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      Dave stood in front of the mirror, carefully knotting his tie for the third time. I sat cross-legged on the bed, watching him with a small smile as I let the warm morning light filter through the open blinds. His jaw was tight, a sure sign he was nervous, though he’d never outright admit it.

      “Are you sure you’re not going to meet some hot, tan assistant who’ll follow you around and hand you coffee while batting her lashes?” I teased, my voice light and playful. “San Diego’s full of those, right?”

      His hands stilled on his tie, and he turned to look at me. His sharp green eyes softened at the edges like they always did when I caught him off guard. “Chloe,” he said, his tone a mix of exasperation and amusement. “You know better than that.”

      I shrugged dramatically, leaning back against the headboard with my palms pressed into the comforter. “I don’t know… You’ll be gone for a whole week, surrounded by people who are impressed by your strategic charm.” I bit my bottom lip to keep from grinning.

      He crossed the room in three quick strides until he was standing in front of me, towering over where I sat perched on our bed. “Is this really about San Diego? Are you really jealous of women I’ve never even met?” His voice dipped lower as he tilted his head down toward me.

      My laugh slipped out before I could stop it. “Jealous? Of course not. Come on.”

      But Dave didn’t laugh with me. Instead, a slow smile tugged at his lips—the kind that made my pulse stumble—and he knelt onto the edge of the mattress so he was eye level with me.

      “Well,” he began, his voice almost a whisper now as his fingers brushed my knee lightly through my pajama pants, “what if I told you I wanted to bring you with me?”

      I blinked at him, thrown off entirely by his words. “Wait… what? To San Diego?”

      He nodded once, watching me intently.

      “But—” I stammered, trying to make sense of it. “Isn’t this a work trip? You’re supposed to be networking or… whatever business-y things you do.”

      “There’s going to be plenty of downtime,” Dave said firmly but softly. His hand slid higher up my leg, just enough to make my breath hitch. “And honestly? I don’t think this promotion will mean much if we don’t take some time for us.”

      I stared at him for a long second, trying to tell if he was serious—and every inch of him screamed that he was. The tightness in his jaw had melted away entirely now; what remained was an openness I hadn't seen in weeks.

      “You want me there?” My voice came out quieter than usual.

      “More than anything,” he murmured. His other hand cupped my cheek gently as his thumb grazed my skin. “I’ve been so focused on this promotion that… I think maybe I forgot for a little while what really matters most.”

      My chest swelled with warmth so intense it almost made tears prick at the corners of my eyes—but instead of letting them fall, I leaned into his touch and smiled. “You’re really pulling out the big guns, huh? Sweet words, soft touches…” I teased, though my voice was barely above a whisper.

      “Is it working?” he asked, his lips quirking into that boyish grin that always made my knees weak—even if I was already sitting down.

      “Maybe,” I murmured, letting my fingers slide up the front of his neatly pressed shirt until they toyed with the knot of his tie. “But you better be prepared to share that hotel bed with me, because I’m not sleeping on some pull-out couch.”

      Dave chuckled low in his throat, the sound sending a shiver through me. “I booked a suite,” he said confidently. “King-sized bed, ocean view… plenty of room for us both.” His thumb traced my cheekbone again before trailing lower to brush along my jawline. “And who knows? Maybe we won’t even need the whole bed.”

      A laugh burst from my lips as heat rose to my cheeks. “Oh, is that so? Big talk for someone who still can’t figure out how to loosen his tie after a long day.”

      “Careful,” he warned playfully, leaning even closer until our noses almost touched. “Your sarcasm might get you into trouble.”

      “Trouble?” I echoed innocently, though the flicker in his eyes told me he knew exactly what game I was playing. “I thought you liked me like this.”

      “I do,” he admitted, his voice dropping to a husky whisper that made my heart race. “I love every fiery, teasing, maddening bit of you.”

      Before I could respond—or overthink it—he closed the small gap between us and kissed me deeply. His lips moved against mine with an urgency that stole all coherent thoughts from my mind. The tie I’d been toying with slipped from my fingers as my hands found their way to his shoulders instead, pulling him closer.

      His hand slid from my cheek to tangle in my hair, anchoring me in place as the kiss deepened. My body responded instinctively, leaning into him until there was no space left between us. The warmth of him, the familiarity of his scent mixed with something new and electric—it all sent a rush of excitement coursing through me.

