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      I pushed open the heavy door to the clinic, the chill of the outside night air swiftly replaced by the sterile warmth inside. Balancing a carefully packed dinner in my arms, I spotted Greg at his desk, poring over patient files. His face broke into a warm smile when he saw me.

      "Michelle! You didn’t have to come all this way," he said, standing up and stretching his long arms.

      I shrugged playfully, trying to ignore the familiar tension in my back. "You’ve been here since morning. I figured you could use some real food." I placed the bag on his desk and started unpacking containers.

      As we spoke, I noticed a shadow moving from the corner of my eye. I turned and there she was—Jenna—moving with an effortless grace as she approached us. She wore the standard blue scrubs like everyone else, but somehow they seemed tailored just for her curves, hugging her figure in ways that felt both casual and intentional.

      Her hair fell in loose waves, cascading over her shoulders with a glossy sheen that caught the fluorescent light just so. Her skin was smooth, unblemished, and her eyes were an unsettling shade of green—like spring leaves after a storm—that seemed to see everything and miss nothing.

      "Hey, Greg," she said with a voice that was both soft and sharp like silk before it cuts. Then she turned those piercing eyes on me and offered a polite smile. "And you must be Michelle? It’s so nice to finally meet you."

      Her lips were full and painted a classic red that suited her dark complexion perfectly; it reminded me of old Hollywood glamour, something timelessly seductive. I forced myself to return her smile, though my heart was racing with an unfounded anxiety.

      "Yes, nice to meet you too," I replied, trying not to let my voice waver as I glanced at Greg. He was already introducing us formally, unaware of how tightly I gripped the edge of one food container.

      "Jenna’s been amazing since starting here," he said enthusiastically. "She’s keeping us all on our toes."

      Jenna laughed softly—a sound like wind chimes—and waved away his compliment with perfectly manicured hands. "Just doing my job," she demurred humbly, glancing between us.

      I swallowed hard and nodded along as they exchanged pleasantries about work. It wasn't that I didn’t trust Greg; he’d never given me reason not to. But watching Jenna effortlessly charm him unsettled me in ways I hadn’t expected.

      "So what did you bring tonight?" Jenna asked brightly, peering at the containers laid out on Greg’s desk.

      "A little bit of everything," I replied stiffly. "Thought he could use a break from hospital food."

      Greg chuckled warmly and nodded gratefully at me before inviting Jenna to join him for a bite if she'd like to take a break too. She declined politely but lingered for just a moment longer than necessary, her eyes catching mine again as if daring me to speak what lay unspoken between us.

      "So lovely meeting you," she said again before making an exit as graceful as her entrance had been.

      I watched her go with mixed feelings swirling inside that echoed something primal—not quite hatred but certainly not admiration—and wondered how such beauty could inspire both jealousy and something deeper, something I dared not name. I turned back to Greg, who was already settling into his chair, oblivious to the inner tempest Jenna had stirred.

      "So," I said, my voice trailing with feigned nonchalance, "you never mentioned much about Jenna. Where did she come from?"

      Greg, busying himself with the lids of our dinner containers, seemed pleased to expound. "Oh, she's quite impressive," he began, without hesitation. "Graduated top of her class at Johns Hopkins and completed an incredibly challenging residency program. Everyone said she was formidable even in med school."

      I swallowed tightly against the growing ball of unease. The more he spoke, the more luminous Jenna appeared—and not just in his eyes but in mine too.

      "That's... remarkable," I managed to say through a tight smile. "It’s no wonder you’re impressed."

      Greg nodded enthusiastically, sending another pang through me. "Yeah, she's definitely one of the best hires we've made in a while."

      A silence stretched between us as he took a bite of the pasta I'd made with a contented sigh. I watched him chew thoughtfully before venturing further into dangerous territory.

      "And she's single?" I asked casually, though my heart thumped loudly in anticipation.

