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His Work Wife




I took another sip of my bourbon, letting it linger for a second before I swallowed. The living room was bathed in low amber light, the kind that made everything look expensive and just slightly sinful. Candlelight flickered along the mantle, catching on glass and polished wood, while the scent of sandalwood hung thick in the air, warm and grounding.

The lo-fi playlist hummed softly in the background. I’d spent an hour dialing it in, adjusting small things until the whole room felt like a setup, which it was.

I glanced at Mark and had to hide the way my mouth wanted to curl. My poor, beautiful, nervous husband. He was pacing near the window, his thumb hooked into the pocket of his dark jeans, shoulders tight like he didn’t know what to do with his own body. He’d changed out of his work suit, but the tension hadn’t left him. He still looked like he was waiting for a performance review he was absolutely going to fail.

"Relax, babe," I said, keeping my voice smooth, softer than I felt. My heart was thudding against my ribs, a steady, insistent rhythm that made my skin feel overly sensitive, like everything was turned up just a notch too high. "It’s just drinks. You like Elle, right? You’re always talking about how brilliant she is."

Mark stopped pacing and looked at me, his eyes dark with a mix of confusion and something else he was trying very hard not to show. There was a hunger there, buried under hesitation, under guilt. "Yeah, she’s great, Sarah. But this… inviting her over like this? It’s weird."

"It’s friendly," I said, lifting my glass again, letting the lie sit easy on my tongue.

The truth was a lot less simple. I’d seen the way he looked when he came home after late nights with her, the way something in him was a little more awake, a little more alive.

I’d seen how fast he picked up his phone when her name lit up the screen, how his voice shifted when he talked about her without even realizing it.

Most wives would’ve shut that down immediately. Called it out. Drew a line. I hadn’t. I’d leaned into it instead, curious in a way I couldn’t quite justify.

I wanted to see it for myself. I wanted to see the spark up close, to understand it instead of imagining it. I wanted to know if she was as pretty in person as she was in that LinkedIn photo I’d spent way too much time zooming in on, studying like it might tell me something useful.

The doorbell rang, sharp and sudden, cutting clean through the music. Mark flinched like he’d been caught doing something wrong.

"I’ll get it," I said, already standing, smoothing my hands down the front of my dress as I moved. The silk clung to my hips, cool and fluid, the emerald green catching the candlelight in a way that made it feel almost alive against my skin.

Wearing it made me feel in control, like I knew exactly what I was doing even if that wasn’t entirely true.

I opened the door, and there she was.

Elle.

She was exactly what I’d expected, only better in ways I hadn’t accounted for. The charcoal-grey pencil skirt hugged her hips, not aggressively, just enough to make you notice the shape of her.

Her white blouse was crisp, structured, but one too many buttons were undone, softening it, making it feel less like a uniform and more like a choice.

Her hair fell over one shoulder in loose, glossy waves, a deep chestnut that caught the light just right.

"Sarah! Thank you so much for having me," she said, her voice low and melodic, easy to listen to. She handed me a bottle of wine, her fingers brushing mine in the exchange. Her skin was warm, and she smelled like something soft and expensive, vanilla layered with something clean, like rain.

"Of course, Elle. Come in," I said, stepping back.

She moved past me, and I didn’t miss the way her eyes adjusted to the room, the subtle shift in her expression as she took in the lighting, the candles, the way everything felt just a little too intimate for a casual drink. It registered.

And then her gaze landed on Mark.

He was still standing there, shoulders slightly stiff, like he didn’t know whether to approach or stay put. His eyes went straight to the open line of her blouse, catching on the hint of cleavage before he could stop himself.

I felt it immediately, low in my stomach, a slow flip that spread outward. Not jealousy. Something hotter. My pulse kicked up, a steady thrum in my ears, and I could feel that familiar, heavy ache beginning to settle between my thighs, impossible to ignore once it started.

"Mark, look who’s here," I said, keeping my tone light, easy, like none of this meant anything more than it should.

I turned toward the bar cart, giving myself a second to breathe, to feel it fully instead of pretending I didn’t. My hips swayed naturally as I walked, the silk brushing against my skin with every step. I reached for another glass and poured, the bourbon catching the light as it filled it, dark and strong. This wasn’t going to be a wine night.

"So, Elle," I said, handing her the glass, watching closely as her fingers wrapped around it, catching that brief flicker of uncertainty in her eyes before it smoothed over. "Mark tells me you two have been spending a lot of time together lately. Projects, deadlines… all that 'office' stuff."

I sat down on the velvet sofa, the fabric soft beneath me, and crossed my legs slowly, letting the slit in my dress fall open without adjusting it, exposing a long stretch of my thigh. I gestured toward the plush, charcoal armchair across from the sofa, keeping my movement casual even as I watched her closely.

"Come, sit. Tell me all about it. I want to know exactly what makes my husband’s 'work wife' so indispensable."

