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Emily Carter

	Emily – Protagonist

	Central character whose choices drive the story.

	Torn between her safe marriage to Jason and her dangerously magnetic past with Brad.
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Brad Whitmore

	Brad – Antagonist / Love Interest

	Alpha boss and former college lover.

	Reignites the affair and complicates every relationship around him.
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Samantha Delgado

	Samantha – Supporting Character

	Emily’s best friend and former roommate.

	Rejoins their sexual dynamic but becomes increasingly
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Ronald Vasquez

	Ronald – Minor Character / Flashback Character

	Samantha’s cheating ex-boyfriend.

	His betrayal leads to her discovering Brad and Emily during college.
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Jason Carter

	Jason–Co-Protagonist/Later Antagonist Emily’s husband.

	Starts off oblivious, but becomes a quiet strategist bent on revenge after discovering the truth.



	The Sophisticated Wife
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Peggy Whitmore

	Peggy – Supporting Character /Antagonist

	Brad’s wife.

	Becomes a key player in the unraveling of the affair and eventually




	The Office Confidante
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Marissa Edwards

	Marissa – Minor Character

	Jason’s quick-witted and effortlessly flirty secretary.



	The Skinny-Ass Homewrecker
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Misty Thomas

	Misty–Minor Character/Flashback Character

	Samantha’s cheating ex-boyfriend’s new girlfriend.
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It started like a dream — not the soft, hazy kind. No, this one burned through the edges of sleep and grabbed me by the throat.

I was back in the old apartment.

The smell hit me first. Cheap wine, a hint of sweat, and candle wax curling in the warm air. My knees pressed into the mattress, already sore in the way that made me ache for more. The lighting was low — not moody, just poor — and the flicker from the old lamp on the floor lit Brad in golden strokes.

He was sprawled on the bed, shirtless, cocky. Hair tousled, one arm tucked behind his head. A self-satisfied fucking grin tugged at the corner of his mouth, like he knew I was watching him even before my eyes fully adjusted.

“You gonna stand there all night, sweetheart?” His voice was lazy, teasing. His gaze was sharp, pinned to me.

Beside him, Samantha laughed under her breath. She was already naked, legs crossed like she owned the bed. Her curls were tied up, her lip gloss long gone, and her eyes were full of mischief.

“She likes the view,” Samantha purred.

Damn right I did.

But I didn’t waste time.

I crawled up the bed, hungry and already soaking. My hands slid over Brad’s chest, fingers tracing the curve of his ribs as I settled on his lap. The moment I sank down, I felt him — both cocks thick and hard, pressing against me through his boxers. My breath caught in my throat.

“You remember how to take me, Em?” he murmured, one brow raised.

I bit my lip and rocked my hips once, twice. “I never forgot.”

His boxers were gone with one tug — and I let out a sharp breath. The sight of him, of both of his cocks, still made my head spin. I’d only ever been this full with him.

Samantha slid closer, trailing her nails lightly down my spine. “You’re shaking already,” she whispered against my neck. “I know, you missed this.”

Brad’s hands gripped my hips, grounding me. “C’mon, sweetheart. Ride me like you used to.”

I didn’t ease onto him.

I took all of him.

The stretch, the heat, the raw pressure of both lengths sliding into each orifice. It was too much and not enough all at once. I gasped, hands braced on his chest, every nerve alive and screaming. He filled me completely, and when I started to move, he met me halfway, grinding up into me with deep, slow thrusts that punched the breath from my lungs.

“Fuck,” I choked out.

Brad was smirking. “That’s it. You always looked better when you forgot how to speak.”

Samantha’s hand dipped between my thighs, fingers rubbing tight, fast circles that sent sparks up my spine. “Let him fuck you dumb, babe,” she cooed.

I threw my head back and moaned — loud, unfiltered. There was no shame in that room. No hesitation.

Brad grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my face down to his. His mouth was on mine — messy, desperate — and our rhythm never faltered. His breath was ragged against my lips. “You’re dripping all over me,” he growled. “You needed this.”

“Don’t stop,” I begged. “Don’t you dare fucking stop.”

Samantha moaned behind me, fingers still working me in time with his thrusts. Her mouth found my shoulder, biting gently. “She’s so loud tonight.”

“She can't get enough of it,” Brad muttered, voice thick with strain.

That punched me right in the chest. No, I didn’t want to think about that.

Not when I was right there, right on the edge.

My body started to shake, muscles locking tight around him. My hands clawed at his chest, nails dragging down his skin as my orgasm ripped through me, raw and violent. Brad held me there, hips bucking, filling me with thick pulses that made me cry out again.

Samantha’s hand didn’t stop moving, teasing my purr-tongue (clit) with practiced precision, but I felt her shift behind me—grinding against my lower back, chasing her own release as her breathing grew ragged.

One hand slid between her thighs, and I heard the soft, slick sounds of her fingers working fast and tight. She moaned low, her breath hot on my skin. I could feel her body tensing behind me, her thighs trembling as she rocked against me.

“Fuck, you two make it impossible not to come,” she whispered, breath catching. “I’m so fucking wet.”

Her forehead dropped to my shoulder. I felt her jerk once, then again — her gasp broken and sharp as she spilled against her own hand.

Samantha came last, pressed tight against my back, moaning into my hair as her fingers twitched against my long, engorged clit. We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs and bare skin, bodies slick with sweat and lingering heat.

Eventually, her breathing evened out. She drifted off against the pillow like it was just another night.

