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Chapter One – The Stranger in his Skin

The apartment reeked faintly of spilled whiskey and yesterday’s cigarettes. Empty bottles stood like soldiers on the counter, their clear glass bodies catching the late-afternoon light. The blinds hadn’t been opened in days, and dust clung to their slats. It wasn’t always like this. Once, the space had felt alive—laughter echoing off the walls, music humming softly from the speakers, the air full of touches and promises.

Now it was quiet, except for the slosh of liquid in a glass and the sigh of a man who had forgotten how to dream. Tall and broad-shouldered once, now softened by drink, his shirt clung awkwardly across a belly that hadn’t been there five years ago. His jaw, once sharp, was buried beneath uneven stubble; his tired blue eyes glimmered faintly, though only when they strayed toward her.

Daniel sat hunched over the kitchen table, shirt wrinkled, tie hanging loose like a noose he hadn’t bothered to tighten. His once-proud shoulders drooped as though every unpaid bill stacked on the counter weighed him down. The man she had married had been ambitious, charismatic, a dreamer with a plan. This Daniel—the one who drowned his regrets in bourbon before sunset—felt like a stranger wearing her husband’s skin.

Across the room, Emily leaned against the doorway, arms folded, her silk blouse clinging softly to her curves. Her long chestnut hair spilled over her shoulders in careless waves, framing green eyes that could harden or melt with equal force. A narrow waist gave way to the full curve of her hips, and even in simple heels she carried herself with a grace that pulled a man’s gaze like gravity.

She had dressed with care that morning, out of habit more than anything. Not for him. Not anymore. Still, she knew he noticed, in fleeting glances, and those glances carried something twisted now—envy, desire, guilt tangled together.

“Another day off?” she asked quietly, though her tone carried an edge.

Daniel didn’t look up. “Not off. Just… no point going in.”

“You mean they don’t want you there.”

The words slipped out sharper than she intended, but she didn’t take them back. He winced, drained the glass, and reached for the bottle again. She stepped forward, catching his hand before he could pour. For a moment their eyes locked—his glassy, hers bright with something between anger and sorrow.

“Dan,” she whispered, softer this time. “We’re sinking. The bills, the notices, the calls… I can’t keep doing this.”

Her fingers tightened around his, and he felt the warmth of her skin. Once, that touch had been enough to ignite him, to strip away stress and fear, to remind him that he was a man she desired. Now, shame burned through him hotter than her touch. He looked away, ashamed of the half-erection stirring under the table—not from her tenderness, but from the bitterness in her voice, the sharp edge that had somehow begun to arouse him.

Emily pulled back, frustrated. She turned toward the counter, shuffling through envelopes, overdue stamps shouting in red ink. She closed her eyes, inhaled, then exhaled slow. She remembered nights when Daniel would come home buzzing with victories, grabbing her at the door, kissing her breathless before they even made it to the bedroom. They used to fuck against these very counters, her legs wrapped around him, both of them drunk on love and ambition.

Now he was drunk on failure.

And yet, as she stood there in silence, she felt the heat rise in her body—not the clean fire of desire, but a darker flame. Something forbidden, born from the ache of neglect. She wanted more than pity sex, more than lying beside a man too broken to touch her. She wanted to be wanted again—hungrily, desperately.

Behind her, Daniel watched her curves shift under the fabric of her blouse, the way her hips tilted as she leaned on the counter. She had the kind of body that still turned heads—a body that looked both refined and dangerous in its promise. Thirty-two, yet she carried herself with the poise of a woman who knew her value, every curve sharpened by the quiet confidence of experience.

And though his shame gnawed at him, something inside him thrilled at the idea that someone else might be watching her this way too—seeing the sway of her hips, the long fall of chestnut hair, the emerald eyes that could unnerve a man with a single glance. The thought burned and humiliated him, yet it also stirred something darker, something he couldn’t name, that left him both jealous and aroused in the same breath. Even in his haze, he noticed how carefully she dressed now—skirts that hugged, heels that clicked with authority, blouses chosen to draw the eye. She hadn’t dressed like that just for him in years. The thought stung, and yet somewhere deep inside, a twisted part of him thrilled at the possibility that maybe she wasn’t dressing for him at all.

Maybe she was dressing for someone else.

The shame of it should have crushed him. Instead, it stirred something low and guilty in his gut.

Emily turned back, meeting his gaze. “Something has to change, Dan. I can’t keep living like this.”

Her words hung heavy in the air, thick with unspoken threats and dangerous possibilities. He nodded slowly, not because he believed he could fix it, but because a darker thought clawed at him: maybe she would fix it herself. Maybe she already knew how.

And the thought of her doing it—without him, with someone else—made his cock twitch in ways that terrified him.


Chapter Two – The Choice

The evening light slanted weakly through the blinds, turning the dust in the air into golden flecks. Daniel sat slumped at the table again, glass in hand, his tie loose, his shirt collar damp with sweat. The bottles never seemed to empty fast enough, though his paychecks did.

Emily walked in, heels clicking against the wood floor, her blouse tucked sharply into her skirt, as if armor could be stitched from silk. She had just come back from running errands, another stack of envelopes in her hand—more red stamps, more warnings. She dropped them on the counter with a hard slap.

“Do you even care anymore?” she demanded, her voice low but shaking with fury.

Daniel’s glass froze halfway to his lips. He turned his head slowly, his tired blue eyes narrowing. “Care? You think I don’t care? I break my back, and it’s never enough. Never enough for you, never enough for anyone.”

Emily folded her arms, jaw tight. “Breaking your back? You’re breaking the bottle, Dan. That’s all you’re breaking these days.”

The words sliced him open. He stood, too fast, chair legs screeching against the floor. His fists clenched at his sides, knuckles white. “Don’t talk to me like I’m some useless drunk. I’ve built this company from nothing. I—”

“—And now you’re letting it rot!” she snapped, cutting across him, her chest heaving. “Do you even hear yourself? Do you see this place? The bills, the calls, the goddamn notices? I’m drowning while you sit here with your fucking whiskey. Maybe it would’ve been better if I had fucked someone who could actually take care of me!”

The silence after her words was knife-sharp.

Daniel’s breath came ragged. Something inside him cracked—rage, shame, despair all twisting together. His hand moved before he thought, a sharp slap across her cheek.

Her head whipped to the side, hair spilling, lips parting in shock. For a single heartbeat the room was frozen, the sound of his strike hanging between them. Then Emily’s palm struck back, hard, across his face.

They stood inches apart, trembling, gasping like fighters at the end of a brutal round. Her cheek still burned from his slap, his jaw still stung from hers. Anger sat between them like a live wire, sparking in the silence.

Then, as if words had failed and violence had burned through the last defense, their bodies crashed together.

Daniel’s hands clamped onto her waist, rough, needy. Emily shoved him back against the table, envelopes scattering to the floor. Her nails clawed at his shirt, dragging buttons loose. Their mouths collided—wet, messy, desperate. He tasted of whiskey and salt, his breath hot and ragged.

“Fuck,” she hissed between kisses, teeth catching his lip.

His hips pressed into hers, already straining. She gasped as he lifted her onto the table, pushing aside bills and unopened notices. Paper crumpled under her thighs as he kissed down her neck with the fury of a drowning man clawing for air.

It wasn’t tender. It wasn’t gentle. It was raw, furious, alive. Their anger blurred into hunger. She bit his shoulder, he grunted against her skin, and for a moment it felt like the only way left to touch each other was to fight and fuck at the same time.

But even in the heat, even as she clung to him, Emily noticed it. The difference.

When he pushed inside her, it wasn’t the way it used to be. His cock didn’t throb with that old urgency. It felt softer, spongier, as if the booze had dulled even that part of him. She clenched hard around him, trying to coax life back into him, but it was like gripping flesh that had lost its steel.

Her nails raked his back in frustration, her body begging for more, but he was already faltering. His rhythm was shallow, hurried, almost pathetic. In moments it was over — a hot rush, a sharp grunt, and then his weight collapsed onto her chest.

Emily lay beneath him, unsatisfied, her breath still jagged, her body burning with need. All that fight, all that fury — wasted. She hadn’t even come close. These days, she never did.

If even this is gone, what’s left of him for me to hold onto? The thought cut sharper than the slap had.

Daniel sagged against her, chest heaving. She stroked his stubbled jaw, more out of habit than desire.

“Dan…” she whispered, softer now, the fight bled out of her. “You can’t keep doing this. To yourself. To us.”

His blue eyes shimmered in the dim light, wet with exhaustion, shame, maybe even regret. “I’m sorry,” he murmured. “I don’t… I don’t know how to fix it. I’m trying. God, I’m trying.”

She kissed his temple, held him close. For a moment, she almost believed it.

But by morning, the cycle had reset. The bottle was open before the sun was high. The landlord’s letter lay unopened, the red ink screaming. Company calls went unanswered.

Daniel sat slouched at the table, yesterday’s shirt clinging to him, head heavy in his hands. His promises had drowned overnight in amber liquid.

Emily stood in the bedroom mirror, blouse fitted sharp against her curves, skirt hugging her hips. She fastened her earrings, checked the line of her lipstick. She looked at him once more—ruined, slumped, lost—and something inside her hardened.

If she stayed waiting for him, they’d sink together.

She couldn’t let that happen. She wouldn’t.

That afternoon, Emily sent in her application to a mid-tier corporate firm. It wasn’t glamorous, it wasn’t her dream, but it was stable. Predictable. Survival.

The kind of job she once sneered at as dull, soulless. Now, it looked like salvation.

And as she hit submit, she told herself she was ready to make a desperate choice in a marriage that had already begun to bleed out.


Chapter Three – The Shift

The office wasn’t much to look at. A dozen desks, humming computers, a half-dead plant in the corner. The carpet carried the faint musk of stale coffee, and the copier made a death rattle whenever anyone dared to use it. But compared to the stifling wreck of her apartment, it was another world.

The man who ran it, Richard Hale, was in his early forties. Broad-shouldered, silver streak in his hair, sleeves always rolled up like he meant to get dirty alongside everyone else. His voice carried calm authority, but behind his smile Emily noticed the stress lines etched deep, the distracted way he thumbed through invoices. His firm wasn’t crumbling like Daniel’s company had, not yet, but the struggle was clear—he was holding it together with grit and charm, and everyone knew it.

Emily threw herself into the work. Spreadsheets, calls, late-night emails—whatever needed doing, she did it. When a client snapped on the phone, she snapped sharper and won. When a pitch teetered, she steadied it with that smooth voice and quick wit Daniel used to love in her. She hadn’t felt this sharp in years.

Richard noticed.

“Impressive, Emily,” he said after one brutal client meeting she’d turned around. His hand lingered a second too long on her shoulder, just enough to make her skin prickle. “Didn’t think anyone could pull that off.”

She smiled, professional but warm. “Just doing my job.”

But inside, it lit something. A flicker of being seen. Wanted. Respected.

Weeks blurred into months. She stayed late, often the last one in the office, typing under the harsh glow of fluorescent lights. Sometimes Richard stayed too, tie loosened, rubbing his temples while she dropped another neat folder on his desk. More than once he looked up at her with tired gratitude in his eyes—the kind of look Daniel hadn’t given her in years.

At home, things soured further. She’d drag herself through the door with takeout bags, or sometimes she’d cook while still in heels, too exhausted to care when Daniel mumbled drunken half-words from the couch. His glass was always full, his shirt stained, his eyes dull. After a while she stopped nagging. Stopped trying. She’d eat alone, watch him rot, and then crawl into bed without so much as touching him.

The sight of him with his belly slack, cock never hard unless fueled by booze and rage, barely even stirred anger anymore. Just numbness.

Richard, though—Richard looked at her differently. In meetings, his eyes flickered down the line of her blouse, across the curve of her hips when she stood at the whiteboard. She dressed sharp now—skirts that hugged her thighs, silk that clung just enough, heels that made her calves flex. She told herself it was just professionalism, dressing the part. But she wasn’t blind. She saw his gaze, felt the charge between them when he leaned close over a document, the warmth of his breath at her ear.

He never crossed a line. Neither did she. But it was there, humming under the surface.

One evening, after she’d salvaged a pitch everyone else thought was doomed and landed the firm a major project, Richard called her into his office. The staff had gone home hours ago, leaving only the hum of computers and the faint glow of city lights seeping through the blinds.

He pulled out a half-empty bottle of cheap wine someone had abandoned at a holiday party months back and poured two glasses. He slid one across the desk to her.

“You’re the reason we got this, Emily,” he said, raising his glass. His voice was tired but warm, eyes catching hers. “I don’t say this lightly—you’ve kept this firm alive.”

She took a sip, the wine thin and tart, but her lips curved anyway. “Happy to help,” she said.

Richard’s gaze lingered a second too long on her mouth. It wasn’t crude, not blatant, but she felt it. Felt it low in her chest, warm in a place that hadn’t been touched in too long.

They drank quietly, the silence weighted. Then his phone buzzed—family, she guessed. He sighed, pushed it aside, and leaned back. The moment slipped away like smoke.

Emily drained her glass, set it down neatly, and stood. She smoothed her skirt with practiced hands, every movement deliberate. “Goodnight, Richard.”

The parking lot was mostly empty, shadows stretching under the flickering lamplight. Her car—a five-year-old sedan she’d insisted on keeping in her name—waited like a lifeline. She slid behind the wheel, leather still faintly warm from the sun, and gripped the steering wheel with both hands.

Technically, they couldn’t afford it. The payments still nipped at her paycheck every month, insurance always came due at the worst time. Daniel had grumbled about selling it more than once, slurring about how they “didn’t need two damn cars” while tipping whiskey into his glass. But Emily had refused. The sedan wasn’t luxury. It was escape. Independence. A machine that would start when she turned the key, unlike the man slumped at home who couldn’t be counted on for anything.

She was grateful to Richard, more than she’d ever admit aloud. The salary he gave her wasn’t spectacular, but it was decent—steady, respectable money. Enough to keep some bills paid, keep the lights on, keep groceries in the fridge. She was still behind, always chasing due dates, the stack of envelopes on the kitchen counter growing like weeds. But at least she wasn’t drowning yet.

The thought of what would happen without her income made her stomach knot. With Daniel useless—drinking, jobless, dead to the world most nights—it was all on her now. The rent. The car. The groceries. Everything. She couldn’t afford to slip, couldn’t afford a single missed step. And still, the fear never left her.

As she pulled out of the lot, the city lights flashing across her windshield, her pulse still quickened from Richard’s gaze. He hadn’t touched her, hadn’t said anything out of line, but she’d felt it—the spark, the want. And in the privacy of her car, away from his steadying presence and Daniel’s stinking wreckage, she allowed herself to admit she wanted it too.

By the time she got home, the apartment reeked of sour alcohol and sweat. Daniel was sprawled on the couch, one leg dangling off the side, an empty bottle tipped on the carpet. His mouth hung slack, faint snores rattling out. He didn’t stir when she walked in.

She dropped her bag on the counter, kicked off her heels, and just stared at him for a long moment. The man she used to rush home to. The man who once made her legs tremble with a single kiss. Now he was a ruin in yesterday’s shirt, his cock useless, his dreams drowned.

Emily turned away, heading for the bedroom without a word. For the first time, she didn’t feel guilty for not caring. Not even a flicker of it.


Chapter Four – Fractures

Emily couldn’t remember the last time she’d touched her husband in anything resembling intimacy. Three months at least. Longer if she counted only the times that actually meant something, not the half-hearted grunts when he tried to force himself hard with booze and anger. His cock never stayed up unless he was pickled, and even then it felt like dead weight, spongy and unsatisfying. She’d stopped trying. Stopped wanting. Her body had gone dry with disuse, and the thought of him on top of her filled her with more dread than longing.

Work was different. Work was alive.

The latest account had nearly slipped through their fingers. The client was ready to walk until Emily cornered him with that iron voice she’d nearly forgotten she had. By the time she was done, the contract was signed. Richard had watched her the whole time—eyes sharp, mouth pulled into something between admiration and hunger.

After hours, when the office emptied and the city lights bled through the blinds, he poured her a drink. Scotch this time, not cheap wine. A single cube clinked in her glass.

