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      Click here to join my newsletter!
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      The sound of Hannah's voice jolted me from my thoughts. “Mrs. Jackson?  Your new assistant is here.”  Hannah, the HR rep from upstairs, stood in my doorway with a clipboard in her hand.  “Her name is Christie.  Christie Albright.” I couldn't help but feel a sense of trepidation. I had been so used to working on my own, handling everything myself, that the idea of having someone else assisting me felt foreign and uncomfortable.

      Hannah stepped aside and a bouncy, red-headed girl walked into my office. Her clothes were professional yet chic, revealing just enough to be alluring. I couldn't help but notice her curves, accentuated by the form-fitting fabric. It was distracting, to say the least.

      But as she stepped forward, my gaze remained fixed on her. She was beautiful, there was no denying it. And yet, as I took in her appearance, I couldn't help but feel a slight pang of jealousy. How could anyone look that gorgeous naturally? I couldn't help but wonder if she had some kind of hidden secret or advantage.

      Pushing those thoughts aside, I forced a smile and stood up to greet her. "Welcome, Christie," I said, trying to sound warm and welcoming. "I'm Mrs. Jackson. Please, have a seat."

      She smiled at me, and I couldn't help but notice the dimples that appeared on her cheeks. "It's nice to meet you, Mrs. Jackson," she said, her voice pleasant and chipper.  “I’ve wanted to work for your firm since I was young.”

      I hid my smirk.  Since she was young?  What was she now if not young?  “How old are you?” I asked her.  She looked far too young to be working for me.

      “I’m twenty-one,” she said.  I raised my brow.  Maybe she could squeak by as eighteen, but she didn’t look a day into her twenties.  Noticing my reservation, she reached for her purse and pulled out her license.  “See.  Really, I am.”

      My eyes moved to Hannah who was still in the doorway.  “She is, Mrs. Jackson,” said Hannah.

      “I don’t mean to insult you,” I told Christie.  “It’s just that you look very good for your age.”

      She shrugged and giggled in a way that made my knees weak.  “I get told that a lot.”  She looked around my office and added, “Where do you need me?” I couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy at her youthful excitement and ambition. I could tell she was ready to take on any task I gave her.

      As I stood to show her around, my clumsiness caused me to knock over a picture frame on my desk. I held my breath, hoping the glass wouldn't shatter, and was relieved when it remained intact. Christie reached for it and studied the photo of me and my husband during our last anniversary vacation.

      "You guys are a beautiful couple," she said with a warm smile. I thanked her, but as I looked at the picture, memories flooded back. Adam and I had been trying to get pregnant for a while now, with no luck. In fact, I had a fertility specialist appointment later that evening. I quickly put the photo back on my desk and turned to Christie.

      "You won't be working in here with me," I said, trying to hide the sudden strange emptiness I felt. "Your desk is just outside my office."

      Christie frowned and her slender shoulders slumped.  Her lips were so pouty and pink as the bottom one poked out in disappointment. "Oh," she said softly. "I was hoping to work closer to you. I have so much I want to learn."

      I smiled kindly at her and guided her towards the door. "Well, for now I just need someone to answer phones, take appointments, and file things properly."

      “Sure thing,” she said, turning toward the doorI followed behind her until we were near her desk. I showed her how to access the programs we used and where to file things. I explained our phone system to her, but the whole time she was doe-eyed as if she couldn’t care less. Finally, after a moment of this, she blurted out, "You're so lucky to be married to such a handsome man." It was both a compliment and an observation, spoken with a hint of envy.

      A nervous half-laugh escaped me. "Um, thanks," I said, unsure how to respond to such a bold statement.

      "How long have you two been married?" she continued, her curiosity still not quenched.

      "Five years," I said, hoping that would be enough information to satisfy her.

      "Any kids?" she prodded further. I shook my head, not wanting to elaborate on such a personal topic with a new assistant.

      "Oh, why not?" she persisted.

      "It's complicated," I said, hoping that would be the end of it.

      But she didn't seem to catch on to my subtle hint. Instead, she placed her hand on mine, and I felt a spark of electricity shoot across my skin. "I understand," she said, her voice genuine and empathetic. "My mother had a hard time getting pregnant at first too. But here I am." Her smile was sweet and unnerving at the same time. I pulled my hand away, feeling a little uncomfortable with the intimate gesture.