      "I think so," Greg replied after a moment's consideration. "She hasn't mentioned anyone, but we don’t really talk about personal lives that much here."

      His words were meant to reassure me, but instead they hung ominously in the air like a storm cloud on a sunny day. There was no relief to be found in them.

      I changed tactics then, trying instead to lighten the mood that had inadvertently grown somber from my own doing. "Well," I said with a hint of mischief slipping into my tone, "aren't you lucky to have two talented women helping you tonight?" Me, with the prepared dinner, and Jenna as his right-hand nurse.

      Greg chuckled deeply and reached over to squeeze my hand with warmth that shimmered like sunlight off glassy water—solid and comforting but somehow slippery under scrutiny. His touch reminded me of why I'd fallen for him all those years ago: his steadfastness, unfaltering even in the midst of chaos.

      "Very lucky indeed," he affirmed sincerely before returning to his meal.

      As we ate together under the gentle hum of fluorescent lights and distant pagers sounding like echoes from another world, I tried desperately to outrun my thoughts—the ones circling back to silken hair and eyes green as spring rebirths; the disturbing flutter that arose unbidden whenever Jenna drifted into our conversations or occupied distant corners of my mind.

      What unnerved me most wasn’t merely jealousy or suspicion—though they were certainly there—but rather this strange allure Jenna held over me personally; something mysterious and magnetic that defied explanation yet tied me firmly within its orbit.

      And as much as I tried pretending otherwise, I couldn't shake free from its hold or decipher what it truly meant.

      It was that same tugging feeling that accompanied me as I half-heartedly picked up the remnants of our dinner, stacking the empty containers into a neat pile. Greg's pager beeped to life, interrupting my thoughts with its insistent summons.

      "Duty calls," he murmured apologetically, leaning over to place a soft kiss on my forehead. His lips lingered there for just a moment longer than usual, and it took all my restraint not to collapse into his comforting embrace.

      "Go save lives," I teased lightly, waving him off with an affectionate smile that I hoped hid the tumult within me.

      "See you at home, love," he said sincerely before hurrying away, leaving behind only the faint scent of his cologne mixed with hospital antiseptic.

      I sat there for a moment longer, letting the room adjust to his absence. The warmth from his presence slowly dissipated, replaced by the cold reality of my unsettled thoughts. Eventually, I stood and gathered my things, heading toward the exit with an aimless pace.

      In the stark white tiles of the hospital bathroom, I stopped to compose myself. The harsh lighting above cast unforgiving shadows on my face as I leaned against the sink, clutching the cool porcelain for grounding. It was in that vulnerable state that Jenna walked in—an apparition made flesh.

      Her eyes caught mine in the mirror, and she offered a friendly smile as she began washing her hands. "Michelle," she greeted warmly, her voice echoing in the small space.

      "Hi Jenna," I replied, forcing an ease into my tone that I didn't feel.

      "I just saw Greg get called away," she said conversationally. "It must be hard with him working such long hours."

      "Yeah," I agreed slowly. "But it’s part of who he is."

      She nodded understandingly, then added with genuine enthusiasm, "He's really one of the best doctors I've worked with."

      I gave a slight laugh, though it trembled at its edges. "Yes, he's amazing."

      Jenna's gaze held something admiring yet cautious, as if weighing her words carefully. "You're lucky to have him."

      The compliment hung between us like a fragile ornament dangling from a tenuous thread. A strange determination surged through me then—a need to break this uncanny tension—even if it meant stepping onto shaky ground.

      "I've heard you're quite remarkable yourself," I ventured. There was no point in pretending ignorance to her talents; it was partly why Greg valued her so highly.

      A blush rose on Jenna’s cheeks as she dried her hands with deliberate slowness. "Thank you. It's nice to hear that."

      Then came the slip of my tongue—a rogue thought given voice without consent or consideration: "I bet you'd like a taste of him for yourself."

      The moment froze; shock registered belatedly as I clapped a hand over my mouth in horror at what I'd spoken aloud.