“You saved us again,” he said, voice low, shoulders slumping with the release of tension. “I should be paying you twice what I do.”

Emily smirked faintly. “Don’t tempt me. You know I’d hold you to that.”

They laughed, but the sound faded into silence. He leaned back in his chair, sleeves rolled to his forearms, tie loose, hair mussed from running his hands through it. He looked nothing like Daniel. Richard looked tired, yes, but alive. Capable. Strong. His eyes flicked over her, and she felt it land—on her legs crossed just so, the silk blouse hugging her chest.

For a long moment, neither moved. She wanted him to cross that desk. She wanted his hands on her, wanted to feel flesh against flesh that wasn’t slack and reeking of whiskey. Her pulse throbbed between her thighs just at the thought.

But his phone buzzed, kids again, dragging him back. He broke eye contact first.

“Go home, Emily,” he said softly. “Get some rest.”

She left with her whole body humming, torn between relief and frustration.



The apartment stank before she even opened the door—beer, sweat, sour breath. Daniel was on the couch, slumped, snoring with his mouth open, shirt stained. She dropped her bag on the counter and started stacking bills into a pile, her stomach twisting as she added up numbers she couldn’t stretch.

Then he stirred. Groggy, bleary-eyed, blinking at her.

“Where the fuck’ve you been?” he slurred.

“Working.” She didn’t look at him. “Somebody has to.”

He staggered to his feet, wobbling, knocking an empty bottle to the floor where it rolled under the coffee table. “Late every night. All dressed up. Who’s fucking you, huh? Is it him? Your boss?”

Emily’s blood ran hot. “Don’t start, Daniel.”

But he did. He lunged toward the counter, snatched the stack of bills and flung them. Envelopes scattered across the floor like snow. “You think you’re better than me? You think you’re gonna leave me for some rich prick?”

Something inside her snapped. She screamed back, raw, voice cracking. “Better than you? Christ, Daniel, a corpse is better than you! You’re drunk, useless, limp in bed, and you’ve been that way for years. You disgust me.”

He froze at her words, sagging into silence, and for the first time he looked small—hollowed-out, pathetic. Emily’s chest heaved, her throat raw from shouting. She grabbed her bag, muttered, “Don’t wait up,” and slammed the door behind her.

She pushed past him, scooping her bag from the counter. “Don’t wait up.”



The night air was cool, sharp against her flushed skin. She slid into her sedan and started the engine, the hum steady and reliable in a way Daniel no longer was. For a long minute she just sat there, gripping the wheel, staring at the apartment windows, waiting to see if he would come stumbling after her. He didn’t.

So she pulled out and drove. Past the shuttered shops, past the glowing bars spilling laughter and neon onto the sidewalk, past couples walking arm in arm. The city blurred by in streaks of light while she tried to quiet the roar inside her chest.

Her mind drifted back to Richard—his steady voice, his eyes lingering on her, the way he looked at her like she still mattered. She felt the ache between her thighs, the hollowness of three months without real touch, the way her body craved something, someone.

And then her thoughts swung hard back to Daniel. Her Daniel. The one who used to kiss her until her knees buckled, who used to hold her so tight she thought nothing in the world could touch them. The man before the bottles, before the failure, before the rot.

She wished—God, she wished—he would ditch the drink, crawl back into their bed, and take her the way he once had. She would leave everything else—her job, the car, even the dangerous warmth in Richard’s eyes—if only Daniel would find his way back to her.

But when she pulled into the parking lot, the apartment lights were dark, and inside she already knew what she’d find: her dear Daniel, slack-jawed and stinking of liquor, lost in a sleep too heavy to wake.


Chapter Five – The Line Breaks

The boardroom buzzed with that false kind of energy, all nervous laughter and the sound of pens clicking against notepads. Suits everywhere — grey, navy, black — expensive watches flashing under the lights, ties pulled too tight against thick throats. The men looked up when Emily walked in with Richard, some trying to hide their quick appraisal, others not even bothering.

Her heels cracked sharp against the polished floor, echoing through the hush as she crossed the room. She could feel their eyes dragging over her: the cut of her blouse, the sway of her hips, the curve of her ass under the tight skirt. Once, months ago, that kind of attention would’ve rattled her, made her cheeks burn. Now, she let it roll over her like heat from an open oven. It wasn’t shame anymore — it was power.

Richard guided her to the head of the table with a subtle gesture, but when they sat, it was obvious whose presence dominated the room. He straightened his notes, his face calm, the same cool professionalism he always wore. But she caught the flicker in his eyes when he looked at her — he knew what she brought to the table. Literally.

“This is a conversation about more than numbers,” Richard began, his voice smooth, steady. He laid out the bare bones: the offer, the cost, the safe projections. He was the structure, the foundation.

But Emily was the fire.

When he paused, she leaned forward, elbows brushing the table, blouse shifting just enough to hold their attention. She didn’t rush. Her voice came low at first, then stronger, measured, drawing them in. Every word rolled out with confidence she had fought to earn. She smiled at the right moments, sharp and warm at once, the kind of smile that dared them not to agree with her.

A man at the far end coughed, adjusted his collar, eyes glued to her lips. Another kept glancing at the way her fingers traced the edge of her folder. Emily knew it, felt it — the tight pull of their focus, the way the balance of the meeting tipped in her favor with every sentence.

She wasn’t just selling numbers. She was selling herself — her poise, her curves, her voice. And she hated that it worked, but she loved it too.

By the time she finished, even the skeptics were nodding, murmuring assent. The signatures came quick after that, pens scratching across paper, contracts sliding across the glossy wood. Hands were shaken, broad palms gripping, rings catching the light.

Richard waited until they had left, the door clicking shut, the echo of their footsteps fading down the hall. Then he clapped her shoulder, firm but brief, his hand lingering just a fraction longer than necessary. He leaned in close, breath warm against her ear.

“You crushed it,” he murmured, low enough for only her to hear.

_________________________________________________________________________________

That night, the office was a hollow shell. Desks empty, screens dark, the hum of the city filtering in faintly through the glass walls. Only one light burned — Richard’s. It cast a warm, low glow across the carpet, a square of amber in the silence.

Emily pushed the door shut behind her, the click sounding louder than she intended. He was hunched at his desk, jacket tossed over the back of his chair, shirt sleeves rolled up, tie pulled loose. The strain of the day still hung on him, lines at the corner of his eyes, but when he looked up, his gaze was sharp, shadowed, unreadable.

“I think people are starting to suspect,” he said at last, voice low, as though even the empty walls could overhear. “The way they look at us.”

Emily took her time crossing the room, each step deliberate, her heels muffled against the carpet. When she stopped in front of his desk, her lips curled — not into warmth, not into scorn, but something sly and knowing that sat right in between.

“I really don’t care, Richard,” she murmured, her voice steady, edged with something dangerous. “Let them. I know what I am.”

He leaned back slightly, jaw tightening, eyes searching her face for something he couldn’t name. The air thickened between them, dense, charged. The space felt too small now, too hot, as if the walls themselves were pressing them together.

And then, shrill and sudden, his phone rang. The sound sliced through the haze, pulling him back. He grabbed it, turning away as he answered, pacing toward the window. His voice shifted quickly, brightening, words clipped and fast. His face lit up as the caller spoke, tension easing from his shoulders in a rush.

He answered, pacing the office with the phone pressed tight to his ear, nodding quickly as the voice on the other end spoke. Emily watched him, her heart drumming. She could see the change happen in real time — the way his shoulders straightened, the stress lines around his eyes melting into something electric.

“Yes,” he said, almost breathless. “Yes, absolutely. We’ll make it work.”

He hung up and turned toward her, face flushed, grinning like a man who’d been drowning for months and just touched dry land.

“We got it,” he said, voice catching with disbelief and pride. “The contract. It’s ours.”

For a moment, everything stilled — just his breath and hers. Then something broke loose.

He crossed the room in three fast steps, grabbing her — hands sliding over her arms, down to her waist, then anchoring tight at her back. She barely had time to react before his mouth crashed into hers.

It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t slow. It was everything they’d been holding back. His kiss was open, wet, devouring. His breath still smelled faintly of scotch and tension. She melted into it, lips parting, teeth grazing, tongues tangling like they were starving.

Everything she’d buried—loneliness, resentment, lust—rose in her throat like a scream. She didn’t want romance. She wanted to be devoured.

Her blouse bunched under his fists as he dragged her against him, knuckles white with how hard he gripped the fabric. The silk resisted for just a second, then gave way with a violent rip—buttons popping, pinging off the floor like coins tossed into the dark.

She gasped—not in shock, but from the sheer heat of it. The hunger. The violence of finally being wanted again.

His mouth was on her neck in an instant, biting, tasting, breathing her in like he’d waited years. He didn’t kiss gently—he marked her, dragging his teeth along her collarbone, sucking until her skin bloomed red beneath his lips.

One hand grabbed her ass with a groan, hard enough to bruise, grinding her against the thick, pulsing bulge in his pants. The other hand slid up beneath her skirt, slow and purposeful, fingers brushing the inside of her thigh like he already knew the exact path, like he’d memorized it in a thousand sleepless nights.

“Fuck,” he growled against her skin, voice raw, trembling. “I’ve wanted this for so fucking long.”

“Then take it,” she hissed into his ear, biting his jaw.

She shoved him back, palms flat and firm against his chest. He didn’t resist. He let her, staggering slightly until the backs of his thighs hit the desk behind him. His eyes locked on hers—wild, dark, starved—like he couldn’t believe it was finally happening.

She didn’t ask. She didn’t wait.

In one smooth, furious motion, she swept her arm across the desk—folders, pens, reports, a half-full coffee mug, even a framed photo of his kids and smiling wife—all of it went crashing to the floor in one violent, unapologetic sweep.

Paper scattered like debris, fluttering through the air and tumbling to the carpet in soft thuds, a chaotic storm of everything they were supposed to protect.

And none of it mattered. Not right now. Not anymore.

Her skirt was already rucked halfway up her thighs from the frantic grind of their bodies, the fabric bunched tight around her hips. She grabbed the hem and hiked it higher, baring the smooth skin of her legs without care, without grace. Her thighs trembled—not from fear, but from sheer anticipation, from the way her whole body throbbed with hunger.

Her panties were soaked, clinging to her like wet silk, the crotch dark with arousal. She didn’t ease them down. She hooked two fingers under the lace and yanked them aside, baring herself completely—glossy, flushed, swollen with need.

She hadn’t shaved. A soft patch of untrimmed hair crowned her mound, dark and damp, a mess of real flesh and scent and heat. Her folds pulsed open beneath it, glistening in the cool air, raw and exposed. There was nothing delicate about it. No pretending. No performance. Just unfiltered, unapologetic want.

Her legs spread wider, trembling, the muscles twitching under her skin. The look she gave him was pure command: I want you inside me. Now.

Richard’s breath caught in his throat. His eyes dropped, dragging across the sight of her—bare, wet, real—and he groaned, low and guttural, like a man cracking open.

He fumbled with his belt, fingers suddenly clumsy—urgency turning precision into raw desperation. The buckle clanked loud in the quiet office, metal on metal, a sharp reminder of just how far this was going. He ripped it open, yanked down the zipper with a low, frustrated growl.

His cock sprang free in one hard, hungry release—veined, thick, flushed a deep, angry red from base to tip. It jutted upward with weight and purpose, heavy with need, a bead of precum already welling at the crown like it had been begging for this all day. 

It was ugly. It was beautiful. It was massive. Bloated with desire for her.

Emily’s breath hitched. Her mouth parted, but no words came out. Just heat.

Fuck.

She wasn’t ready for the sight of him like this. She’d pictured it, sure—fleeting flashes while lying cold beside Daniel, her husband limp and snoring, reeking of whiskey and wasted years. In those moments, Richard’s face would flicker in her mind, his voice, the way his hand brushed her back during meetings.

But this? This was beyond the fantasy.

He was bigger than she’d expected. Thicker. The kind of cock that made her pussy tighten in anticipation, just from the sight. The kind that wasn’t built for gentle mornings or missionary sighs—it was built to ruin, to fuck hard and deep, to leave her wrecked and sore and trembling.

Just looking at it made her throb.

Her thighs clenched, slick and needy, as her breath came harder. There was no going back now. Not after this.

Her pussy clenched hard, wetness pooling instantly. She felt the rush of slick soak her already-damp panties, and her thighs pressed together instinctively, trying to chase the friction.

Her eyes stayed locked on him, dragging up the length of him slowly. Her chest rose and fell in shallow waves, heat rushing through every nerve in her body.

“Jesus Christ,” she whispered—half a moan, half reverence. She hadn’t meant to say it aloud.

Richard heard it. His eyes flared, something primal flickering behind the restraint. He stepped between her open thighs, the heat of him radiating off his skin.

His voice was low, rough. “You ready for me?”

Emily didn’t blink.

She looked him dead in the eye, lips parted, breath trembling. Her gaze dropped to his cock again, then slowly climbed back to his face.

Her voice came out thick, dark with hunger. “You have no fucking idea.”

“Jesus,” he muttered, the words almost reverent. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this.”

“Then shut up,” Emily hissed, voice ragged. “And fuck me.”

That snapped whatever restraint he had left. He grabbed her hips and hauled her forward, lining up and slamming into her in a single rough thrust. No warning. No build-up. Just the slick, wet slap of skin as months of tension finally snapped.

She gasped, sharp and raw, her nails digging into the edge of the desk, legs wrapping around his waist to keep him buried deep.

The stretch felt obscene in the best way. He filled her completely—hard, pulsing, thick in a way Daniel hadn’t been in what felt like forever. She moaned as his cock throbbed inside her, every inch dragging against her soaked, clenched walls. She gripped him instinctively, squeezing around him, drawing a ragged groan from his throat.

They moved like animals. Fast. Desperate. Their rhythm was messy, chaotic—skin slapping, hips crashing, mouths open and panting. His hands were everywhere, gripping her like he didn’t care if he left bruises. He grabbed her ass, squeezed her tits through the torn lace of her bra, fingers digging into her thighs as he drove into her harder, deeper, lost in the feel of her.

Her breasts bounced with every thrust, one nipple slipping free, his mouth catching it, biting, sucking, leaving it swollen and slick. Her blouse hung shredded around her elbows, hair matted to her face, mascara smeared under wild eyes. She was slick between her thighs, stretched wide around him, and she didn’t care how used she looked—she wanted it. Needed it.

She wasn’t quiet.

“Harder.”
“Don’t stop.”
“Fucking take it, Richard.”

And he did.

He gave her all of it—his breath, his weight, his guilt, his hunger, his months of wanting her behind every brutal snap of his hips. His thrusts turned frantic, almost punishing, and she took it gladly. Welcomed the filth of it. Craved the way it drowned everything else—Daniel’s whiskey-stained skin, the stack of unpaid bills, the cold bed she hadn’t bothered to lie in for weeks.

This wasn’t romance.
It was pure, savage need—her pent-up horniness after months of neglect, and his caged desire for the woman he saw every day and never dared to touch until now.

Her orgasm hit like a goddamn freight train.

It started deep in her belly, tight and mean, then broke free all at once. Her body locked around him—thighs clamping around his waist, spine arched, cunt spasming with violent waves. She cried out, loud and hoarse, and bit into his shoulder, hard. She tasted salt and sweat and the metallic tang of blood, but she didn’t care. She wanted to mark him, hurt him, keep him in that moment with her.

That was it.

That pushed him over.

Richard groaned—deep and animal—as he slammed into her one last time and came, hard. His hips bucked in stuttering bursts, his cock twitching deep inside her, spilling hot, relentless pulses of cum. She clenched around him, greedy and aching, like she could milk every drop out of him, like she needed to keep it in—needed to feel full, claimed, used, wanted.

She hadn’t felt that in years.

They collapsed together, sweaty, panting, tangled.

His forehead pressed against hers, the edge of the desk biting into the back of her thighs. Her legs trembled around his waist, still wrapped tight. Her pussy throbbed—raw, stretched, dripping. His cum was already sliding out of her in thick, hot streaks, pooling beneath them on the slick desk surface.