The interrogation had officially begun, and God, I was already so turned on I could barely breathe. My chest rose and fell just a little too fast, my pulse loud in my ears, that low, steady ache between my thighs deepening now that I’d stopped pretending it wasn’t there. I’d wanted this. Every second of it. And now that it was actually happening, I could feel just how badly.

Elle hesitated for half a second before lowering herself into the armchair. She looked smaller there than she had in the doorway, her knees pressed tightly together, her ankles angled inward, her designer heels sinking slightly into the rug as if she needed the grounding.

I stayed where I was, stretching out along the sofa just enough to take up space, to make my presence feel more powerful. The silk of my dress shifted against my skin with the movement, a soft, constant reminder of how aware I already was of my own body.

Mark lingered awkwardly between us for a moment before choosing the wooden side chair near the bookshelf, dropping into it like he didn’t trust himself to stand any longer. He looked like he wanted to disappear, like he’d already realized he’d walked into a trap. Watching him like that only made the heat in my belly tighten, coil deeper.

I took a slow, measured sip of my drink, letting the moment stretch, my eyes never leaving Elle’s face. She was pretty, there was no denying that. Up close, it was even more obvious. The light caught the faint dusting of freckles across the bridge of her nose, and her skin had that kind of natural warmth that didn’t need makeup to feel alive. Her bottom lip trembled just slightly, so subtle I might have missed it if I wasn’t already looking for it.

"So, Elle," I said, keeping my voice low, steady, like this was all perfectly normal. "Mark says the two of you have been practically inseparable lately. That big merger, right?"

She nodded quickly, almost too quickly, her hand lifting to the collar of her blouse as if she needed something to do with it. "Yes, it’s been... intense. The Q3 filings were a nightmare. Mark is a lifesaver, honestly. I don't know how I would’ve gotten through the data sets without him."

"I bet," I murmured, letting the words come out softer, more knowing than they needed to be. I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees, and felt the fabric of my dress shift with me. The neckline dipped just enough, my breasts pressing forward, and I didn’t miss it when Elle’s eyes dropped for a fraction of a second before snapping back up. It was quick, but not quick enough.

Gotcha.

The reaction hit me instantly, shooting straight through my core. Heat pooled low in my body, heavy and insistent, and I could feel myself growing slick, that slow, pulsing ache settling in between my thighs like it had been waiting for permission. It wasn’t just curiosity anymore. It was power, control, and something much hungrier layered underneath it.

"Mark mentioned you guys stayed until 2:00 AM last Thursday," I continued, tilting my head slightly, studying her as I spoke. "Just the two of you. In that conference room. It must get pretty quiet in that building once the cleaning crew leaves."

Mark cleared his throat, the sound dry and strained. "Sarah, it was just work. We had to finish the deck for the board."

"I'm sure you did, honey," I said, still not looking at him. I kept my focus locked on Elle, watching the way color began to rise in her skin, a soft pink spreading up her throat and across her cheeks. "It’s just... I know my husband. He gets very 'focused' when he’s excited about a project. Does he get that way with you, Elle? Does he lean in close to look at your screen? Does he forget to check the time?"

She swallowed, hard enough that I could see the movement in her throat, her fingers tightening slightly against the stem of her glass. "He’s... he’s very dedicated. We usually just order Thai food and keep our heads down."

"And do you like that? Having his full, undivided attention in the middle of the night? Knowing you’re the only person in the world he’s talking to in those moments?"

The tension in the room thickened until it felt almost tangible. Elle’s breathing had shifted, her chest rising and falling more noticeably beneath the crisp white fabric of her blouse. I could see the faint outline of lace beneath it now, the subtle shape of her bra, the way the fabric pulled just slightly where her nipples were beginning to harden.

She wasn’t just nervous. She was turned on.

Just like I was. Just like Mark was, sitting off to the side with his jaw clenched tight, his posture rigid in a way that told me exactly how much he was feeling and how hard he was trying to hide it.

"I... I never thought about it like that," Elle said quietly, her voice catching, the words uneven as they came out.

"Really?" I pushed myself to my feet, feeling the silk slide down my thighs with a soft whisper as I stood. I crossed the space between us without rushing, stopping just in front of her, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body. Her perfume hit me again, that soft vanilla layered with something clean and damp, and it went straight to my head.

"Because looking at you right now, Elle... I think you’ve thought about it a lot."

I lifted my hand, letting my fingers hover just an inch from her cheek, close enough to feel the heat radiating from her skin without actually touching her. I wanted that space, that anticipation. My pulse was loud in my ears now, stronger, sharper, and I could feel it in my fingertips, in the tight, steady ache between my legs.

"Tell me the truth," I said, my voice lower now, rougher, something closer to a quiet growl. "When you’re sitting there in the dark with him... do you ever wonder what it would feel like if he stopped looking at the screen and started looking at you?"

