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Andrew had climbed the corporate ladder faster than most guys his age. At thirty-four, he was already the deputy general manager of the regional office for a major firm, a position that made his old college buddies green with envy. But the real story behind it was messier than the polished title suggested.

A few years back, the head office had sent Walter—a sharp, no-nonsense man in his mid-fifties—to run the branch. Andrew was assigned to support him, and together they’d turned the numbers around in under a year. Walter was old-school, relentless in the boardroom, and even more relentless when it came to chasing women. The guy had energy that didn’t quit. He’d disappear after hours and always come back the next morning with a satisfied smirk and stories he never fully shared. Andrew figured it was just how some powerful men operated—flashy dinners, pretty company, no strings.

That evening, Andrew walked through the front door of their suburban home, still buzzing from the day. The smell of garlic and herbs hit him before he even set his bag down. Paige was in the kitchen, barefoot in a simple tank top and skirt, stirring something on the stove. Her dark hair was pulled up in a loose ponytail, a few strands sticking to her neck from the heat.

He came up behind her, slid his arms around her waist, and kissed the side of her throat.

“Paige, baby... they threw a little celebration today. Walter pulled me aside and basically said the promotion to full vice president is mine if I keep this pace.”

She spun around so fast she nearly knocked the wooden spoon out of her own hand, eyes wide and sparkling. “Are you serious? Andrew, that’s huge!” She threw her arms around his neck, laughing, pressing quick kisses all over his face. “I’m so proud of you.”

The excitement in her voice went straight to his blood. He pulled her closer, one hand sliding up under her top to cup the warm, heavy weight of her breast. Paige had always had an incredible body—narrow waist, full, round tits that felt impossibly soft, and an ass that made him lose his mind every single time. She melted against him instantly, her mouth finding his in a deep, hungry kiss, tongue sliding against his with that perfect mix of sweetness and heat she always gave him.

He didn’t bother with patience. His other hand slipped under her skirt, hooked her panties, and tugged them down her legs. Paige kicked them aside without breaking the kiss, then turned around and braced her hands on the counter, arching her back and lifting her hips in silent invitation. Andrew freed himself, gripped her hips, and pushed inside her in one smooth thrust.

She was already wet and ready, hot and tight around him. He groaned at the feeling, gripping her ass as he started fucking her with long, hard strokes. Paige moaned low in her throat, pushing back to meet every thrust, her body moving with him like they’d been made for this. The kitchen filled with the sound of skin slapping skin and her soft, breathy cries every time he hit deep.
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