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      By the time I hung up the phone, I’d stopped hearing my own voice. That was the fourth client call in a row, and my jaw ached from holding a polite, engaged smile. Not that they could see it, but people could hear when you were smiling. They could hear if you gave a damn. And in this business, in this office, sounding like you gave a damn was half the job.

      I dropped my headset and leaned back in my chair with a sigh, massaging my neck where stress had been curling like vines all morning. My inbox was a mess. I had a half-finished brief due in two hours and three Slack messages blinking red at the bottom of my screen, but for a second, I let myself breathe. Just a second. The jasmine tea in my mug had gone cold and bitter, but the scent still clung to the rim, comforting in that soft, familiar way.

      I liked the work. The pressure. The pacing. It made me feel like I had purpose, like I wasn’t fading into domestic autopilot, like I was still me—not just Rachel-the-wife, but Rachel-the-woman-who-delivered.

      I glanced down at my blouse. Soft gray silk. Tailored but not tight. It skimmed over my body in a way that made me feel put together, even when I was fraying at the edges. I liked clothes that whispered “I see you,” even if no one was looking. There was something empowering in it. Quiet power. Mine.

      But then I heard it—that telltale click of heels on polished wood floors.

      Celeste, my boss.

      I didn’t have to look up to know. No one else walked like that in this office—no one else dared. The air shifted when she entered a room. People straightened in their chairs. Voices dropped. Even the interns stopped pretending to work and actually did.

      I raised my eyes slowly over the rim of my mug.

      She was gliding past the bullpen like she owned the building, which, let’s be honest, she practically did. Her black blazer clung to her like it was afraid to let go, hugging the curves of her full breasts and cinched waist. Her skirt—sleek, charcoal, and slit just enough to hint at scandal—made her legs look impossibly long.

      She paused beside Darren’s desk, one of our newest hires. Poor kid didn’t stand a chance.

      Celeste leaned in, one hip cocked, a glossy red nail tapping the edge of his screen. “You’re telling me that was your pitch?” she said, voice as smooth as honey but with an edge that made Darren swallow audibly. “Darling, that headline’s not going to make anyone want to click. You’re teasing a kiss, not signing divorce papers. Again.”

      She winked, her mouth curving like she knew just how much tension she left in her wake.

      Darren stammered something incoherent. She laughed and moved on, hips swaying like they were part of the performance. Like she knew every eye was on her—and loved it.

      I tried not to watch. I really did. I had work to do. Clients to wrangle. Metrics to meet.

      But my eyes followed her.

      Celeste Monroe was dangerous. Brilliant. Beautiful in that high-gloss, old-Hollywood way that made you feel suddenly underdressed no matter what you were wearing. Her eyes were feline—sharp, sly, knowing. Her laugh could slice a room in half. I used to tell myself she was all theater, all smoke and mirrors. But the truth was, I admired the hell out of her.

      She didn’t apologize for taking up space. She didn’t make herself smaller to keep others comfortable. She flirted shamelessly, gave orders like gifts, and walked like her thighs were worth worshipping.

      And lately… I couldn’t help but notice her more.

      Not just her work ethic or her wardrobe. Not just the way she took control of a pitch meeting and made every male client go soft in the head. I noticed the way her blouse clung when she leaned over a desk. The way she licked her thumb when flipping through notes. The way she said my name—slow and smooth, like she was trying it on in her mouth.

      I’d always thought I was straight. And I was—mostly. Married. Happy. Sex was good, love was better. Aaron and I were solid. Stable. Safe.

      But Celeste was none of those things. And maybe that was why the heat at the base of my spine didn’t make any damn sense.

      I shook it off and turned back to my screen. No time for distractions.

      Still, as I clicked open the next brief and began typing notes, I caught myself glancing down the hallway again.

      Just a flicker. Just a pulse of something strange and low and hot.

      I told myself it was nothing. Just curiosity. Just workplace tension. Just admiration, the kind women like me sometimes felt for women like her.

      When I looked up from my screen and saw Aaron walking toward me, I blinked, surprised and instantly smiling.

      He looked a little out of place among the pressed slacks and sleek skirts of our open-plan office, but in that warm, charming way he always did. Like he knew he didn’t belong in a world of stylized branding and corporate posturing, but he was happy to show up anyway, just for me.

      His button-down was soft blue, sleeves rolled to the elbows, and the way his forearms flexed made my stomach flutter in a familiar way. His hair was still damp from his morning shower, just starting to curl at the edges. Clean-cut, yes. Predictable? Maybe. But he was mine—and I loved that about him. He wasn’t flashy. He wasn’t trying to seduce every woman in the room.

      He only had eyes for me.

      Most of the time.

      “Hey, stranger,” I said, standing and brushing my palms down the sides of my pencil skirt. “What are you doing here?”

      “I’m going to take you out to lunch,” he said, smiling like it had been his idea all along and not just a last-minute whim. “Figured you’d forget to eat if I didn’t show up and force you.”