Elle’s eyes widened, dark and glossy, something raw breaking through whatever restraint she’d been holding onto. The hunger there was unmistakable now, and it mirrored exactly what I felt in my own body. The air between us felt like it might spark if either of us moved too quickly, like everything was balanced on the edge of something inevitable, and I’d never felt more alive.

Up close, Elle looked different. Not weaker exactly, but more exposed, like whatever composure she’d walked in with had started to slip. I could see her pulse jumping at the base of her throat, quick and unsteady, a visible rhythm that made my own blood feel heavier, hotter. My thoughts were a mess, tangled between What am I doing? and Don’t you dare stop, both of them loud and begging to be listened to.

"You're shaking, Elle," I said, my voice softening into something quieter, more intimate. I reached out, letting my fingers brush over the shoulder of her blouse, slow and deliberate. "This is a beautiful shirt. Silk, right?"

"Yes," she whispered, her eyes locked on mine, wide and dark, like she didn’t trust herself to look away. "It... it was a splurge."

"I can tell." I let my hand slide down her arm, feeling the smooth drag of the fabric bunching slightly beneath my palm. It was soft, almost distractingly so, but the warmth of her skin underneath it was what held my attention. "It suits you. It’s professional, but... it’s also very feminine. I can see why Mark likes having you around."

I leaned in closer, closing the space until my face hovered just beside her neck, my breath brushing lightly against her skin. The scent of her hit me all at once, stronger at this distance.

It went straight through me, enough to make my stomach tighten, a low, involuntary clench that I felt deep in my body. I wasn’t used to this, not like this, but the curiosity had already tipped into something more insistent.

"Your perfume," I murmured, my voice quieter now, uneven in a way I couldn’t quite control. "It’s intoxicating. Does she always smell like this at the office, Mark?"

I didn’t turn to look at him, but I heard him shift in the chair, the subtle scrape of wood and the tension in the movement. "I... I haven't really noticed," he said, and even without looking, I could hear the strain in his voice.

"Liable," I said lightly, finally glancing over at him. He was staring at us, completely locked in, his hands gripping the arms of the chair hard enough that his knuckles had gone pale. There was nothing subtle about it anymore. "Come here, honey. Stop being so shy."

He hesitated just long enough for it to register before he stood, moving toward us like he wasn’t entirely sure what would happen when he got there. I shifted slightly to make room for him, but I didn’t move my hand from Elle’s arm. I kept it there, a quiet, steady anchor.

"Feel this," I said, reaching for Mark’s hand. His skin was warmer, rougher against mine, the texture of it grounding in a completely different way than hers. I guided his hand forward, placing his palm against Elle’s shoulder, right where the strap of her bra pressed faintly beneath the fabric. "Tell me you haven't noticed how soft this is while you're both leaning over a laptop at midnight."

His hand trembled when it made contact. I watched it happen, the slight hesitation before his fingers curled, instinct taking over as his thumb brushed along the line of her collarbone. Elle let out a small, broken sound, barely more than a breath, her head tipping back against the chair as if the contact had caught her off guard.

The sight of it settled deep in me. Mark’s hand against her, the contrast of his grip against the softness of her body, the way she reacted to it. It made my pulse spike, hard enough that I felt it in my chest, in my throat, everywhere at once. The ache in my body deepened, steadier now, less surprising and more consuming. I wasn’t just watching this unfold anymore. I was shaping it.

"See?" I said quietly, my gaze moving between them, taking in every detail I could. "She’s even softer than she looks, isn't she?"

The heat between us had shifted into something undeniable, something that felt like it was pressing in from all sides. It wasn’t subtle anymore. It was there in the way Elle’s breathing had changed, in the tension in Mark’s body, in the way I could feel both of them reacting in real time.

Whatever version of her had walked in earlier, composed and professional, was gone now, replaced by something more immediate, more honest.

And I felt it too, just as strongly.

I wasn’t just curious anymore. I was hungry.

And from the way Mark was looking at me now, at both of us, I could see it landing for him too, the realization settling in. This wasn’t what he thought it was when I invited her over. This wasn’t an accident. It was an invitation.

"Stand up, Elle," I said.

She moved immediately, her body responding before her thoughts could catch up. Her knees wobbled slightly as she rose, just enough to betray how unsteady she felt.

Standing in front of me, she seemed smaller somehow, the difference in our height subtle but enough to shift the dynamic further in my favor.

Her charcoal skirt and white silk blouse still gave her that polished, professional look, but it was unraveling fast. The flush in her skin had deepened, spreading from her collarbones up along her throat and across her cheeks, reaching the tips of her ears.

"I bet you’re always so put-together," I said softly, stepping closer until there was barely any space left between us. I could feel the heat coming off her now, steady and undeniable. "Mark spends eight hours a day, sometimes more, looking at you. I’ve spent months wondering what he’s actually seeing when he looks at his 'brilliant' colleague."

I let my eyes flick briefly toward Mark. He’d returned to the chair, trying to place distance between himself and the situation. But I wasn’t going to let that happen.

