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My Husband’s Assistant



I stopped outside Graham’s office door and took a breath before knocking. The paper bag in my hand had gone soft with steam from the soup I’d picked up on the way over. It had been a long week for him, and I told myself this was a nice gesture.

Inside, I could hear voices. His and a woman’s. When I tapped on the doorframe, both of them looked up at once.

Graham was at his desk, sleeves rolled up, tie loosened, the way he always looked when he was actually getting things done. Across from him, a younger woman was perched on the edge of the guest chair, holding a stack of color-coded folders. She smiled first.

“Oh, hi! You must be Margot,” she said, standing quickly. “I’m Jade. I’ve heard so much about you. It’s really nice to finally meet you.”

Her tone was bright but not fake. I managed a polite smile in return, though my pulse had already started to pick up.

“Hi, Jade. It’s nice to meet you too. I thought I’d bring Graham some lunch. I didn’t realize he had company.”

“Oh, you’re saving me from his vending-machine habits,” Jade said with an easy laugh, glancing back at him. “You’d think someone who works across the street from five different cafés would remember to eat.”

“I was just telling her I’d grab something later,” Graham said, rubbing the back of his neck. “But this is perfect timing.” He looked at me with that familiar grin that still disarmed me sometimes. “You’re the best.”

He took the bag from me and set it on his desk. “You want to join us? Jade’s been helping me reorganize the client files, but we were about to take a break.”

I hesitated.

“Sure,” I said, and Jade immediately started clearing a few papers off the small side table near the window. She moved easily in the space, like someone who’d been here for years instead of weeks.

Graham leaned back in his chair, watching Jade shuffle folders. “She’s been a lifesaver this week,” he said to me. “You know that merger account I’ve been buried under? She caught a mistake in one of the reports before it went to the partners.”

Jade flushed slightly. “It was nothing. Just a formatting thing.”

“It saved me two days of work,” Graham said, and his tone carried a mix of gratitude and pride I wasn’t used to hearing from him at home. He looked at her the way you might look at someone who’d rescued your project from disaster, with open admiration, not flirtation. But admiration, still.

I tried to sound casual. “How long have you been working here?”

“Just about three weeks,” Jade said, settling into the chair again. “I’m still learning the ropes, but everyone’s been great. Graham’s been really patient.”

“He can be,” I said lightly.

Graham laughed, maybe catching the undertone, maybe not. “She’s sharp,” he said, gesturing at Jade with his coffee. “I don’t know how I managed without her.”

That line caught in my chest. It wasn’t anything. It shouldn’t have been anything. But I still felt the tug of it—like I’d walked in on something private. Intimate.

Jade didn’t seem to notice. She asked a few questions about the city, about restaurants nearby, about traffic on my commute. She was friendly in that new-employee way, earnest and slightly self-conscious. When she spoke, her eyes darted between us, careful not to linger too long on him.

Still, I found myself watching every glance.

Graham stirred his soup with the plastic spoon. “You’d like her, Margot. She’s into photography too.”

“Oh?” I said.

Jade brightened. “Yeah, but just for fun. You’re a professional, right?”

“Not exactly. I sell prints online sometimes.” I smiled, or tried to. “Mostly I shoot landscapes.”

“That’s so cool,” she said. “I’ve been trying to learn light balance, but everything I take ends up looking flat.”

“You’ll figure it out,” Graham said. “Margot’s got an eye for color. You should see the wall at home. She caught this photo in Big Sur last year—it looks like a painting.”

Jade’s eyebrows lifted, impressed. “You must have a really good camera.”

I shrugged. “Mostly patience. Light’s unpredictable.”

They both laughed at that, though I hadn’t meant it to be funny.

The conversation drifted to work schedules, weekend plans, and a client dinner Graham might have to attend. Jade mentioned she’d moved into a small apartment nearby and hadn’t unpacked everything yet. Graham offered a few practical tips about parking and dry cleaners.

I watched them from the corner of my eye, feeling something quiet but insistent coil low in my stomach. Not jealousy exactly. More like awareness. The way she looked at him when he spoke—engaged, thoughtful, genuinely interested—was the way I used to. And the way he looked back, relaxed and unguarded, was how he hadn’t looked at me in months.

I told myself I was overthinking. She was young. He was her boss. It was nothing.

But still, when she leaned forward to point something out on his tablet screen, their heads almost touched. My breath caught. Neither of them seemed to notice.

Graham must have felt the shift, though, because he glanced at the clock. “We should probably get back to it. The partners’ meeting’s in half an hour.”

“Right,” Jade said, standing quickly. “I’ll finish labeling those folders before then.” She smiled at me again. It was kind and open with no trace of competition. “It was really nice meeting you, Margot.”

“You too,” I said.

When she left, the room felt smaller. Graham exhaled and smiled at me like nothing had changed. “She’s good, huh?”