      "It's fine," I said, trying to brush off the awkwardness. "We're just focusing on our careers right now."

      "I see," she said, nodding understandingly. "Well, I'm sure it will happen for you when the time is right."

      I started to head back to my office, thinking I was overreacting to her nosiness. But as I reached my doorway, I made a split-second decision. I turned toward her desk and said, “It’s probably good that you know,” I said.  “Because I have to leave early today for a fertility appointment.  I’ll need you to collect some paperwork from a client while I’m gone and leave it on my desk for tomorrow.”

      She nodded and smiled.  “I didn’t mean to pry,” she said.  “I was only trying to share a positive experience.”

      I smiled, genuinely this time.  “I appreciate it,” I said.

      After my fertility appointment, I drove home with a weight on my chest. It felt like getting pregnant would be impossible. The doctor's words echoed in my mind, "Your chances are slim, Mrs. Jackson." I couldn't shake off the feeling of hopelessness and frustration. As I turned the corner to my house, I noticed a white sedan in the driveway. My husband and I both had dark colored cars, and my first thought was that he had bought something without my permission.

      I parked behind it and walked through the front door. As I made my way down the hall to the living room, I heard a familiar light and feathery voice. My heart skipped a beat. Christie was in my living room, chatting with my husband.

      "Oh, hey Mrs. Jackson!" she exclaimed when she saw me. My husband looked up and smiled.

      "Christie...what are you doing here?" I asked, trying to mask my surprise.

      She held up a folder. "I came to bring you that paperwork. I know you told me to leave it on your desk, but I thought this might be better. This way you don't have to wait until tomorrow to work on it, unless you wanted to, of course."

      I couldn't believe it. My new young, pretty assistant came to our house to hand deliver some paperwork. I felt a surge of jealousy and confusion rise in me. But as I looked at Christie's innocent face and heard her sweet voice, I couldn't bring myself to confront her. She was intriguing, in a strange and mysterious way, and something inside me was drawn to her.

      Trying to gather my composure, I simply nodded and took the folder from her. "Thank you, Christie. I appreciate it."

      She smiled, oblivious to the turmoil I was feeling. "No problem.”

      My back was tense as I tried to make sense of her excuse. Had she really come all the way out to my house to deliver some paperwork? I studied her body language on the sofa and noticed her knees were angled toward my husband with her feet tucked up underneath her butt. She was far too comfortable and leaning in his general direction. My husband, Adam, was no cheater, but even he couldn't resist a girl like Christie.

      "I thought it was pretty sweet of her," Adam said, seemingly oblivious to the tension in the room.

      You would, I thought bitterly. "Christie's been telling me about her pre-law education," he continued. "She doesn't look a day over eighteen if you ask me."

      I studied him next, taking in the relaxed way he lounged on the couch with the top button of his shirt undone. The two of them almost seemed like they were on something, compared to the tenseness that I felt. It was awkward, walking in on the two of them, but at the same time my body was alight with a fire I usually only felt in the bedroom. My face flushed at the thought of it.

      I couldn't believe he was falling for her flirting. My mind raced with thoughts of what had happened while I was out running errands. I had always trusted Adam completely, but now I couldn't help but feel a surge of jealousy coursing through me. I wanted to talk to him, to be reassured, but I could not find my voice. I could only stand there, frozen.

      You’re overreacting, I told myself. She’s just your assistant. Nothing has happened. Their clothes are still on.

      "Christie, can I speak to you outside for a moment?" The words were out of my mouth before I could even fully consider them.

      Christie looked first to Adam, who shrugged in response. "I guess I'll see you later, Mr. Jackson," she said with a hint of a smirk.

      Why did she say that? I wondered, feeling a twinge of jealousy.

      Christie followed me back outside, and we stood on the porch facing each other. I took a deep breath, unsure of what I wanted to say.

      "I think your husband likes me," she said playfully.

      "What does that mean?" I asked, my brow furrowed in confusion.

      Her eyes widened, as if she had just realized she was overstepping her bounds. "Nothing," she said quickly. "I only meant that we seemed to get along."