His gaze was locked on Elle, unblinking, his pupils blown wide, swallowing whatever color had been there before. He looked frozen in place, caught between the fear of being seen and something far more instinctive, something he wasn’t even trying to hide anymore.

"Do you dress for him, Elle?" I asked, my voice lowering, roughening just slightly as I reached out. My fingers found the first small button at the hollow of her throat, cool and smooth beneath my touch. "Do you pick out your lingerie in the morning thinking about whether Mark will catch a glimpse of a strap or the line of your lace?"

"I... I don't..." Her breath caught halfway through the sentence, her chest rising in short, uneven pulls, like she couldn’t quite get enough air.

"Let’s see if the reality matches what he’s been imagining," I said quietly.

I slipped the first button free. Then the second.

The silk loosened, parting just enough to reveal a narrow strip of skin beneath. Pale, warm, exposed. I could see the quick, fluttering movement of her ribcage as she struggled to steady her breathing.

My own pulse answered it, harder now, heavier, each beat echoing low in my body where that slow, gathering slickness had turned into something constant and insistent. None of this should have felt the way it did. I’d never even kissed a woman. But standing this close to her, watching her come undone piece by piece, I couldn’t pretend my body wasn’t responding.

I moved to the next buttons, my fingers steady even as everything else in me felt heightened. As the blouse fell open, it revealed the delicate structure beneath it, a black lace bra that contrasted sharply against her skin. The fabric was sheer, fine enough that I could see the shape of her clearly, the fullness of her breasts pressing forward, her nipples already hardened beneath the lace.

"Oh, Elle," I said, softer now, almost thoughtful as I eased the silk from her shoulders. The fabric slid down her arms and dropped to the floor with a quiet whisper. "You definitely didn’t pick this for a board meeting."

I lifted my hand again, tracing lightly along the edge of the lace with my fingertip. The contact was barely there, more suggestion than touch, but her reaction was immediate. Her skin was hot beneath it, almost feverish, and I felt a sharp, answering thrum in my own body, a tightening that pulled at my chest, my stomach, lower. It was like my body was syncing to hers, reacting without permission.

"Look at her, Mark," I said, my voice steady even as everything inside me felt anything but. My eyes stayed on Elle, on the way her stomach tensed, the subtle contraction of muscle as she tried to hold herself still. "Is this what you pictured when she was leaning over your desk?"

Mark didn’t answer right away. Instead, a low, rough sound escaped him, something closer to a groan than a word. It hung in the air between us, thick and unmistakable.

When I finally glanced at him, the way he was looking at her told me everything I needed to know. His focus had narrowed completely, drawn to the curve of her waist, the rise and fall of her chest, the details he’d probably been trying not to notice for months.

I felt it settle into place then, the shape of what this was becoming. I wasn’t just reacting anymore. I was directing it, guiding every movement, every shift in the room. The control of it grounded me, even as it pushed everything further.

I wasn’t just his wife in that moment.

I was the one deciding what happened next.

When I glanced back at Elle, she was shivering slightly. Her black lace bra looked like it was barely holding her breasts in place. The contrast between her polished work persona and the way she looked now made something deep in my chest tighten.

My heart was racing, fast enough that I could feel it in my throat, in my fingertips. I’d always thought of myself as strictly into men, something I’d never really questioned. But standing this close to her, watching the way the amber light traced along the curve of her waist and the soft, pale fullness of her breasts, I couldn’t ignore what was happening in my body.

The ache low between my legs had deepened into something steady and insistent. I was slick, embarrassingly so, and the silk of my dress clung to me in a way that felt less like luxury and more like a constant, teasing reminder.

"You’re beautiful, Elle," I said, and even to my own ears my voice sounded softer, thinner, pulled tight by everything I was feeling.

I reached for her, placing my palms flat against her sides, sliding them slowly over her ribs. Her skin was unbelievably soft, but it was the heat of her that caught me off guard, a kind of warmth that seemed to seep into my hands and travel up my arms.

I let my touch drift upward, following the curve of her body until my fingers brushed along the edge of her bra. Up close, there was nothing subtle about it. I could see the outline of her nipples through the lace, dark and tight, pressing forward.

My thumb moved almost without thinking, grazing one lightly.

The sound she made was small, broken, barely there, but it hit me hard. I wasn’t doing this just for Mark anymore.

I was doing it because I wanted to know what this felt like.

I stepped closer, closing the last of the space between us until our bodies were nearly touching, the thin layers of silk and lace doing nothing to hide the heat building between us.

I lifted my hand to her face, cupping her jaw, my thumb settling gently against her lower lip. It was soft, slightly parted.

"I want to see what the fuss is about," I whispered.

I leaned in and kissed her.

There was nothing hesitant about it. No testing, no pulling back. I pressed my mouth to hers with intention, letting myself feel it fully.

Her lips were soft, yielding almost immediately, and when she made that quiet, involuntary sound into the kiss, it sent a tight, involuntary clench through my body that made my knees feel unsteady.