      When we finally broke apart for air, both of us breathless and flushed, Dave rested his forehead against mine. “So…” he said between shallow breaths. “Is that a yes?”

      I laughed softly, wrapping my arms around his neck and holding him close. “Of course it’s a yes, you idiot.” My smile widened as I pulled back just enough to meet his gaze again. “But only because you promised an ocean view.”

      “Oh,” he said with mock seriousness as he brushed a strand of hair from my face, “you’ll get your ocean view—right after we make use of every single inch of that king-sized bed.”

      Heat flared in my cheeks again at his words, but instead of responding with another quip or tease, I kissed him once more—slowly this time, savoring every second.

      For the first time in months, things felt easy between us again—like we weren’t just husband and wife who’d lost their spark. Maybe this trip would be good for us.
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        * * *

      

      We planned to arrive early, but were caught in some delays with the flight and taxi. By the time we made it to our room, my anticipation was a slow burn beneath the surface. Dave slid the keycard into the door with a self-assured smirk that barely concealed his own excitement. When the door clicked open, I followed him inside and drew in a sharp breath.

      The suite was stunning. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked an expanse of glittering ocean, its waves rolling in gently as the sun dipped lower on the horizon. The room itself was sleek and modern, all crisp whites and soft grays accented by hints of navy blue. A king-sized bed—fluffy white duvet topped with an array of artfully arranged pillows—dominated the center of the space. It faced directly toward the view, as if daring guests not to be hypnotized by it. To one side, a small sitting area with plush chairs and a loveseat invited lounging, while in the corner stood a minibar stocked with tiny bottles of temptation.

      “Well,” I said, stepping further inside and letting my bag drop to the floor, “color me impressed.”

      Dave closed the door behind us and loosened his tie with one hand—it was almost unfair how effortlessly sexy that simple motion looked on him. “Told you,” he said smugly. “Only the best for my girl.”

      I rolled my eyes even as warmth spread through me at his words. Walking toward the window, I pressed my palms to the glass and marveled at how close it felt like I could get to the water below without actually being outside. The sound of Dave’s heavy footsteps behind me sent a delicious tingle up my spine.

      “You know,” he murmured just before his hands landed firmly on my hips, “I might be more interested in what’s inside this room than what’s out there.”

      I turned to face him, arching an eyebrow in mock skepticism. “Oh really? Not even tempted by that view?”

      He grinned wickedly before scooping me up into his arms without warning, making me squeal and wrap my arms around his neck for balance. “This view,” he said pointedly, staring down at me as he carried me toward the bed, “is much better.”

      “Dave!” I laughed breathlessly as he dropped me onto the mattress unceremoniously.

      “What?” he asked innocently before climbing over me, bracing himself on his forearms so our faces were only inches apart.

      “You’re ridiculous,” I teased, though my heart was hammering against my ribs in anticipation.

      “And yet you married me.”

      “Questionable decision-making on my part,” I replied cheekily just before his lips crashed into mine again.

      The kiss was molten—hotter than any we’d shared in recent memory—and it quickly became clear Dave wasn’t joking earlier about making use of every inch of this bed. His weight pressed against me in all the right ways as his hands roamed from my shoulders to my waist, skimming over fabric that felt suddenly too restrictive.

      But then—just as things were heating up—the shrill ring of his phone cut through our moment like an unwelcome intruder.

      Dave groaned against my lips before pulling back with a frustrated sigh. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

      I laughed softly despite myself as he fished his phone out of his pocket. He glanced at the screen and frowned, his jaw tightening. “It’s Greg. I have to take this,” he said, his voice heavy with irritation.

      I propped myself up on my elbows, watching as he swiped to answer. “Yeah? … Hey, Greg. What’s up?”

      His expression shifted from vexed to professional in an instant, his free hand rubbing the back of his neck as he listened. I couldn’t hear the other end of the conversation, but whatever it was didn’t seem quick. Dave gave me an apologetic look, mouthing sorry as his gaze lingered on me sprawled across the bed. My lips curved into a small smile, and I waved dismissively before lying back down.

      “Yeah, sure… okay,” he said into the phone after a pause. His brow furrowed as he swung his legs off the bed and stood, pacing toward the window. I could tell Greg was asking for something more than just a casual chat.