      He wasn’t wrong. I leaned up to kiss him on the cheek, brushing my lips against stubble that was just starting to grow in. His scent hit me—subtle, clean, that little trace of spice from his aftershave—and I instantly wanted to crawl into his lap and let him feed me grapes like some pampered Roman concubine.

      Instead, I gave him a wink. “You’re the best.”

      “I know.” He grinned, eyes warm. “Were you ready now or do you need a few?”

      “I could use a break,” I said. “Let me just run to the bathroom first. I’ll be two seconds.”

      He nodded. I slipped my phone into my purse and started toward the hallway, already running through a mental checklist of what I needed to do before the end of the day. But I paused in front of the mirror in the restroom all the same, adjusting my blouse, smoothing my lipstick. Just because I was married didn’t mean I didn’t like looking good for him.

      By the time I returned, I could see Aaron was no longer standing alone.

      Celeste was at my desk.

      Her hip rested casually against the edge, posture relaxed but undeniably poised. She held a glass of sparkling water in one hand, the other gesturing mid-story as she spoke. Her voice carried just enough to be heard without trying—velvety, amused, with that sultry lilt she used when she was enjoying herself too much.

      Aaron stood across from her, hands in his pockets. His smile was polite. His stance relaxed. But I saw the tension in his jaw, the flush in his cheeks.

      His eyes weren’t on her face. Not always.

      I stopped halfway between the hallway and my desk, hidden just enough behind a partition to watch without being seen.

      Celeste leaned in slightly as she laughed at something he said, her lips parting, her eyes glittering with something not entirely innocent. She touched his arm lightly, playfully—just a brush of her fingers, but enough to make my mouth go dry.

      Aaron didn’t flinch. He didn’t lean into it, either. But there was a tightness in his posture that gave him away. He wasn’t uncomfortable. He was aroused—and trying not to be.

      I should have marched straight over, made my presence known, reclaimed my husband. But I couldn’t move. I was frozen, riveted. Watching.

      Celeste looked stunning—effortless and powerful in a way I could never pull off, not even on my best day. Her blouse gaped slightly at the front, offering just a hint of cleavage when she leaned forward. Her nails were glossy, her smile lazy, and the way she stood—poised and confident, like she knew she was desirable—made something twist deep in my belly.

      I felt it again. That strange, disorienting pulse.

      Jealousy. Hot and bitter. But there was something else, too—something that made my skin buzz.

      She was flirting with him. Flagrantly. And I hated how much it turned me on.

      I’d never looked at her like that before. But now, with her body tilted toward my husband, with her mouth soft and teasing, I saw things I hadn’t let myself notice. The curve of her hips. The way her blouse clung to her chest. The glint of dominance in her eyes. She didn’t just want his attention—she expected it. Like men giving her that look was a fact of her existence. Like she could have any man in the room if she snapped her fingers.

      Even mine.

      Something dark and primal fluttered to life in me.

      I stepped forward finally, legs shaky beneath my skirt. “Hey, Babe,” I called. “You ready to go?” My heels clicked once against the floor and Celeste’s gaze flicked toward me, not surprised. She took one last slow sip of her water and turned to face me fully, her smile stretching wider.

      “Well, well,” she said smoothly, her eyes flicking between me and Aaron. “I didn’t realize.”

      “Didn’t realize what?” I asked, trying to keep my voice light even as heat flushed up my neck.

      She gestured between us, lifting a brow. “That he was yours.” Her lips curled in a smirk, like it amused her. “That’s a shame.”

      My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

      Celeste winked at me—at me, not Aaron—then turned and walked away, hips swaying as she disappeared into her office like she hadn’t just dropped a live grenade at my feet.

      Aaron exhaled like he’d been holding his breath the entire time.

      I looked at him, really looked, and saw how flustered he still was. How his body hadn’t quite caught up to his brain yet. His cheeks were still faintly red. There was a bulge in the front of his pants that he clearly hadn’t adjusted for yet.

      And god help me, I felt a rush of heat between my thighs at the sight of it.

      I should’ve been furious. Possessive. Instead, my whole body was on fire.

      “Let’s go,” I said, grabbing my purse.

      Aaron nodded, falling in step beside me as we made our way to the elevator. But I couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d just seen.

      About Celeste.

      About the way she’d looked at my husband. About the way she’d looked at me.

      About that one little phrase, tossed off like it didn’t matter, like it wasn’t going to echo in my head all day.

      “That’s a shame.”

      I didn’t know what it meant yet. But something inside me had started to unravel—and I was terrified to see where it would lead.
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        * * *

      

      The café was quiet. A little off the main drag, tucked behind a florist and a yoga studio, with mismatched chairs and chalkboard menus that changed depending on the barista’s mood. I’d always loved this place—warm wood tables, sunlight filtering through ivy-covered windows, the soft hiss of espresso machines and low conversation. It smelled like cardamom and steamed milk.