      To my surprise—and perhaps relief—Jenna didn't flinch or frown. Instead, she smirked playfully and shot back with unexpected levity, "I mean, if you're offering..."

      Her response hung provocatively between us—a dare disguised as jest—and suddenly the air crackled with something indefinable yet electric.

      “Totally,” I said, unsure of why I said it or what I hoped to gain from this conversation. We both knew I wasn’t really offering up my husband, and what a weird conversation to have with one of his nurses. Not to mention unprofessional. My only saving grace was that I didn’t work here, but I still didn’t want to make her uncomfortable.

      Jenna smirked again. “I know you’re probably joking, but I’m serious. I’ve done it before—shared a married man. If you wanted to share him with me, I would thoroughly enjoy myself. But, like I said, I’m sure you’re joking…”

      The words caught in my throat. What was I suggesting? In some ways, letting her have my husband seemed like the only solution to my jealousy. If they had sex, I could stop worrying about it, because I’d allowed it to happen.

      Jesus, what was I thinking? “I’m sorry,” I said. “This was inappropriate. You’re correct, I was only kidding. But I shouldn’t have been.”

      Just then, Jenna’s name was paged over the intercom. “That’s me.” She headed out without another word. I gripped the sink and steadied myself. My panties were soaked and my head was spinning.

      I began to leave when I realized I’d forgotten my phone. I must’ve left it in my husband’s office. I made my way toward it and realized my husband had returned. He was standing at his desk, shuffling through a few files. I knew I need to come clean about what I’d said to his nurse, but how?

      I took a deep breath and stepped into his office, my resolve wavering with each step. Greg glanced up, his eyes softening when they met mine. There was something comforting about that gaze, even amidst the turmoil I felt inside.

      "Hey, there you are," he greeted me warmly, setting the files aside. "Did you enjoy dinner?"

      I nodded, my throat tightening around the words I needed to say. "Yeah, it was nice. But, um, we need to talk."

      He raised an eyebrow, concern etching lines across his forehead. "What’s going on?"

      I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his gaze directly. "I said something... strange to Jenna just now."

      His expression shifted slightly, curiosity mingling with a hint of apprehension. "Strange how?"

      "I sort of suggested sharing you with her," I blurted out before I could second-guess myself anymore. The words hung in the air between us like an admission of guilt, and for a moment, I wished I could pull them back.

      Greg blinked slowly, processing my confession. "You what?"

      "It wasn’t serious," I rushed on, my voice nearly tripping over itself in its haste. "It just slipped out in this weird moment."

      He leaned back against the desk, crossing his arms over his chest as he considered me thoughtfully. His silence stretched until it felt like an eternity had passed.

      The longer he stayed quiet, though, the more present another truth became—one that seemed to manifest physically in his slightly tighter slacks.

      “Is this turning you on?” I asked suddenly, regretting my boldness even as the question escaped my lips.

      His cheeks tinged pink as he shifted uncomfortably where he stood. “Michelle…”

      “Because it looks like it is,” I pressed gently.

      Greg shook his head but avoided meeting my eyes directly. “It’s not—”

      “Liar,” I interrupted softly but without malice; instead with an odd mixture of curiosity and challenge.

      His shoulders dropped slightly in surrender or acceptance—I couldn't quite tell which—and finally admitted under his breath: “Maybe a little.”

      The tension between us seemed to vibrate like a third entity in the room—neither ignoring it nor fully acknowledging what lay beneath its surface.

      “You should do it,” I said suddenly—my voice steadier than I felt—for reasons still unclear to me except that honesty seemed paramount right now. “Have sex with her.”

      “No,” Greg shook his head firmly this time. “You don’t mean that.”

      But did I? Torn between confusion and unexpected calmness after exposing my vulnerability so boldly—it occurred to me how little sense anything made lately; yet here we were facing truths neither one recognized fully before tonight.