      Dave turned back to me after hanging up and gave a sheepish shrug. “I’m so sorry, Chloe. They want me to pop down and say hello to everyone before the dinner tomorrow. Quick meeting—shouldn’t be more than thirty minutes.”

      “It’s fine,” I said sincerely, though disappointment tugged at me just slightly. “Go wow them with your charming self.”

      He grinned and leaned down to kiss me swiftly but sweetly. “You’re amazing, you know that?”

      I laughed softly as he grabbed his suit jacket from where he’d draped it over a chair and headed for the door. The moment it clicked shut behind him, silence filled the room—except for the rhythmic crash of waves outside.

      With a sigh, I pushed myself off the bed and decided sitting here alone wasn’t how I wanted to spend my evening. A quick change into a sundress later—flowy and coral-colored—and I was heading downstairs in search of a glass of wine and maybe something light to eat.

      The hotel restaurant was dimly lit with golden hues that made everything feel warm and intimate despite its spaciousness. The far wall opened onto an outdoor terrace where fairy lights twinkled above tables overlooking the ocean.

      I picked a table near one of the large windows and settled in with my menu until something—or rather someone—caught my eye.

      Seated two tables away was arguably one of the most gorgeous women I’d ever seen in real life. Her caramel-toned skin glowed under the soft lighting as if she’d been sculpted just for this moment, her dark curls cascading over bare shoulders that were framed by an off-the-shoulder emerald green dress that fit her like it had been painted on.

      When she lifted her wineglass to her lips, I found myself unable to look away. Then her eyes met mine.

      For a second—or maybe forever—I forgot how breathing worked. Her gaze was bold, curious, almost playful as she tilted her head slightly to one side like she was trying to figure me out from afar.

      I knew I should glance away—that staring was rude—but my body betrayed me. All I could do was sit there frozen as her lips curved into an amused, knowing smile. She set her glass down, leaned back in her chair, and crossed her legs with a deliberate elegance that made my pulse quicken. I couldn’t tell if it was the wine or just the sheer presence of her, but suddenly, the room felt much warmer.

      Before I could gather my wits and look away, she stood, smoothed the skirt of her dress, and began walking toward me. The sound of her heels against the polished floor seemed louder than it should have been—each step a countdown to whatever was about to happen.

      "Chloe?" she said when she reached my table, her voice low and velvety, with a slight lilt that hinted at confidence and control. She didn’t ask if she had the right person; she already knew.

      "Yes," I replied hesitantly, my voice barely above a whisper. My throat felt dry as I stared up at her, struggling not to lose myself entirely in those dark eyes.

      She smiled wider, revealing perfectly straight teeth. "I thought so. Dave’s wife." She paused just long enough for the realization to hit before extending a hand. "Rebecca."

      It took me a moment too long to react. When I did reach out, my fingers trembled slightly as they met hers in a warm, firm grip. "Oh," I managed. "Dave’s… boss."

      The word felt heavier suddenly—loaded with implications I wasn’t sure how to unpack yet.

      "Mind if I join you?" she asked smoothly, though it wasn’t really a question. Before I could respond, she slid into the seat across from me, draping one arm over the back of the chair like she owned the space.

      "So," I started awkwardly, desperate to steer the conversation back on track—or at least toward safer ground. "Isn’t there some big meeting tonight? Shouldn’t you be there?"

      Rebecca chuckled softly—a low, rich sound that made my stomach flutter against my will. "That’s for lower-level employees," she said dismissively with a wave of her hand. "Dave will shine without me hovering over him."

      "Oh," was all I could manage again. It wasn’t often that someone rendered me speechless twice within five minutes.

      "Besides," Rebecca added, leaning forward slightly so that our faces were closer now—close enough for me to catch the faint scent of jasmine and something spicy on her skin—"I thought talking to you would be more interesting."

      I blinked rapidly in confusion—or maybe disbelief—but before I could respond, Rebecca’s eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that made my stomach flip. Her lips curved into that same enigmatic smile, the kind of smile that hinted she knew secrets about the world—and maybe even about me—that I hadn’t yet discovered.

      "Dave talks about you a lot, you know," she said, her voice soft but deliberate. "He has nothing but praise for you. Says you’re his anchor. His everything."

      The compliment should have warmed me, and maybe it did on some level, but there was something in the way she said it—a subtle edge to her tone that made it feel... intimate. Like she wasn’t just making polite conversation. Like she was testing me.