      Usually, I’d feel myself exhale the second we sat down here. Today, my body hadn’t unclenched.

      Aaron unwrapped our sandwiches while I stirred sugar into my tea with more force than necessary. I kept my face soft, pretending I was fine. That my thighs weren’t pressed together under the table. That I hadn’t spent the whole walk over thinking about Celeste’s lips, or the faint bulge in my husband’s pants when she touched his arm.

      "Roasted red pepper again?" I asked, forcing a smile.

      Aaron nodded. "You know me. Creature of habit."

      I gave a small laugh. I tried. God, I tried to be normal. I asked about his morning. He told me about a client who kept misspelling “invoice” in every email. I teased him about his inbox folder names. He reached across the table and stole a piece of lettuce from my plate like he always did.

      From the outside, we looked like any other couple having lunch. Comfortable. Familiar. Married. But there was a knot in my chest that hadn’t loosened since I walked up to my desk and found my boss shamelessly flirting with my husband.

      I took a slow sip of tea and set it down, carefully aligning the cup with the edge of the saucer. “So…” I started, staring at the delicate swirl of milk still shifting in the amber liquid. “What did she say to you?”

      Aaron blinked, mid-chew, like he hadn’t expected the question.

      “Celeste,” I clarified. “While I was gone. What was that about?”

      He swallowed and reached for his water. “Oh. Nothing, really. Just small talk.”

      “A lot of small talk,” I said lightly. “You two seemed cozy.”

      “She’s… she’s just flirty,” he said with a shrug. “That’s her whole vibe, right?”

      “She didn’t know you were married.”

      He hesitated. “It didn’t come up. She’s your boss, I figured she already knew.”

      I raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t mention me before that?”

      Aaron rubbed the back of his neck. “I mean, I didn’t have a chance. She kind of… launched into conversation.”

      “Right.” I picked at a corner of my sandwich but didn’t eat it.

      He leaned forward, brow furrowed. “Rachel. It was nothing.”

      That word again. Nothing. Like my boss touching his arm, leaning into his space, eye-fucking him across my desk was something we should both just laugh off.

      “She was flirting,” I said. Not a question.

      He exhaled slowly, pressing his lips together. “I didn’t flirt back.”

      I looked at him then—really looked. The flush still lingered faintly along his cheekbones. His shirt collar was rumpled where she’d probably leaned too close. And something about the way he shifted in his seat told me everything I needed to know.

      “You found her attractive.”

      His eyes snapped to mine. “Rachel…”

      “You did.”

      “No.” He shook his head too quickly. “I mean—not like that. She’s just—she’s…”

      “Hot,” I supplied, voice quieter now.

      Aaron looked down at his plate. “She’s very confident.”

      “Confident,” I echoed. “And stacked. And flirty. And she knows it.”

      He didn’t argue.

      The silence between us stretched, the kind that wasn’t heavy but charged. Like the air before a storm. My heart beat faster, for reasons I couldn’t fully name. I wasn’t angry. Not exactly. I wasn’t hurt, either. I was… restless. And warm. And off.

      And underneath all that, something was throbbing.

      Not just in my chest.

      My thighs squeezed tighter.

      I didn’t want to ask the next question, but it burned at the tip of my tongue.

      “Would you sleep with her if we weren’t together?” I asked.

      Aaron’s head snapped up, eyes wide. “What?”

      I laughed once, sharp and embarrassed. “Sorry. Stupid question.”

      He stared at me, blinking like he wasn’t sure if it was a trap.

      “I just… I saw your face, Aaron. I saw the way you looked at her.”

      He swallowed, hard. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I didn’t look at her any differently than anyone else.”

      He wasn’t being honest. Maybe he was in denial, but I’d seen something change in him. Something twisted in me again—but it wasn’t quite jealousy this time. Or maybe it was, but mixed with something darker. Something hotter.

      I reached for my tea, fingers trembling faintly, and drank it down like it might cool the heat pulsing through my center. It didn’t.

      We didn’t speak for a minute. The café chatter buzzed on around us—cutlery clinking, espresso steaming, someone laughing behind the counter. But in our little corner, everything had shifted.

      Aaron cleared his throat. “Are you upset?”

      I looked at him. At the man I loved. The man who looked at me every night like I was the only woman in the world. Who still touched me like he meant it, even after all these years.

      “No,” I said. “I’m not upset.”

      He let out a breath, and I watched his shoulders relax.

      But my mind was still racing. And my body… was humming.

      Because when I closed my eyes, I didn’t just see Celeste touching him.

      I saw her touching me.
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        * * *

      

      The office felt different when I came back from lunch—like something had shifted beneath the surface. The hum of conversation, the clicking of keyboards, the dry hiss of the printer down the hall... it all blurred around me. Background noise. White static.