She didn’t close her legs. Didn’t move. She let it happen. Let herself be wrecked.

The office around them looked bombed-out.

Papers scattered like confetti, a report folder crumpled under her heel. Her bra hung from the armrest of a chair like an afterthought. One of the filing drawers had popped open when she’d shoved him back against the desk. Richard’s phone buzzed on the carpet, facedown, ignored. Somewhere, maybe under the couch, her panties lay twisted and forgotten.

Neither of them spoke.

They just breathed. Shallow. Heavy. The sweat cooling between their bodies made their skin sticky where it touched. His hand was still on her hip, hers tangled in his hair.

Then Richard’s voice cracked through the quiet, hoarse, wrecked with guilt.

“What are we doing?”

Emily slowly leaned back, her chest still rising and falling. Her blouse hung open, exposing her nipples to the fluorescent ceiling lights, her skirt still bunched around her hips. She didn’t reach for modesty. Didn’t try to clean up or fix a thing.

His cum clung to the insides of her thighs, hot and thick and wet.

She met his eyes. Steady. Unapologetic.

And with a voice that didn’t shake, she said:

“Exactly what we’ve wanted to.”


Chapter Six – The Drive

The silence in the room was different now—no longer heavy with lust, but something colder. Guilt had slipped in through the cracks and was already settling into the space between their bodies.

Emily was still spread across the desk, her skirt wrinkled and bunched around her hips, her blouse hanging open, one breast still exposed to the humming office light above. Her legs trembled around Richard’s waist, his softening cock still buried inside her, their bodies stuck together by sweat and cum and consequence.

And then the phone buzzed again. A sharp, insistent sound. A third time.

Richard stilled. His forehead was pressed against hers, and she felt him go rigid.

He pulled out slowly—carefully, like the exit itself was an admission—and stepped back. Emily winced at the loss. A hot trail of his cum leaked down the inside of her thigh, smearing against her skin.

He reached for his phone without a word, jaw clenched.

His thumb hovered over the screen for half a second, then tapped. The voice on the other end was muffled but unmistakable: his wife.

“Yeah. Still here,” he said, turning slightly away. “Long night… just wrapping up.”

Emily didn’t move. She stayed exactly where she was—half-dressed, half-ruined, not blinking—as she listened to the man who had just come inside her tell his wife goodnight.

“Of course I’ll be home before breakfast. Give them a kiss for me. Yeah… love you too.”

She exhaled quietly and sat up, the edge of the desk biting into the backs of her thighs. Her fingers went to her bra first—hanging from the chair like some discarded question. She hooked it back into place, fumbling for a second before her fingers steadied. Then her panties—crumpled on the floor, soaked through.

She stepped into them, tugged them up, wincing at the wetness against her skin. Her skirt followed, smoothed down over sore thighs. She didn’t bother to button all of her blouse—just the middle three—enough to pass for neat.

Richard was still talking. Still pretending. Still homeward.

Emily didn’t say anything. She walked to the door in silence, heels in hand, and disappeared into the corridor.



The washroom lights were too bright. Sterile. Brutal.

She closed the door behind her and turned the lock with a soft click. The office bathroom was stark and sterile — cold light buzzing above, tiled floor too clean, too white. The hum of the city filtered through the frosted window, but in here, the silence pressed.

Her eyes lifted to the mirror. And froze.

The woman staring back didn’t look like someone who made a mistake. She looked like someone who made a choice.

Her lipstick was gone — devoured in his mouth. Her hair, once neatly coiled, now hung wild and damp around her face. A smear of mascara traced a line down her cheek, half-dried tear or sweat, she didn’t know.

Her collarbone bloomed red — a bruise rising fast where his mouth had latched and sucked and bitten, a mark that would darken by morning. Her blouse hung off her shoulders, torn open, the front gaping wide, revealing the torn strap of her bra and the soft, flushed swell of one breast. Her nipples still ached, tight from his mouth, from how roughly he’d used her.

Her thighs were sticky. She could feel it — the warm, viscous smear of him still leaking down her legs, cooling now, but unmistakably there. The scent of sex clung to her skin. Musky. Sweet. Indecent.

Her eyes were too wide. Too dark. Haunted.

She stared at herself for a long, unblinking moment. Long enough to feel the ache settle in her hips, the dull throb deep in her cunt, the sore ring where he’d stretched her wide.

Then, finally, she moved.

She grabbed a wad of paper towels and ran the water hot. No soap — just heat and pressure. She hiked up her skirt again, didn’t wince when she saw the reddened skin between her thighs. She parted her legs and began to wipe — slow, deliberate strokes, cleaning his cum from her folds, her thighs, her panties.

It soaked through the first towel, then the next.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t frown. Just kept going until the skin was clean, though not dry — she was still wet, but not from him now. From herself. Her body hadn’t gotten the memo that it was over.

She splashed water on her face. Dabbed beneath her eyes. Dusted translucent powder over the worst of the smudges. Ran her fingers through her hair, taming the worst tangles. Fixed her blouse as best she could — there weren’t enough buttons left to close it, so she tucked it in and tied it loosely at the waist.

Lipstick — a fresh coat. She applied it slowly, carefully, then pressed her lips to a folded square of toilet paper, blotting once, twice. She rolled her shoulders back. Straightened her spine.

Last came the perfume — just a single spritz to each wrist, and a touch behind each ear. A veil to hide what clung underneath.

She looked up at the mirror again.

She still looked fucked. Used. Tired.

But she looked good.

Alive.

Her voice, when it came, was soft — almost a whisper, her lips barely moving.

“You wanted this,” she said. “So own it.”



The lights in the office had dimmed to night mode, humming low overhead. The air felt cooler, sterile again. Like the heat they’d created had already been erased by fluorescent indifference.

Richard was near the window, phone to his ear. His voice was low and smooth — the business voice, the one that closed deals and shook hands, the one that never cracked. Not like when he came inside her, gasping into her mouth.

He was already someone else again.

Emily didn’t speak. Didn’t look at him.

She went to the desk instead. Her heels quiet now. She bent slowly, knees aching a little, thighs sticky despite the cleaning.

She began gathering the wreckage.

Loose pens. Scattered folders. Pages dotted with fingerprints and smudged ink. A report ruined by sweat and sex and weight. A cracked mug, still faintly warm from earlier coffee.

And then — the photo.

The one that fell during the chaos. Face-down on the carpet. The glass cracked down the middle, bisecting the smiling face of a woman she’d never met — Richard’s wife — and two kids who looked barely old enough to tie their own shoes.

Emily picked it up gently. Turned it over.

The crack ran straight through the wife’s eyes.

She stared at it for a long moment. Her breath shallow.

Then, carefully, she wiped the glass with her palm and placed it back on the desk, right where it had been.

Frame straight. Picture upright.

No judgment in her eyes. No apology.

Just stillness.

Behind her, Richard was already deep in another life.

“Yes, yes, of course. I’ll check the schedule for the campus tour next week—no, I think Cornell first, then maybe Brown. I’ll forward you the list.”

That voice — warm, polished, full of sweet domesticity — made her stomach twist. She didn’t turn around. She just gathered her things: coat draped neatly over one arm, tote over her shoulder, the manila folder she didn’t remember printing tucked under her arm like a prop.

Behind her, he chuckled, charming. “He’s not a numbers kid, babe. You said it yourself—he nearly flunked chemistry. Something liberal arts, maybe?”

He sounded like a father. Like a husband. Like he hadn’t just pulled out of her twenty minutes ago, cum dripping down her thighs, her blouse still hanging half-buttoned when his phone lit up with the name Wife.

She smoothed her skirt. Straightened her spine. Adjusted her blouse, tucked just right. The kind of grooming you do when you’re not trying to look presentable, but to look untouched.

She could feel him looking. The way his voice stuttered ever so slightly. The shift of his weight — one foot turning toward her, just a fraction. Like he might say her name. Might offer a word, a look, something.

But he didn’t.

Couldn’t.

Not with her voice still piping in from the other end of the call. Not while he was pretending again.

So Emily walked.

She didn’t say goodbye.

The elevator swallowed her with a soft hiss. She didn’t glance back.

And that’s when she heard it.

“Love you too.”

Soft. Smooth. Automatic. Like exhaling.

The doors clicked shut, sealing the lie in with him.



The drive home bled like a slow leak.

The city crawled by — lights blurred against the windshield, sirens in the distance, the occasional shadow moving under a streetlamp. Everything and everyone felt untouched by what she'd just done. Or what had been done to her. The steering wheel was cold under her hands. Her thighs ached with each press of the brake. Her panties were damp, clinging to her skin, reminding her of everything she wanted to forget.

Her phone buzzed just as she turned onto her street.

RICHARD:
You okay?

A joke. A pitiful, three-word performance.

Her thumbs tapped out the reply with mechanical precision.

EMILY:
Just reaching home.

She didn’t wait for a response. She didn’t want one.



The porch light was still flickering overhead, the way it had for weeks. Inside, the house smelled like fast food and something left too long in the trash.

Her husband was passed out on the couch again, sprawled in his usual mess of socks and sweatpants and takeout wrappers. The TV was still on, muted, flashing scenes from some war film he wouldn’t remember watching. A crusted burger wrapper sagged off the coffee table. The bottle of Jameson stood proud beside it, a third gone.

His mouth was open, jaw slack. A thread of drool hung from his lower lip like surrender.

Emily stood there and looked at him — at the half-man he’d become, the weight on the couch that she kept calling her husband. She felt nothing.

Not pity. Not rage. Not even contempt.

Just… air.

She walked past him like he was furniture. Ghosted down the hallway. The bathroom door clicked shut behind her. Locked.



Steam rushed up to meet her as she peeled off her clothes. Blouse first. Then her skirt, damp where it had clung to the curve of her hips. Panties last — soaked through, still sticky from Richard’s cum. She didn’t wince when they peeled off her skin.

She tossed them into the corner and stepped under the scalding water before it even finished warming.

It burned.

She let it.

Soap. So much fucking soap.

She scrubbed between her legs, around the base of her spine, under her breasts where sweat and skin and his mouth had left their mark. Her nipples were sore. Her cunt felt stretched, raw, not just from his size but from the truth of what it had meant — to open like that. To let him in. To be ruined and then forgotten within minutes.

His cum had gone cold inside her. Her body had kept it. Absorbed it like a punishment.

She scrubbed harder.

She wasn’t trying to erase the sex.

She was trying to erase him. And the moment after. When he pulled out. When he grabbed his phone. When he lied so easily, so casually, with his dick still wet from her.

She stood there until the water went from scalding to tolerable. Until her skin was flushed and clean, and there was nothing left to peel away.

Then she shut off the water, stepped out, and reached for her robe.

She dried off slowly. Every inch.

Then she crossed the hallway — not to the bedroom. To the kitchen.

No lights. She moved in the dark, memory guiding her hand.

She reached into the back of the cabinet, behind old vitamins, expired cold medicine, and a mostly-empty box of allergy pills. Her fingers closed around a familiar foil packet. She pulled it out. One white pill left. No label.

No instructions needed.

She popped it from the pack and swallowed it dry.

No water. No pause.

Just a simple, clinical solution to something that could’ve been a disaster. She didn’t need a test. Didn’t need a lecture. She just needed to make sure nothing else came from tonight.

Not blood. Not a heartbeat.

She stood still in the dark for a moment, her hand pressed against the countertop like she might fold over.

But she didn’t.



She finally went to bed.

No perfume. No lotion. No mascara to smear across the pillow.

She put on her nightgown — full-length satin, heavy in the way good silk is. A faded ivory color, more comfort than beauty. It slid over her sore skin like water, covering the bruises, the teeth marks, the small angry places where her body had said yes and her mind had stayed silent.

Her husband stirred as she got into bed. A groggy grunt. “That you?”

She didn’t answer.

He rolled toward her, slinging an arm around her waist without opening his eyes. The weight of it landed across her hips like an afterthought. His breath smelled like liquor and sleep.

She didn’t flinch.

But she didn’t lean in.

She lay on her side, her back to him, eyes wide open, staring into the dark.

And she waited for morning.

Chapter Seven – Her Turn

The next morning, she arrived before anyone else.

The office still smelled like printer ink and recycled air. It was quiet — too quiet for what had happened the night before. But she didn’t flinch.

Emily walked in like she owned the space. Not just her corner of it — all of it.

Her heels were higher than usual. Blood red. The kind you didn’t wear unless you wanted someone to look. Her blouse was silk, tucked clean into a pencil skirt that fit like skin. No cardigan. No wedding ring. No apologies.

Hair pinned back tight. Lipstick darker — not cherry, not rose. This was wine. This was mouth blood. This was not up for discussion.

She didn’t look for Richard.

Didn’t need to.

When he arrived an hour later, his eyes found her immediately — a flicker, then gone, replaced by the polished nod he gave everyone. He passed her desk without a word. No hesitation, no stumble. Perfect performance.

She didn’t greet him.

Didn’t need to.

The hours passed like wet concrete. Heavy. Dragged. She buried herself in emails, in reports, in whatever mundane task kept her from remembering the way his mouth had pressed into her shoulder, the way he’d pulled out of her without a word and slipped right back into his suit like nothing had happened.

They didn’t speak all day.

But they looked.

They always looked.



The office thinned by six. Empty by seven.

By eight, it was just them.

She heard the soft thunk of his door closing behind him, the way the old hinge clicked in that familiar way. He wasn’t packing up. He wasn’t leaving.

Neither was she.

She stood.

Walked.

Her heels echoed like a metronome across the floor, slow and deliberate. She didn’t knock. Didn’t hesitate.

She opened the door and stepped inside.

He was at his desk, hands on a file, though nothing on the page in front of him was moving. He looked up — just for a second — but it was enough.

She didn’t say a word.

She locked the door behind her.

Then she walked to him, one step at a time, like she had all the time in the world. His breath caught somewhere in his throat, but he didn’t move. Didn’t dare.

She didn’t let him.

Emily reached for his tie and tugged it loose — not with a yank, but a slow, practiced pull, like undoing a gift. She leaned in close, her voice a whisper against his ear.

“My turn.”

His mouth opened like he might say something — a warning, an apology, maybe even her name — but she was already on her knees.

She unbuckled his belt, slow and unhurried, like she was unwrapping something she already knew belonged to her. She didn’t look up. Just freed him from his slacks, fingers wrapping around his cock with a grip firmer than tenderness. Not cruel — but certain.

When her mouth closed around him, he gasped. One hand shot to her shoulder, then faltered — like he didn’t know if he was allowed to touch her.

She didn’t stop.

She didn’t let him.

It wasn’t fast. It wasn’t frantic.

It was methodical. Controlled.

She licked the underside of his shaft with slow, deliberate pressure, flattening her tongue as she dragged it from base to tip — hot, slick, unrelenting. She felt him twitch in her hand, his breath hitching hard through his nose. He remembered this. So did she. The last time he'd come inside her, it had been fast, frantic — his knees had buckled when she clenched around him. Now he buckled for a different reason.

She circled the head with her tongue, tasting salt, precum already slicking her lips, then took him in again — deeper this time. Not soft. Not tentative. She swallowed him until he hit the back of her throat with a wet, obscene pressure, and she held him there.

He groaned, a low, broken sound that caught in his throat like he didn’t know if he was begging or praying.

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t slow.

She just worked him — mouth full, jaw flexing, her throat relaxing around him as she pulled back and took him again, deeper each time, lips slick, cheeks hollowing. Her fingers gripped the base of his cock, tight and unforgiving, milking him as she sucked him down like he belonged there.

He was falling apart in front of her.

One hand clenched the edge of the desk, white-knuckled. The other twisted in her hair, tugging just hard enough to make her eyes sting. Not to control her — but to anchor himself, like letting go would shatter him.

And when he came, it wasn’t with a warning — just a gasp, a choked, mangled whisper of her name, half-swallowed by the heat of it. His hips jerked up reflexively, helplessly, and she took it all. Every pulse. Every drop.

She didn’t pull away.

Didn’t let a single drop escape.

She swallowed everything.

No mess.
No wipe.
No hesitation.