      I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy, but I pushed it aside and focused on the real issue. "Christie, why did you really come here? I specifically told you to leave the paperwork on my desk. And how did you even find my address?"

      Her expression turned sheepish. "Well, I did go to leave the paperwork on your desk, but once I was in your office, I couldn't resist looking around a little. Your address was pretty easy to find after that."

      My hands were shaking with anger, but Christie's innocent demeanor softened me. After all, it was her first mistake. "You know that none of this is professional, right?"

      She glanced at the door, then back at me. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Jackson. I didn't mean anything by it. I was just trying to be helpful."

      I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself. "Next time, keep your 'help' within the office, okay?"

      Christie let out a sigh of relief. "So I'm not fired?"

      I hesitated, considering my options. "No, you’re not fired.  But you need to go home now.”

                  “Of course, Mrs. Jackson,” she said.
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        * * *

      

      Once Christie left, I returned to the living room to find my husband, but he wasn’t there. It was then that I noticed two empty glasses on the coffee table with condensation on the edges. They’d shared a drink, and my suspicious mind wondered if it was alcoholic in nature. After all, they were our scotch glasses.

      I wandered the halls until I found my husband in the bedroom, undressing in front of me. His green eyes met mine, and a sense of familiarity washed over me. He slipped his shirt from his torso with ease, revealing the muscles and scars that I had traced with my fingers countless times before. He began to unfasten his pants, but he kept his gaze locked on mine.

      “She seems nice,” he said, breaking the silence.

      “You’re thinking about her while you undress?” I challenged.

      He scoffed and shrugged. “The two aren’t related,” he said, his tone playful but also defensive. His expression shifted and so did the subject. He approached me, his body bare and unashamed. “So? Is tonight a good night to…you know?”

      I hung my head and sighed. “No,” I said. “We probably won’t have a good night until I finish this case.”

      “And that’s when I’ll be on my next one,” he said, a hint of bitterness creeping into his voice.

      I walked to the bed and sat down on the edge of it, feeling the familiar weight of exhaustion weighing down on my shoulders. “What happened to us?” I asked, more to myself than to him. “We used to fuck all the time.”

      “Work happened. And fertility treatments started,” he said, coming to sit next to me. He took my hand in his, the roughness of his palm comforting against my own. “No matter what happens, I love you.” He kissed my fingertips, a gesture that felt simultaneously sweet and heartbreaking.

      I leaned against his shoulder and stared into the empty space in front of us. 

      “I think Christie has a little crush on you,” I told him, my voice cracking with jealousy.

      He chuckled. “I have that effect on women.”

      I looked away, unsure why I was thinking about her. She was just a coworker, a passing acquaintance. But my insecurities still gnawed at me, whispering that she was competition.

      “You’re too handsome to be wasting your life with scheduled sex,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant.

      “I’m not wasting anything,” he replied smoothly. He reached out and stroked my cheek with his fingers. “I would wait as long as you needed.”

      I squeezed his hand, my mind racing with thoughts of Christie. “Maybe you shouldn’t have to wait,” I said, my heart beating faster.

      “What do you mean?” he asked, clearly surprised.

      I took a deep breath, the idea forming in my mind. “What if I…gave you permission…to fuck somebody else?” The words felt foreign and exciting on my lips.

      He raised his brow, studying me carefully. “That doesn’t sound like you.”

      An image of Christie riding my husband’s cock flashed into my mind and I felt a rush of arousal. “Maybe it’s who I am now,” I said, surprising myself with the truth of my words.

      “Come on, Monica,” he said, shaking his head. “You don’t mean that.”

      I stared at him, my desire growing stronger. “Actually, I think I do.”

      Adam and I didn’t talk about it anymore for the rest of the night, but I was already hatching a plan.  The great thing about hatching a plan was that I didn’t have to commit…not just yet.  But the more I thought about Christie with my husband, the more I realized I wanted it.  I lay in bed that night, wide-eyed while my skin tingled all over.  My mouth went dry and I felt as if I’d had five cups of coffee after dinner.  Could I really go through with such a ridiculous idea?  Could I really just offer up my husband like that?