      "That’s sweet of him," I murmured, fumbling slightly as I reached for my water glass to ground myself. My fingers brushed against the condensation on the glass, cool and grounding in contrast to the heat rising in my cheeks.

      Rebecca tilted her head slightly, watching me as though she was reading every thought I wasn’t saying aloud. "It is," she agreed after a beat. Then, with a flick of her wrist, she gestured for a waiter to refill her wine glass—her movements smooth and self-assured, like someone who never had to second-guess a decision.

      When her attention returned to me, her eyes held a glint of amusement. "Do you know how rare that is? A man who’s so devoted to his wife? In our field… well, let’s just say loyalty isn’t exactly common."

      I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or something else entirely, but I nodded anyway. "Dave works hard," I said cautiously, clutching at the only neutral ground I could find.

      "Harder than anyone," Rebecca replied instantly, as if she’d been waiting for that opening. She leaned forward again, propping one elbow on the table and resting her chin lightly on her hand. "I’ll be honest with you, Chloe: he’s practically guaranteed for this promotion."

      Relief washed over me at those words—relief mixed with pride—and I felt myself relax slightly in my chair. "That’s wonderful," I said sincerely.

      Rebecca smiled again, though this time it was slower—almost predatory. "But there’s always room to make sure."

      Her words hung in the air between us like smoke from a candle just blown out—lingering and impossible to ignore.

      "What do you mean?" I asked slowly, my heart picking up speed even though I couldn’t pinpoint why just yet.

      She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she took a slow sip of her wine before setting the glass down carefully and leaning back again in that same effortlessly poised way. Finally, she met my gaze directly, her dark eyes glittering with something that made me shift nervously in my seat.

      "I mean," she said with deliberate softness, "sometimes it helps to… solidify bonds outside of work." Her lips twitched upward at my confused expression.

      "I don’t understand." My voice sounded shaky even to me.

      She chuckled lightly—the sound low and sultry—and reached into her clutch bag to pull out what looked like a sleek black business card holder. With practiced ease, she slid out a card and pushed it across the table toward me. The motion was calm, deliberate, and yet it felt like a spark had ignited in the air between us. My gaze fell to the card, but I didn’t touch it. Not yet.

      Rebecca’s voice dropped to barely more than a whisper, just loud enough for me to hear over the soft murmur of conversations around us. "I want you to share your husband with me," she said, her tone carrying both challenge and invitation. "Think about it."

      My throat went dry. Surely this was a joke—some strange, power-play kind of humor that I just didn’t get. But when I finally forced myself to look up again, Rebecca’s expression told me she wasn’t laughing. Her eyes were locked on mine with a heat that sent an unexpected thrill through me.

      "I don’t…" I started, but my words trailed off as my mind scrambled for how to respond. My pulse drummed in my ears, and my thoughts felt scattered like pieces of a puzzle I couldn’t quite put together.

      "You don’t have to decide right now," she cut in smoothly, saving me from what would’ve undoubtedly been an incoherent ramble. She smiled again—slow and knowing—as if she could see exactly where my thoughts had gone and was perfectly content to let them stay there. "Just keep the card. Call me if you’re curious." Her emphasis on the word "curious" sent a shiver down my spine.

      Without waiting for a response, Rebecca pushed back her chair with an elegance that seemed effortless and stood. She smoothed the fabric of her dress over her curves in a way that made it nearly impossible not to notice how perfectly tailored it was—and how effortlessly commanding she looked.

      As she turned to leave, her hand brushed lightly against my shoulder—a touch so fleeting I almost convinced myself I’d imagined it. Almost.

      I sat frozen for several moments after she disappeared from sight, staring at the business card she’d left behind as though it might combust into flames at any second. My fingers itched to pick it up, but I hesitated, afraid of what holding it might mean—even if only to myself.

      What the hell had just happened?

      The restaurant buzzed around me as though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred, but inside my head, everything felt tilted off its axis. Rebecca’s words replayed over and over in my mind like some kind of taunting echo: "Think about it."

      And the worst part—the part that made heat rise to my cheeks and sent an uncomfortable flutter through my chest—was that I was thinking about it.