When she stood, she didn’t kiss him.

Didn’t give him softness.

She wiped the corners of her mouth with the pad of her thumb and looked down at him like he was still inside her.

Because in a way, he was.

She just unzipped her skirt — slow, steady — the sound of the zipper slicing through the silence between them.
No panties. She hadn’t worn any. She hadn’t planned on forgiveness.

Richard’s eyes dropped immediately. The second her skirt slipped past her hips and pooled at her ankles, he saw everything — bare skin, flushed thighs, slick folds already glistening. He looked up at her like she was some kind of divine punishment. Something holy and awful all at once. Something he shouldn't worship — but would, anyway.

She climbed onto his lap without hesitation.

Straddled him. Claimed the space.

His cock was still wet from her mouth, still twitching, still rock-hard — and she didn’t give him a second to question it. Her hand wrapped around him, guided him to her entrance, and then she sank down, inch by inch, taking him back inside her with a long, filthy slide that made his whole body jerk.

He gasped — too loud — and she slapped her hand across his mouth before the sound had even finished leaving it.

“No.”

It wasn’t a suggestion. It was law.

She sat flush against him, cock buried to the base, his breath ragged behind her palm. Her pussy clamped down tight around him, so hot and wet he couldn’t stop the way his hips instinctively tried to thrust — but she dug her nails into his shoulders in warning. Hard. Leaving marks.

She held him still.

She ground against him slowly, deliberately, her movements tight and cruel, not bouncing — not yet — just rolling her hips with the kind of rhythm that made men lose their minds. Her cunt gripped him like a fist, like she was milking him with every turn of her hips. His eyes fluttered, his hands clenched the arms of the chair, desperate for somewhere to put the pressure she wouldn't let him release.

She didn’t let him move.

Not at first.

She owned the rhythm, the pace, the pressure.
It wasn’t sweet.
It wasn’t gentle.
It was a reckoning.

And when she finally picked up speed, when her ass started to smack wetly against his thighs with every downward thrust, his hands flew to her waist, his mouth open on a groan that never finished.

He tried to speak — a name, a plea, maybe her real name, maybe something pathetic — but she didn’t let him get it out.

She slammed her palm over his mouth again, leaned in close, voice a growl against his cheek.

“Quiet,” she whispered. “You don’t get to talk.”

She fucked him like a warning. Like a threat dressed in silk. Like a woman unspooling the version of herself he thought he could fuck, forget, and tuck neatly into the corners of his conscience.

Her rhythm was punishing — not in speed, but in intention. Each grind of her hips came with precision, a slow twist of her body that made him gasp beneath her, already oversensitive from her mouth, already close. Her pussy was soaked, tight, sucking him in with every pulse. She bore down on him like a storm that knew exactly where it wanted to land.

She wasn’t looking at him. Her eyes were closed, brows furrowed in that sharp, focused way — not with vulnerability, but with control. This wasn’t her losing herself. This was her taking it back. All of it.

When she came, it hit hard — sudden, brutal, electric. She bit down on his shoulder, deep enough to bruise, deep enough that he’d carry the mark for days. Her whole body trembled around him. Her thighs locked tight at his hips, trapping him inside her. Her cunt clenched with a rhythm that dragged a groan out of him whether he wanted it or not.

She came like she meant it.

And he followed — helpless.

He barely made a sound. Just a strangled moan muffled into the back of his own hand as his hips jerked up reflexively, spilling into her with full, hot pulses. His cock twitched inside her, body tense and twitching, overwhelmed. Her walls fluttered around him, milking him for everything he had, his cum flooding her again, wet and messy and claimed.

She didn’t move right away.

She stayed on him, her breath shallow, head bowed slightly, her fingers curled into his shirt. Not tender. Not emotional. Just there — in that final moment where she still held everything and he had nothing left to give.

Then, with a final exhale, she lifted herself off his lap — his cock slipping out of her with a sticky, wet noise that echoed indecently in the quiet room. His cum followed instantly, already dripping from between her thighs, a slow, slick line that ran down the inside of her leg.

She didn’t wipe it.

She didn’t flinch.

She pulled her skirt back up over her hips, zipped it in one slow, practiced motion, and smoothed the fabric with both hands.

No panties to adjust. She hadn’t worn any.

No mess to clean. She left it on her.

Behind her, he hadn’t moved.

Richard looked wrecked — completely undone. His shirt was half-unbuttoned, collar skewed, tie lost somewhere on the floor. His lips were parted, still catching breath. His eyes were wide and glassy, dazed in that post-orgasm haze that hadn’t yet caught up to reality.

He looked like a man who’d just realized he was not the one in control.

She looked composed.

Lipstick untouched.

Hair pinned with surgical precision, not a strand out of place.

The only proof of what had just happened was the shimmering streak of come running down her thigh, tracing a path over flushed skin, unapologetic and raw.

She walked to the door.

Unlatched it.

Hand on the knob, she paused — just once. No glance. No turning back.

Her voice was soft, but edged with steel.

“I told you,” she said. “My turn.”

And then she walked out, heels clicking like punctuation marks down the empty hallway.


Chapter Eight – After the Fall

The next two days passed like nothing had happened.

At least, that’s how they played it.

Richard showed up at the same time he always did. Hair neatly combed. Jacket draped over his arm. That tie she’d yanked open still pressed and worn like armor. Emily stayed composed, eyes on her screen, heels clicking through the corridor like punctuation. Their bodies never brushed. Their eyes barely met. But the silence between them shifted — it wasn’t avoidance. It was weight. It was memory.

They didn’t need to touch anymore. Everyone who looked at them probably knew something was going on.
And neither of them gave a damn.

Let them wonder.

Let them write the stories on their own.

She wore her skirts tighter. Not shorter — just more intentional. Her blouses stayed buttoned. Her lipstick remained dark, decisive, never smudged. Richard looked the same, but there was something under it now — a softness at the edge of his mouth that hadn't been there before. A stillness in the way he watched her pass. Like he was always about to say something and thought better of it.

She left early one afternoon — the kind of early that makes receptionists raise eyebrows. She didn’t explain. Didn’t owe them one.

The next day, he wasn’t in.

She noticed the moment she walked in.

His office light was off. His chair was empty. His coffee wasn’t on the desk, already half-cold by 9 a.m. She tried not to care. She worked. Sent her emails. Reviewed the quarterly proposal. But by 3:00, she was too aware of the absence. Like a gap in her routine she hadn’t realized had formed.

She caught herself staring at his door twice.

By 6:00, she was ready to pack up when her phone lit up.

RICHARD:
"Stay back a bit. Don’t leave yet."
"Let me drive you home tonight. You don’t need your sedan. Leave it parked."

No emoji. No explanation.

Just the offer.

The tone in her chest shifted. Not excitement — something warmer, and heavier. She replied with a simple:
OK.



The office was quiet when he arrived — late, a little disheveled, but not rushed.

He didn’t go to his desk. Just came straight to her.

“Let’s go,” he said, voice low.

She gathered her bag, slung her coat over her arm. No questions.

They walked to the garage like they weren’t doing anything wrong.



The car ride started in silence.

City lights passed by in yellow smears across the windshield. The heater hummed. Emily shifted in her seat, crossed one leg over the other. She could feel him glancing at her when he thought she wasn’t looking.

Halfway through the drive, he spoke.

“I know what’s been happening between us,” he said, one hand on the wheel, the other draped on the center console. “It’s not nothing. It’s not just… sex.”

She didn’t speak.

He kept going.

“It’s complicated. And honestly? It’s been good for me. And… for her. My wife. Weirdly. I don’t know if it makes sense, but—”

“I understand,” Emily cut in, her voice calm. Firm. “I never asked you to leave her. I’m not here to break anything.”

He went quiet.

She turned toward the window, but she could still feel the heat of his body beside her. Still feel that barely-there tension vibrating under the quiet.

“You don’t think I’m—” he started.

“A mistake?” she interrupted, this time looking at him. “No. You’re not. You’re a good man, Richard. And honestly? I’ve felt more like myself around you than I have in a long time. So… it’s all good.”

He glanced at her. Said nothing.

The car kept moving, but the air inside had shifted.
Quieter. Heavier. Something alive now, filling every inch of space between them. The streetlights smeared pale yellow across the windshield, and with each pass of light and shadow, Emily felt her pulse quicken.

He turned off earlier than usual, cutting away from the main road. A side street. Quieter, emptier, just a few blocks from her house. He eased the car to the curb, parked beneath a dead streetlamp, and killed the engine.

Silence.

Neither of them moved.

The tick of the cooling engine was the only sound, sharp and steady like a second heartbeat. Emily sat still, hands in her lap, staring out at the row of darkened houses. She knew what this was. She didn’t need him to spell it out.

Her hand moved first.

Just a small shift, casual enough to be nothing — until it wasn’t. The back of her fingers brushed his thigh. Just a whisper of contact, but she left them there. Let them linger. The heat radiating off him bled through the fabric of his slacks, seeping into her skin.

His breath caught. A short, uneven sound.

Emily turned her head, finally looking at him. Not shy. Not teasing. Just raw honesty, stripped bare in the dark interior of his car.

“I’ve missed you,” she said.

The words shocked her as much as him. She never thought she’d say them — not to Richard, not to anyone but her husband. Yet here they were, spilling out, truer than anything she’d admitted in weeks.

He looked at her like she was gravity, like she was the only thing anchoring him to the earth. Like not kissing her would split him apart.

He leaned across the console, closing the space between them, and caught her mouth in his.

The kiss was slow at first, almost reverent. Aching. Heavy with everything they hadn’t said in days. His hand came up to cradle her jaw, thumb tracing along her lower lip like he was relearning the shape of her. She opened for him easily, her tongue sliding against his, and the restraint they’d both worn like armor cracked all at once.

Her lips were hot, wet, demanding. His breath was ragged, already losing its polish, his composure unraveling against her mouth.

Her hand moved again. Up his thigh this time, firmer now, following the ridge of muscle through the fabric. She felt the tension before she found the heat, the hard outline pressing insistently against her palm.

God, he was already hard.

Thick. Solid. Straining beneath the zipper.

She curled her fingers around him through his slacks, squeezed once, deliberate. His whole body jerked, a muffled groan lost in her mouth.

She kissed him deeper, swallowing the sound, her hand stroking slowly up and down his length, teasing him through the barrier of fabric. Each movement dragged another broken sound from his chest, his hips shifting forward like he couldn’t help it.

Emily pulled back just enough to breathe against his lips, their mouths still brushing, her voice low and certain.

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I missed this too.”

She gripped him through his slacks — slow at first, deliberate — her palm pressing along the ridge of him, dragging up and down with steady friction that made him groan into her mouth. The sound vibrated against her lips, desperate, broken. He shifted in the seat, hips jerking upward without thought, already chasing the pressure.

She didn’t let him rush. She drew it out, squeezing firmer, teasing the length of him, her knuckles brushing the zipper each time. His cock twitched under her hand, straining against the fabric. Finally, she tugged at the zipper, slow enough to make him groan again. She slipped her hand inside, pushing past the heat of his underwear until she had him in her hand.

Skin to skin.

Hot. Heavy. Hard.

She wrapped her fist around him and stroked — long, slow pulls from the base up to the slick head. He was already leaking, precum spilling over her thumb, and she smeared it deliberately, spreading the wetness down his shaft to make every stroke smooth, obscene. Her wrist moved with practiced ease, twisting just slightly at the top, milking him.

His breathing changed instantly. Deep, erratic, like he was already halfway undone. His forehead pressed to hers for a second, his mouth hovering open against her lips. He tried to kiss her again, but the gasp broke it apart.

“I… I need to tell you what happened in the meeting,” he panted, the words falling out sideways, fractured, as though he had to say something to keep from unraveling.

Emily smiled, lips still wet from their kiss, her hand never pausing its rhythm.

“You will,” she whispered, her voice low, certain. “Later.”

He groaned, eyes closing, his hips lifting helplessly into her hand.

But he wasn’t going to let her own all of it.

His free hand slipped beneath her coat, then under her blouse, the back of his knuckles grazing up her stomach until they hooked the waistband of her skirt. Then lower. The heat of his palm spread over her panties, pressing between her legs, feeling just how wet she was for him already.

She gasped, sharp and soft, when he pushed the fabric aside. His fingers slid under, finding her soaked, swollen, ready. Two of them plunged inside her like they belonged there, filling her instantly.

Her head fell back against the seat, a ragged moan spilling from her throat. She gripped his cock harder in return, stroking faster now, as though her pleasure was bound to his.

His fingers worked her deliberately — slow thrusts, then curling up to find that spot that made her body clench. He pushed deeper, dragging wet sounds from her cunt, his thumb circling her clit with maddening patience. She was grinding against his hand now, panting into his mouth, her thighs trembling as the heat built fast, too fast.

Her hand jerked harder over his cock, smearing him slick, pumping him in rough, desperate strokes. Their breaths tangled, hot and frantic, groans and moans muffled against each other’s mouths.

He curled his fingers just right and she broke — her whole body tightening around him, cunt spasming, thighs shaking uncontrollably in the passenger seat of his car. The orgasm ripped through her, sharp and consuming, her moan caught against his lips, stuttering into his cheek.

She collapsed against the seat, trembling, his hand still buried inside her, his fingers soaked.

When she opened her eyes, he was watching her. Not smirking. Not smug. Just staring like he’d never seen anything so raw, so alive, so her.

She caught her breath, then slowly adjusted her skirt, tucking it back into place, letting his fingers slip out of her. She reached for his tie, wiped her slick from her own hand onto the silk without hesitation. He didn’t stop her. He didn’t even flinch.

She leaned in, kissed him once — soft, decisive, final.

“Text me about that meeting,” she murmured against his mouth.

Then she opened the door, stepped out into the night, and walked away.

Not guilty. Not ruined.

Just satisfied.

Happy.


Chapter Nine – The Proposal

The next morning Richard was already in the office when Emily walked in. His suit was darker than usual, sharp, the kind of armor men put on when something big was moving. He waved her into his office, door closing with a soft, definitive click.

“About the thing I was tell you last night. I think I’ve got it,” he said, leaning across his desk, voice lowered like the walls had ears. “The big account. They’re circling. Another week, maybe less, and we’ll have the contract in hand.”

Emily sat opposite him, heart quickening. She knew the name already — the client whispered around the office like myth. Billions in play. A partnership that could transform their company’s standing overnight. Richard’s voice, usually smooth and easy, carried weight this time. Excitement. Risk.

He ran her through the details — the presentations, the proposals, the long calls. She listened, attentive, drinking it in. He spoke not just of revenue but power — the influence it would buy them, the way people would look at them differently, the doors it would open. His eyes burned when he said it, like this was the kind of deal men lived entire careers chasing.

And then he dropped it.

“The dinner.”

Emily tilted her head. “What dinner?”

He paused, studied her. “The client’s… different. Old money, new polish. Charming, evasive. He likes people who can play. Who can make things feel… less formal.”

She frowned. “You mean—?”

Richard exhaled, leaning back. “He asked me to bring someone. Not a wife. Not a secretary. Someone in-between. He wants to see that I can be discreet. That I understand his world.”

The silence stretched.

Her eyes narrowed. “And you want me to…”

“To come with me,” he finished. His voice was calm, measured. “To play the part. Not because I need you to. Because I trust you to. You’d be perfect.”

Emily blinked, a flush creeping up her neck. “Richard…”

He lifted his hands, palms open. “Only if you want. I won’t ask twice. You can say no, and it’s done.”

For the rest of the day, she tried to bury it. Worked through spreadsheets, proofed a contract, answered emails. But the words stuck. Play the part.

By late afternoon, she found him again, alone in his office, tie loosened.

She stood in the doorway. “Up to you,” she said finally, voice low. “If you want me there… I’ll come.”

His gaze sharpened. He nodded once. Nothing more.



The dinner was set in a private room at one of the city’s most expensive restaurants — glass walls, leather chairs, staff who knew when to vanish. The client arrived late, his presence filling the room before his words did. Handsome in a polished, understated way. Tanned skin, silver hair, a smile that revealed nothing and promised everything. Almost a billionaire, Emily reminded herself.