It was different than kissing Mark. Softer, yes, but also more reactive, more immediate in a way I hadn’t expected. I could feel her heartbeat through the contact, fast and uneven against my chest, matching the rhythm building in my own body.

For a second, I let myself stay there, taking it in.

Then I pulled back just enough to breathe.

Her eyes were unfocused, glassy, her lips parted and damp, like she was still catching up to what had just happened.

"Mark," I said, my voice steadier than I felt, shifting back into something more controlled.

I didn’t turn right away, but I could feel him, the weight of his attention, the tension coming off him in waves. "Come here."

He stood slowly, like his body was heavier than usual, like every step took effort. When he reached us, the air changed again, tightening around the three of us. He looked strained, his jaw set hard, like he was holding something back that was close to snapping.

"She’s been waiting for this for a long time, haven't you, Elle?" I said, glancing at her.

She didn’t trust her voice. She just nodded, small and unsteady.

"Kiss him," I said.

The words came out clearly, firmly, leaving no space to misunderstand. "Show him exactly how much you've wanted him while you were sitting in those 'late-night' meetings."

Elle turned toward him slowly. Mark didn’t move at first, but the tension in him was obvious, vibrating just beneath the surface. When she finally reached for him, her hands landing lightly against his chest, he made a sound that was low and rough, something pulled straight out of him.

Their first kiss was hesitant, almost cautious, just a brief meeting of lips that carried everything they hadn’t allowed themselves to acknowledge before. But it didn’t stay that way.

Mark broke first.

His hand came up fast, sliding to the back of her neck, his fingers threading into her hair as he pulled her closer, eliminating any distance between them. The shift was fast, controlled restraint giving way to something much harder to contain.

I stayed where I was, close enough to feel the heat of them, close enough to hear every uneven breath.

Watching them like that, watching it finally happen, sent a rush through me so strong it almost stole the air from my lungs. This was real. This wasn’t imagined or suspected or half-seen in passing moments anymore. It was right in front of me, undeniable.

And I’d made it happen.

That realization settled deep. I could feel it in my body, in the way everything inside me had changed. The control of it, the permission of it, the way they were responding because I’d allowed it.

I didn’t look away. I didn’t want to.

Because watching them lose themselves like that, right in front of me, was the most intensely erotic thing I’d ever experienced.

Every breath I took felt heavier than the last. My pulse was loud in my throat, erratic and insistent, and I could feel the slick cling of my silk dress against my thighs, the fabric damp where my body had betrayed me. I was so turned on it made my head swim, like I’d stood up too fast, like I might lose my balance if I didn’t move.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” I said, and it came out harder than I meant it to, edged with something that sounded almost like command. “Now.”

I didn’t give either of them time to respond. If I stopped, if I hesitated, I might start thinking, and I didn’t want to think.

I turned and walked, the sharp click of my heels against the hardwood ringing down the hallway in a steady rhythm that barely kept pace with the pounding in my chest.

Behind me, I heard them follow. Mark’s steps were heavy, grounded, each one deliberate. Elle’s were lighter, uneven, like she wasn’t sure if she should be doing this but couldn’t quite stop herself.

By the time we reached the master suite, the air felt different. The bedside lamps were already on, casting shadows across the walls and over the king-sized bed. I turned to face them and leaned back against the dresser, letting the cool wood press through the thin fabric of my dress, grounding me just enough to speak.

“The skirt, Elle,” I said, my voice steady now, controlled. “Take it off.”

This time she didn’t hesitate. Her hands moved immediately, though they trembled as her fingers found the zipper at the back of her charcoal pencil skirt.

I watched her closely, unable to look away as she slid it down, the fabric loosening and then slipping past her hips before pooling at her ankles. She stepped out of it, and just like that she was standing there in nothing but black lace panties and the bra I’d already seen earlier, stripped down in a way that felt more revealing than it should have.

Her legs were long and smooth, her skin catching the lamplight in a way that made it look almost luminous, soft and pale like cream. I felt my breath hitch without meaning to.

I shifted my gaze to Mark. He was at the foot of the bed, his chest rising and falling too fast, like he’d been running. “You too, honey,” I said, softer now but no less firm. “Get out of those clothes.”

He didn’t argue. He moved quickly, almost clumsily in his urgency, pulling his shirt over his head, kicking off his shoes, shoving his pants down. His eyes never left Elle, not for a second.

By the time he was down to his boxers, there was no hiding it. The thick outline of his erection strained against the fabric, obvious and insistent. He looked like he was barely holding himself back, like every muscle in his body was coiled, ready to snap.

“Don’t touch her,” I said quietly, the warning low and unmistakable. “You stay right there. You watch.”

I pushed off the dresser and crossed the room, my attention narrowing until it was just her in front of me. Elle stood still, almost frozen, her breathing shallow and uneven, her chest rising in small, quick motions. Up close, I could see the fine tremor in her shoulders, the way her lips parted slightly as she tried to steady herself.