      I kept my head down, pretending to scroll through emails I wasn’t reading, pretending I wasn’t clenching my thighs under the desk every time the memory of Celeste’s voice replayed in my head.

      That’s a shame.

      The way she’d said it—playful, casual, dripping with heat. It wasn’t just the words. It was the way her eyes had raked over Aaron like he was something she could unwrap with her teeth. And worse, the way she’d looked at me—like she knew exactly what her presence was doing to my insides.

      Like she enjoyed it.

      I’d told myself to let it go. That it didn’t matter. That she’d flirted, and Aaron had been polite, and nothing actually happened.

      But I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

      About the blush on Aaron’s cheeks. About the smug twist of Celeste’s mouth. About the heat pooling low in my belly every time I imagined what might’ve happened if I’d taken five more minutes in the bathroom.

      Before I could talk myself out of it, I was standing in front of her door.

      The frosted glass read Celeste Monroe, Director of Marketing in bold black letters, and through the blurry outline I could see her seated at her desk, one leg crossed over the other, hair spilling over her shoulder in soft waves. I raised my hand to knock. Paused. Then knocked twice, heart hammering like I was about to confess something I hadn’t even admitted to myself.

      “Come in,” she called, sing-song and unbothered.

      I opened the door and stepped inside.

      Celeste looked up from her laptop and smiled. Not surprised. Not startled. Just amused.

      “Well, well. Mrs. Parker.” Her lips curved like she already knew why I was there. “Coming to warn me off your man?”

      I shut the door behind me. “I just thought we should clear the air.”

      She cocked her head. “Clear the air. That sounds very official.”

      I took a step forward. My palms were damp. My throat was dry. But I didn’t let my voice waver. “You knew he was married. You said so.”

      “I didn’t when we started talking,” she said, lifting a brow. “He wasn’t exactly wearing a ring on his forehead.”

      “But when I walked up—”

      “I put it together, sure.” She stood, slow and smooth, like a cat stretching. “He didn’t mention you. But that wasn’t a surprise.”

      My breath caught. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      Celeste shrugged. “It’s just… men don’t always advertise when they belong to someone. Especially when they’re being flirted with.”

      My hands curled at my sides. “He wasn’t flirting back.”

      “No.” She walked around her desk and leaned against it, arms folding beneath her full chest. “But he wasn’t stopping me either.”

      I hated how right she was.

      “I just think it’s inappropriate,” I said, voice thinner now. “He’s my husband. You’re my boss.”

      Celeste smiled wider. “Honey, I didn’t fuck him on your desk. I made conversation.”

      My face burned. “You—”

      “I didn’t know he was yours. And if I had?” She let that hang for a moment, her gaze holding mine. “It wouldn’t have stopped me.”

      My mouth went dry.

      Celeste watched me quietly, her expression unreadable now. Her voice, when she spoke again, was soft. Almost too soft. “You didn’t come in here to scold me. Not really.”

      I stared at her, chest rising and falling too quickly. “What are you talking about?”

      She pushed off the desk and came closer. Not threatening. Just close enough that I could smell her perfume—jasmine and amber and something faintly sharp, like pepper. Her eyes flicked down my body, slowly, then back up. “You’re flushed,” she murmured. “Heart racing. Breath tight.”

      She wasn’t wrong.

      “You came in here,” she said, lowering her voice even more, “because it turned you on. Watching me flirt with your husband. Watching him respond to it. You didn’t expect it, but it lit you up, didn’t it?”

      I stepped back, but not fast enough. Not far enough.

      Celeste didn’t touch me. She didn’t have to.

      My skin felt hot everywhere. My core throbbed beneath the waistband of my skirt. My nipples had hardened beneath my bra, embarrassingly obvious against the thin fabric of my blouse.

      I wanted to deny it. To laugh. To scoff.

      “You’re imagining it,” I said hoarsely.

      Celeste’s smile was lazy and knowing. “Sure I am.”

      She turned back to her desk and picked up a pen, already dismissing me. “Door’s always open if you need to talk again.”

      I stood there another moment, frozen, heart jackhammering in my chest.

      Then I turned and walked out.

      I didn’t speak to anyone on the way back to my desk. I didn’t make eye contact. I sat down in my chair, clicked into a spreadsheet I couldn’t see, and tried to calm the rush of heat flooding through my body like I’d swallowed something wicked and it was still burning its way down.

      I should’ve been angry.

      But I was soaked.
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        * * *

      

      The house was quiet when I got home.

      Aaron had gone straight to the dining room table with his laptop, flipping open spreadsheets and muttering to himself about quarterly reports. I’d kissed the top of his head on my way past, murmured something about taking a bath, and disappeared down the hallway before he could really look at me.

      I didn’t want him to see my face.

      Not like this—flushed, jittery, wound so tight that the brush of air across my bare arms felt like a tease.

      The tub filled slowly, steam rising in soft tendrils. I poured in too much of the lavender soak and watched the water swirl purple before settling into a cloudy haze. The scent was meant to calm me. I needed calm. I needed stillness.

