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  Chapter one
The New Arrival



Virginia Buerlein tugged at the sleeve of her overpriced silk blouse, eyes flicking to the clock for the fifth time. Another bullshit remote workday finished early so she could pretend to be the perfect little trophy wife. She ran her hands over her skirt, making sure it hugged her ass just right, before the doorbell cut through the silence. Tristan was already downstairs, laying on the fake charm as he greeted the new intern. Virginia took her time on the stairs, heels clicking like a warning. She liked to think she was in control. She always told herself she was. 
The girl in the foyer wasn't the pimply, nervous college brat Virginia had expected. Camila Hakeem stared up at her with dark eyes that looked like they could see straight through bullshit. Her hair was black and shiny, falling over sharp cheekbones and lips made for sucking cock. The blouse clung to her waist and then flared over hips that swayed with the kind of confidence only a girl who knew she could get whatever she wanted had. She looked like she already knew how to twist the world around her little finger—and probably Tristan's cock, too.
"Virginia, this is Camila," Tristan said, his hand resting lightly on the younger woman's shoulder for a brief, friendly squeeze. "She's the one who's going to keep me from drowning in these quarterly projections all summer."
Camila extended her hand. Her grip was firm and warm, lingering half a second longer than necessary. "It's an honor, Mrs. Buerlein. Tristan has told me so much about how you run things from home. I hope I won't be in your way."
Virginia kept her fake smile plastered on, even as her cunt clenched at the sound of Camila's voice—smooth, with just enough accent to make her sound like the kind of girl men would pay to fuck. Up close, Camila smelled expensive, like perfume and sex. Virginia yanked her hand back and waved toward the kitchen. "Not at all. Make yourself at home. Tristan's office is through there. You'll probably be locked in there with him most nights."
Tristan chuckled, already steering Camila toward the glass-walled office at the back of the house. "Late nights are inevitable when you're chasing perfection. But don't worry, Virginia. We'll try not to keep you up."
Virginia trailed behind, eyes glued to the way Camila's skirt hugged her ass—tight enough to make any man stare. The glass wall between the office and the living room was supposed to keep things proper, but tonight it felt like a joke. Virginia poured herself a big glass of wine and flopped onto the leather couch, pretending to work. The glass was so clear she could see everything: Tristan's broad back, his hands waving around like he was some big shot, and Camila leaning in, her hair brushing his arm, her tits practically pressed against the desk.
They kept at it past nine. Virginia lied to herself, pretending she was just being polite in case they wanted coffee, but she couldn't stop staring through the glass. Tristan laughed at something Camila said—a real laugh, not the fake one he gave Virginia these days. Camila's fingers danced over the keyboard, then stopped as she looked up at him, lips parted like she was ready to suck him off right there. The lights made her throat shine when she tilted her head, and Virginia couldn't look away.
Virginia squeezed her thighs together, feeling the heat building between her legs. The silk blouse clung to her skin, sticky with sweat. She tried to look at her laptop, but the words meant nothing. Another laugh, and this time Camila touched Tristan's arm—too familiar, too casual, like she already owned him. Virginia's heart thudded. She told herself it was nothing, just a slutty intern trying to get ahead. Perfectly normal.
By ten-thirty, Virginia's laptop was dead in her lap and her wine glass was empty. She sat in the dark, staring at the office like a pervert. Tristan had his sleeves rolled up, showing off the arms she used to want wrapped around her. Camila was right next to him, her hip pressed against his leg, pretending not to notice. Virginia watched as Camila's fingers traced something on the screen, then dropped to the desk, just inches from Tristan's hand. They both knew what they were doing.
Camila turned and whispered something, and Tristan nodded like a dog begging for a treat. They just stared at each other, and Virginia's stomach twisted with jealousy and something dirtier. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the wetness soaking her panties. Pathetic. Forty-two, married, supposedly in control, and here she was getting wet watching her husband drool over a college slut.
But she didn't look away.
Tristan leaned over Camila for a pen, his chest pressing into her shoulder. Camila didn't move away. She leaned into him, lips curling in a smile that said she knew exactly what she was doing. Virginia's nipples went hard under her bra, heat flushing her face. She squirmed on the couch, the leather squeaking under her ass. In the office, they kept pretending to work, voices low, bodies close enough to fuck if the glass wasn't there.
Virginia stayed glued to the couch, too turned on and humiliated to move. When Tristan finally walked Camila to the door, Virginia hid in the shadows, watching like a creep as the girl stepped out into the night. Camila looked back at the office, then at the living room, like she knew someone was watching her. She smiled—a slow, filthy smile that made Virginia's cunt throb.
Tristan shut the door and loosened his tie, looking like he'd just gotten off. He didn't even see Virginia standing there, face flushed, thighs pressed together, already picturing what Camila would do to him next time behind that glass wall.
Virginia dragged herself up the stairs, the ache in her cunt throbbing all the way to the empty bed. She lay in the dark, replaying every filthy touch, every laugh, every look. Her hand slipped under the covers, fingers sliding over her soaked pussy as she pictured Camila grinding against Tristan, her tits pressed to his chest.
For the first time in years, Virginia came hard, biting her lip so Tristan wouldn't hear her moan when he finally dragged himself upstairs.