Richard introduced her smoothly, as if she’d always been part of the picture. “Emily,” he said, “this is Mr. Mathers”

John Mathers looked like Richard Gere might have, if Gere had traded film sets for boardrooms and learned to smile with only half his mouth.

The client’s eyes lingered, assessing, warm but sharp. He kissed her hand lightly, old-world courtesy mixed with something darker. The conversation over dinner was easy, full of charm, half-truths, and subtle probing. The man asked questions that seemed casual but were anything but. Emily held her own, laughing at his stories, leaning in just enough. She saw the way Richard watched her across the table — not jealous, but satisfied. She was playing the role perfectly.



Back at the office later, the building hushed and empty, Richard closed the door behind them. His eyes were alight, buzzing with adrenaline.

“You were flawless,” he said. “Exactly what he wanted. You have no idea, Emily — the scope of this. The money. The power. This deal will change everything.”

His hand found her wrist, tugging her closer, pulling her into the orbit of his excitement. She could feel it — not just his words, but the heat rolling off him.

“The travel. The recognition. The bonuses. Do you understand what’s coming for us if this closes?” His mouth was against her ear now, his words spilling like confession.

She gasped when his hand slipped under her skirt, the sudden heat of his palm spreading over her thigh before sliding higher. His fingers pressed against her, through the thin strip of damp fabric. He laughed — low, dark, knowing — when he felt just how soaked she already was.

“You feel it too,” he murmured, voice curling against her ear.

Her panties were pushed aside in one rough motion, and then his fingers were inside her — two, thick and deliberate — sliding deep, curling until her knees buckled against the edge of his desk. She grabbed for balance, clutching his jacket with trembling fingers, her breath breaking into a desperate moan.

“The thrill,” he said, punctuating the word with another curl of his fingers, hitting that place that made her hips jolt forward.
“The danger,” he added, pushing deeper, harder, dragging a wet sound from her body.
“The fucking power of it,” he growled, his hand pumping mercilessly now, every thrust pushing her further over the line.

Her head fell back, lips parting on a sharp, helpless cry. She clawed at his shoulders, nails biting through his suit, her body trembling under the rhythm of his hand.

“This isn’t just business, Emily,” Richard whispered, his mouth at her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. “This is empire-building. This is legacy. He’s giving us the keys to everything. And you—” he shoved his fingers in harder, faster, her wetness coating his hand as she writhed against him — “you’re the one making it possible.”

“Richard…” she gasped, broken and trembling, her thighs squeezing around his hand as if she could trap him there.

And then he stilled. Just for a moment. His eyes locked on hers, sharp and burning, his fingers buried deep inside her, holding her open.

“So tell me the truth,” he said. “Tell me the unthinkable.”

Her breath shuddered, her lips trembling as her body clenched around him. She couldn’t think, couldn’t reason — but she could answer.

“I’ll do it,” she whispered.

Something dangerous flickered in his eyes.

And then his fingers were moving again — not teasing now, not coaxing, but driving into her with ruthless precision. Harder. Faster. Each thrust angled to hit the spot that made her legs shake, the slick heat of her arousal coating his hand until it was dripping down onto her thighs.

Her mouth broke open around a ragged cry, half-moan, half-sob, every sound swallowed by his kiss as he crushed his mouth against hers. It wasn’t gentle — it was teeth and spit and breath, their lips sliding wet and frantic, his tongue pushing past hers while his hand fucked her open. The kiss tasted desperate, greedy, like neither of them cared about air anymore.

Her whole body bucked against the desk, hips rolling to meet the thrust of his fingers. She clawed at him, nails dragging furrows through the fabric of his jacket, needing to anchor herself to something as the heat inside her built too fast, too hard. Every curl of his hand made her clench tighter, wetter, the obscene squelch of her cunt filling the quiet office.

She tried to speak — his name, a plea, something — but it broke into a scream muffled against his mouth when he pressed his thumb against her clit and ground it in tight, merciless circles.

She shattered.

Her whole body convulsed, back arching hard, thighs locking around his wrist as if she could trap him there, force him to wring every last spasm out of her. She came messily, soaking his hand, her cunt fluttering and pulsing around his fingers as if trying to drag him deeper.

He didn’t let up. He kissed her through it, sloppy and wet, drinking in every noise she made, keeping his fingers buried in her until she was trembling, until she was clawing at his chest like she needed him to hold her together even as he tore her apart.

When it finally eased, she slumped against him, sweat dampening her blouse, lipstick smeared across his mouth. His fingers were still inside her, slow now, dragging lazily in and out as if to remind her who had put her there.

She was ruined, breathless, wrecked against his desk — and he was smiling like he’d just closed the deal already.


Chapter Ten – The Client

The restaurant’s private room was curated silence — floor-to-ceiling glass walls that caught the glitter of the city, leather chairs that smelled of money, staff trained to vanish at the flick of a glance. Emily had dressed carefully: a dress cut just high enough to be respectable, just low enough to draw the eye. Dark lipstick, the kind that lingered on glass. Earrings that caught the light when she turned her head. She wasn’t Richard’s assistant tonight. She wasn’t his mistress. She was his asset.

The client arrived fashionably late, his presence filling the room before his words did. John Mathers. Billionaire. Old money dressed in tailored understatement. Silver hair. Tan skin. A half-smile that looked carved out of marble, one corner tilted as though he knew the punchline before he told the joke. The famous Richard Gere smile.

Richard stood, hand outstretched. “John.”

“Richard.” Mathers clasped it with the assurance of a man who’d shaken hands on deals worth more than countries. His gaze slid past him to Emily. “And who’s this vision?”

Richard didn’t hesitate. “Emily,” he said, smoothly. “My partner.”

The word hung in the air — ambiguous, perfect.

Mathers’s eyes lingered. Warm, but sharp. He reached for her hand, kissed it lightly, lips brushing skin in a way that was more appraisal than courtesy. “Enchanté.”

Emily smiled. “The pleasure’s mine.”

Dinner unfolded like a play. Mathers told stories — some true, some not — about markets, yachts, politicians he’d toasted with champagne. Emily laughed at the right moments, leaned in at others, asked questions that made his eyes crease in approval. She touched her glass just enough to leave prints, tilted her head just enough to make the earrings catch the light.

And Richard watched her. Not with jealousy. With satisfaction. She was doing exactly what he needed her to do: pulling Mathers in, thread by thread, without even touching him.

By dessert, the air in the room had shifted. Mathers was charmed, yes — but more than that. He was hooked. His gaze returned to Emily again and again, lingering too long, voice softening when he spoke to her, sharp only when business cut through.

Finally, he leaned back, glass of red in hand, eyes glinting. “Richard,” he said, “I like you. I like the way you handle yourself. And now…” His glance slid to Emily, holding her there. “…I like the company you keep.”

Richard inclined his head, the barest smile curling his lips.

“We can give you the account,” Mathers said. “It’ll be discreet. But I expect you’ll be good with it.”

Emily let the silence breathe for a beat. Then she reached across the table, her fingers grazing Mathers’s hand. Not coy. Intentional.

She smiled, lips painted the color of wine. “We’ll take care of it,” she said softly. Her voice wrapped around the words like velvet. She let her fingers trace a little further before withdrawing. “I’ll take care of it personally, sir.”

Mathers’s smile deepened — that half-Gere smirk, all polished appetite and hidden sharpness. “I don’t doubt it,” he murmured.

Across the table, Richard’s eyes flicked to hers, gleaming with the same thrill he’d whispered about in the office — the thrill, the danger, the fucking power of it.

And Emily realized she felt it too.

Mathers had just finished another story — something about a minister, a yacht, and a bottle of wine that cost more than most people’s mortgages — when a discreet knock at the door interrupted. A waiter leaned in, murmured something low into Richard’s ear.

Richard nodded, excused himself smoothly. “Just a moment,” he said, patting Mathers on the shoulder like old friends. “Contract detail. I’ll step outside.”

And then it was just Emily and John.

For a beat, silence. Not uncomfortable — charged.

Mathers swirled his wine, his gaze sliding over her in a way that was measured but undeniably male. “So,” he said, voice smooth, “Richard’s partner.” The word lingered, almost teasing. “Tell me, Emily… how does he convince someone like you to join him in this madness we call business?”

She smiled, leaning in just slightly, her perfume catching the air. “He didn’t have to convince me. I like madness.”

Mathers chuckled — low, appreciative. His eyes creased, but his hand drifted across the table, resting near hers. Not touching. Close.

She let her fingers shift, just enough to graze his knuckles as she reached for her glass. The contact was feather-light, deliberate. His smile widened, that half-Gere smirk deepening into something warmer, hungrier.

“You play the part well,” he said.

Emily tilted her head, lashes lowering just enough. “Who says it’s a part?”

They lingered there — laughter, subtle touches, the conversation drifting from markets to music, from risk to pleasure. His hand brushed hers again when she leaned forward to adjust her glass, and this time he didn’t pull back. Neither did she.

By the time Richard returned, the air in the room had shifted again — not just business now, but something more intimate. Mathers looked comfortable, charmed. His half-smile never left. Emily’s laughter was soft, effortless, the kind that filled spaces and drew men in without trying.

Richard’s eyes flicked from Mathers to Emily. He didn’t interrupt. He didn’t need to.

She was already doing exactly what he wanted.

A knock at the door cut into the flow of conversation. A server leaned in, murmured something about Richard’s office line needing his immediate attention. Richard excused himself smoothly, already reaching for his phone.

“Back in a moment,” he said, giving Emily the faintest look — one that told her he trusted her to hold the room. Then he was gone, the door shutting softly behind him.

The atmosphere shifted instantly. Mathers leaned back in his chair, swirling his wine, the half-smile playing at his lips. His gaze lingered on Emily with a warmth sharpened by curiosity.

“You don’t have to keep calling me Mathers,” he said, tone low, inviting. “Makes me feel older than I am. Call me John.”

Emily’s lips curved. “John, then.” She let the name roll off her tongue, lighter, more intimate. “Though I admit, Mathers has… weight to it.”

He chuckled, tilting his glass toward her. “Weight isn’t always the compliment people think it is. Sometimes it’s about size. And size doesn’t always matter.”

Emily arched a brow, leaning in just enough for her perfume to carry across the table. “Size matters,” she countered smoothly, voice edged with a laugh, “but only if it performs well too.”

Mathers’s smile sharpened — amused, testing. “And you’re sure we’re still talking about my company?”

Emily let her nails tap the rim of her glass, then tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Of course,” she said lightly. A pause, deliberate. “Unless you want me to think otherwise.”

The air between them tightened. His gaze lingered a second too long, warmth sliding into hunger. She laughed softly, the sound smooth, confident, the kind of laugh that made men lean in without realizing it. She shifted her hand, letting her fingers brush his lightly as she reached for her glass, then left them there a beat longer than necessary.

Mathers’s smirk deepened. Richard Gere charm, but darker, more dangerous. “I see why Richard keeps you close,” he murmured.

Emily smiled back, lips painted the color of wine. “Maybe he just knows I can take care of things.”

Mathers swirled his wine lazily, the deep red catching the light like blood under crystal. “You’ve got a sharp tongue, Emily,” he said, his gaze fixed squarely on her mouth. “Dangerous thing in business. More dangerous elsewhere.”

Emily laughed softly, unbothered, resting her chin on the back of her hand. “I’d argue it’s the most valuable tool I have. In business, and…” She let the words trail off, just enough to leave the suggestion hanging. “…well, elsewhere.”

He leaned forward, elbows on the table now, closing the space between them. His hand shifted, resting near hers again, closer this time. “Richard’s a lucky man,” John said, voice lower, rougher now. “To have someone who can charm a room like this.”

She tilted her head, lashes lowering as she sipped her wine, deliberately leaving a faint smudge of lipstick on the glass. “Richard doesn’t keep me for charm alone,” she said. Her free hand moved across the table, brushing against his knuckles again, this time letting the touch linger.

His eyes darkened, the half-smile sharpening into something else — not polite, not businesslike. “I believe that,” he murmured.

For a moment, the room was too quiet, the city lights outside a blur of color and movement. His thumb grazed the side of her hand, the smallest gesture, but weighted.

Emily let him. She didn’t pull away. She held his gaze, lips curving as though they were still discussing market trends.

“That’s the thing about size,” she said finally, voice velvet-soft. “It only matters if you know how to use it.”

John chuckled, low and genuine this time, his eyes not leaving hers. “I think you’ll find I’ve never had a problem with performance.”

Emily smiled, slow and deliberate, then let her fingers withdraw, leaving behind the faintest trace of warmth. “Good,” she said, leaning back with regal ease. “Because Richard and I don’t invest in disappointments.”

The door clicked softly then — Richard returning, his expression unreadable as his gaze swept the room. But the air had shifted. Mathers sat back with a satisfied gleam in his eyes, and Emily… she looked untouchable, every inch the partner Richard had introduced her as.

Richard glanced between them, the faintest curl at his lips. He didn’t ask what he’d missed. He didn’t need to.

Richard’s return was brief. A quiet word to Mathers, a glance at Emily, then another interruption — his phone buzzing insistently on the sideboard. He excused himself again, the door clicking shut behind him.

This time, Mathers didn’t wait.

He leaned forward, eyes fixed on Emily like she was the only thing in the room. “You do realize,” he said, voice smooth but edged with something sharper, “if Richard leaves me alone with you much longer, I might forget why I’m here.”

Emily’s lips curved. She tipped her glass toward him, eyes half-lidded. “And why are you here, John?” she asked.

“Business,” he said automatically, then smirked. “At least, that’s what I told myself.”

His hand moved across the table, this time not stopping short. He covered hers, warm, firm, his thumb brushing over her knuckles like a man testing boundaries. “But I think you enjoy this as much as I do.”

Emily didn’t flinch. She let the contact sit, then slowly turned her hand so their palms touched, her fingers brushing against his. Her nails traced a lazy line along his skin before she withdrew, just enough to keep him hungry.

“Careful,” she said, her tone playful but steady. “I might make you prove it.”

Mathers laughed, low, rich, a sound that carried more weight than the wine between them. “Prove it how?”

Emily leaned in, close enough for her perfume to drift across the narrow space, close enough that her voice landed warm against his ear. “Performance, John. Size only matters if it performs. Isn’t that what we were just saying?”

His eyes flashed, his smile turning sharper, hungrier. “And you’re still sure we’re talking about my company?”

She held his gaze without blinking. “Of course. Unless you’d rather I think otherwise.”

The room hung thick with it — the smell of wine, leather, and something rawer now. Mathers’s hand lingered on the table, itching to close the space again. His laugh was quieter this time, almost to himself.

“You’re dangerous,” he said finally. “Richard knows it. I can see why he brings you into the room. But tell me — does he realize what it costs? To leave you alone with someone like me?”

Emily smiled then, slow, deliberate, lips curling like a secret. She reached for her glass, fingers grazing his one last time. “Maybe he does,” she said. “Maybe that’s the point.”

The door opened behind them. Richard stepped back in, pocketing his phone, eyes sweeping the table. Mathers didn’t move his hand away quite fast enough, and Emily didn’t look flustered in the slightest.

If anything, she looked brighter — like she’d just sealed the real deal.


Chapter 11: A Beautifull Rewarding Night

The meal lingered in its last course, a shared bottle of Bordeaux breathing between them. Emily laughed softly at something John said — not too loud, just enough to let the sound linger in the space. Richard smiled faintly, but his phone buzzed again. He checked it, lips tightening for half a second.

“My wife,” he said simply, excusing himself. “I should take this.”

He slipped out without ceremony, shutting the door gently behind him.

The absence was immediate. The air thickened. John set his glass down, eyes following Richard only until the latch clicked. Then they returned to Emily.

“Well,” he said, leaning back in his chair with an almost wolfish smirk. “That was discreet.”

Emily swirled her wine, cool, collected. “He trusts me,” she said, lifting her glass to her lips.

“Does he?” John’s voice dropped. He leaned in now, elbow on the table, his gaze sweeping over her face, her mouth, then lower. “Because if he trusted me, he wouldn’t leave you here with me.”