      But the second I sank into the heat, my body betrayed me.

      The ache was still there, low and deep, between my legs and behind my ribs. I pressed my thighs together and sank further, water lapping just beneath my breasts. My skin prickled in the steam, overly sensitized and too aware of itself.

      I closed my eyes. Tried to let the warmth wash it all away.

      But it didn’t.

      Celeste's voice echoed first.

      That’s a shame.

      Then her face. Her lips, glossy and curved into that smirk. Her body—taut and womanly and shameless—poised like she was born to be touched. The way she looked at Aaron like he was something she might sample if the mood struck her.

      And worse—the way she looked at me.

      I tried to shove the thoughts away. To focus on my breathing. But my hand had already drifted beneath the surface of the water, fingers gliding lightly over my thigh, then up—higher—until they pressed against the swollen heat between my legs.

      I wasn’t thinking about my husband anymore.

      Not really.

      In my mind, I saw Celeste climbing into his lap, knees bracketing his hips, skirt hiked indecently high. I saw her taking his face in her hands and kissing him, deep and hungry, while I stood in the doorway unable to move.

      I imagined her moaning into his neck as he kissed down her throat, his hands gripping her ass through that tight pencil skirt. Her blouse unbuttoned. Her breasts spilling out. His mouth on one, then the other, while she tangled her fingers in his hair and arched against him.

      My fingers moved in slow, careful circles over my clit, teasing the way she would tease him. No rush. Just unbearable, curling heat.

      And I was still there in the room. Watching.

      Not stopping it.

      Not wanting to stop it.

      Celeste glanced at me in the fantasy, her lips parted, chest rising and falling as she rocked her hips against him. Her voice was low, dark, teasing. You like watching, don’t you?

      I whimpered, the sound echoing in the tiled room. My free hand gripped the edge of the tub as I gave in, my movements more desperate now. My legs fell open, water sloshing gently with each flex of my thighs. I imagined Aaron's moan, the sound of skin meeting skin, the slick slide of Celeste’s body riding him while my name slipped from his lips like a prayer.

      “Oh god…” I whispered, breath catching. “Oh god…”

      My orgasm hit fast—sharp and shivering. My hips jerked once, then twice, every nerve lit up like wire. I bit my lip to keep from crying out too loud. My fingers didn’t stop until the waves had passed, and I was left floating, limp and buzzing, the bathwater cooling around me.

      I stared at the ceiling, heart racing.

      Shame bloomed in my chest like a bruise. But so did something else—something darker. Something dangerous.

      Because I didn’t just want the fantasy.

      I wanted to feel it.

      To see it with my own eyes.

      To know what it would do to me… to him… to us.

      And I wasn’t sure how much longer I could keep pretending otherwise.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I told myself I was staying late to get ahead on next week’s campaign strategy. That the quiet of the after-hours office would help me focus. That I needed the extra time.

      But it was a lie.

      I didn’t need more time with my spreadsheets.

      I needed time with my thoughts. Alone. Uninterrupted. Time to build the courage to do something I hadn’t let myself name until now.

      Outside, the sky had gone dark, the office lit only by the soft glow of a few desk lamps and the distant hum of the cleaning crew down the hall. The place had emptied out an hour ago. Except for me.

      And Celeste.

      Her door was shut. The faint sounds of typing filtered through the glass, steady and methodical. She probably didn’t even know I was still here. Or maybe she did. Maybe she’d been waiting, just like I was.

      I stared at my phone screen, thumb hovering over the message.

      Car won’t start. Can you pick me up?

      I hesitated for only a second before hitting send.

      The reply came back almost immediately:

      On my way. Want anything?

      God, he was sweet. Always thinking about me. Always trying to take care of me.

      He had no idea what he was walking into.

      I stood slowly, smoothing my skirt, my hands trembling just enough that I had to grip the desk to steady myself. Then I moved—heels echoing softly against the hardwood as I crossed the hallway and opened Celeste’s door without knocking.

      She glanced up, eyes narrowing in interest. “Burning the midnight oil?”

      I stepped inside. “Can I use your office? Just for a minute?”

      She arched one perfect brow. “You want to borrow my office?”

      I nodded. “Please.”

      Celeste tilted her head, curious, but stood anyway. “Sure. Knock yourself out.” She picked up her tablet and walked past me, brushing against my shoulder with a warmth that made me shiver. “I’ll be in the lounge.”

      I didn’t answer. Just waited for the door to click shut behind her before I turned the lock.

      And then I waited.

      It wasn’t long before I heard footsteps in the hallway, followed by Aaron’s voice: “Rachel?”

      I opened the door and pulled him inside before he could ask questions.

      He blinked, looking around at the sleek interior—glass desk, moody lighting, leather chairs that cost more than our sofa at home. “What’s going on?”

      I didn’t answer right away.

