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NOTE TO READERS

This is a new erotic story with explicit themes involving taboo and extreme sexual scenes. Intended for mature audiences. This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All persons in this story are 18 or older. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 
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Emma and Alex are navigating the modern world, managing a marriage, growing their careers, and thinking about what’s next. But when David, Emma’s boss, begins taking up more and more of her time, Alex grows suspicious. Will Alex’s discovery shatter their world forever or open his mind to new vistas of pleasure?



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


This story includes a variety of erotic kinks, including, but not limited to, the following themes.

[image: ]





	Cuckolding

	Voyeurism

	Creampies

	Throatpies
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Treat yourself to a custom erotica story written by Scarlett herself!
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How would you like a custom erotica story, written just for you?

Send me an email at scarlettknight369@protonmail.com. Please do not contact Scarlett Knight for any purpose other than to commission paid custom work. Pricing will vary.
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Alex Emerson entered the towering office building, striding purposefully towards a bank of elevators. He pressed the UP button and waited, flicking his keyring around his finger and shifting his weight back and forth impatiently. His office was on the 9th floor, but that wasn't where he was headed, nor was it anything to write home about. The insurance firm and his shabby office were the best he could manage for himself, his own little piece of corporate America. Emma, his wife, on the other hand, was a shining star in the marketing agency that took up the top two floors of the building. Alex didn't usually begrudge his wife her successes, but all the extra hours she had to put in had strained their marriage, and it didn't help that Emma's boss was an obscenely rich, obscenely attractive dickhead who demanded Emma's attention day and night. As he entered the elevator and hit the button for the top floor, he wondered if it was his jealousy over Emma's career that was making him paranoid lately, or if it was some sort of husband's intuition that led him here tonight. He couldn't shake the feeling that there was something Emma wasn't telling him, and he'd had enough of waiting over a wilting dinner for her to come home. 

Alex stepped out of the elevator, pausing just over the threshold to listen for anyone burning the midnight oil. The office was bathed in the soft glow of desk lamps, casting long shadows across the polished floor. The air was thick with the scent of expensive leather and the gentle hum from the city outside. Alex turned right, passing the receptionist's desk and heading to the back of the suite where the high rollers kept house. He wasn't sure which office was David's, having never been there himself, but he had a general idea of the layout from Emma's accounts of her day-to-day. He slowed his steps, quietly making his way towards the door at the very end of the hall. It was ajar, and a sliver of light spilled into the dim hallway. 

Alex crept closer, angling his body to the side so he could see into the office, but anyone looking out would see only the darkness of the hall. As he stood in the shadows, his heart pounding like a drum in his chest, he heard voices. The deep baritone of a man's voice, followed by the sweet trill of his wife's floated into the hallway. Emma and David were speaking low to each other so that Alex couldn't make out what they were saying. Was he crazy? What if Emma really was just working late, trying to put herself in line for another promotion? And here he was, the jealous husband, skulking around in the shadows and imagining something nefarious. He almost turned to leave when he heard the rustle of fabric and his wife's surprised inhale. He carefully pushed the door just a fraction wider and peered into the room. 

Emma was leaning back against a monstrosity of a desk, her long auburn hair cascading over her shoulders. David stood in front of her, his hands on her hips, his eyes locked onto hers. There was tension between them, a silent conversation that Alex couldn't decipher. He felt a wave of anger wash over him. How dare that man put his hands on Alex's wife? He was her boss for chrissakes. Before his outrage grew out of control and he barged into the room, he felt another emotion stir in his chest. He couldn't quite name it, but it was enough to hold him there, acting the voyeur for the illicit scene unfolding in front of him. 
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