She let her glass hover, lips brushing the rim. Her smile was small, deliberate. “Maybe that’s exactly why he did.”

John chuckled — low, rich, vibrating through the quiet room. “Dangerous woman.” He reached across again, bolder this time, his hand brushing hers and then covering it fully. His thumb dragged slow circles against her skin, testing, waiting for resistance.

Emily didn’t pull back.

Instead, she set her glass down and let her fingers shift just enough to lace with his. The touch wasn’t accidental anymore — it was mutual.

“Why don’t we make this more interesting?” John said. His voice was velvet now, intimate. “There’s a bar upstairs, private lounge. Fewer eyes, better whiskey. Join me for a drink after this?”

Emily tilted her head, lips curving into a smile that was half-tease, half-dare. “And what exactly would we be drinking to, John?”

“To performance,” he said, eyes locked on hers. “Yours. Mine. Richard’s. Whoever delivers the most.”

She laughed then — soft, sultry, the sound slipping over him like silk. Her free hand slid toward her lap, deliberately brushing his wrist before she withdrew. “Careful,” she murmured. “I told you before — I don’t invest in disappointments.”

John’s grin widened. He leaned closer, close enough that the space between them vibrated with it. “Then don’t be disappointed.”

The door opened again. Richard’s voice, calm, smooth, the tone he reserved for his wife. “Yes, darling. Of course. I’ll be home before midnight. Kiss the kids for me.”

He stepped back inside, sliding his phone into his pocket, eyes sweeping the table. Emily and John were still holding each other’s gaze. Still close enough to touch.

And Richard said nothing.

Just sat back down, lips curling in that faint, knowing smile.

The dinner plates were cleared. The wine was finished. Richard’s phone buzzed again — another call from home. He glanced at it, sighed through his nose, and stood.

“I’ll settle the bill,” he said smoothly. “And take this outside.” His eyes flicked toward Emily for the briefest second, unreadable, then he slipped from the room, phone already to his ear.

John Mathers rose as well, buttoning his jacket with practiced ease. “Shall we?” he asked, his voice pitched low, warm.

Emily tilted her head, feigning hesitation — though her body had already leaned forward in answer. “Upstairs?”

He smirked. “Private lounge. Better whiskey. Fewer ears.”

She stood, her silk dress catching the low light, and let him offer his arm. She didn’t need it — but she took it anyway, her hand brushing the fine fabric of his sleeve as they walked. The contact was subtle, intimate, enough to make him straighten with a faint pride.

The lounge was quiet, all low amber light and leather chairs, the kind of space built for deals and sins alike. A single server slipped in, poured two glasses of Macallan without being asked, and disappeared.

John lifted his glass, but his eyes stayed on her. “To dangerous women,” he said.

Emily smiled, touching the rim of her glass to his. “And men who aren’t afraid of them.”

The whiskey burned smooth down her throat, but the heat in the room wasn’t from the drink. John leaned closer, his knee brushing hers under the table. She didn’t move.

“You’ve been playing with me all night,” he said, his voice rich with amusement. “That sharp tongue, those looks. You’ve got Richard running circles around himself and me wondering if this account is business… or pleasure.”

Emily set her glass down carefully, then leaned in until her lips nearly brushed his ear. “Maybe it’s both,” she whispered.

His hand slid across the table again, bolder now, covering hers with warm insistence. This time she let their fingers lace fully, her thumb stroking his knuckle with slow precision. His breath caught — subtle, but there.

“You’re not afraid,” John said, almost to himself.

Her laugh was soft, intimate. “Of you? No. Of disappointing Richard? Never.”

He studied her then, eyes searching, his free hand brushing the edge of her knee beneath the table. “So tell me, Emily… am I the deal? Or just the test?”

Her smile was slow, deliberate, as she held his gaze. “Maybe you’re both.”

The silence between them wasn’t silence anymore — it was loaded, electric, the hum of possibility and risk.

And somewhere downstairs, Richard Hale was still on the phone with his wife, making promises he had no intention of keeping.

The lounge was quiet enough that every sound seemed sharper — the clink of crystal, the faint crackle from the fireplace, the whisper of her silk dress when she shifted in her chair.

John’s hand was still over hers, warm, steady, his thumb drawing lazy circles. When he leaned closer, his knee pressed more firmly into hers, and this time she pressed back, deliberate.

“You know,” he said, his voice pitched lower now, “you make business feel… dangerous.”

Emily let her lips curve, slow, deliberate, and reached for her glass again. She lifted it to her mouth, knowing his eyes followed the shape of her lips. “Maybe danger is what you’ve been missing,” she said, her voice soft but edged like steel.

When she set the glass down, his fingers slid higher, from her hand to her wrist, brushing along the soft skin there. His touch lingered — not quite possessive, but testing.

She didn’t pull away.

Instead, she turned her palm upward, letting her nails trace lightly against his skin. The gesture was subtle, intimate — an invitation wrapped in control.

John smirked, leaning closer, so close she could feel his breath against her cheek. “If size matters…” he murmured, his lips grazing the shell of her ear, “…then you’ll find I don’t disappoint.”

Emily’s laugh was soft, warm, a velvet blade. She turned her head just enough that their mouths almost brushed, her voice a whisper against his lips. “Size matters,” she said, “but only if it performs.”

His hand slid further now, down under the edge of the table, onto her knee. He squeezed lightly, testing again.

She let him. For a beat. Then she placed her own hand over his, holding it there, guiding his palm higher by an inch — just enough to remind him it was her decision.

John’s eyes burned, sharp and hungry. “Dangerous,” he said again, almost a growl.

Emily leaned back slightly, reclaiming her glass with her free hand, sipping slowly as though nothing had happened. “And yet,” she said, setting it down with a delicate clink, “you’re still here.”

Their eyes locked. The air was thick, humming.

And downstairs, Richard’s voice drifted faintly up the stairwell, smooth and steady on the phone:
“Yes, darling. Of course. I’ll be home soon.”


Chapter 12 – Terms of Surrender

John’s fingers moved first — slow, curious.

He reached across the small space between them, brushing a lock of Emily’s hair behind her ear. The gesture was gentle, almost reverent, but there was intent in it — the kind of touch that lingered just a fraction too long to be polite.

His thumb followed, gliding along the curve of her jaw, then lower, down the line of her throat.
A caress, not a claim. But one that sent a current pulsing through the quiet space between them.

“You’ve got this softness,” John murmured, his voice rough silk. “Here.”
He let his fingers trail along her neck, then slipped them into her hair again, slowly combing through the dark strands as if memorizing the texture.

Emily didn’t move.

She let him touch her, let him explore. Her lashes lowered just slightly as she leaned in, tilting her chin to give him better access. Her lips parted — not to speak, but to breathe, quiet and slow, as his thumb brushed the tender hollow just below her ear.

“You’re dangerous when you’re silent,” he whispered.

“I’m dangerous when I’m bored,” she murmured back, her voice lazy with pleasure. “And right now… I’m not.”

He smiled, eyes gleaming. His hand slid further into her hair, letting it cascade through his fingers. His other hand rested lightly on her thigh, thumb circling in place.

She reached up, covering the back of his hand on her neck, not to stop him — but to anchor him there.

Then —

Buzz.

A vibration on the table. Sharp, unwelcome.

Emily didn’t react at first. She let the moment breathe.

But the sound came again.

Buzz-buzz.

She turned her head slowly, reluctantly. The screen glowed against the dark wood.
Richard.

Of course.

She exhaled, a small, amused breath, then glanced at John. “Persistent, isn’t he?”

John smirked, brushing his thumb one last time over the side of her throat before pulling back. “Let’s not keep him waiting.”

Emily picked up the phone with unhurried elegance, answered with a slide of her thumb. “Yes?”

Richard’s voice came smooth, low, unreadable. “I’ve taken the Uber,” he said simply. “You’ve got everything you need.”

There was a pause — a deliberate, loaded silence.

Emily’s lips curved.

Then she extended the phone toward John, gaze still locked on his. “He wants to say goodbye.”

John took the phone without hesitation. His fingers brushed hers — again — and this time, they lingered. Warm skin. Warm intent.

He brought the phone to his ear, already smiling.

“Richard,” he said easily, “the lady is quite nice company.”

A beat.

Then he ended the call.

No waiting. No explanation. No goodbye.

Just a click.

And now… it was just them again.

Quieter.
Hotter.
No interruptions.
No more Richard.

Only the unfinished touch.
And the hunger still hanging in the air between them. Emily reached for her glass again, but this time her hand moved slower — not sipping, but performing. A deliberate gesture, as if she knew how every motion pulled his gaze.
John watched — transfixed. The delicate curl of her fingers around the stem, the effortless grace in the way she tilted it to her lips, the faint sheen left behind by her lipstick.
She drank like she was toying with sin.

He didn’t speak.
He didn’t need to.

He leaned in, hand sliding to her knee — this time not testing.
This time claiming.
Firm. Warm. Intentional.

Emily let the contact sit, let the heat pool between his touch and her skin. Then she shifted — slow and feline — turning just enough for her inner thigh to press against his.

Closer. Aligned.

“Private enough for you?” he murmured, voice low, catching.

She set her glass down, her eyes locked to his like a held breath. “Isn’t that why we came upstairs?”

John chuckled — a dark, rich sound that curled between her legs.

“That’s what I was hoping.”

She didn’t wait for his hand to wander.
She led it.
Her fingers draped over his, guiding them upward, dragging the weight of his palm higher along her thigh. The slit in her skirt parted beneath his touch, baring warm skin and the hint of lace.

His breath stuttered — almost imperceptibly. But she caught it.

Control. Still hers.

His eyes darkened as he leaned in, closer now, lips brushing hers — slow, tentative, like a question.

She answered by kissing him back — deliberately, without urgency. No chase. Just heat wrapped in poise. Her mouth was soft and warm, tasting of wine and something sharper. His lips were firm, tasting of tension barely held in check.

Emily slid a hand up his chest, over the crisp line of his shirt, fingers pressing against the muscle beneath. She felt his pulse — steady, strong — but quickening.

When she pulled back, their lips barely apart, their breaths shared the same air.

“I’ve been wondering,” he rasped, voice low, hungry, “if you were going to let me touch you… or just keep teasing me until I begged.”

Her smile was wicked and slow, a curling thing of danger and delight.
“What makes you think I’d stop you if you begged?”

He kissed her again — harder now. No question this time. Just hunger.

His hands found her waist, slid around to her back, fingers bunching in silk as they found the zipper of her dress. She arched slightly, letting him work — letting him unwrap her like a gift he knew he hadn’t earned yet.

The silk peeled away, inch by inch, the cool air kissing her skin. The black lace of her bra barely contained the curves he’d been stealing glances at all night — delicate, sheer, and designed to be removed slowly.

John paused — visibly stunned by what was revealed. His gaze lingered, reverent… but starved.

“Fuck…” he muttered, more breath than word, his fingers brushing the swell of her breast over the lace. “You’re…”

She raised a brow, lips parted in mock surprise. “Lost for words, Mr. Mathers?”

He laughed, but it broke halfway through as she slid one leg across his lap, straddling him in a smooth, confident motion that made the leather beneath them creak.

“You don’t know what I want to do to you,” he murmured, his hands tracing her thighs, inching higher.

“I think I do,” she whispered, lips brushing his. “The question is — do you know what I’m going to let you do?”

He groaned low in his throat as his hands slipped under her skirt again — not to tease this time, but to find.
She was wet. Already.

Her panties were thin lace — barely there, already warm with arousal. He pushed the fabric aside with practiced fingers, and she hissed softly against his mouth as he slid two fingers between her folds.

Hot. Slick. Ready.

She bit his lower lip, then released it. “That’s for starters.”

John’s breath was ragged now. His other hand moved up to cup her breast, thumbing the nipple through the lace until it hardened beneath his touch.
Emily rocked her hips once, slow and deep, grinding against his hand. Her eyes never left his — daring him to keep up.

“Fuck, you’re —”
She silenced him with another kiss.

Not soft.
Claiming.

When she pulled back, lips flushed, voice thick with heat, she whispered, “I’m everything you hoped. And more than you’re ready for.”

Emily reached for his jacket, tugging it off with ease, the fabric slipping down his arms and pooling behind him. Her movements were precise, practiced — not rushed, not hesitant.

Next came his tie — loosened with a single pull, unknotted and cast aside with a flick of her fingers like she was unwrapping a gift she already knew she’d enjoy. Her eyes never left his — locked, assessing, owning.
He was breathing heavier now, chest rising beneath the buttons of his shirt.

She started on those next — one at a time — dragging her nails lightly down his chest with each undone clasp, letting them scrape just enough to make his muscles twitch beneath her touch. She reached the last button, then pushed the shirt open slowly, baring his skin like something precious… or something to ruin.

“You’re fucking killing me,” John muttered, voice low and ragged.

She smiled, slow and sharp. “Not yet.”

Her hands skimmed over his chest, down his torso — not hurried, not fumbling. She touched him like she was studying him, learning him — mapping terrain she already planned to conquer.

Then his hands found her again — skin now, not silk — and they roamed. Over her bare waist, up her ribs, down the smooth line of her thighs, gripping her with a kind of reverence that teetered on desperation. Like he wanted to devour her and kneel for her in the same breath.

When she straddled his lap, he exhaled like he’d been holding it since the first moment she touched him.
Hot. Hard. Straining beneath her.

“Still think this is about business?” she whispered, lips brushing the corner of his mouth, hips rocking forward just enough to make his cock twitch beneath his trousers.

He groaned — actual, raw sound — and managed, “I think this is the bonus.”

Emily laughed — soft, wicked, wrapped in smoke and sin. She tilted her hips again, slower this time, grinding against him with maddening rhythm. His hands flew to her hips, gripping tight, like he needed something to hold onto before he came undone.

“You haven’t earned it yet,” she murmured, voice like silk draped over a blade.

Then she moved again — hips rolling, slow and taunting, dragging her heat across the rigid length straining beneath him. She wasn’t teasing anymore.

She was torturing.

His head dropped back against the chair with a low curse. “Jesus, Emily…”

Her fingers tangled in his hair, yanking his head forward again — forcing him to look at her. “Don’t look away,” she said, voice sharp, commanding.

“I’m not,” he panted, hands running under the hem of her skirt now, palms rough against her thighs, sliding higher. “Fuck, I’m not.”

She ground harder now, rocking with purpose. His cock was caught between them, the friction thick and heavy, dragging a low moan from his throat as her lace panties soaked against his pants.

“You want to fuck me?” she asked, soft and brutal at once. “Then you sit there and take it. You wait.”

He was nearly trembling under her now, eyes wild, lips parted. “Emily—”

She cut him off with a kiss — deep, bruising — biting his lower lip hard enough to make him groan into her mouth. Then she pulled back, breath hot against his skin.

“You don’t get to fuck me yet,” she whispered. “You get to feel me. Want me. Earn me.”

Her hand slid down between them, fingers dragging across his belt buckle. She didn’t unfasten it — not yet — just pressed the heel of her palm against the hard line of him and rocked.

He bucked under her. “Jesus fucking Christ.”

She smiled — slow, cruel, goddamn glorious.

“I like the way you beg,” she said, lips grazing his ear. “You’ll do it again before I’m done.”

Emily shifted on his lap, watching the tension coil in John’s jaw, his chest rising and falling like he was holding back an earthquake inside him. His cock throbbed beneath her, rigid and trapped behind his slacks, begging for friction.

Her eyes stayed on his. Her hands didn’t tremble.
She rose slightly on her knees, letting her breasts press flush against his bare chest, and then reached behind her back with slow, deliberate fingers.

The clasp gave way.

Black lace slipped down her shoulders, caught briefly on the swell of her breasts, then fell away completely.

She was bare now — nipples tight, skin flushed from heat and power, standing over him like a goddess built to ruin men.

John froze, lips parted, eyes fixed on her like he was looking at something he wasn’t sure he deserved to touch.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

His hands twitched, instinct pulling them toward her breasts, but Emily caught his wrists.

“Don’t,” she said, her voice low, commanding, and so calm it was almost cruel. “Not until I say.”