I reached behind her, my fingers finding the clasp of her bra. It came undone with a soft click, and I let the straps slide down her arms, the fabric falling away and leaving her bare. My gaze dropped without thinking. Her breasts were fuller than I’d expected, soft and heavy, the curve of them catching the warm light. Her nipples were already hard, a deep, flushed pink that stood out against her skin.

Something in me tightened, sharp and liquid, low in my pelvis. It took me off guard in a way that almost made me pull back. I’d spent my whole life certain of what I wanted, certain of who I was drawn to, but standing this close to her, looking at her like this, that certainty slipped. In its place was something deeper, more instinctive. A steady, undeniable pull that made my hands move before I could fully make sense of it.

I let my palms slide over her sides, feeling the warmth of her skin, the subtle shifts of her muscles under my touch. “She’s perfect, isn’t she, Mark?” I murmured, my voice softer now, almost thoughtful as I traced the curve of her waist. My hands settled on her hips, holding there for a moment, feeling the heat of her, the way she seemed to lean into my touch without meaning to. “She’s like a little secret you’ve been keeping.”

My fingers hooked into the waistband of her lace panties, and I dragged them slowly down her hips. She stepped out of them without being told, leaving them behind on the floor, and then she was fully exposed, standing there in a way that felt both vulnerable and deliberate. Her body was smooth, carefully groomed, the dark softness at her center a stark contrast against her pale skin.

I stood, still close enough to feel the heat coming off her. I leaned in, brushing my nose lightly against her temple, breathing her in. My hand slid between her thighs, slow at first, my fingers grazing the inside of her leg. Her skin was hot, almost feverish.

“Let’s see if you’re ready for him,” I whispered, my lips barely moving against her hair.

I moved higher, my fingers finding the damp heat between her legs. She was already wet, the slickness immediate and undeniable as it coated my fingertips. When I found her clit, small and firm beneath my touch, she let out a soft, broken sound, her head falling back until it rested against my shoulder.

Out of the corner of my eye, I looked at Mark. He was gripping the bedpost so tightly his knuckles had gone white, his whole body tense, almost shaking. His gaze was locked on us, on my hand between her thighs, on the way she reacted to every small movement. He looked like he was barely holding himself together, like watching was almost worse than touching.

"Elena," I said, my voice sounding like gravel and honey. "Get on your knees."

She didn't hesitate. She moved with desperation, sinking to the floor in front of my husband. I dropped to the floor beside her, lowering my husband’s boxers down until his cock was free.

She gasped at his size and I couldn’t help but smile. “Yeah,” I said. “He’s big.”

“No kidding,” she said, still trying to comprehend his length and girth.

"Go on," I whispered, leaning forward to stroke Elle’s chestnut hair. It felt like spun silk between my fingers. "Show him exactly how much you appreciate his 'mentorship.' Use that mouth he’s been watching talk through every presentation for the last six months."

Elle looked up at Mark, her dark eyes glassy and blown out. Then, she leaned in. I watched, breathless, as her lips parted and she took him in.

God. The visual was a total system shock. Seeing her pale, delicate face against the dark, veined weight of my husband’s erection was the filthiest thing I’d ever seen. I felt a sharp, liquid squeeze deep in my pelvis, my internal monologue screaming, I can’t believe I’m letting this happen, and I never want it to stop.

"That’s it," I murmured, my hand sliding down to Mark’s chest, feeling the frantic gallop of his heart beneath his skin. "Deep, Elle. Wrap your tongue around the head. I want to see you taste every bit of him."

Elle was an expert. She moved her head in a slow, rhythmic glide, her cheeks hollowing as she created a vacuum. I could hear the wet, sliding sounds of her mouth working over him, a sound that made my own clit throb with a mean, insistent ache.

Mark let out a ragged, broken moan, his head falling back. I stood up, my fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him so he had to look at me while his "work wife" served him.

"Is she as good as you imagined, honey?" I asked, my voice a low, teasing vibration against his ear. "Does she taste like ambition?"

Mark couldn't even answer. He just groaned again, his hips giving a small, involuntary buck.

"Slower, Elle," I commanded, my other hand resting on the back of Elle's head, guiding the pace. "Look up at him. Look at your boss while you take him. Let him see those eyes."

She obeyed, her eyes locking onto Mark’s as she continued to slide her mouth down the length of him. The power dynamic in the room was so thick I could practically taste it—the "straight" wife directing the "work wife" to pleasure the man we both shared.

It was a psychological peak that had me shaking. I reached down between my legs, my fingers disappearing under the hem of my dress to find my own swollen, soaking heat. I needed to touch myself while I watched them.

"You're doing so well, Elle," I whispered, watching the way her throat moved as she swallowed. "Such a good girl. Isn't she, Mark? Isn't she exactly what you needed tonight?"

I watched Mark’s face go completely slack, his eyes rolling back as he reached the point of no return. His hands flew to the back of Elle’s head, not to pull her away, but to hold her there as he finally broke. He let out a low, guttural roar that vibrated through the headboard behind us.