But Brad kept his arm around my waist. His thumb traced circles low on my stomach. His other hand rested across my thigh, still possessive, still there.

“You know this doesn’t end,” he murmured, barely audible. “No matter where you go. You’ll feel me in your bones.”

I didn’t answer. Didn’t need to. I already knew he was right. And then — the shift.

Reality tugged me awake like cold water to the face. I blinked, heart racing, breath short, body still aching in the dark. The room wasn’t ours.

It was my bedroom. My house. Jason was asleep beside me, chest rising and falling in slow, even breaths. He had no idea that my body had just betrayed him in every possible way. I lay there in cum-filled panties soaked in sweat, and memory, staring wide-eyed at the ceiling, my body exhausted while my mind refused to rest.
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It was the kind of dream that left your body humming like it remembered more than your mind was ready to admit. It still clung to me as I woke up.

I blinked up at the ceiling, still breathless, heart pounding. Every nerve still lit up like I'd just lived it all again—his voice in my ear, his mouth on my skin, the stretch, the ache, the impossible fullness of him.

I reached out before I could talk myself out of it.

Jason lay next to me, half-buried under the covers, face slack with sleep. His chest slowly rose and fell beside me, steady as a metronome. His hair stuck up in sleep-mussed tufts, his mouth open just a little, the picture of a man who trusted the world to stay where he left it.

For a second, I just stared at him, breathing shallowly. I knew I should roll over, swallow the dream, start the day. Instead, I curled closer, hand sliding beneath the sheet until I found skin—warm, firm, familiar muscle.

My mouth brushed his shoulder. A kiss. A hint. A request. My thumb stroked the edge of his hipbone as I pressed another kiss against his jaw.

"Morning," I murmured, my voice still rough. I tilted my hips toward his, rubbing lightly through the thin cotton of his boxers. "We've got a few minutes."

Jason stirred slowly, eyes blinking open halfway. His hand landed on mine, gentle but firm, still more asleep than awake.

"Not now, Em," he said, the words slurred with morning fog. "Later, okay? I've got that meeting..."

He rolled onto his back, slipping out of my reach.

I forced a soft laugh and pulled my hand back like it didn't matter. "Sure. Later."

I stared at the ceiling a second longer, willing myself not to feel disappointed. It wasn't his fault. It wasn't mine either. We'd just...fallen into a rhythm. One that didn't include urgency or fumbling under the sheets before sunrise anymore.

I sat up, the cool morning air kissing my damp skin. My body still ached from the dream, my nipples brushed against my shirt, hard and heavy with memory. In the mirror across the room, a woman stared back at me—hair tangled, lips swollen, eyes too bright.

My legs swung over the edge of the bed and touched the floor. Walking into the bathroom, I stared at my reflection again, still trying to shake the dream off.

"Is this it?" I whispered at my reflection, tugging a brush through my hair. "Is this what forever turns into?" The woman looking back at me didn't have answers.

Without another word, I got ready for my first day, taking care to apply my makeup and slipping on the clothes I'd set out the night before.

Today was the first day of the rest of my life. New job. New opportunity. New version of Emily Carter—the one who didn’t need permission to feel alive, and I would look damn good doing it.

***
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By eight-thirty, I was stepping through the glass doors of West Bridge Holdings.

It was impressive. High ceilings, marble floors, chrome accents, the kind of building that whispered money and made you fix your posture without thinking about it. My heels clicked in a quiet, confident rhythm as I followed the HR rep through the atrium.

“...and we’re really excited to have you joining the executive support team,” she said, clipboard hugged to her chest. “The partners here are great, intense, but fair. You’ll be supporting the CEO, and honestly, I think you’ll love it. Big personality, very direct, but brilliant.”

I nodded, pretending to absorb it, but I was too busy rehearsing my own lines.

Be calm. Be polished. You’ve got this. He’s just a man. He’s not—

We stepped through a set of frosted glass doors into a quieter corridor. Offices branched off in both directions, most with sleek nameplates and blinds drawn. It smelled like expensive coffee and ambition.

The HR rep slowed.

“This is the executive wing. You’ll be here most days, just down the hall actually. But first, I want to introduce you to the CEO you’ll be supporting.”

She turned left. I followed.

We stopped just outside a corner office with full glass walls, the blinds open to the panoramic view behind the desk. Someone stood at the far end of the room, broad-shouldered and well-dressed, back to us, head tilted toward his phone.

He turned at the sound of our footsteps.

The air left my lungs.

“Mr. Whitmore,” the rep said, all smiles. “This is Emily Carter, your new assistant.”

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t breathe.

Brad.

Older now. Sharper around the edges. His jaw was more defined, hair trimmed, suit tailored like he belonged in one of those glossy magazines you found in private airport lounges. But his eyes, those same stormy blue eyes, still had the power to pin me in place like no time had passed at all.

He stepped forward, hand outstretched. “Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Carter.”

The way he said it made heat curl low in my stomach.

I took his hand. Shouldn’t have. Couldn’t stop.

His fingers closed around mine, firm but slow, thumb pressing gently across my knuckles like a signature only I could read. His eyes never left mine.

Just like that, I was gone again.

I shouldn’t have let my eyes linger on his mouth.

But the moment I saw him — the tilt of his jaw, that hint of a smirk like he already knew what I was remembering — it hit me.

That night.

Back in our old college apartment, where the world was too loud and we were too young to care. The lights were low, the smell of cheap wine and candle wax thick in the air, our laughter still hanging somewhere in the sheets.

Brad had me pressed against the front door
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