      The more I thought about it, though, the more confused I became. I couldn't shake the image of Christie with my husband, their laughter and easy camaraderie. My body grew restless, my mind a tangled mess of conflicting emotions. I tried to rationalize, to make a clear decision, but with each passing moment, the only thing that became clear was that I needed to take action.

      By the next morning, I had made my decision. The only way to truly know what I wanted was to go through with it and see where it led. I dressed quickly, my movements sharp and purposeful, as if trying to outrun my doubts.
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      The following day, Christie's demeanor at the firm had changed drastically. Gone was the doe-eyed gaze and in its place was a laser-like focus. Her words were carefully measured, her actions more conservative. As I watched her in the office, I started to wonder if I had misread her intentions the day before. My little plan suddenly seemed foolish and I began to second guess myself.

      In an attempt to ease my doubts, I invited Christie into my office after lunch. I tried to make small talk, attempting to gauge her thoughts and feelings. "I'm glad you got along with my husband," I said, trying to sound light-hearted. "If I ever need any outside help from you, it's good to know he won't be in the way."

      Christie's expression narrowed as she studied me. "I thought you were upset about that," she said.

      I let out a nervous laugh. "No," I replied. "Maybe it's just the fertility drugs I'm on. They can make me a little crazy sometimes."

      "You didn't seem crazy," she assured me. "I would never dream of crossing any professional boundaries. I'm sorry if you felt like I did."

      "Don't worry about it," I said with a dismissive wave of my hand. Inside, my nerves were getting the best of me. How was I supposed to tell her what I wanted? How could I possibly communicate that I wanted her to sleep with my husband?

      I cleared my throat and smiled at her.  "Speaking of those treatments," I said, my voice smooth and convincing, "I have another one this evening." It was a complete lie, but I knew she wouldn't question it. She was only twenty-one, after all.

      "I was hoping you could drop something off at my home again." I reached into my bag and pulled out a bottle of wine, holding it out to her.

      "Wine?" she asked, confusion evident in her voice. "You want me to deliver some wine to your home?"

      "Yes," I replied, nodding. "My husband just got a promotion and I bought this on my lunch break. I completely forgot about my fertility appointment, but I wanted him to have his favorite wine to celebrate."

      Christie's eyebrows lifted in surprise. "I promise not to stay too long," she said.

      "Nonsense," I countered. "Stay. Have a drink with him if you want. He needs someone to celebrate with."

      "But you'll be home soon enough, won't you?" she asked, her eyes searching mine.

      I paused, studying her carefully. Was she fishing for information or just making a point? "The treatments are downtown," I said, trying to sound convincing. "I'll still be home a little late." I got up from my seat and walked towards her, placing a hand on her shoulder. "Please, say you'll do this for me."

      Her eyes met mine and she flicked her long red hair behind her shoulder. "Only if you're sure," she said.

      "I'm positive," I reassured her with a smile.
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        * * *

      

      I was a wreck for the rest of the evening. I couldn't shake off the guilt and remorse that had taken root in my stomach after sending Christie to deliver the wine to my husband. I faked leaving early for a fertility appointment, hoping to catch Christie in the act. I parked near the firm's office, just out of sight, and waited for her to leave. After giving her a twenty-minute head start, I made my way back home, my heart racing with anticipation.

      I had lied when I told her that my husband had been promoted. In reality, there was no promotion. I had concocted the story as an excuse to send Christie over with the wine. It was my husband's favorite, and he always said it put him in the mood. It was an unspoken sign of my desires, and I hoped that by sending her over with that particular bottle and an outright lie, he would know what I wanted.

      When I pulled up to my house, I saw her white sedan parked in the driveway. Panic seized me, but I couldn't turn back now. I parked far enough down the street to stay out of view and then proceeded to tiptoe around the side of my house. I searched for any window with a light on and finally found one in the living room. I inched my body along the exterior wall until I reached the back of the house. There, a small kitchen window gave me a decent view of the living room. I huddled just underneath it and peered inside.Just then, my phone buzzed.

      Your assistant just brought over my favorite wine.  Are you sure you want me to do this?

      I typed back a reply to my husband.  I’m out back, watching.  Yes, I want you to do this.