      A sharp pang of guilt hit me then—guilt for even entertaining whatever game Rebecca was playing when Dave was at a meeting, working so hard to secure his future, our future. This wasn’t me—I wasn’t someone who got tangled up in… this. Whatever this was.

      But just as quickly as the guilt came, curiosity slipped its way back in—a dangerous undercurrent pulling at the edges of my resolve.

      My lips pressed into a thin line as I finally reached out and plucked the card from the table. It felt heavier than it should have in my hand—like it carried a weight far beyond its actual size.

      Her name was printed in sleek letters across the front, along with her title—Senior Vice President. Below that, a phone number. Nothing more. Minimal and confident, just like her.

      By the time I made it back to the hotel room, Dave was already there, his tie loosened and the top button of his shirt undone. He was pacing near the window, his phone in hand, looking out at the city lights of San Diego with a nervous energy that told me he’d been thinking about tomorrow’s promotion announcement as much as I had been. Or at least, as much as I had been before… well.

      “Hey,” he said, turning toward me when he heard the door shut. His expression softened as our eyes met, and for a moment, I almost forgot how my heart had been pounding nonstop since my run-in with Rebecca. “How was dinner? You didn’t have to eat alone.”

      I hesitated by the door, gripping my clutch tightly against my side. “I wasn’t alone,” I said carefully, my voice quieter than I intended.

      Dave frowned. “What do you mean?”

      Crossing the room felt like walking on uneven ground. Every step brought me closer to where he stood and further from whatever balance I thought I’d found before opening my mouth just now.

      I took a deep breath. “I ran into Rebecca,” I said finally.

      His eyebrows shot up, and he turned fully to face me. “Rebecca? My boss Rebecca?”

      I nodded slowly. “She was downstairs in the restaurant when I got there.”

      There was a pause as Dave processed this information, but before he could say anything else, I added quickly, “She… uh… she said something interesting.”

      His expression shifted into something between curiosity and caution. “Interesting how?”

      My tongue felt thick in my mouth as I struggled to find the right words—not that there were any right words for what I was about to say. “She… she asked me to share you with her.”

      The silence that followed was deafening.

      Dave blinked at me like he hadn’t quite heard me correctly—or maybe like he wished he hadn’t heard me correctly. His mouth opened slightly as if to respond, but no sound came out.

      “She—wait.” He shook his head like he needed to clear it before trying again. “She what?”

      “You heard me.” My cheeks burned under his gaze, but I forced myself not to look away. If nothing else, he deserved honesty from me—even if it was messy and awkward and completely insane.

      Dave ran a hand through his hair in disbelief, his pacing picking up again as if movement might help him make sense of this absurdity. “That’s… that’s insane,” he muttered half to himself before stopping abruptly and locking eyes with me again. “What did you say?”

      “I didn’t say anything,” I admitted, shifting uncomfortably under the weight of his scrutiny. “I didn’t know what to say.”

      Another beat of silence passed between us before something else occurred to me—something that made my stomach twist unpleasantly even though I hadn’t fully formed it into words yet.

      “You’re attracted to her,” I said suddenly.

      Dave froze mid-step like a deer caught in headlights. “What? No! Chloe—”

      “Don’t lie to me.”

      I stepped closer, my arms crossing over my chest as I stared him down. My voice was sharper now, more certain. “I saw the way your cheeks flushed when I told you. You’ve thought about her, haven’t you? At least once.”

      “Chloe, that’s not fair,” he said, but his tone wavered. He wasn’t denying it outright anymore. His hands went to his hips as he looked away from me, out toward the window again. The city lights danced across his face, but they couldn’t hide the faint crimson creeping up his neck.

      “Dave.” My voice softened slightly, but there was no retreat in me yet. “Look at me.”

      He turned slowly, almost reluctantly, and when our eyes met again, I could see it—guilt and something else flickering in those familiar depths. Something raw and unspoken.

      “I didn’t… I mean…” He let out a frustrated breath, dragging a hand through his hair again. “Okay, fine. Maybe she’s… attractive. But that doesn’t mean anything! I love you, Chloe.”

      “I know you do.” I took another step closer to him until we were just inches apart. My voice dropped lower, quieter but no less confident. “That’s not what this is about.”

      He frowned, clearly confused now—and maybe even a little wary. “Then what is it about?”

      “I think we should take her up on her offer,” I said simply. The words came out steady and deliberate, even as my pulse thundered in my ears.