She guided his hands back to the arms of the chair and pinned him there with nothing but a look.

“Stay still,” she said. “I’m not done unwrapping you yet.”

Then she slid off his lap with feline grace, sinking to her knees between his legs. Her skirt rode up around her hips, and she made no effort to fix it. She wanted him to see the curve of her ass, the flash of her panties soaked through, the dominance in her posture as she stared up at him.

Her fingers went to his belt — firm, fluid — and she undid it with a single pull, followed by the zipper, slow and deliberate.

The sound of it was obscene in the quiet.

She reached in without hesitation and wrapped her fingers around his cock, dragging it out of his briefs like something she owned. He was thick, flushed, hard as hell — already leaking at the tip.

“Fuck, Emily—” he groaned, hips jerking.

She held him steady, stroking once — base to tip — slow and firm.

His head dropped back with a strangled growl.

“Don’t look away,” she said sharply, her voice cutting through the fog of lust.

His eyes snapped to hers again — wide, wild.

“Better,” she purred.

She stroked again, a little tighter now, wrist twisting just enough to make him grunt. Her thumb circled the head, spreading precum, slicking him up while she watched him fight not to explode in her fist.

“You’ve been waiting to get inside me all fucking night,” she whispered. “Now look at you — barely holding it together while I’ve got you in my hand.”

John gritted his teeth. “You're driving me fucking insane.”

Emily’s smile curved slow and deadly. “That’s not insanity,” she said, pumping his cock again, letting her nails lightly graze the underside. “That’s need. My kind of need.”

She leaned in, lips parted, warm breath ghosting over his cock — but not touching. She hovered close, letting her tongue flick just under the tip without taking him fully in.

He let out a raw, strangled sound from somewhere deep in his chest.

His hips jerked.

She pulled back.

“Don’t move,” she warned. “Not unless you want this to end right here.”

He froze again, fists clenched on the armrests, sweat beading along his brow.

She stroked him slow and tight, letting him feel every second of her control. Every movement was deliberate, meant to edge him without release, to break him down inch by inch.

“Say it,” she said softly.

“Say what?”

She leaned in, kissing the base of his cock, trailing her tongue upward. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want to fuck you,” he growled, the words tearing out of him. “I want to come inside you so fucking bad it hurts.”

Emily’s eyes flared with amusement — and approval.

She rose slowly, still holding him in one hand as she climbed back into his lap, her now-naked body wrapping around him like heat itself. Her panties were soaked through, but she didn’t bother taking them off yet — she wanted him to feel the friction, to know how close he was to getting what he begged for and how much of it depended on her.

She rubbed her pussy against the head of his cock through the wet lace, slow, grinding, teasing.

“You’ll get to fuck me,” she said, breathless but composed.
“But not until you know whose game you're playing.”

Emily climbed back into his lap, naked now — all heat and command, her body slick against his. Her panties were still on, soaked through and clinging to her folds, but she made no move to take them off.
Not yet.

John’s cock stood hard between them, throbbing where she’d pulled him out — long, flushed, still glistening from her strokes.

She rubbed against it again, grinding her soaked lace across his shaft, smearing wetness along his length as she rolled her hips slow, lazy, precise.

John’s head fell back, a growl escaping him. “Fucking hell…”

Emily grabbed a fistful of his hair and yanked his head forward again, making him groan. “You don’t get to look away,” she said, panting now. “You watch me. You feel me. But you don’t come.”

“I’m so fucking close,” he gritted, his voice hoarse, wrecked.

“I know,” she said with a wicked grin. “That’s the point.”

She ground her hips harder now, dragging her soaked pussy up and down his cock, her panties barely a barrier anymore. Every move smeared heat across him, every shift made him twitch and grunt like a man this close to losing it.

He bucked his hips once — desperate — and she stopped completely.

Her eyes snapped to his.

“You don’t move unless I move,” she said, deadly calm. “Do you understand me?”

He nodded, breathing hard. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I don’t fucking move unless you do,” he rasped.

She smirked, rubbing her wetness over his tip in slow, wet circles. His hands flexed uselessly on the arms of the chair, like a man bound without rope.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

Then she reached down, wrapped her hand around the base of his cock again, and jerked him off in long, tight strokes — just enough to make him leak, just enough to make his thighs shake.

Her voice dropped to a whisper near his ear. “You feel that? That ache in your balls? That heat crawling up your spine like it’s gonna detonate?”

“Yes,” he groaned.

She licked his jaw, slow and dirty. “You’re not coming until I say. And if you do without my permission, I swear I’ll walk out and leave you here with your dick in your hand.”

John’s entire body shuddered.

Emily pressed her soaked core down on him again — still covered by the lace, but slick and hot and grinding. Her clit caught against his shaft, and she moaned this time — a low, filthy sound that made his cock jump.

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t stop. She rolled her hips again and again, stroking him between her folds, every move a threat and a promise. Her nails dug into his shoulders.

“I could fuck you right now,” she said, eyes gleaming. “Ride your cock until you explode. You’d love that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” he choked. “God, yes.”

She laughed, cruel and gorgeous. “Too bad.”

And then she let go of him completely, sitting back on his thighs, still straddling him — her pussy flushed and dripping behind soaked lace, her nipples hard, breath unsteady. She looked like a goddess halfway between mercy and destruction.

“You’ll come,” she said, licking her lips, “but when I decide. Not before.”

John looked like he was seconds away from begging.

And Emily?

She just smiled, reached for her wine, and took a sip like nothing had happened — leaving him rock hard, soaked in her arousal, and hanging on the edge of fucking sanity.

John was shaking under her.

Every nerve in his body on fire. His cock twitched with every breath, still slick, still hard, and aching like hell. Her touch was gone, but the memory of it burned in every inch of him.

And she knew it.

Emily sat perched on his thighs, completely nude, soaked panties clinging to her cunt like they were painted on, her thighs gleaming with arousal. She sipped her wine, legs spread wide around him, acting like he wasn’t seconds from blowing his load untouched.

He tried to speak — say something, anything — but she cut him off with a look.

“Don’t even think about begging yet,” she said, setting the glass down. “I’m not done playing with you.”

Then she moved again — slowly, deliberately — sliding forward just enough to let the head of his cock press back against her covered slit. A moan slipped from both of them.

She ground down, dragging her pussy along his shaft, letting the soaked lace rub between them until it was nothing but a tease of friction. His cock throbbed beneath her, wet and raw with need.

“You’re fucking soaked,” he groaned.

“Mm,” she hummed. “That’s not for you yet.”

Then she lifted just enough to reach between them again, grabbing him by the base. He hissed.

Her strokes were slow, milking him, dragging every ounce of precum from his tip.

“Feel that?” she whispered, her voice right at his mouth. “That burn in your balls? That tightness in your spine that’s screaming to let go?”

He nodded frantically.

She pumped him faster, tighter. Her eyes locked on his.

“Don’t come.”

“Emily—” His voice broke.

“I said,” she snarled, suddenly stopping mid-stroke, her grip tightening around the base of his cock like a vice, cutting off the flood of sensation, “don’t fucking come.”

John growled like a wounded animal. His hips bucked once, reflexively — desperate — but she pushed him back down, straddling him harder.

His cock was twitching against her soaked lace, painfully hard, so close it practically leaked orgasm.

But Emily didn’t stop. She just shifted again — this time pulling her panties aside, finally baring her dripping pussy to him, rubbing her soaked lips along the length of his shaft.

He shuddered under her.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he groaned.

Her clit caught his ridge on every pass, and this time, her moans matched his — breathy, sharp, rising.

She rocked her hips over him, sliding her wet heat up and down the underside of his cock, almost letting him slip inside.

But never quite.

Her lips hovered over his, her mouth open, panting.

“Feel that?” she whispered, grinding slow and filthy. “You’re so fucking close you can taste it.”

“Yes—fuck yes—please—”

And then, without warning, she slapped his cock — not hard, but enough to make him jolt, gasp, lose his rhythm.

“No,” she said, voice dripping with wickedness. “Not yet.”

She climbed off him again, standing, hips swaying as she peeled the lace panties fully down her legs and tossed them onto his chest like a trophy.

Then she stood there naked, legs parted, wet and glistening — while he sat, cock swollen, leaking, trembling with need.

She watched him like a hunter watches prey, and said, “You’ll beg properly next time

Emily stood over him now, completely bare, her panties crumpled on his lap like a fucking challenge.

Her thighs glistened, and her pussy — clean-shaven, smooth, soft, and soaked — caught the low light as she slowly parted her legs just enough to make him ache. He could see everything: the flush of her folds, the slick glint between them, the swollen curve of her clit.

He stared up at her, jaw tight, breathing like a man on the edge of ruin.

She smirked down at him. “You’ve been patient,” she said, stepping closer, straddling his lap again. “So I’m going to reward you…”

His body tensed with relief—

“…by not letting you come yet.”

“Emily—”

“No,” she said simply, sitting back on his thighs. Her pussy hovered inches above his cock — flushed, wet, dripping — and then lowered just enough to slide him between her lips, not inside her, but along the length of her slit.

His cock pulsed hard. Her slick heat coated him.

She rocked her hips, slowly dragging his tip over her clit, back and forth, back and forth — riding him without giving him an inch.

“God—fuck—” John’s voice cracked. “You’re so fucking wet.”

“And you’re so fucking needy,” she whispered, leaning in to bite his lip, her voice all breath and filth. “I love watching your cock twitch every time I almost take you.”

She kept grinding — slow, wet, maddening. Her clit was slicking all over him, and her moans were getting breathier, more real.

She was close too.
But she still had more control to take.

Emily pulled back again, standing up. He whimpered.

Then she climbed onto the chair, one knee on each armrest, and lowered her dripping cunt right over his mouth.

“Eat.”

John didn’t hesitate. His mouth opened, tongue darting out to taste her — and fuck, she tasted like sin. Clean, sweet, warm, and so wet he could barely breathe.

She grabbed the back of his head, grinding down onto his face, smearing her slick across his lips.

“Use your tongue, not your teeth. Lick my clit like you owe me your fucking life.”

He obeyed, tongue sliding up and down, circling, flattening — licking like a man possessed. His hands stayed at his sides, trembling.

Emily rolled her hips onto his face, moaning hard now, her clit throbbing with every pass. She rutted against his mouth, head thrown back, nails digging into the back of the chair.

Then she stopped suddenly — breathing fast, wetness dripping from her thighs onto his chin.

She climbed down.

And grabbed his cock again.

Her hand pumped it in fast, merciless strokes, her other cupping his balls, tight, heavy, ready to blow.

“Eyes on me,” she said, standing over him now with one foot on the chair between his legs. “You want to come?”

“Yes,” he begged, sweat-slick and red-faced. “Please—fuck, I need to—”

She kept stroking, harder now, twisting her wrist. His hips jerked, abs tensing, balls drawing tight.

“Not until I say,” she growled. “You fucking wait.”

“I’m gonna come—please, please—”

“Not yet.” Her grip tightened, slowed. He whimpered.

“Beg,” she snapped.

“Please let me come, Emily, fuck—please, I’m so close—please—”

She watched him writhe.

Then said, “I’m going to count down. And if you come before I hit one, I’m going to walk away and leave you here leaking in your pants.”

He nodded frantically.

“Five…”

Her hand stroked him fast again. His thighs were shaking.

“Four…”

His cock jumped. She leaned in and spat on the head, making it slicker, wetter, hotter.

“Three…”

His eyes rolled back. “Oh fuck—fuck—”

“Two…”

Her nails dragged along his shaft. His whole body convulsed.

“One—”

He exploded.

A choked, broken sound tore from his chest as cum shot up in thick, desperate spurts, splashing across his abs, his shirt, even catching her wrist. His hips bucked uncontrollably. His breath hitched.

And Emily?

She smiled — slow, wicked, victorious.

“You filthy fucking mess,” she whispered.

She wiped her hand on his chest and reached for her wine again, sipping it while he lay there, ruined and gasping beneath her.

John collapsed into the chair, wrecked and boneless, his cock twitching against his stomach, still leaking from the brutal orgasm she’d wrung out of him.

But Emily wasn’t done.

Not even close.

She watched his chest rise and fall — sharp, ragged — watched the tremble in his thighs, the sweat on his brow, the dazed look in his eyes like he’d just been fucked by a storm.

She knelt between his legs again, dragging her nails up the insides of his thighs, watching him flinch from the contact.

“Sensitive?” she murmured.

He nodded, eyes barely open. “So fucking sensitive…”

Her lips curled.

“Good.”

Without warning, she wrapped her hand around his cock again — still hard, barely softening, still twitching with aftershocks — and began to stroke.

Slow. Cruel.

His whole body bucked.

“Emily—fuck—Jesus—”

His voice broke again as her palm glided over the overstimulated head, smearing his own cum across the shaft, using it like lube as she worked him back up, dragging him right back into hell.

“You’re not done,” she said, voice like silk dipped in poison. “One orgasm doesn’t mean I’m finished with you.”

“I—I can’t—”

“You can,” she said, tightening her grip. “And you will.”

Her mouth descended, warm breath ghosting over his soaked tip. He flinched like she’d shocked him.

She licked a single, slow stripe from base to head, then circled her tongue around his crown, dragging it through the mess she’d made, swallowing the taste of him like it was hers.

He whimpered.

Not moaned. Whimpered.

She smiled against his shaft. “You’re so fucking wrecked.”

He nodded, helpless.

She licked again, faster now, then sucked the head into her mouth, slow and deep — only an inch or two, but enough to make his hips jerk like he was about to explode again.

“Fuck—Emily—fuck, fuck—please—”

She pulled off with a pop, her lips slick, chin messy. “You’re going to come again for me.”

He shook his head, eyes wide. “I don’t think I can.”

She climbed back into his lap, pressing her bare, slick pussy against his cock, which was somehow getting hard again — slower, twitchier, more desperate — but still alive.

“You’ll come,” she whispered, grinding into him, soaking his shaft again. “Because I said so.”

Then she reached down and slid his cock through her folds, letting it catch her entrance — just a little. Just enough to tease the tip inside, hot and tight and so fucking wet.

John’s hands flew to her waist.

She stopped. “Don’t move.”

He froze.

She rocked — just the head — in and out. Barely.

He was shaking.

“Do you want to come again?”

“Yes—yes—please—fuck yes.”

“Then beg better than last time.”

“Please let me come inside you,” he groaned. “Please, I need it. I need to feel you around me. I’ll do anything, Emily, just—fuck—please.”

She let him slip in another inch, and his whole body seized like he’d been struck by lightning.

She leaned in, lips at his ear. “You’ll come again.”

Then she slid down on him slowly — inch by inch, her pussy swallowing his cock in one slow, wet, perfect descent — until she was sitting flush against his lap, full of him.

His eyes rolled back. “Fuuuck—”

And she started to ride him.



Emily sat fully on him now, his cock buried deep inside her, the slick stretch of it almost obscene. He was still sensitive — every nerve in his cock firing like it was too much — but she didn’t let him pull back. She didn’t let him breathe.

She rolled her hips, slow, grinding, like she was fucking him through quicksand — no mercy, no rush, just unbearable friction dragging across his raw, overstimulated cock.

John’s hands gripped the armrests again like his life depended on it. His head was thrown back, face tight with pain and pleasure twisted together.

“Oh my God—” he gasped. “I can’t—I can’t—”

“Yes,” Emily whispered, nails dragging down his chest, drawing pink lines across his skin. “You fucking can. You’ll take every inch until I decide I’m finished.”

She rose slightly, just enough for his cock to almost slip out — just the head left inside — then dropped down again, slow and deep, her wetness sucking him in with a lewd, wet noise that made his legs twitch.

John’s whole body spasmed. “Jesus, fuck, it’s too much—”

“Good,” she hissed. “I want it to be too much. I want your cock sore for days. I want you leaking for the next hour, thinking about how I used you.”

She rocked again, long, wet strokes, her pussy gripping him tightly, squeezing like she meant to drain him of every drop.

Her walls were hot, clenching rhythmically around him, almost pulsing in time with his ragged breath. She was soaked — absolutely dripping — and every time she slid up and down, it smeared that wetness across his thighs, down to his balls.