I watched the way his cock pulsed and surged in her mouth, the raw, rhythmic tension in his thighs as he spent himself completely. Seeing him unravel like that, surrendering to the woman I’d chosen for him, was the ultimate high.

Elle took every bit of him, her eyes never leaving mine even as she swallowed, her face flushed with the heat of his climax. Mark slumped, his chest heaving, his eyes closed in total exhaustion.

The silence that followed was heavy. But as I looked at Elle, I realized I wasn't nearly finished.

I reached into the nightstand drawer, my fingers closing around the cool, rose-gold surface of my favorite small vibrator. My heart was thumping so hard I could feel it in my throat, a frantic, rhythmic pressure that matched the heavy, wet ache between my own legs. I looked back at Elle, the hum of the toy starting to vibrate through my palm.

I was a "straight" woman, or at least I’d spent thirty years believing that, but the desire to see Elle sprawled on my silk sheets—pale, flushed, and completely exposed—was a hunger that was raw and undeniably real.

"Lay back, Elle," I murmured, my voice sounding thick.

She obeyed, laying on the bed, her dark hair fanning out against the white pillows. She looked like a feast, and I was the one holding the silver. I knelt between her legs, feeling the heat radiating off her inner thighs. Her labia were a deep, swollen pink, already glistening with a clear, honey-like slickness that told me exactly how much she wanted this.

I clicked the vibrator on. The low hum vibrated through my palm, and Elle’s hips gave a small, involuntary jerk.

"Look at me, Mark," I commanded, never taking my eyes off him.

He was standing at the foot of the bed with his wrapped tight around his cock. He looked like he was vibrating just as hard as the toy in my hand. I lowered the vibe, let the humming tip dance along the hood of Elle’s clit without quite touching the sweet spot yet. She let out a jagged, high-pitched whimper, her back arching off the mattress.

"Do you see how much she wants you, honey?" I asked, my voice a velvet crawl. I began to circle the vibe around her clit, watching the way her pale skin flushed a deep rose. "See how her muscles are twitching? She’s imagining you. She’s imagining exactly how it’s going to feel when you finally stop being her 'colleague' and start being her 'owner.'"

I slid two fingers of my free hand into her, testing the depth of her. She was incredibly tight, her walls pulsing against my knuckles. The anatomical reality of it—the heat, the friction, the way her body was squeezing my fingers—sent a jolt of pure arousal straight to my clit. I was soaking, my own silk dress probably ruined, but I didn't care.

"In a minute, Mark is going to come over here," I whispered, leaning down so my breath fanned over Elle’s damp curls. I kept my eyes locked on Mark’s blown-out pupils. "He’s going to take those hips of yours and he’s going to drive himself into you. He’s going to fill up all that space I’m feeling right now. He’s going to be heavy and hard, and he’s going to make you forget every single spreadsheet you’ve ever looked at."

Elle’s head was thrashing from side to side, her hands gripping the sheets until her nails almost tore the fabric. I increased the speed on the vibrator, pressing it firmly against the small, hard bud of her clit while my fingers worked deep inside her, mimicking a rhythmic, driving motion.

"He’s going to be so deep inside you that you won't know where he ends and you begin," I continued, my internal monologue screaming at the sheer eroticism of the moment. "And I’m going to be right here, watching every second of it. I’m going to watch his skin press against yours. I’m going to watch you take every inch of him."

Mark let out a low, guttural sound, his chest heaving. He was right on the edge, and so was she. The air in the room was electric, saturated with the scent of sex and the psychological weight of the "climax" I was building for them.

"You're almost there, aren't you, Elle?" I pressed harder, my fingers curling inside her, finding that sensitive ridge on her upper wall. "You're so close. Just a little more for me. Just a little more for Mark."

I was the director, the voyeur, and the participant all at once, and as Elena’s body began to stiffen for the first wave of her release, I knew the "interview" was over.

I didn't back off. I pressed the vibrator harder against her swollen clit, my fingers curling deep inside her as she bucked against the mattress, a muffled scream caught in her throat. Her inner walls clamped down around my knuckles in a series of frantic, rhythmic pulses. I watched her eyes roll back, her whole body vibrating with the force of it until she finally went limp, her breath coming in ragged, pathetic little hitches.

I clicked the vibrator off, the sudden silence in the room ringing in my ears.

I could see the beads of sweat on Mark’s forehead, glistening in the amber lamplight. He looked at me, his eyes wide and silently pleading, his hand still gripped tight around his length. Elle was a mess of chestnut hair and flushed skin, her chest heaving as she looked between us, her professional poise having completely disintegrated into raw, animalistic need.

"Mark," I whispered, the word feeling heavy in my mouth. "Take her. Now."

He didn't need to be told twice. He shifted, crawling over her and settling between her pale, slender thighs. I shifted near the headboard, leaning over Elle so I could see everything. I reached down, my fingers tangling in her hair to hold her steady, while my other hand rested on Mark’s shoulder, anchoring him.