      His eyes widened like I’d slapped him across the face. “What?”

      “You heard me,” I said, echoing his earlier disbelief with a small tilt of my head.

      “Chloe…” He laughed nervously, shaking his head like he thought—or hoped—I was joking. “You can’t be serious.”

      “Why not?” I challenged him. My heart was racing now, but I refused to back down. There was something electrifying about saying this out loud, about holding his gaze and watching the way his breath caught in his throat as he tried to process it.

      “Because… because it’s insane!” he stammered, but there was no conviction behind his words—just shock and hesitation and something else that made me press forward.

      “Is it?” I asked quietly. My fingers brushed against the knot of his loosened tie before slipping it free entirely. His breath hitched as I slid the silk fabric from around his collar and tossed it aside. “Or is it exactly what we need to do to make sure you get that promotion?”

      He stared at me like he didn’t recognize the woman standing in front of him—but also like he couldn’t look away if he tried.

      “You’d really be okay with… with that?” he asked finally, his voice barely above a whisper.

      I leaned in closer until our faces were just inches apart and whispered back, “Would you?”

      For a moment, neither of us moved or spoke or even breathed. The tension crackled between us like static electricity—sharp and charged and impossible to ignore.

      And then Dave swallowed hard and said nothing at all.

      That was all the answer I needed.

      Without breaking eye contact, I reached for my phone on the nightstand and scrolled through my contacts until Rebecca’s name appeared. My hand trembled slightly as I tapped on it, the quiet hum of the ringing line filling the heavy silence between us.

      Dave stood frozen, his eyes darting between my face and the phone in my hand. His chest rose and fell with uneven breaths, and I could almost feel the war raging inside him—logic battling desire, guilt grappling with curiosity.

      “Chloe, you don’t have to…” he started, but his voice trailed off when Rebecca answered on the other end.

      “Chloe,” she said smoothly, her voice warm and confident, as if she’d been expecting this call. “I was wondering when I’d hear from you.”

      I glanced up at Dave and saw his jaw tighten. He didn’t speak, didn’t move—just stared at me like everything we’d ever been hinged on what I would say next.

      “Rebecca,” I began, my voice steadier than I felt. “About your… suggestion earlier.”

      “Yes?” Her voice curled with intrigue, and I could hear the faintest smile in her tone.

      “We’ve decided…” I hesitated for only a second before pushing forward. “We’ve decided to take you up on it.”

      The line went silent for a beat before she spoke again. “I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

      She hung up without waiting for a response.

      I lowered the phone slowly, setting it back on the nightstand with trembling fingers. When I turned to look at Dave, his expression was inscrutable—a mix of disbelief, anticipation, and something darker that made my stomach flip.

      “She’s coming,” I said softly, more for myself than for him.

      He nodded once but said nothing. The air in the room felt heavier now, charged with an energy neither of us dared name. We didn’t touch or speak or even make eye contact as we waited—just stood there in a tense silence that stretched on infinitely until a sharp knock shattered it.

      Dave stiffened beside me, his hands clenching into fists at his sides. I moved first, my legs feeling like lead as I crossed the room to open the door.

      And there she was.

      Rebecca slipped inside with all the confidence and poise of someone who owned every space she entered. Her dress was deep red and hugged her curves in all the right places; her dark hair framed her face like a halo of sin. She smelled faintly of jasmine and something heady that made my pulse spike.

      Her gaze flicked over me first, appraising and amused, before landing on Dave. A slow smile spread across her lips as she stepped closer to him without hesitation.

      “So,” she said lightly, her eyes never leaving his as she reached out to straighten the collar of his shirt. “You finally decided to play ball.”

      Dave opened his mouth to respond but no sound came out—not until Rebecca cupped his jaw with one perfectly manicured hand and pulled him down into a kiss.

      My breath caught in my throat as I watched them together—the way Dave’s hands hovered uncertainly at first before settling on her waist; the way Rebecca pressed herself against him like she knew he wouldn’t push her away.

      I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The way their bodies fit together, the way Rebecca’s fingers tangled in Dave’s hair—it was intoxicating. My heart pounded in my chest, and I felt a heat pooling low in my belly. I hadn’t expected this… this rush of arousal, but it was undeniable.