  
  Chapter two
Glass Walls



Virginia kept the living room lights low, pretending it was out of politeness, but she knew it was just so she could watch them without being seen. She tried to sell the excuse to Tristan over dinner, but even she didn't buy it. He barely listened, already thinking about his precious reports in the office. Camila would show up at seven, right on time, ready to play her part. 
"You sure you don't mind me working late again?" he asked, fork pausing halfway to his mouth. "I know it's cutting into our time."
Virginia flashed the practiced, fake smile she'd worn for fifteen years, pretending to care about his career. "Of course not. This internship matters for you. And the company." She touched his hand, just for show. "I'll keep myself busy. Don't worry about me."
Tristan kissed her cheek, already checked out. Virginia watched him disappear into the office, sleeves rolled up like he was about to do something important. She dragged out clearing the plates, letting the anticipation crawl up her spine, refusing to admit what she really wanted.
At seven-fifteen, the doorbell rang. Virginia sent the housekeeper away—she didn't want an audience. Camila stood there, blouse cut low enough to tease, skirt tight on her hips, legs bare and inviting. Her ponytail yanked her face open, neck exposed, smelling like vanilla and sex.
"Good evening, Mrs. Buerlein," Camila said, voice soft and respectful. Her dark eyes flicked past Virginia toward the glass office where Tristan was already setting up the dual monitors. "I hope I'm not keeping you from anything."
"Not at all," Virginia replied, stepping aside. "Tristan's expecting you. Make yourself comfortable."
Camila's shoulder grazed Virginia's arm, just a second, but it shot straight to her cunt. Virginia slammed the door and slunk to the couch, laptop open but useless. She pulled up a spreadsheet just to pretend, angling the screen so she could spy on the office without looking like a total pervert.
Behind the glass, Tristan put on his professional act, Camila playing the eager intern. He sat at the desk, she scooted in close, pretending to care about numbers. For an hour, it was all business bullshit—revenue, markets, whatever. Virginia listened to their voices, the clicks, the paper shuffling. It was all so fucking normal it made her itch.
Then Tristan stretched, shirt straining over his chest, showing off. Camila stared, not even pretending to be subtle. She smiled, ponytail swinging, collarbone begging for a bite. She reached for a pen, fingers dragging over his hand, both of them milking the contact for all it was worth.
Virginia's breath hitched. She told herself to look away, but her eyes were glued to the glass. The laptop was useless now, tossed aside. Her thighs squeezed together under the silk robe, the fabric sticking to her skin, heat pooling between her legs.
By nine, the work talk was just an excuse. Tristan's voice dropped, that low, husky sound he used when he wanted to impress. Camila leaned in, chin on her hand, blouse gaping open so Virginia could see the lace of her bra. Every nod, her knee slid against his, not even pretending it was an accident. Virginia watched Camila's leg move, slow and dirty.
Heat flooded Virginia's gut. She squirmed, robe falling open over her thighs. Her hand crept up, fingers tracing her skin, silk cool against the sweat. Tristan laughed at something Camila said, and the sound made Virginia's pussy throb.
She knew she shouldn't, but her fingers kept moving, slow circles on her thigh, getting closer. Camila leaned in, tits pressing against Tristan's arm, and he just let it happen. Virginia's breath caught. Her hand slid under the robe, fingers finding the soaked lace of her panties.
Her fingers brushed her clit and she bit her lip, eyes locked on the glass. Camila's hands danced on the keyboard, then landed on Tristan's arm, looking innocent but not fooling anyone. Virginia watched Camila's thumb stroke his skin, slow and filthy, before pulling away.
Virginia pressed harder, rubbing tight circles through the soaked lace. Her pussy was already dripping. She spread her legs wide, robe gaping open, not caring if anyone saw. The cold air hit her skin as she shoved the lace aside and slid two fingers through her wet cunt. She moaned, unable to stop herself.
Tristan stood up for a notepad. Camila followed, stepping close enough to feel his heat. She stretched for a book, skirt riding up, thighs on display. Tristan's hand landed on her lower back, holding her there, fingers flexing against her ass. Virginia shoved her fingers deeper inside herself, watching every second.
She fingered herself slow, matching their voices. Every time Camila laughed or leaned in, Virginia shoved her fingers in to the knuckle, curling them against her sweet spot. Her thumb circled her clit, swollen and aching. The wet, filthy sounds of her cunt filled the room. She didn't care. She couldn't look away.
Camila turned, face close to Tristan's, eyes locked. Virginia's hips bucked off the couch, desperate for release. She pictured Camila looking up, seeing her—legs spread, robe wide open, fingers stuffed in her soaked cunt, watching like a pervert.
The thought broke her. Virginia came, hard, thighs shaking, a strangled moan escaping as her pussy clenched around her fingers. Shame and pleasure hit her in waves, filthy and perfect. She kept rubbing, dragging it out until her clit screamed and her hand was soaked in her own mess.
When the last spasm faded, Virginia slumped back against the cushions, chest heaving. Inside the office, Tristan and Camila had returned to their seats, still talking, still close. They hadn't noticed a thing.
Virginia wiped her sticky fingers on her robe and yanked it shut, hands shaking. Her heart pounded. She felt filthy, exposed, and more alive than she had in years. The laptop was useless. She didn't bother pretending anymore.
Tristan finally walked Camila out just after eleven. Virginia stayed
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