pressed against Grace’s skin, seeped into her lungs, weighed upon her shoulders. She sat beside Marcus, the silence between them not empty, but full, with the hum of the heating element, the soft sigh of their own breathing, and the sheer, overwhelming fact of their shared nakedness. Sweat traced paths down her spine, beaded between her breasts, pooled in the hollow of her throat. Her body felt utterly open, every pore a gateway for this cleansing fire.

Marcus shifted slightly, a small, deliberate movement. He turned his head toward her, his gaze not on her face, but taking in the whole of her, the glistening sheen on her collarbone, the damp tendrils of dark blonde hair clinging to her neck, the rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. “Thirty minutes is enough,” he said, his voice calm, cutting through the thick atmosphere. “The body has absorbed what it needs. Now it needs to cool.”

He stood up, his movement fluid and effortless. Grace’s eyes followed him, a reflex she couldn’t control. His body was a study in relaxed power, the defined musculature of his shoulders and back, the lean taper of his waist, the strong, straight legs. And there, between them, his cock lay against his thigh, a heavy, dormant weight. It was impossible not to see it, not to note its substantial presence. He did not hurry. He simply turned and walked toward the sauna door, his nakedness as natural as his stride.

Grace’s gaze lingered, drawn almost against her will to the curve of his firm, round buttocks as he moved. The muscles shifted subtly with each step, a quiet display of strength and grace that felt almost impossible to ignore. She blinked quickly, as though startled by her own attention, and looked away, but the image lingered in her mind, vivid and unshakable.

Grace stood as well, her muscles loose and pliant. The cooler air of the gym corridor hit her skin like a soft shock, a welcome relief that made her sigh. She followed him, her bare feet padding quietly on the smooth, polished floor. He led her not back toward the main changing areas, but down a quieter, narrower hallway lined with closed doors. He stopped before one, opened it, and gestured for her to enter.

It was a treatment room. Small, private. A single padded bench dominated the centre, with shelves holding towels, oils, and unidentifiable equipment along one wall. The lighting was soft, indirect. The door closed behind them with a quiet, final click.

Grace moved toward the bench, her mind still floating in the languid haze of the sauna. Instinctively, as her skin met the cooler air of this new space, her hands began to rise, to cross over her chest, to cover herself. It was a reflexive gesture, born of a lifetime of modesty, of being Daniel’s wife.

Marcus’s voice stopped her. It was quiet, but absolute.

“Please… don’t.”

She froze. Her arms halted mid-air. She looked at him.

He was standing a few feet away, watching her. His expression was not stern, not commanding. It was simply… observant. Composed. “You’re beautiful,” he said, the words delivered with a soft, factual certainty. “You don’t need to hide yourself.”

The statement landed in the centre of her chest. It wasn’t a compliment seeking a reaction. It was an instruction. A permission. Her hands lowered slowly, back to her sides. She felt the air touch her skin again, her breasts, her stomach, the curve of her hips. She felt seen. Not in a way that made her want to shrink, but in a way that made her feel… present. She remained still, allowing it.

He moved then. Not quickly, but with a deliberate, inevitable grace. He crossed the small space until he was before her. He did not touch her immediately. He simply stood there, his body a tall, quiet pillar, his eyes holding hers. The cooler room made her aware of the heat still radiating from his skin, of the clean, masculine scent of him. He was close enough that she could see the fine droplets of sweat still evaporating from his shoulders.

Then, he leaned in.

His kiss was not an assault. It was a claim. His lips met hers with a firm, controlled pressure. There was no tentative exploration. His mouth opened hers, and his tongue slid inside, a slow, deliberate invasion that tasted of the clean, mineral heat of the sauna. Grace’s response was immediate, instinctive. Her lips parted for him; her tongue rose to meet his. Her mind, still hazy, offered no resistance. It simply observed: This is happening.

His hands came to her waist. His palms were warm, dry. They settled on the narrow curve of her hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh just above her pelvis. He did not pull her roughly against him. He drew her in, aligning her body with his. She felt the solid plane of his chest against her breasts, the firm muscles of his stomach against hers. And there, against her lower abdomen, she felt him.