      Rebecca broke the kiss slowly, her lips lingering on Dave’s for a moment before she pulled back. Her eyes flicked to me, and that smirk returned, sharp and knowing.

      “Come here, Chloe,” she said, her voice smooth and commanding.

      My feet moved before my brain could process the command. I stepped closer, my pulse racing as Rebecca reached out and took my hand. Her skin was warm, and her grip was firm as she guided me to stand beside Dave.

      “You’re part of this too,” she murmured, her eyes locking on mine. “Don’t forget that.”

      Then she turned back to Dave, her hands sliding up his chest as she leaned in to kiss him again. This time, I was close enough to feel the heat radiating off them, to hear the soft sounds of their lips moving together. My breath hitched as Rebecca’s fingers began to undo the buttons of Dave’s shirt, exposing his chest inch by inch.

      I watched, transfixed, as Dave’s hands moved to Rebecca’s hips, gripping her tightly as if he couldn’t get enough of her. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he slid the strap of her dress off her shoulder, letting it fall to reveal the curve of her breast.

      My mouth went dry. I should have felt jealousy, anger—something other than this overwhelming desire. But all I could think about was how beautiful they looked together, how raw and unbridled their passion was.

      Rebecca caught me staring and smiled. “Touch him,” she said softly, nodding toward Dave.

      My heart skipped a beat. I hesitated for only a moment before reaching out and placing my hand on Dave’s chest. His skin was warm beneath my palm, and I could feel the rapid thud of his heartbeat. He glanced at me, his eyes dark with need, and for a moment, it felt like we were the only two people in the room.

      But then Rebecca’s hands were on his belt, undoing it with practiced ease. She dropped to her knees in front of him, and my breath caught as she looked up at him through her lashes. “Let me show you what you’ve been missing,” she purred.

      Dave’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t stop her as she unfastened his pants and pulled them down. His cock sprang free, hard and eager, and Rebecca didn’t waste any time. She wrapped her lips around him, taking him deep into her mouth.

      I couldn’t look away. The sight of her head bobbing between his legs, the way his hands clenched in her hair—it was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. My own body responded instinctively, my hips shifting slightly as a needy ache grew between my thighs.

      Rebecca’s eyes met mine as she worked him, and there was something almost playful in her gaze, a challenge. Her lips slid up and down his length with a rhythm that was deliberate, teasing, and I could see the way Dave’s body tensed, his breathing growing ragged. My hand still rested on his chest, and I felt the way his muscles tightened under my touch, the way he was losing control.

      “Chloe,” he murmured, his voice strained, his eyes flicking to me. There was a question there, a silent plea for reassurance. I nodded, my own breath coming in shallow gasps, my fingers curling into his skin. “It’s okay,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “I want this. I want to watch.”

      Rebecca’s mouth worked faster now, her tongue swirling around the tip of his cock before she took him deep again, her throat opening to accommodate him. The sound that escaped Dave’s lips was raw, primal, and it sent a shiver down my spine. I could feel the heat pooling between my legs, my own desire growing with every stroke of her lips.

      Her hands moved to cradle his hips, holding him steady as she took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him with an intensity that left me breathless. I couldn’t stop watching—the way her lips stretched around him, the way her fingers dug into his skin, the way Dave’s head fell back as he surrendered to the sensation.

      “Rebecca,” he groaned, his voice rough with need. His hips bucked slightly, and she moaned around him, the vibration sending a jolt through his body. My own thighs clenched together, the ache between them becoming almost unbearable.

      Then it happened. Dave’s body tensed, his breath catching in his throat as he came hard in her mouth. Rebecca’s eyes fluttered shut as she took every drop, her throat working to swallow him down. The sight of it—the way she devoured him so completely—was almost too much to bear. My own core throbbed in response, and I bit down on my lip to stifle a moan.

      When she finally pulled away, her lips were swollen and glistening, and she looked up at Dave with a satisfied smirk before turning her gaze to me.

      Dave then pulled Rebecca up by her shoulders and spun her toward the bed. He climbed over her while removing her bra and panties, kissing her passionately. I took a seat on a nearby chair and watched them while my fingers drifted between my thighs.

      Dave's hands moved with a possessiveness that sent a thrill through me as he stripped Rebecca bare. Her skin glistened under the dim light, her curves laid out before him like a feast. He kissed her hungrily, his mouth devouring hers as his hands roamed her body, exploring every inch as if he’d never touched her before. The sound of their lips meeting, of their ragged breaths mingling, filled the room, and I felt my own body responding with an intensity that was almost overwhelming.