“Feel that?” she whispered, leaning in, her breath hitting his mouth. “That ache in your balls? That tight, desperate clench building again?”

He nodded, useless now, mouth open, moaning like he was being wrecked from the inside out.

“I’m going to make you come again,” she said, voice low and mean. “You’re going to fucking shoot into me like you’ve got something left.”

“I—I don’t—fuck—I can’t—”

“You will.”

She shifted the angle, slamming down harder now — grinding, dragging her clit across his pelvis as she fucked him, riding him slow and cruel. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her tits bouncing slightly with every grind, sweat gleaming down her spine.

And John was unraveling.

His face contorted — eyes squeezed shut, breath ragged, cock twitching wildly inside her. Every thrust made his thighs tremble harder.

“You’re gonna fill me up, aren’t you?” she growled. “You’re gonna empty those fucking balls for me again.”

“Yes—yes—oh fuck—yes—”

She leaned back, grinding faster now, harder — her pussy tightening with every stroke, milking him like a machine built to ruin men.

His mouth fell open in a silent scream, and then—

He came.

Again.

Hot, thick pulses flooded into her, each one weaker than the last, each one dragged out like she was squeezing his orgasm from somewhere deep inside him. His whole body locked up, his muscles spasming, cock throbbing helplessly inside her as she kept riding, not stopping.

He was gasping, sweating, shaking — and still, she didn’t let up.

She kept moving.

Milking. Grinding. Wringing him dry.

Every twitch of his cock pushed another drop out of him, and she rode through it like she was chasing her own climax on the back of his exhaustion.

When she finally stopped, she stayed seated on him — cock still inside, twitching faintly — and leaned down, licking the sweat from his throat, whispering:

“That’s what it means to be used.”

He couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe.

He was done. Fucked dry. Ruined.

And Emily?

She just smirked and ground her hips once more, slow and firm, making his whole body jolt.

“Don’t pass out,” she whispered. “I’m not done yet.”

John was limp beneath her — a ruined mess of sweat and nerves, twitching and gasping, cock still buried inside her, softening but not soft enough.

Emily sat still for a moment, straddling his lap, her body humming, skin flushed, breath steady. She could feel the heat of his cum inside her — thick, warm, dripping slowly around his cock. It was filthy. And perfect.

Her eyes lowered to his face — wrecked, dazed, barely hanging on.

But she wasn’t done.

She shifted her hips again, slow and heavy, grinding her still-throbbing pussy down on him — her clit pressing hard against his pelvis, slick folds dragging every last drop of sensation from his overstimulated body.

He flinched. “Emily—please—I can’t—”

Her nails dug into his shoulders again. “You don’t need to come,” she growled, voice rough now. “You just need to stay hard long enough for me to finish.”

She began to ride him again.

Slow. Deep. Cruel.

Her pussy clenched down hard around his cock — what was left of it — dragging him back into something close to hardness whether he wanted it or not.

John groaned, head falling back, his entire body shaking. His cock twitched inside her, weak and too raw, but still there.

And Emily?

She was a fucking storm.

She moved with purpose — grinding her hips in tight, needy circles, her clit swollen and throbbing now, aching for release. Her breath hitched. Her eyes fluttered closed.

She didn’t care if it hurt him. She didn’t care if he begged.

He was going to be inside her when she came.

Every thrust rubbed her clit just right, the angle brutal and beautiful — her wetness soaking his lap, her body shuddering now with each slow, ruthless ride.

She was close.

“Oh fuck…” she moaned, rocking harder. “That’s it… right fucking there…”

She grabbed his jaw, forcing his head up, forcing him to look at her as she used his cock like a toy.

“You feel that?” she panted. “That’s me… fucking coming… on your ruined dick.”

Then she broke.

Her whole body locked up, thighs clenching tight around him, pussy clenching even harder — milking him again, pulsing around him like she meant to drain him of more cum he didn’t have.

She moaned, long and loud, her orgasm ripping through her, hips grinding in frantic, shaky circles, riding it out while his body trembled under hers.

His cock twitched uselessly inside her.

She didn’t stop.

Even as she came — hard, deep, soaked — she kept moving, chasing the aftershocks, grinding down until her thighs were shaking, until her breath came in ragged gasps and her chest heaved.

Finally — finally — she collapsed forward, her body spent and trembling, her cunt still wrapped tight around him, cock still buried inside.

She kissed his throat. Bit his collarbone. Laughed, low and breathless.

“Now,” she whispered, lips against his ear, “now I’m done.”

John didn’t answer. He couldn’t.

He was wrecked.

Destroyed.

And she?

She was glowing.

John was trembling, chest rising in shallow, ruined breaths, his cock twitching pathetically inside her — softer now, still soaked in both their mess, still barely hanging on. He’d come. Hard. Multiple times. His thighs shook with the effort of it, and his voice was a wrecked whisper when he finally spoke.

“Fuck... Emily... I don’t... I can’t even...” He laughed weakly, eyes glazed. “These days? At my age? I can’t come more than once. Maybe twice if I’m lucky and I skip dinner. And you—” His head dropped back, totally spent. “You made me come three fucking times.”

Emily was still on top of him, pussy wrapped tight around his softened cock, her thighs trembling too. Her body was flushed and soaked, and she wasn’t trying to hide the satisfaction. Her smirk was soft now, lips swollen, mascara faintly smudged from sweat and motion.

She leaned forward, kissed his jaw, then his throat, then his mouth — a long, slow, grateful kiss. Not teasing. Not cruel. Just... earned.

“You were perfect,” she whispered against his lips. “It’s been a privilege to fuck you like that.”

She climbed off him slowly, carefully — like unwrapping something delicate. His cock slipped out of her, wet and exhausted, followed by a messy trail of cum that smeared down her thighs. She didn’t flinch. She owned it.

Grabbing a towel from the corner, she wiped her legs clean — then, without being asked, cleaned him too. His hips jerked as she touched him — overstimulated, flinching — but she was gentle now, tender as she cleaned his cock with slow, apologetic strokes.

“Drink?” she offered, standing naked in front of him like a goddess fresh from war.

He could barely nod. “Please…”

She walked, unashamed, across the hotel suite, hips still swaying, poured him a scotch with one hand and used the other to rake her fingers back through her tousled hair. She handed him the glass with a soft smile and kissed his temple once more.

“Rest,” she said. “You’ve earned it.”

He stared at her, like he didn’t know whether to fall in love or pass out. Maybe both.

And she?

She slipped into her dress, fixed her hair in the mirror, reapplied her lipstick with a precision that shouldn’t be possible after what they’d just done — then turned at the door, gave him one last look.

“John,” she said softly, “you’ll sleep well tonight.”

He smiled. “I fucking hope so.”

Emily left with her head high, heels clicking down the hall.



The next morning, she walked into the office, hair up, sharp suit, no sign of last night on her skin — just a glow in her eyes that hinted at the fire she’d unleashed.

Richard — her boss — was already in the conference room. As she walked in, he looked up from his phone and grinned wide.

“Emily,” he said. “Congratulations.”

She paused, arching a brow.

“We won the contract,” he said, standing. “John signed this morning. Full commitment. Ten-year partnership. Triple the original number. We’ve landed a billionaire, Emily.”

He stepped close and lowered his voice.

“I don’t know what you did to that man,” he muttered, “but he said you were... ‘incomparable’. His exact word. Said you reminded him what it meant to feel again.”

Emily smiled, slow and subtle.

“I was just doing my job,” she said.

Richard chuckled, patting her shoulder.

“Well, remind me to give you a raise. You didn’t just close a client. You unlocked him.”

She walked to her desk with a soft hum in her throat, set down her bag, and pulled out a folder with all the signed agreements — still warm from the courier.

There was a note clipped to the front. Handwritten. Elegant.

“Thank you, Emily. You reminded me I’m still alive.
— J.”

She tucked the note into her bag. No one else needed to see that.

Because last night?

Was personal.
And this morning?

Was business.

But both?
Belonged to her.      

Chapter 13 :  The Whore and The Pimp

Richard couldn't stop staring.
All morning, his eyes followed her — from the conference room to the coffee machine to the printer. She moved like something dangerous wrapped in silk. Everyone noticed the glow in her eyes, but only he knew what it meant.

She had fucked John Mathers last night.
And this morning? The contract was signed.

By 3 PM, he called her in.
"Close the door," he said.

She did. Quietly. Calmly. And turned to face him, arms crossed under her chest — body perfectly still, expression unreadable.

He waited. Then said:
“Mathers wants to see you again.”

She didn’t react.
“Said you… ‘left an impression.’ He called you—what was it—ah, yes. Incomparable. Said you made him feel like he was twenty again.”

A soft smirk curled on her lips. But she didn’t speak.

Richard stepped around the desk. Closer.
“What did you do to him, Emily?”

She tilted her head.
“What makes you think I fucked him?”

Richard's nostrils flared. “Because I know you.”

Her smile widened — slow, wicked, perfectly controlled.
“Do you?”

He took another step. “Did you fuck him in the car? The suite? How many times?”

She walked past him, deliberately brushing his shoulder, then sat on the edge of his desk — crossed her legs, slowly, flashing the faint lace of a thong she had slipped off hours ago and tucked into her purse.

“Let me guess,” she murmured. “You’ve spent the whole day trying to picture it.”

He said nothing.

Her voice dropped lower.
“Trying to imagine how he touched me. If he pulled my hair. If he made me moan. If I begged.”

Richard’s cock was hard. Throbbing against his slacks.

“I won’t tell you what happened,” she said, voice smooth as glass. “But I will tell you this…”

She leaned forward, lips near his ear.
“He came three times.”

That was it.
Just that.
No detail. No confirmation. No story.
Just enough to set him on fire.

He groaned — soft, tortured. His hand moved to his belt.
Emily slapped it away.

“Don’t touch yourself.”

He swallowed hard.

“You sent me to him,” she whispered. “You told me to use my body to close the deal. So let’s stop pretending you’re not just my fucking pimp.”

She slid closer. Opened her thighs just enough to tease him.
“I fucked a billionaire for you. And now you’re hard like a teenager. So go ahead, Richard.”

She reached up, grabbed his tie, yanked him forward.
“Say it.”

He looked down at her. At her glistening cunt. At the woman who owned him.

“You’re a whore,” he breathed.

She nodded. “And you?”

“I’m your pimp.”

“Good boy.”

She undid his belt. Pulled his cock out. It was already leaking.

“No kissing,” she said. “No foreplay. Just fuck your little office whore and remember who made your firm a goddamn empire.”

He rammed into her like a man starving — no rhythm, no finesse, just raw, carnal desperation. The contract was worth billions; he’d take humiliation if it meant keeping her close.

She clenched around him once, deliberately, then let her body go still. Denying herself — and him — the satisfaction.

She stared at him the whole time — steady, unblinking, judging.

When he started to lose control, she shoved him back. Dropped to her knees. Took him into her mouth like a punishment, not a gift.

He moaned. Loud. Broken.

She let him come. Swallowed every drop.

Then stood. Slapped his cheek — just hard enough to mark it red.
“I fucked him for business,” she whispered. “But I fucked you because it turns me on to see how weak I make you.”

She tucked his cock back in, zipped him up, fixed her lipstick without looking in a mirror.
Then walked out.


Chapter 14: Confession Pending

John Mathers had taken her to his penthouse.

Not the suite he used for meetings. Not the hotel.

His real home. Private elevator. Custom marble bar. Floor-to-ceiling glass walls overlooking the city like a throne room for billionaires.

He fed her caviar off a silver spoon, poured her 40-year-old scotch, and then fucked her with the intensity of a man twice her age and none of her restraint.

She came twice.

He came three times.

The last time wasn’t from thrusting.
It was when her hand slid lower, almost without thought, curiosity mixing with the heat. She teased first — light, testing — then, surprising even herself, pressed two fingers past the tight ring of his ass while stroking his cock with the other.

She half-expected him to flinch.
Instead, John’s body bowed like a wire pulled too tight, his control breaking all at once. The billionaire who owned boardrooms and empires let out a ragged, helpless groan as he came harder than either orgasm before — shaking under her, undone, while she milked him from inside and o

As for her third orgasm, it didn’t come from his cock at all. It came when he pulled her legs over his shoulders and buried his face between her cheeks like a man possessed. He ate her ass like it was his mission — tongue working shamelessly, wet, relentless. His grip on her thighs was iron, spreading her wide, holding her in place while he devoured her.

At first, Emily’s breath caught, her body tensing in shock. No one had ever dared touch her like this, let alone claim her so completely. But then his tongue pushed deeper, circling, probing, flicking, and the shame twisted instantly into something molten. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her hair sticking to her damp forehead as her body betrayed her — arching back into his mouth, chasing more.

The sounds were obscene, slick and desperate, and the way he groaned against her — like worship, like hunger — sent vibrations through her spine. She was unraveling, piece by piece, and she couldn’t stop it. Didn’t want to.

When it finally broke, it was violent in its release. She screamed into the mattress, her whole body shaking as the orgasm tore through her, raw and uncoiled, something she hadn’t even known she was capable of.

She hadn’t known she could come from that.

But he made her.

Afterward, he didn’t just collapse beside her like other men. He took a warm towel from the bathroom and returned to her, kneeling between her thighs with the reverence of a servant and the focus of a lover. He cleaned her slowly, every stroke careful, almost ceremonial, as though tending to her body was the real prize of the night. The way his hands moved — steady, unhurried, thorough — made it feel less like aftercare and more like possession.

When he was done, he kissed the inside of her knee, then rose and walked to the dresser. From a drawer he retrieved a small velvet box and placed it in her hand without a word. Inside, a diamond glowed — small but flawless, cut to throw fire under even the dimmest light. Not flashy, not gaudy. Chosen to be intimate, private.

He leaned close, his breath warm against her neck. “You didn’t just remind me I was alive,” he whispered. His lips brushed her skin like a benediction. “You reminded me I still know how to worship.”

She left his penthouse with her body humming, her skin marked, her pulse still unsteady. The city lights outside seemed brighter, the air sharper, her heels clicking like a victory march.

She came home glowing. Limbs sore. Pussy still twitching.



Her husband was on the couch, drunk.

Not messy. Just… broken. Slurring slightly. Eyes red.

“I waited,” he said, voice cracking. “You stay out for hours… I don’t even know where you go anymore.”

Emily took off her heels, walked to the kitchen, poured herself water.

“You know where I go.”

He stood up, wobbled slightly, and walked over to her.

“You fuck other men.”

She turned, met his gaze — cool, sharp. “Do I really care what you think?”

He shook his head. Not in anger — in confusion. Pain. Lust.

“I don’t know how to deal with this. I try to jerk off, I try to fantasize, but then I feel like I’m losing you. Like you’re slipping away.”

She didn’t flinch. “You’re not.”

“I miss you,” he whispered. “I miss your taste.”

She blinked. “Then take it.”

He sank to his knees. He lifted her skirt — she wasn’t wearing any. She hadn’t bothered after Mathers.

She leaned back against the fridge, spread her legs slightly, one hand in his hair.

He buried his face between her thighs, licking her softly at first, then deeper, faster, like a man trying to reclaim something sacred.

And when his tongue drifted lower — when he licked the places Mathers had touched just hours before — she gasped, surprised at the flash of shame and heat. Then she relaxed into it. She didn’t stop him.

She came on his tongue in minutes — legs trembling, moaning his name through gritted teeth.

When she came down, she cupped his face, kissed his mouth, tasted herself on him.

“You want me back?” she asked, breathing hard.

He nodded. “I already called a counselor and applied to three temp jobs this morning,” he said, voice raw. “I’m starting now.”

She smiled. Brushed a tear off his cheek.

“Then do it,” she said. “I’m proud of you already.”

He looked up at her like a worshiper.

She held his face between her palms, steady, unshakable.

“But before you do,” she said softly — the glow gone now, her eyes dark with something heavier.
“I have to tell you something.”

The words hung in the air, sharp and loaded.
And for the first time all night, it wasn’t sex or power that made his body tremble.

It was fear.

Stay tuned for Part 2
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