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The gallery was quiet tonight, the low hum of the lights wrapping around me like a blanket. My heels clicked softly on the polished concrete as I made my rounds, pretending to check the exhibit notes on my clipboard. But in truth, I couldn’t concentrate.

Because Alex was here.

I told myself it was nothing — just another artist, just another installation. But even I didn’t believe it.

He moved across the room, adjusting one of his massive, chaotic sculptures. His sleeves were shoved up, exposing thick forearms dusted with paint and veins. His shoulders filled out his T-shirt in a way that made my breath catch. And when he turned to glance at me, the confident curve of his mouth, that unbothered smirk, made something deep in me tighten.

I squeezed the clipboard to my chest, drawing in a breath, but it did nothing to steady me.

I shouldn’t be thinking about him like this. God, what was wrong with me?

James’ face flashed through my mind — my husband, hunched over his laptop at home, eyes flicking to me only briefly as I’d left earlier tonight. “Have a good night,” he’d murmured without looking up. The words still echoed hollow in my chest.

We hadn’t touched in months. Not really. Not like this craving inside me, this ache I couldn’t shake, this low thrum of need.

And it wasn’t as if I hadn’t been tempted before. Years of artists passing through the gallery, clients who let their hands linger, patrons whose eyes dipped below my neckline. I always smiled, always deflected, always went home. A good wife. A loyal woman.

But tonight…

Tonight was different.

The executive look I’d curated for tonight was sharp and polished—my tailored black blazer hugged my curves perfectly, paired with a crisp white blouse and pencil skirt that accentuated my long legs. My heels clicked with authority as I moved, and my hair was swept into a sleek updo, framing my face with a few loose strands that softened the otherwise commanding look. I felt powerful, in control, and yet there was something undeniably sensual about the way I carried myself.

What no one could see, though, was what lay beneath the surface. Beneath my professional attire, I wore beautiful lingerie—a deep black lace set that made me feel feminine, desired, and alive. The fabric hugged my body, the delicate straps and intricate detailing a secret that only I knew. I’d chosen it for myself, a reminder that I was still desirable, even if my husband hadn’t glanced my way in months. It wasn’t for him—it was for me, a boost of confidence I desperately needed.

“Angela.”

His voice reached me, smooth and low, pulling me from my haze. I looked up and nearly stumbled over my own breath. Alex was closer now, just a few feet away, his gaze tracing over me in a way no one had in far too long. His jeans sat low on his hips, and it was impossible not to notice the bulge straining against the denim — thick, obvious, impossible to ignore.

“Yes?” I replied, my voice steadier than I felt.

He gestured toward the installation, his lips curving into that same infuriatingly confident expression. “What do you think? Does it work here?”

I stepped closer, trying to focus on the art and not the way his eyes seemed to track my every move. The piece was striking—bold, chaotic, and yet oddly beautiful, just like him. “It’s perfect,” I said, forcing myself to sound professional. “You’ve… you’ve captured exactly what we were looking for.”

He chuckled softly, the sound sending a warm flutter through my chest. “Glad to hear it. Though, I have to admit, I was more interested in what you thought.”

My pulse quickened, and I cursed the way my cheeks warmed. “Well, you’ve impressed me,” I said, keeping my tone light, though my words felt heavier than I intended.

Alex stepped closer, his presence overwhelming in the small space between us. “Good,” he murmured, his voice dropping, “because I was hoping to do just that.”

My throat constricted as I stared up at him, the clipboard in my hands pressing against my chest like a flimsy shield. His gaze didn’t waver, steady and unyielding, and the silence between us thickened, heavy with something I couldn’t quite name. Rationality whispered for me to retreat, to break this proximity before it unraveled me completely, but my body betrayed me, rooted in place despite the warnings screaming in my mind.

Then his hand moved—slow, deliberate—and the faintest touch of his fingers brushed against my cheek, skimming the edge of my jawline. The contact was fleeting, almost imperceptible, yet it unraveled something deep within me, leaving my breath suspended in my chest, caught somewhere between anticipation and fearI should have. I knew I should have. I was married. I was… good.

But my body, traitorous and starving, leaned in before my mind could catch up.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

His mouth was on mine before the words had even faded.

The clipboard clattered to the floor, forgotten, as he cupped the back of my neck, his mouth hungry, claiming. I melted against him, gasping as his other hand slid to my waist, fingers splaying wide over the curve of my hip, pressing me tight to him.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Contents





		

Stretched Wide In The Gallery





		

Books By This Author













Guide





		

Contents