      I shifted in the chair, my fingers slipping beneath the waistband of my panties, already soaked. My breath hitched as I touched myself, my eyes never leaving them. Dave’s mouth trailed down Rebecca’s neck to her chest, his tongue flicking over her taut nipples, making her arch into him with a moan. The way he worshipped her body—the way he looked at her—was mesmerizing. It was as if nothing else existed in that moment but the two of them.

      Then he moved lower, his hands spreading her thighs wide. My pulse quickened as I watched him settle between her legs, his breath hot against her skin. Rebecca’s head fell back against the pillows, her fingers tangling in his hair as he began to taste her. The sound she made—a low, guttural moan—sent a jolt of heat straight to my core. I could see the way his tongue moved, slow and deliberate at first, then faster as she writhed beneath him.

      “Oh God,” Rebecca gasped, her hips lifting off the bed as pleasure overtook her. “Yes, Dave… just like that.”

      My own fingers matched the rhythm of his tongue, circling my clit with a pressure that made me bite back a moan. I couldn’t take my eyes off them—the way Dave’s shoulders flexed as he worked her, the way Rebecca’s body trembled with every stroke of his tongue. It was raw and intimate and so unbearably erotic that I felt like I might combust just from watching.

      Rebecca’s moans grew louder, more desperate, until she finally came with a cry that echoed through the room. Her body shuddered violently, and Dave held her hips steady until she stilled, breathing heavily.

      He didn’t give her time to recover. In one swift motion, he positioned himself above her and pushed inside her with a groan that sent a shiver down my spine. Rebecca gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist as he began to move. The sound of their bodies meeting—skin slapping against skin—was almost too much to bear.

      My fingers worked faster now, matching the pace of Dave’s thrusts. The sight of him pounding into her, so deep and so full—it was almost painful how much it turned me on. His muscles strained with every movement; sweat glistened on his back as he drove into her again and again.

      “Fuck,” he growled; his voice thick with need. “You feel so good.”

      Rebecca clawed at his back; her nails leaving red marks as she urged him deeper. Her cries filled the room; each one sending a fresh wave of heat through me until I could barely think straight. My own climax was building, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter with every thrust of Dave’s hips. I could feel the slickness between my thighs, the way my body throbbed in time with their rhythm. My breathing was shallow, my heart pounding as I watched him claim her, as I watched her surrender completely to him.

      Rebecca’s voice broke, her moans rising in pitch as she neared another peak. “Dave… I’m… I’m going to—”

      “Come for me,” he demanded through gritted teeth, his pace relentless. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her with a force that made the bed creak. “Let me feel it.”

      Her body convulsed; her back arched off the bed as she cried out his name. I could see the way her muscles clenched around him, the way she trembled with the force of her release. It was raw, primal—the kind of pleasure that left no room for anything else.

      Dave groaned, his rhythm faltering as he felt her come undone around him. “Fuck, Rebecca… you’re going to make me—”

      He didn’t finish the sentence. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, his body shuddering as he came. The sound he made—low and guttural—sent a jolt through me, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. My own climax crashed over me, waves of pleasure so intense they left me breathless. My fingers pressed hard against my clit, drawing out every last shuddering pulse of ecstasy.

      For a moment, the room was silent except for the sound of their ragged breathing and the soft rustle of sheets as Dave collapsed beside Rebecca. I sat there, my heart still racing, my body tingling with the aftermath of what I’d just witnessed—and what I’d just experienced.

      Dave turned his head to look at me; his eyes dark and heavy with satisfaction. “Come here,” he said, his voice rough but commanding.

      I hesitated for only a moment before I stood on unsteady legs and crossed the room to the bed. He reached for me; his hand warm and firm as he pulled me down beside him. Rebecca shifted, making room for me, her skin still slick with sweat. There was something unspoken between us now—a shared intimacy that bound us together in a way I hadn’t expected.

      Dave’s hand trailed up my thigh, his touch sending shivers through me. “You’re next,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear.

      I shivered, a fresh wave of desire coursing through me as he leaned in to kiss me. And in that moment, I knew that our marriage would never be the same. And that thought excited me more than ever.
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