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Please read before you proceed.

This story contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only. It features graphic depictions of consensual sexual activity between adults aged 18 and over. All characters and events are entirely fictional and have no basis in real-life individuals or events.

This work does not include prohibited material or any other restricted content. This work is strictly for adults and about adults, without exception. 

The contents of this book do not represent the views of the author or promote their beliefs; this is purely a work of fiction presented for the purpose of entertainment and fantasy. 

By proceeding, you confirm you are of legal age in your jurisdiction to access adult content and acknowledge that this story is intended for entertainment purposes only.
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Chapter 1: The Gilded Cage
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Gliding through the penthouse, I wove among silk-clad shoulders, my sequined dress catching the chandelier’s glint. “Darling, you’re radiant tonight,” purred a senator’s wife, her diamond earrings swaying as she leaned in. My smile bloomed, practiced and warm, while I murmured thanks, my green eyes darting to the next guest. Their gazes lingered on my curves, a silent appraisal that left me hollow. I was Greg’s jewel, polished for display, not a woman with a pulse.

“Well, well, if it isn’t Vanessa Hartcourt. I must say, you’ve outdone yourself,” said a tech mogul, his voice thick with champagne. I tilted my head, laughing softly, my fingers brushing his sleeve as I guided him toward the hors d’oeuvres. The room buzzed with clinking glasses and velvet laughter, a symphony of wealth I orchestrated flawlessly. 

Yet each compliment felt like a chain, tethering me to this glittering cage. My chest tightened, a restless ache blooming beneath my charm.

After steering a councilman to the bar, I paused, smoothing my dress. The skyline twinkled beyond the vast windows, a constellation of promises I couldn’t reach. “Another perfect evening,” a guest murmured, passing by. I nodded, my lips curving into a smile, but my thoughts were on other things. 

These people saw a sculpture, not me—carved to fit Greg’s world, my desires buried under their applause. I craved a gaze that would unravel me, not just admire the surface.

Lingering near the bar, I watched Greg mount the platform, his stocky frame filling the tailored suit. “Friends, your generosity tonight fuels hope for all,” he began, his voice smooth as bourbon, drawing every eye. I stood at his side, my smile fixed, a silent partner in his spotlight. The crowd leaned in, captivated by his lawyer’s wit, while I felt like a shadow cast by his glow.

He gestured broadly, his words painting visions of charity triumphs. “Together, we’ll transform lives,” he declared, and applause erupted, a wave crashing over us. I clapped too, my hands delicate, but my gaze caught his blue eyes flicking to his phone, mid-roar. A needle of neglect pierced me—even now, I was secondary to his damn empire. 

As he wrapped up, thanking the crowd, I touched his arm, a gesture for their eyes. “Brilliant, as always,” I whispered, my voice honeyed. He nodded absently, already scrolling his screen, the device like a lover I couldn’t compete with stealing his warmth. 

The guests surged forward, praising him, and I stepped back, my presence fading like mist. I needed more than this—a spark to burn through his indifference.

The crowd’s chatter swelled, pulling Greg into their orbit, and I drifted toward the bar, my heels clicking on marble. A waiter offered me champagne, and I accepted, the glass cool against my palm. Sipping, I watched the room, my role as hostess complete for now. But the weight of being unseen pressed harder, urging me to break free.

Perched on a barstool, I cradled my champagne, the bubbles sharp on my tongue. The city lights sprawled beyond the glass, a glittering sea I longed to dive into. 

Greg’s world, with its contracts and its galas, had caged me, my desires smothered under his ambition.

I was his flawless wife, but what of my hunger? What of my needs? Didn’t I matter too? My body yearned for hands that sought me, not just my silhouette.

Once, I’d dreamed of untamed nights, of lovers who’d worship my curves with reverence. Now, Greg’s touch was a formality, his mind elsewhere, his heart locked in boardrooms. I twirled the glass, my reflection distorted in its curve. This life, so pristine, was a lie—I needed chaos, a man who’d see the wildness I hid. 

My lips parted, a silent vow forming: I’d find that fire. Whatever the cost, I would free myself.

The bartender polished a tumbler, his movements rhythmic, oblivious to my storm. I envied his simplicity, his freedom from this gilded trap. Beyond the windows, the city pulsed, alive with possibility, whispering of escape. I drained my glass, the sting grounding me. Tonight, I played my part, but soon, I’d chase what Greg couldn’t give me.

A guest’s laughter broke my reverie, shrill and close. I straightened, smoothing my expression, ready to rejoin the fray. But the thought lingered, a seed taking root: I deserved more than this hollow stage. Slipping off the stool, I moved toward the crowd, my resolve a quiet hum beneath my smile.

Circling the room, I paused as a venture capitalist, flushed with wine, swayed toward me. “Vanessa, you’re a vision,” he slurred, his eyes roaming my dress, like a lecher. I laughed, a light trill, deflecting his words like a fencer’s parry. “You’re too kind, Marcus,” I said, stepping back, my tone polite but firm. His compliment was a mirror, reflecting only what he wanted to see.

He leaned closer, his breath sour. “Greg’s a lucky man,” he added, winking. His sour wine breath hitting me as he whispered, “You know, my wife’s too busy with her own distractions to bother with me. Probably has someone on the side, not that I care.” His eyes crawled over my dress, lingering with a hunger that made my skin crawl. 

“A woman like you, radiant, deserving... Greg’s always tied up, isn’t he? Big old Greg Hartcourt. If you ever crave a little adventure, I’m right here.” His words slithered, oily and bold, a proposition masked as concern.

My smile tightened, fingers clenching my clutch, anchoring me against the urge to recoil. “Marcus, I’m not interested,” I said, my voice sharp but steady, cutting through his sleaze. “Find someone else for your games.” I stepped back, my green eyes flashing contempt, willing him to feel the sting. He just smirked, his gaze lecherous, unfazed. 

“Think about it,” he murmured as I turned, my heels clicking toward the dessert table. The crowd’s stares followed me, heavy, unwanted, his words echoing like the hollow clink of crystal flutes around me. They only sharpened my hunger for a gaze that would truly burn for me, not this shallow leer.

The music shifted, a jazz riff curling through the air, and I glanced back. Marcus had moved on, chatting with a banker, his flirtation forgotten. Good. I exhaled, my shoulders easing. I needed to move, to shake off this restlessness before it consumed me.

Near the window, I found Greg, his face still lit by his damn phone’s glow. “Greg, about the weekend, after all this, maybe let’s have a quiet dinner?” I ventured, my voice soft, testing. He grunted, thumbs tapping a reply, his focus locked on the screen. 

“Not now, Vanessa,” he muttered, his dismissal a blade, clean and sharp. My jaw tightened, the sting of his neglect fanning my resolve. How many times had he done this? Rejected an offer of quiet and intimacy so flippantly? The worst was that he wasn’t even aware of what he was doing.

I leaned closer, the city’s hum faint through the glass. “It’s just one night,” I pressed, my tone lighter than I felt. He sighed, pocketing the device, but his eyes were distant, already back in his world of clients. “We’ll see,” he said, turning to greet a passing guest. So no, then. I was a footnote, my needs irrelevant against his empire’s demands.
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