      My husband’s head turned toward the kitchen for a moment, but I ducked so he wouldn’t see me.  I didn’t want him to know where I was or what my view was.  When I peeked back in on the two of them, I saw Christie straddling his lap with her blouse already removed.

      They kissed long and hard and a wet pool collected between my legs.  Christie was so beautiful, and she looked even more beautiful straddling my husband.  As I placed my hand between my thighs, I felt the cool night air drift across my wet panties.  A surge of electricity shot through me, awakening me in ways I never thought possible.  I focused in on Christie and felt my chest seize.  He had removed her white lacy bra and was sucking on her perky tits.

      Fuck, I thought.  What have I started?

      Christie had been right about one thing.  My husband liked her.  He didn’t look like he was having any trouble fulfilling my desires.  In fact, it looked as if my desires were also his.  He was completely lost to the younger woman on his lap.  He hadn’t looked back at me once since her bra was removed.

      I had to get a closer look, so I inched toward the large living room window, careful not to be seen.  My nipples were hard and my panties rubbed against my clit as I walked.  My knees were pools of jelly as I lowered them to the damp grass below.  I spread my thighs and inched up my skirt, grateful that we lived on a large lot of land so a neighbor wouldn’t catch me.  I slipped my fingers inside my panties just as Christie helped my husband remove his shirt and jeans.

      My husband pulled his cock free from his briefs and I smiled when Christie’s eyes widened.  Adam was larger than most men.  I remembered the first time I’d seen his cock and how it had made my heart race.  I’d been afraid to take it, afraid that it would hurt, but Adam was gentle.  I wondered if he would be gentle with Christie too.

      Christie unzipped her work skirt and slid it to the floor.  She dropped to her knees and gripped my husband’s cock at the base while licking her lips.  He reached forward and swooped her red hair to the side, exposing her soft neck.  I slid my fingers inside my pussy while I imagined kissing her creamy skin.

      My eyes were half-closed when Christie’s lips parted and wrapped around my husband’s cock.  She sucked in her cheeks while Adam shifted his hips to get a better angle.  His hands were in her hair and his eyes were focused only on her.  He lifted his hips and let them fall, thrusting his cock gently against Christie’s tiny throat.

      I watched her throat constrict and relax as she tried not to gag against his huge cock.  I rubbed my pussy quickly at the sight of them together.  Not in a million years would I have thought I was this kind of woman.  But Christie brought something out of me.  A curiosity.  A hunger.  And now I was salivating for the two of them.

      Adam kept rocking his hips while clutching Christie’s hair until his moans grew loud enough that I could hear them outside.  I recognized them.  He was close.  He was going to fill her mouth with his cum.  I watched eagerly to see if she would swallow it.  I wondered if she would be disgusted by the taste or if she would love it as much as I did.

      Adam hunched forward, clutching her head to his lap as he shot his load.  Her neck muscles flexed as she swallowed.  She looked up at him lovingly while she drank his seed and I knew then that she enjoyed the taste.  Good girl, I thought as I rubbed my pussy.

      She pulled back from his cock and Adam leaned down to kiss her.  He groaned, picked her up by her shoulders, and lay her down on the coffee table, giving me a clear view of her body.  He tugged her panties down her legs and moved between her legs.  He shifted one of her thighs to the side and revealed a perfectly shaved pussy with bright pink lips.  His tongue stretched out, licking across her folds as her fingers clutched his hair.

      Her hips bucked wildly as he teased her.  All I could think about was how I wanted to be the one to taste her.  I gripped my hair in my one hand while the other fingered my pussy.  What was happening me? I wondered.  Who is this person I’m turning into?

      But my body was on fire.  Every nerve ending in my body had come alive as I watched my husband eat out my new assistant.  She cried out and arched her back, her legs quivering while my husband moved his tongue deep inside of her.  She was coming.  She was a shaking, breathless beauty.

      Once she had come down, he rose up on his knees and angled his cock toward her pussy.  He rubbed his shaft along her slick folds and then hesitated.  I couldn’t hear them, but I knew what he was asking her.  Are you sure this is okay?  I saw her nod.  I want this, she mouthed.

      I watched the head of his cock split her pussy in two and push forward.  This was it, I thought.  This is the final moment for our monogamous marriage.  It was like watching the birth and death of something at the same time, knowing that I could only gain what I wanted if I killed something else first.