His cock was no longer soft. It was a hard, thickening presence, pressing into her skin. The sensation was shocking, visceral. It was different. Not just in size, though the impression of greater length, greater girth was undeniable, but in its… assertiveness. It was a blunt, unyielding pressure against her, a physical declaration.

One of his hands left her waist. It moved downward, over the curve of her buttock, a firm, possessive glide. His fingers traced the crease where her thigh met her hip, then continued inward, over the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. Grace’s breath caught. Her body trembled, a fine, involuntary vibration.

His fingers found her core. He did not plunge inside. He explored the outer lips first, a slow, circling caress that made her gasp. Her flesh was already warm, already damp from the sauna and from this new, shocking intimacy. He parted her, his touch methodical. Then one finger, then two, slid inside.

Her inner muscles clenched around them, a tight, startled reflex. His fingers were long. They penetrated deeper than she was accustomed to, filling a space that had only known her husband’s slender, familiar touch. The sensation was not painful. It was… expansive. A stretching, filling pressure that made her moan, a soft, shaky sound that escaped into his mouth.

He kissed her more deeply, swallowing the sound. His fingers began to move inside her, a slow, pistoning rhythm. His thumb found her clit, applying a focused, circling pressure that was immediately, intensely effective. Pleasure, sharp and bright, began to coil tight in her belly. It was a different kind of pleasure, not the comfortable, predictable warmth Daniel elicited, but a precise stimulation. It felt targeted, expert.

His other hand remained on her waist, holding her steady. His erection pressed insistently against her stomach, a hot, solid brand. She was aware of every point of contact: his mouth on hers, his fingers inside her, his thumb on her most sensitive point, his cock against her skin. Her mind could not form a coherent thought. It was a series of sensations: deep… filling… sharp… good.

He withdrew his fingers suddenly. Grace whimpered, a loss she felt physically. But he did not stop. His hand moved to his own cock. He took it, his grip firm, and he guided it downward, between her legs.

The moment hung suspended. Grace felt the broad, blunt head of him press against her entrance. It was larger, so much larger, than what she knew. Her body tensed, a instinctive fear of the unknown, of difference. But his hand on her waist held her. His mouth still claimed hers. And his voice, low and calm, spoke against her lips.

“Relax,” he murmured. “Let it in.”

It was not a request. It was a directive, delivered with a confidence that bypassed her hesitation. She forced her muscles to soften, to yield. She let out a trembling breath.

He pushed forward.

The initial penetration was a stretching, profound pressure. Her body resisted for a fraction of a second, then gave way. He entered her slowly, with a controlled, inexorable force. She felt herself open for him, her inner walls accommodating a thickness, a length they had never before known. It was not just a filling. It was a re-mapping. Her cervix, a distant, deep point, felt the approach of a foreign pressure.

He was fully inside her now. He held himself there, deep, motionless. Grace felt utterly occupied. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps. Her hands, which had been hanging at her sides, rose and gripped his shoulders. Her fingers dug into the hard muscle there.

He began to move.

His thrusts were not the frantic, passionate rhythm of her husband. They were measured. Each withdrawal was slow, deliberate, pulling almost completely out before plunging back in with that same deep, filling force. Each stroke reached a depth Daniel’s never could, a profound internal contact that made her eyes widen. The friction was intense, a dragging, stretching sensation that was overwhelmingly present.

His thumb returned to her clit, his circling pressure perfectly timed with his thrusts. The dual stimulation, the deep, internal penetration and the precise, external pressure, built a pleasure unlike any she had experienced. It was not a wave. It was a tower, constructing itself inside her with relentless, architectural certainty. Her moans became louder, less controlled. She was panting against his mouth.

His own breathing remained steady, deep. He watched her face, his eyes dark and focused. He was studying her reactions, calibrating his movements to her responses. This was not mutual enjoyment. This was orchestration.