      Instead, I walked to the middle of the room and turned to face him, heart pounding so hard I was afraid he could see it through my blouse.

      “There’s something I need to say,” I whispered. “And I need you to just… listen.”

      Aaron nodded, cautious. “Okay.”

      “I’ve been thinking about something,” I said. “Ever since you met Celeste.”

      His brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

      I stepped closer, the words trembling on my tongue. “I keep picturing it. You. Her. Together.”

      He looked stunned. “What?”

      I swallowed hard. “I want to see you with her.”

      Aaron stared at me like I’d spoken in a language he didn’t understand. “You mean… like…”

      “I want to watch.” My voice was shaking now. “I want to see you touch her. Kiss her. Make her come. While I watch.”

      He looked dazed. Breathless.

      “I don’t want to be left out,” I added quickly. “I just… want to see what happens. I want to feel it.”

      There was a beat of silence where he just stared at me, eyes wide and dark.

      Then he stepped forward. His hands landed on my waist, firm and warm, grounding me. “Are you serious?”

      I nodded. “Completely.”

      His mouth opened, closed again. “Rach, I—”

      Before he could finish, the door opened.

      Celeste stood in the doorway, arms folded, lips parted in amused surprise. “Well,” she said, her eyes sliding over the two of us. “This is unexpected.”

      I met her gaze, throat dry. “We were talking.”

      “I can see that.” Her smile was slow, wicked. “And what were we talking about?”

      Aaron looked like he might short-circuit. But I didn’t break eye contact. “I told him what I want.”

      Celeste’s eyes glittered. “And what’s that?”

      “You,” I said. “With him.”

      She was quiet for a beat, taking that in.

      Then she stepped inside, closing the door behind her and locking it with a soft click.

      “Right here?” she asked, voice like velvet. “Right now?”

      Aaron turned to me, searching my face. “Are you sure?”

      I nodded, stepping back, giving them space. “Yes.”

      He looked at Celeste, then back at me. His breath was shallow now, his chest rising and falling. He didn’t ask for permission.

      He already had it.

      And his body knew exactly what to do.

      Celeste didn’t rush.

      She never did.

      She walked toward him like a woman who already knew how the night would end—slow steps, hips swaying just enough to feel intentional, but never vulgar. Her heels clicked softly against the office floor, the sound sharp and hypnotic in the otherwise quiet room.

      Aaron stood frozen. Still, but not calm. I could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his fingers curled slightly at his sides. Like he didn’t know whether to reach for her or brace himself.

      Celeste circled him like a lioness, one red nail trailing across the back of his shirt as she moved around to face him. Her eyes were on his. Then on his mouth.

      And then on me.

      She smiled—wicked, slow, knowing—and cupped his jaw in both hands.

      The kiss she gave him was soft at first. Barely there. Just a tease of her lips on his. But Aaron gasped, and that was all the permission she needed. She kissed him again, fuller this time, with heat in her mouth and dominance in her body. Her tongue flicked against his bottom lip, and I saw his restraint start to unravel right there in front of me.

      My breath caught in my throat.

      I stood back, only a few feet away, hands clenched at my sides, heart pounding like I’d run a mile. I couldn’t move. Could barely breathe. All I could do was watch.

      And I wanted to watch.

      I wanted to see how far he’d let her take it. I wanted to see what she’d do when she realized he wouldn’t stop her. And I wanted to feel that ache build and build until I couldn’t take it anymore.

      My hand slipped beneath the hem of my skirt before I realized I’d moved. My fingers brushed the inside of my thigh, trembling slightly, then slid higher. I wasn’t wearing tights. Just panties. Damp ones.

      Celeste’s hands wandered as she kissed him—over his chest, then down to the buttons of his shirt. She undid them one by one, slow and unhurried, her mouth never far from his. When she pulled the fabric apart, she made a low sound of appreciation, like unwrapping something she couldn’t wait to taste.

      Aaron made a strangled noise in his throat as she licked along the line of his jaw. His eyes fluttered shut.

      But hers stayed open.

      Locked on me.

      That eye contact sent a jolt through my body, heat coiling low in my belly as I rubbed slow, deliberate circles through the soaked fabric of my panties. I could barely think. My pulse roared in my ears. The air felt thick and humid, as if we were underwater.

      Celeste’s lips trailed from his jaw to his neck. She kissed just beneath his ear, then sucked gently—enough to make him groan.

      “You taste nervous,” she murmured.

      “I’m not,” he whispered, voice rough.

      She pulled back and smiled. “Not anymore.”

      She pushed his shirt off his shoulders and let it fall. Her palms slid over his chest, nails grazing down his ribs, then lower—teasing the waistband of his pants.

      I bit my lip, my fingers now moving faster beneath my skirt. I didn’t care if they saw. I wanted to be seen.

      Aaron opened his eyes and looked at me for the first time since the kiss. His pupils were blown wide, his lips red and wet. He looked dazed—but not unsure.

