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Patrick and his new wife Sophia both worked at the same massive corporation downtown. They kept their marriage under wraps—no rings at the office, no shared last names on emails—because neither wanted to risk a transfer or the gossip that came with it. In a place like that, power couples were rare, and they liked their jobs too much to roll the dice.

Sophia was stunning in that effortless way that turned heads without trying. Long, toned legs that looked killer in heels, curves that filled out a blouse just right, and a smile that could light up a boardroom. Patrick still couldn’t believe she’d said yes to him. Yeah, he knew the CEO and half the execs had eyed her at company parties, but tough luck—she was his.

Lately, though, Sophia had changed in the best way. Marriage had loosened her up. She used to be reserved, almost shy, but now she laughed louder, flirted harmlessly with coworkers, and dressed like she owned every room she walked into. Casual Fridays became her runway: low-cut tops that showed just enough cleavage, backless dresses, skirts that barely grazed mid-thigh. Patrick didn’t mind. Hell, it turned him on. The way guys at the office joked around with her, trying to make her blush—he knew it was harmless, and she played along with that bright, teasing laugh.

At home, things had heated up too. Before the wedding, sex was good but predictable. Now? Sophia couldn’t keep her hands off him. She’d started sleeping naked, pulling him in close every night, her skin warm and soft against his. Some nights he could keep up, others he was wiped from work, but she never seemed to tire. He loved it—even when it left him exhausted.

One night, they were already stripped down and tangled in the sheets when Patrick’s phone buzzed. It was his boss, pissed. “What the hell did you do to piss off Mark?”

Mark was the whale—the huge client they’d been chasing for months. Millions on the line, and the guy kept stalling. Patrick had wined and dined him, golfed with him, everything short of begging.

“I didn’t do anything,” Patrick said, confused.

“Then why’s he dragging his feet? Word is he’s cozy with our biggest competitor. Fix this, or it’s your ass.”

The call ended abruptly. Patrick groaned, tossing the phone aside.

Sophia rolled over, her hand sliding down his stomach, fingers wrapping gently around him even though he’d gone soft from stress. “What was that about?”

He told her. She listened, stroking him absentmindedly.

“I heard something the other day,” she said. “Someone saw Mark at a club downtown with the sales guy from the competitor. Arm around a couple of girls. Real cozy.”

Patrick scoffed. “So they’re using the honey trap. Classic.”

Sophia tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “Is it really that bad? Think about the bonus if we land him. Life-changing money.”

“Yeah, but they already played that card. What are we supposed to do now?”

She leaned in, tongue flicking lightly over the tip of him, making him twitch. “Guess I’ll have to help close the deal.”

He laughed nervously. “You’re kidding.”

“Relax,” she whispered, climbing on top of him, hips already moving. “Just invite him out tomorrow night. Worst case, we try.”

The next evening, Patrick booked a private room at one of the upscale clubs Mark was known to frequent. To his surprise, the guy accepted immediately—no excuses this time.

The place was still quiet when they arrived. Dim lights, leather booths, expensive bottles. Patrick ordered a few girls to keep things loose, but Mark barely noticed them, too busy groping and laughing.

After an hour of zero business talk, Patrick excused himself to the bathroom. He needed a breather—and a plan.

When he came back, the vibe in the room had shifted. The hired girls were gone. Mark was leaned back on the couch, grinning wide, and beside him—dressed sharp in a fitted camisole under a blazer, tight pants, and heels—was Sophia.

Mark raised his glass. “Patrick, man, why didn’t you tell me you had someone like Sophia on your team? She’s incredible.”

Patrick blinked. “Sophia? What are you—”
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