The pleasure peaked, a sharp, blinding summit. Her orgasm crashed over her not as a warm, spreading release, but as a cataclysm. Her body convulsed around him, her inner muscles clamping down on his invading thickness in rhythmic, desperate pulses. She cried out, a sound that was almost a sob, her head falling back, her vision swimming.

He did not stop. He did not pause to savour her climax. He continued his measured, deep thrusts, driving her through the aftershocks, prolonging the sensation. His own control began to fray then. His rhythm lost a fraction of its precision, becoming harder, deeper. A low groan escaped his throat, a sound of pure, male satisfaction.

Then he withdrew, slowly at first, the thick length of him sliding out until only the broad head remained lodged inside her trembling entrance.

Grace barely had time to register the loss before his hands were turning her firmly by the hips, effortlessly, as if she weighed nothing at all against his strength.

Facing away from him now, her palms instinctively bracing against the padded bench, she felt his fingers spread wide across both hips before pushing them apart with quiet authority.

No hesitation.

No question.

His cock found its mark again, this time entering from behind, and drove home in one deep stroke that punched all breath from Grace's lungs.

Oh God.

She'd never been taken like this, never felt so thoroughly occupied, her body stretched around him as he claimed this new angle with devastating precision.

His grip tightened on those soft curves, fingers digging into flesh, as he set an immediate rhythm, not fast but deep, so deep. Each measured thrust reaching places Daniel never could, each withdrawal making way for another claiming push inward.

Grace's moans came freely now, high-pitched, desperate, her fingers clawing at vinyl padding while Marcus's breathing remained steady behind her, controlled, even as his hips snapped forward with increasing force.

She could feel him everywhere, his thighs slapping against hers, his abdomen brushing the swell of her ass, his cock carving out space inside until…..

There.

That perfect angle struck some hidden place, some untouched nerve cluster, and suddenly pleasure detonated through Grace's body, a second climax ripping through her with shocking violence, her inner walls clamping down around him as white light exploded behind clenched eyelids.

Marcus didn't slow, didn't falter, just kept driving into those fluttering contractions, owning every tremor, very helpless spasm, until finally, with one last punishing thrust, he buried himself completely, groaning low as he emptied inside her, marking what was now undeniably his.

Slowly, he withdrew. The sensation of his departure was almost as profound as his entry, a sudden, empty void where there had been overwhelming presence. He released her waist, his hands coming to her shoulders, steadying her. She was trembling, her legs weak.

He looked down at her, his expression still composed, but with a new, satisfied intensity in his eyes. “Good,” he said, the word simple, final.


Epilogue

The key turned in the lock with a sound that was too loud, too ordinary. Grace pushed the door to their flat open and stepped inside, the silence of the empty space wrapping around her like a shroud. She didn’t call out for Daniel. He was at work. She was alone.

Her feet carried her straight to the bedroom as if pulled by some silent gravity. The tight gym vest clung to her skin with residual sweat from her workout, its synthetic fabric suddenly feeling foreign against her body, like armour she needed to shed. The matching shorts hugged her hips in a way that had seemed practical this morning but now felt oddly revealing as she stood alone in their bedroom.

Her fingers found the side zipper of her vest with practiced ease, this wasn't their first post-workout ritual, and pulled downward in one fluid motion that released the tension across her chest. The garment slipped from her shoulders with a whisper of nylon against skin before collapsing soundlessly at her feet. 

She hooked thumbs under both bra straps simultaneously, the sports bra designed for support rather than seduction, peeling it away to reveal breasts that were still flushed from exercise. The shorts followed next; she pushed them down over her hips where they'd left faint indentations in her skin from their snug fit throughout class.

Finally came the simple cotton panties, functional rather than lacy, sliding down toned thighs that trembled slightly from exertion as she stepped free of all clothing entirely.

Naked now before their full-length mirror, just Grace and her reflection, she exhaled deeply as if shedding not just clothes but some invisible weight between who she'd been when leaving that morning and who stood here now.

The full-length mirror on the wardrobe door waited.

She stood before it, her breath held. For a long moment, she just looked.