      He knew I was touching myself. And he didn’t look away.

      His breath hitched when Celeste unfastened his belt. He glanced down as she dragged the zipper down slowly, fingers brushing against the erection already straining behind the fabric.

      She made a low, pleased sound. “God, you’re hard.”

      He let out a shaky laugh. “No kidding.”

      She slipped his pants down his hips, and they fell to the floor with a soft whoosh. He stepped out of them, now bare from the waist up except for his boxers. His arousal pressed tight against the fabric, and Celeste stroked him over it once, casually, like she was testing the weight of something she already owned.

      Then she looked at me again.

      “You like watching, don’t you?” she asked, voice low and velvet-slick.

      I couldn’t speak. I nodded.

      She smiled, satisfied.

      Then she kissed him again—harder this time—and Aaron finally gave in.

      He kissed her back like he couldn’t help it, like he’d been holding back for too long. His hands gripped her waist, then slid lower, over the curve of her ass. She gasped into his mouth, and he pulled her closer, grinding against her with barely-controlled need.

      I whimpered.

      Celeste turned them, backing toward the desk without breaking the kiss, pulling him with her like gravity. Her blouse rode up slightly as she leaned back, and Aaron’s hands were everywhere—palming her curves, pulling her against him, stroking the sides of her thighs like he wanted to memorize them.

      I watched, breathless and wet and shameless, my fingers still moving, the slick sounds of my arousal barely muffled by cotton.

      Aaron’s restraint had shattered.

      Celeste knelt slowly, like she had all the time in the world and knew exactly what to do with it.

      Aaron’s boxers were already halfway down his thighs, his cock thick and flushed and straining with anticipation. He looked down at her, dazed and helpless, like he couldn’t quite believe this was real.

      Neither could I.

      I leaned against the far wall, one hand braced behind me, the other deep between my legs. My panties had been pushed to the side minutes ago, and my fingers were slick and working in tight, desperate circles over my clit. My knees felt shaky, my breath coming in gasps, but I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop.

      Celeste didn’t hesitate. Her lips parted and she took him into her mouth with practiced confidence, inch by inch, until he groaned—loud and rough—and buried his hands in her hair. She sucked him slow, then faster, her cheeks hollowing with each stroke. Her hands held his hips in place, controlling the rhythm even as he started to move, small thrusts that betrayed just how close he already was.

      “Oh my god,” Aaron gasped. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

      Neither could I.

      But I couldn’t look away.

      I watched as Celeste worked him with her mouth, her hand stroking what she couldn’t take, spit glistening along his length. She moaned around him like she was the one getting off, and the sound of it—wet, obscene, hungry—sent a sharp pulse through my clit. I cried out softly, thighs tensing.

      When she finally pulled off him, a thin string of saliva connected her lips to the head of his cock. She wiped it away with the back of her hand, eyes gleaming.

      “You’re delicious,” she said, licking her bottom lip. “But I want more.”

      She stood, slow and fluid, and began unbuttoning her blouse.

      Aaron stared like he was under a spell, breathless and unblinking. I couldn’t blame him.

      The silk slid off her shoulders, revealing smooth, golden skin and a matching black lace bra that barely contained the fullness of her breasts. She unclasped it and let it fall. Her nipples were hard, peaked and flushed, and Aaron stepped forward without thinking, hands trembling slightly as he cupped her.

      He kissed one, then the other, tongue swirling around the tight bud before sucking gently. Celeste gasped, arching against him, her fingers threading through his hair.

      I watched, panting, my palm grinding against my mound now, chasing something sharp and rising in my belly. My legs threatened to give out, but I couldn’t stop touching myself. Not while watching my husband kiss another woman like he couldn’t help himself. Not while that woman moaned his name like she’d been waiting for him all her life.

      Celeste unzipped her skirt, letting it slide down her hips and pool around her feet. No panties.

      Just curves.

      Perfect, unapologetic, fuckable curves.

      “Take her,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “Aaron. Please. Take her.”

      His eyes snapped to mine. He was flushed, chest heaving, cock still hard and wet from her mouth. I saw the question in his face—Are you sure?—but I didn’t need to answer.

      My body did. The way I trembled. The way I begged. The way I was already falling apart just from watching.

      Celeste turned and bent over the desk, bracing herself with her hands, her legs spread wide enough to show everything. She looked back over her shoulder, smirking. “Don’t keep me waiting.”

      Aaron stepped behind her, guiding himself to her entrance. He rubbed the head of his cock along her slick folds, teasing her—and himself—until she whined, pushing back against him.

      When he finally slid into her, they both gasped.

      He buried himself deep, hands gripping her hips as he began to move. The desk rocked with each thrust, soft grunts and wet slaps filling the air, and Celeste cried out, breathless and unashamed, her fingers curling over the polished surface.

      I watched every second.