      “I think…” My voice wavered as if testing unfamiliar ground once more—but only finding uncertainty waiting there too—I started again more resolutely: “I think maybe part of me does mean it.”

      We stood regarding each other in silence until footsteps approached from down the hall—a subtle sound growing louder until Jenna appeared at the doorway once more—defusing tension yet leaving remnants simmering beneath immediate visibility…

      Her presence filled the room instantly—the playful smirk from earlier replaced by professional poise—but hints lingered around edges if only one knew where to look.

      She took a step inside, her gaze flickering between Greg and me, assessing the charged atmosphere. "Did I interrupt something?" Jenna asked, but there was a glimmer of mischief in her eyes.

      "No," I replied, though my voice betrayed the electrified tension that hung between us. "We were just... talking."

      "Talking about me, I assume?" Jenna said, walking further into the office with a newfound confidence. Her gaze settled on Greg, then turned to me, more curious than accusatory.

      Greg cleared his throat, trying to regain some semblance of control over the situation. "Michelle mentioned something she said to you earlier."

      Jenna nodded slowly, her lips curving into a knowing smile. "I see. And what do you think about it?"

      Greg hesitated, glancing briefly at me before responding. "I think it's more complicated than it sounds."

      "Is it?" Jenna's eyebrow arched as she closed the distance between us with graceful assurance. She stood near enough now that I could smell her perfume—something sweet and just a touch forbidden.

      "I didn't mean to make things awkward," I interjected softly, feeling suddenly like an observer in my own conversation. "I just... wanted to be honest."

      Jenna reached out and touched my arm lightly—a reassuring gesture that felt surprisingly comforting. "I appreciate honesty," she murmured. Her eyes searched mine for sincerity, then found whatever she needed there because she leaned closer and added, "And if it's what you want too..."

      Her words trailed off suggestively as her attention shifted briefly back to Greg.

      His resolve seemed to waver under the weight of our combined gazes—caught between caution and unbidden desire. The air felt thick with unspoken possibilities.

      Jenna touched his shoulder lightly, pulling him back into our shared reality. "Greg," she said softly but firmly enough to command attention. "If Michelle's okay with it... maybe we should listen."

      He looked at me again—his expression a mix of uncertainty and intrigue—the latter growing more apparent as he processed what was being offered.

      "I don't know," he began hesitantly before casting another look my way; searching perhaps for reassurance or approval in my eyes.

      "It's okay," I whispered soothingly—feeling something shift within myself as well—the strange comfort of boundaries redefined without fear or judgment attached anymore; only exploration lay ahead now if we chose it together somehow...

      The room went silent for several long heartbeats until finally Greg let out a breath he seemed unaware he'd been holding all along—a signal not of defeat but acceptance instead—for himself as much perhaps as anyone else present here today...

      Greg put a hand on Jenna’s waist and pulled her into him. His other hand cupped her cheek and—while watching me—he kissed her.

      Jenna melted into the kiss, her body curving against Greg's with a natural grace that seemed to ignite something both primal and tender within him. I watched from my shadowed corner as his fingers tangled in her hair, guiding the kiss deeper, more passionate. The sight of their lips moving together, the soft sounds of their shared breath, sent a thrilling shiver through me.

      I felt a warm pulse between my thighs, a visceral response to the scene unfolding before me. My own breath hitched slightly as Jenna moaned softly into Greg's mouth, her hands beginning to explore his muscled back with a hunger mirrored by his own.

      Greg's hand drifted from Jenna’s cheek to her shoulder, tracing a deliberate path down her arm before finding the hem of her scrub top. He hesitated for only a moment—perhaps waiting for a sign that this was still okay—before gently lifting it over her head. I could see the rise and fall of her chest quicken as she stood there in just her bra and pants.

      My fingers twitched involuntarily at my side, yearning to feel the heat of my own skin beneath them, but I held back, enthralled by the scene before me. Jenna looked over at me briefly, her eyes dark with desire and perhaps seeking permission once more. I nodded slightly, giving my silent assent.