The woman in the reflection was familiar, yet utterly foreign. Her body was the same, the same narrow waist she saw every day, the same full, firm 34C breasts with their large, dusky pink nipples, the same soft swell of her hips that created that balanced, feminine silhouette. The same long, toned legs from Pilates. But it felt different. The skin seemed to hum with a new awareness, a residual electricity from touch that was not her husband’s.

She saw herself now through a different lens. Not as Grace Carter, Daniel’s pretty wife. She saw the body Marcus Bennett had seen. A beautiful, sexy young woman. His words echoed. You’re beautiful. You don’t need to hide. Her gaze travelled over her own form with a clinical, hungry curiosity she had never possessed.

Her eyes sought evidence. Proof.

There, on the pale skin of her right breast, just above the curve, a faint, bluish smudge. A bruise. The memory flashed: his mouth, hot and demanding, sucking there as he held her against the treatment room wall. Her fingers rose, trembling, and brushed over the mark. A sharp, sweet ache bloomed beneath her touch, a secret pain that was all pleasure. She found another on the crest of her left hip, where his strong fingers had dug in as he turned her, as he pushed her onto the bench. Possession. He had marked her. The reality of it sent a shudder through her core.

Her gaze dropped lower, to the neat triangle of light blonde curls. She was wet. She could feel it, a slick warmth that had been present since she’d pulled her clothes back on, a constant, shameful reminder. Slowly, she spread her feet apart on the rough bedroom carpet. She watched her reflection’s hand move.

Her fingers slid through the damp curls, parting her own folds. The touch was intimate, investigative. She was swollen, sensitive. She pushed two fingers inside herself, a soft gasp escaping her lips. She was so wet, so open. And when she withdrew her fingers, they glistened, coated not just with her own arousal, but with a thicker, milky residue.

Marcus.

Her mind, which had been a buzzing hive of fragmented thoughts, crystallized into a single, vivid image: him, standing naked in the sauna. That magnificent, darkly muscular body. The powerful shoulders. The lean waist. And then, the memory focused, sharpened to a point: his cock. Long, thick, black against his skin, rising to an impossible hardness. The feel of it, that first shocking, stretching penetration. The way it had filled her, re-mapped her, reached depths she hadn’t known existed.

A low moan vibrated in her throat. She left her fingers where they were, pressed against her slick entrance, as her other hand came up to cup her breast, her thumb circling the bruise. She needed to feel it again. She needed to see herself feel it.

She sank to her knees on the carpet, the rough fibres biting into her skin, a grounding counterpoint to the spiralling need. She kept her eyes locked on the mirror. The woman kneeling there was a stranger, eyes dark with desire, lips parted, one hand mauling her breast, the other buried between her splayed thighs. She watched, mesmerized, as her hips began a slow, desperate roll against her own hand.

She thought of the fucking after the sauna. Not the gentle, loving rhythm of her husband, but the orchestrated taking. The measured, deep thrusts that had no regard for her comfort, only for her capitulation. The feel of him turning her, his hands so sure on her hips, pushing them apart. The brutal, perfect angle from behind. Her first orgasm had been a cataclysm. The second… the second had been an annihilation.

Her fingers moved faster, mimicking that deep, pistoning rhythm. She plunged them inside, imagining the thicker, harder invasion of him. She curled them, seeking that spot Daniel sometimes found by accident, but Marcus had targeted with ruthless precision. There. A jolt of pure, white-hot pleasure shot up her spine. Her back arched, her head falling back for a second before she forced her eyes back to the mirror. She needed to watch.

“Oh, God,” she whispered to her reflection, her voice ragged. Her thumb found her clit, applying the same focused, circling pressure he had used. The dual stimulation, the deep fake penetration, the relentless external touch, built the pleasure with terrifying speed. It wasn’t a warm build. It was a violent assembly.

She saw her own face contort in the mirror. Saw the flush spread from her chest to her throat. Saw the muscles in her abdomen clench. Her breaths came in sharp, ragged pants, fogging the lower part of the glass. She was a spectacle to herself, and the voyeuristic thrill fed the fire.