      Watched him slide in and out of her. Watched her body shake. Watched the muscles in his back flex with every snap of his hips.

      My fingers worked faster, harder. The heat inside me building, desperate and wild. I was soaked, slick and messy and shameless. I wanted to come. I needed to come.

      And I didn’t want it to stop.

      Aaron groaned, hips pounding harder now, sweat gleaming along his shoulders. Celeste pushed back to meet him, breath ragged. “Harder,” she panted. “God, yes—harder.”

      I cried out, hips jerking. My orgasm hit me like a wave, tearing through me in shudders, my vision white at the edges. I moaned their names, their sounds, everything I was feeling spilling out of me in a rush of pleasure and disbelief.

      They didn’t stop.

      Not yet.

      Aaron was close—I could see it in the way his rhythm stuttered, the way his groans grew louder, more desperate.

      Aaron’s rhythm was punishing now. His hands clenched tight around Celeste’s hips as he drove into her again and again, each thrust making her cry out, raw and gorgeous and completely unrestrained. The desk rocked with every movement, its polished surface smeared with handprints and the sheen of bodies working toward a single, inevitable breaking point.

      I couldn’t stay on the sidelines any longer.

      My legs were shaking, my thighs sticky with arousal, my breath still ragged from the orgasm that had already ripped through me—but I needed more. I needed to be closer. I wanted to feel it.

      I stepped toward them, the soft pad of my bare feet nearly silent on the hardwood. Aaron’s back was slick with sweat, the muscles shifting and tightening with every motion. I reached out and let my fingers graze along his spine, then down to the curve of his waist. He shivered at my touch but didn’t stop moving.

      I leaned in, pressing my lips softly to his shoulder. “Don’t stop,” I whispered.

      His groan was hoarse, low in his throat, like he was hanging on by a thread.

      I moved around the side of the desk, heart pounding, until I was standing beside Celeste.

      Her face was flushed, her eyes glassy with pleasure. Her hands gripped the desk like she was holding herself together, her mouth parted in soft, rhythmic gasps.

      I didn’t hesitate. I leaned forward and kissed her.

      Her lips were hot, eager. She kissed me back like she’d been waiting for it, like it had been building between us since the first moment she laid eyes on me. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was open-mouthed and hungry, all tongue and heat and want. I tasted my husband on her mouth, the slick trace of him, and I moaned into her like I was falling.

      We broke apart just as Aaron slammed into her harder, deeper, and she cried out so sharply it echoed off the walls. Her body jerked, and I watched her come undone in real time—her thighs trembling, her fingers digging into the desk, her face twisted in something exquisite and helpless.

      “Oh my god,” she gasped, voice high and breathless. “I’m coming—don’t stop—don’t stop—”

      Aaron groaned, the sound broken and deep, his rhythm stuttering as her climax pulled him over the edge with her.

      I watched his entire body tense, every muscle taut and trembling. Then he slammed into her one last time with a cry, his release hitting him like a wave. His mouth opened but no words came, only my name—“Rachel”—moaned like a prayer as he spilled inside her, burying himself to the hilt.

      Celeste cried out again at the sensation, her whole body shivering beneath him, and I pressed my palm to the back of her thigh, steadying her, grounding myself in the moment as it consumed us all.

      Moaning. Panting. Sweat and skin and slick heat.

      All of it crashing together in one dizzying, impossible, perfect moment.

      Aaron collapsed against her, his chest pressed to her back, both of them breathless and boneless, tangled in a mess of limbs and spent desire.

      I reached for them both, trailing my fingers through Aaron’s hair, then down the curve of Celeste’s spine. She was still trembling, her skin slick and glowing, her lips parted as she tried to catch her breath.

      None of us spoke.

      The room pulsed with afterglow—warm, heady, unreal. The kind of silence that didn’t feel empty, but full. Full of everything we’d just done. Full of everything we couldn’t take back.

      Aaron slowly pulled out of her, his hand stroking her lower back. He helped her up with a tenderness that twisted something in my chest.

      And I just… watched.

      I watched the way he kissed her shoulder.

      The way she leaned back into his touch without hesitation.

      I watched the two of them—my husband, my boss—stand together in the soft, low light of the office, completely bare and completely unguarded.

      And I knew things would never go back to the way they were. Because I’d seen something I couldn’t unsee. I’d felt something I couldn’t forget.

      Celeste glanced at me then, her eyes heavy-lidded and soft. Aaron looked over at me too, still panting, still dazed, like he wasn’t sure if this had all been a dream.

      But I knew it was real.

      I could still feel it between my legs.

      And deep in my chest, where I’d tucked that forbidden fantasy and finally dared to let it out.

      Work would be… complicated after this. Every glance, every meeting, every brush of fingers passing a folder across the table. I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring.

      But right now?

      Right now, I wasn’t thinking about meetings.

      I was thinking about how good it felt to stop pretending I didn’t want this.

      All of it.
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