      It was my own birth, or rebirth, that I was after.  Do it, I thought.  Push in farther.  My fingers pinched at my nipples through my blouse while my other hand teased my pussy.  My heart pounded in my ears as I begged silently for my husband to bury his cock inside her.

      Inch by inch, he slowly disappeared into another woman.  My mouth went dry.  My throat closed up.  Any ability to protest was now lost.  Any ability to put an end to this madness was gone.  My husband was fucking my assistant, his cock buried to the hilt while she rocked her hips against him.  It was a sight that could never be unseen, and I knew then that I’d never be able to forget her.

      My climax built as he fucked her harder and faster.  I knew I’d be thinking about Christie for the rest of my marriage.  I would never be able to see my husband’s cock without knowing it had been inside her.  She’d left her mark on him, whether she’d intended to or not.

      An explosion erupted behind my eyes and I braced myself against the outer wall.  Fuck, I breathed as my orgasm took over.  I was a breathless, convulsing mess, barely able to keep my eyes open long enough to see my husband come.  My eyelids fluttered as I struggled to see the last acts of their night of passion.  Through my blurred vision, I saw Christie’s arms wrap around my husband’s neck.  Their foreheads pressed together while he stared down at her perfect body.

      He moaned that familiar moan and I knew he was filling her up inside.  As I came down from my own climax, I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d end up pregnant.  I stared down at my stomach, covered by my sweaty blouse, and wondered if she’d be able to give him something else that I couldn’t.

      Adam held Christie’s body close to his as they came down together.  He pulled out his cock slowly and his cum dripped from her pussy, landing on the floor.  She looked concerned about the mess, but my husband reassured her.  I straightened out my clothes, licked my fingers clean, and made my way back to my car.

      I waited for Christie to pull away before pulling in.  As we passed each other, she slowed down, staring at me like she knew my dirty little secret.  I couldn’t help but smile as my cheeks heated up from embarrassment.  I thought for sure that I’d have the upper hand at work while she tried to tip toe around me and hide what she’d done.  Now I was beginning to wonder.  Maybe I’d be the one tip toeing around her.

      I pulled into the driveway and met my husband in the living room.  He was sipping on a glass of wine.  “Want some?” he asked, his eyes landing hard on mine.

      I sat down beside him and poured myself a glass.  “So?  How was your night?” I asked him.

      He chuckled against his glass and sighed.  “How was yours?”

      I turned toward him and leaned into his ear.  “My night was spectacular,” I whispered.  He turned his head, a look of surprise on his face.  But I kissed him before he could argue.  His tongue came out to meet mine and I could taste her.  I could taste her pussy on his tongue and lips.  “I want to do it again,” I added, kissing him between each word.

      “You’re serious?”

      I nodded.  “I can’t go back now,” I told him.  “Something has been unlocked in me.  I need this.  I crave it.”

      “I don’t understand,” he said.  “You want me to fuck other women?”

      “No,” I said.  “I want you to fuck Christie.  Again and again and again.  And I want to watch you each and every time.”

      He smirked.  “Does this mean you’ll be sending her over here more often for bogus assignments?”

      I smiled.  “I knew the wine would give away my intentions.”

      He wrapped an arm around me and pulled me in close.  “It was a smart choice.  Of course, next time, I’ll know what you want regardless of the assignment.”

      “Oh yeah?  And what is it I want?” I asked, hoping to hear him say it out loud.

      His eyes landed hard on mine.  “You want me to humiliate you by fucking your adorable assistant while you watch.”  His thumb brushed against my chin and then my lower lip, making my stomach flutter.  “Isn’t it?”

      I tried my best to choke out a response.  “Yes,” I said.  “I want her to give you everything I can’t.”

      “What are you going to do at work tomorrow?” he asked me.  “I imagine it’ll be awkward.”

      I remembered the expression on Christie’s face as our cars passed each other.  “Maybe not as awkward as you think.  I have a feeling Christie may start calling the shots soon.”

      My husband smiled.  “Oh, I like that idea,” he said.  “I like that idea a lot.”

      “Me too,” I said, and I meant it.
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