The memory was not just visual now; it was sensory. The smell of cedar and clean sweat. The sound of his low groan as he emptied inside her. The feel of his release, flooding her, hot and thick, claiming her in the most primitive way. The first time a man had ever come inside her unprotected. The thought alone tipped her closer to the edge.

“Marcus,” she choked out, the name a forbidden prayer on her lips.

Her hips pistoned wildly against her hand. The pleasure was a live wire, sizzling through every nerve. She watched, utterly detached and utterly connected, as the woman in the mirror fell apart. Her eyes squeezed shut, then flew open, wide and unseeing. A raw, guttural cry was torn from her throat, a sound she didn’t recognize as her own.

Her orgasm wasn’t a wave; it was a detonation. It erupted from her core, a convulsive, rhythmic clamping around her own fingers that mimicked the feel of his thick cock. Her body bowed, every muscle taut, as the shocks ripped through her. She watched her own surrender, the trembling limbs, the heaving chest, the utterly ravished expression on her own face. It went on and on, prolonged by the frantic, unrelenting circles of her thumb.

When it finally began to ebb, leaving her boneless and shaking, she slumped forward, her forehead pressing against the cool glass of the mirror. Her breath came in sobbing gasps. The reflection was blurred, a smear of flushed skin and damp hair.

Slowly, she pulled her slick fingers from inside herself. She looked at them, glistening in the afternoon light filtering through the blinds. She brought them to her mouth, her eyes still holding the gaze of her reflection in the glass. She tasted herself, salty, musky, and beneath it, the faint, lingering trace of him.


Book Two Teaser

How far will Grace go?

Grace Carter thought she understood her life.

A loving husband.
A secure future.
A world that felt safe, predictable… hers.

But one morning changed everything.

A private gym.
A powerful man.
A world where the rules are different, quieter, unspoken… and far more dangerous.

Now, Grace is no longer just watching from the edge.

She has stepped inside.

What began as curiosity has become something deeper, something harder to ignore. Marcus Bennett is no longer just her husband’s mentor. He is a presence in her mind, in her body, in the quiet spaces where her thoughts drift when she is alone… and when she is not.

At home, Daniel still looks at her with love, with pride, with trust.

He has no idea what has begun.

No idea how far his wife has already crossed the line.

And Grace?

She isn’t sure where the line is anymore.

Will she return to the gym… and to Marcus?

Will she continue to explore the part of herself she never knew existed?

And when the truth begins to surface…

Will Daniel realise what is happening before it’s too late?

Or will he be the last to know that the woman he loves is no longer entirely his?

A dark, addictive continuation of power, temptation, and the dangerous space between love and desire.
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Taboo: 'Black'mailed by the office boy!

Professional woman loves to be used as the office slut.

By Emma Sluttily

She broke the rules behind closed doors. Now she’s paying the price: on her knees.

Scarlett Rose Montgomery is used to control, over her career, her reputation, her cravings. Even the scandalous affair with her married boss, Mr. Pearce, is just another secret she keeps buried beneath her perfectly tailored life.

But one mistake. One unlocked door. One pair of sharp, hungry eyes watching her submit… changes everything.

Jaden, just 18 -years-old office runner, wasn’t supposed to be there. He wasn’t supposed to see. But now that he knows, he’s not letting go. With the leverage of her darkest secret in hand, he doesn’t want her silence, he wants her. Bent. Obedient. Owned.

And Jaden isn’t interested in kindness. He wants control.

Forced into a dangerous game of obedience and surrender, Scarlet finds herself unravelling under his gaze, his commands, his hands. The shame only makes it hotter. The fear only makes her fall harder. But when dominance turns to obsession, and blackmail becomes bondage, Scarlet must face the truth:

She may have lost her freedom, but what if she’s never felt more alive?

Now her long term office crush, David Blake, get’s his use of her beautiful sexy body.

⛓️ She thought she was in control. Now she kneels for the boy who owns her secrets, and her pleasure. ⛓️

Enter the dark, dominant world where blackmail is foreplay; and surrender is the only escape.

More partners, more exhibitionism, more spanking, more illicit, kinky sex.


Available now on Amazon Kindle.

Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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