I watched, my heart hammering against my ribs, as he guided himself to her entrance. Elle was so slick, her pussy a deep, swollen pink that stood out against the white sheets. When he finally pushed inside, a slow, heavy slide that stretched her open, she let out a cry that was half-sob, half-ecstasy.

"Oh god," she gasped, her hands flying up to grip Mark’s forearms.

"Look at me, Elle," I commanded, leaning down until our noses brushed.

She focused on me, her pupils so dilated they were almost black. I could see the tiny flecks of gold in her irises.

I leaned in and kissed her—a deep, wet, possessive kiss that tasted like Mark. My husband was deep inside her, his hips thudding against her curvy backside, while I was the one holding her gaze.

"Good girl," I murmured against her lips, watching her eyes flutter. "You’re taking him so well. Look at how much of him you can fit."

Every time Mark lunged forward, I could see his cock disappearing into her, stretching the delicate folds of her pussy. The contrast was incredible—this was the woman who ran the Q3 meetings, the one who navigated corporate politics, and here she was, pinned to my bed, her body trembling with every rhythmic thrust my husband delivered.

Mark was reaching his limit; I could see the way his muscles were locking up, his breathing turning into jagged, guttural grunts. I shifted so I could grab his hips, my fingers digging into his skin, guiding the pace, making sure he felt every bit of the friction.

"That’s it, honey," I whispered to him, then turned back to Elle. "He’s going to come for you, Elle. He’s going to fill you up right here in our bed. Isn't that what you wanted?"

"Yes," she whimpered, her back arching, her clit rubbing against the base of Mark’s shaft with every shove. "Please, Sarah... yes."

The intensity in the room was suffocating. I was so turned on I was shaking, my own hand disappearing between my legs to find the soaking, pulsing heat of my center.

I needed to feel the release with them. As Mark let out a final, raw roar and buried himself deep one last time, I felt the first wave of my own orgasm crash over me. I held Elle’s face, kissing her through the peak, acting as the anchor for both of them as the "work wife" finally, completely, surrendered to us.
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The house felt different the next morning. Sunlight slipped through the curtains, softer than the day before, washing the room in pale gold. The candles had burned down to wax.

I stood in the kitchen barefoot, holding a mug of coffee that had already gone lukewarm. I’d reheated it twice and still hadn’t really drunk it. My body felt heavy in that pleasant, lingering way, but my mind kept circling, replaying pieces of the night like it was trying to decide what to do with them.

Footsteps moved behind me, and I didn’t turn. I knew it was him.

Mark came up beside me, close enough that his arm brushed mine. He poured himself coffee, quiet and deliberate, like he was choosing each movement. “Did you sleep?” he asked.

“A little.”

“Yeah. Same.”

The silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable, but it wasn’t easy either. It had weight to it. Not regret. Just awareness. I glanced at him then, taking him in properly. He looked softer this morning. Less tightly wound.

“You okay?” I asked.

He let out a small breath, like he’d been holding it longer than he realized. “Still figuring that out.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Me too.”

He studied me for a second, something cautious in his expression. “Are you… mad at me?”

“For what?”

“For wanting it. For not stopping it. For—” He shook his head, cutting himself off. “I don’t even know.”

I set my mug down, the quiet clink grounding. “I invited her over, Mark. I started it.” When he opened his mouth to respond, I shook my head slightly. “I wasn’t testing you. I was curious. And once I saw it… I didn’t want to shut it down.”

Something in him eased at that, not completely, but enough to be visible.

“And you?” he asked after a moment. “What about you?”

I hesitated, then answered honestly. “I didn’t expect to feel as much as I did.”

“About her?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“Is that a problem?”

“I don’t think it has to be.” I paused, searching for the right way to say it without oversimplifying. “It’s just… new.”

He nodded, accepting that without pushing, which mattered more than I expected.

A floorboard creaked in the hallway, and we both stilled for half a second before looking up as she appeared.

Elle paused at the edge of the kitchen, her expression composed but softer than the night before. Less guarded. More uncertain. “Morning,” she said.

“Morning,” I echoed, and Mark added a quiet, “Hey.”

She glanced between us, measuring something. “I wasn’t sure if I should just… go,” she admitted.

“It’d be weird if you left without saying goodbye,” I said, a faint smile slipping through despite everything.

She exhaled, relieved, and stepped further into the room. I grabbed another mug without asking and filled it, sliding it toward her. “Coffee?”

“Please.” She wrapped her hands around it like she needed the warmth.

For a moment, the three of us just stood there. No script. No clear roles. Just the aftermath of something none of us could undo—and none of us seemed to want to.

But no one was rushing to fix it either. No one was pretending it hadn’t happened.

And as I looked between them, at the quiet understanding starting to take shape in that space, I realized this wasn’t a mistake. It was an awakening.
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