      That was all she needed. She reached behind herself to unhook her bra and let it slide down her arms onto the floor. Next, she slid down her pants and panties, stepping out of them completely naked. Greg's eyes roved appreciatively over her bare form, his touch growing bolder as he cupped one of her breasts in his palm.

      The sight was intoxicating—his thumb circling her nipple with expert precision—as if he was already attuned to what made Jenna gasp softly in pleasure. Her hips instinctively rocked closer against him, closing any remaining distance between them.

      With newfound confidence, I stepped out from the shadows just enough to catch Greg’s eye. He glanced at me with an intense mix of gratitude and something far deeper—an acknowledgment of our shared trust and daring venture into unknown territory.

      Jenna, now emboldened fully by our presence—and perhaps spurred on by the apparent ease between us—began working at Greg’s belt. Her long fingers deftly unbuckled it before sliding his slacks down his hips. She paused only to meet my gaze with a playful wink before turning all her attention back to Greg.

      As his slacks pooled around his ankles, Jenna knelt before him—a vision of devotion and desire that made my heart race faster than ever. She looked up one last time at both of us before taking him into her mouth.

      I bit my lip, feeling utterly captivated by every movement she made—the way she lavished attention on him.

      Jenna's lips wrapped around him, moving with a rhythm that was both deliberate and sensual. Greg's head tilted back slightly, a low groan escaping his lips as he surrendered to the pleasure she skillfully offered. His fingers weaved through her hair, guiding her with a gentle insistence that made my pulse quicken.

      The room felt charged with a tension that was anything but uncomfortable. It was electric, raw, and thrilling—like we were all caught in some unstated pact of shared longing.

      As Jenna worked him with an unhurried patience, her tongue dancing along the length of him in a way that drew out soft gasps from Greg, I found myself inching forward unconsciously. I wanted to be closer—to feel the heat from their bodies—to immerse myself in this moment that seemed to transcend the boundaries we'd set.

      Greg’s eyes flickered open briefly and found mine again. A silent communication passed between us; his appreciation for my presence here was palpable, woven into every subtle expression on his face. I could see how much he enjoyed this new dynamic—a melding of trust and fantasy.

      Jenna moaned softly as Greg's fingers tightened in her locks, urging her on with an urgency that mirrored the growing need within me. Her movements quickened, mouth taking him deeper until his hips bucked involuntarily toward her—every muscle in his body tensing with exquisite pleasure.

      I watched as Jenna pulled back slightly, teasing him with her lips before engulfing him again completely. Her hands braced against his thighs for support, nails digging just enough to leave impressions on his skin—a reminder of their shared fervor.

      The sight of them together—the sounds, the scent of their mingled desire—was intoxicating. My own skin felt alive with sensation as I imagined joining them: stepping closer to place a hand gently on Jenna's shoulder in encouragement or leaning forward to whisper words that would coax even greater pleasure from Greg's already overwhelmed senses.

      And then it happened—the moment when desire crested into something more profound. Greg’s body shuddered, a deep moan escaping his throat as he came inside another woman’s mouth. Jenna stayed with him through it all—her movements slowing gradually until his breathing began to return to normal.

      She pulled away gently, meeting my eyes once more as a stream of cum dripped down her chin. The connection between us was undeniable.

      “Get on the desk,” I told her. “Now.”

      She smirked and did as she was told. My husband watched with curiosity as I stripped off my clothes and approached the desk with Jenna perched on the edge of it, her legs spread. I dropped to my knees and slid between her thighs, licking my lips.

      The taste of her was intoxicating, a potent mix of pheromones and the musky scent of desire. My tongue traced languid circles around her clit, savoring the way her body shivered in response. Jenna’s fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as she let out a low, throaty moan that sent a thrill down my spine.

      Greg leaned against the wall, his gaze fixed on us with an intensity that made my skin tingle. His hand moved back to his cock, stroking it with long, purposeful motions. The sight of him watching us—watching me—only heightened my own arousal.

      Jenna's hips began to move in time with my mouth; her gasps filled the quiet room as I quickened my pace. I could feel her growing close, her muscles tightening beneath my hands as I gripped her thighs firmly, holding her steady.

      “Michelle,” Jenna whimpered, her voice a strained whisper that hung in the air between us. It sounded like both a plea and a benediction. I knew she was close, teetering on the brink of release.

      I intensified my efforts, focusing all my attention on driving her over the edge. Her thighs quivered under my palms as she bucked against me, each thrust more frantic than the last until she shattered with a cry that echoed off the sterile walls.

      She collapsed back onto the desk, chest heaving with each breath while I gently pulled away, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand and raising myself to stand. Greg’s eyes met mine again—dark and smoldering—as I turned to him.

      “Your turn,” I breathed out, nodding towards Jenna who lay sprawled and blissful beneath us.

      Greg moved toward us, his hunger palpable. He positioned himself between Jenna’s legs, leveling his gaze at her with a mixture of tenderness and raw need. She blinked up at him through half-lidded eyes and gave a nod that spoke volumes.

      I watched as Greg lined himself up, his breath hitching slightly as he entered her slowly. Jenna moaned softly when he sank deeper inside her; her hands reached out to grip his shoulders for support.

      I stood aside, captivated. The room was filled again with soft sighs and whispered encouragements.

      Greg set a rhythm that was slow yet intense; every thrust deliberate and measured, designed to prolong this moment they both so eagerly embraced.

      Jenna’s body moved in harmony with his, her back arching off the desk with each push forward. Her cries mixed with his low groans, creating a symphony of raw, unfiltered passion that stirred something deep within me.

      I could see the tension in Greg’s muscles, the way his body coiled with each thrust as he pushed closer to his own release. Jenna’s nails dug into his shoulders, leaving faint red trails on his skin as she encouraged him deeper, harder.

      Her breasts bounced with the rhythm they set, mesmerizing and hypnotic. She looked utterly consumed by the pleasure Greg was giving her—by the pleasure we were all sharing in our own ways. My heart pounded against my ribs, echoing the primal beat that filled the room.

      A surge of jealousy spiked through me, unexpected and sharp. It twisted inside my chest before dissolving into something else—something heady and exhilarating. I felt my own arousal heighten at their display, at the connection we all shared in this intimate dance.

      Jenna let out a series of breathless gasps as her climax approached again, her moans rising in pitch while Greg quickened his pace. I could feel it building within me too—a crescendo that needed no touch to ignite.

      Greg’s movements became more erratic; I could see him teetering on the edge alongside Jenna. Their shared climax was inevitable, an unstoppable force pulling them both into its embrace.

      When they finally tumbled over that precipice together, it was like watching a storm break—the room filled with their cries of release mingled and echoed around us, and I was swept away by the sheer intensity of it all.

      I felt my own body tighten and shudder in response to their shared ecstasy; the sensation welled up from deep within me, cresting over any coherent thought or restraint. The wave crashed over me unexpectedly, pulling me under with a silent scream as I came untouched—a testament to the power of what we had crafted between us.

      As our breathing slowed and reality seeped back into focus, I moved toward them: Greg still leaning over Jenna, her face flushed and glowing. They turned to look at me with softened expressions.

      I opened my mouth to speak, but failed to get out any words before they were both paged over the intercom. They quickly and silently dressed, a look of humiliation and satiation painted on their features.

      I wondered if we’d made a mistake. If they’d regret it even though I didn’t. But as they left, they each planted a kiss on my lips followed by a smile.

      I was left alone in my husband’s office to smell the lingering scent of sex. I smiled. I knew this wouldn’t be the last time. Something had changed between all of us, and I’d never felt more alive.
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