“Seems that way.” I started gathering the empty coffee cups. My hands were steady, but only because I was making them be. “You’re lucky to have her.”

He didn’t catch the edge in my tone. “Yeah. For once, HR actually hired someone competent.”

I smiled, but it didn’t quite reach my eyes. “I should let you get back to work.”

Graham stood and kissed my temple on his way to the door. “Thanks for lunch, babe. You’re the best.”

His cologne was familiar—warm cedar, faint citrus—and the contact made me ache unexpectedly. I wanted to say something, to ask if he noticed how she looked at him, how he looked back. But there was nothing concrete to hold onto, no proof of anything except my own uneasy pulse.

Outside, the hallway buzzed with phones and work chatter. I walked past the break room and caught a glimpse of Jade through the glass wall, her head bent over a file, her hair tucked behind one ear. She was focused, unaware that anyone was watching.

And maybe that’s what unsettled me most. There was nothing overtly wrong. No flirtation, no crossed lines. Just an ease between them that had no space left for me.

In the elevator down, I pressed the button for the lobby and stared at my reflection in the mirrored wall. My expression was neutral, composed. The kind of face you wear when you refuse to admit that something invisible has already started to shift.

I told myself I was imagining it. That she was just new, eager, doing her job. That Graham was exactly as devoted as ever. But as the doors slid shut, I realized my heart was still beating too fast.

And I couldn’t quite shake the thought: Why did that make me feel so weird?
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That night I’d made pasta. It was simple and quick, the kind of meal we always fell back on when neither of us wanted to admit we were tired. Graham had poured us both a glass of wine, and now the faint scent of garlic and basil hung between us.

He was scrolling through his phone beside his plate, smiling faintly at something on the screen. I watched the curve of that smile longer than I meant to.

“Good day?” I asked finally.

“Busy,” he said, setting the phone down. “But yeah, productive. We finally got the grant proposal formatted right. Jade stayed late to help me finish.”

I nodded, twirling pasta around my fork. “She seems eager.”

He grinned. “She is. Reminds me of myself a little. Always trying to prove herself.”

“You seem to really like working with her,” I said lightly.

Graham shrugged. “She’s sharp. Organized. Catches things before I do sometimes. It’s nice not to be the only one who cares about the details.”

I smiled, but something about the way he said it stung. “That’s good. Sounds like you make a good team.”

“Yeah.” He took a sip of wine. “She’s been calling me ‘Boss Man.’ I told her it makes me sound like I run a construction site, but she won’t stop. It’s kind of funny.”

I blinked. “She just started, but already has a nickname for you? That’s kind of fast, isn’t it?”

He looked up, surprised. “It’s not a big deal. She’s just enthusiastic. Why? Do you think it’s weird?”

“It’s not that it’s weird,” I said quickly, though maybe too quickly. I forced a small laugh. “It just sounds like she’s… very comfortable around you, that’s all.”

“She is. I want her to be. People do better work when they’re not afraid to talk to their boss.”

I nodded, pushing food around my plate. He wasn’t wrong. Still, the thought of her laughing in his office, tossing that nickname around while he grinned the way he used to grin at me—it made something in my chest tighten.

“I noticed you were helping her find a dry cleaner,” I said.

Graham frowned, thinking. “Oh, right. Yeah, she said the one near her place ruined a blouse, so I told her about the spot by the station. Why?”

“No reason,” I said. “You just seem… involved.”

He leaned back, studying me. “Margot, what’s going on?”

“Nothing. I’m just—” I exhaled slowly. “You talk about her a lot, that’s all.”

He tilted his head, the beginnings of a smile returning. “I talk about work a lot. She happens to be part of work.”

“I know.” I met his eyes. “It’s just different, hearing you so... enthusiastic. You sound lighter.”

He seemed caught off guard by that. “Lighter?”

“Yeah,” I said, softening. “Like you’re enjoying it again. The job, I mean.”

That seemed to land better. He reached across the table, resting his hand over mine. “I am. It’s been a long time since I’ve felt this focused. Jade’s just... she’s good energy to have around.”

Good energy. The phrase made me smile despite myself. I wanted to believe him.

“She seems nice,” I said. “Polite. I just wasn’t expecting someone so young.”

“She’s twenty-six, I think? Mid-twenties, anyway.” He grinned. “Which, apparently, is young now.”

“Compared to us,” I said, returning the smile, though it felt a little strained. “She seemed surprised to meet me.”

Graham looked up. “Surprised how?”

“I don’t know. Just… like she didn’t expect me to show up.”

He gave a short laugh. “Margot, she was probably just nervous. You came by out of the blue.”

“Maybe,” I said, though the thought still tugged at me. “Did she know you were married before today?”

“Of course. Why?”

I shrugged. “You don’t keep photos on your desk.”

“I used to. Remember? But the cleaning crew broke the frame.”

“Right,” I said. “I forgot.”

He gave my hand a small squeeze. “Hey, you don’t have to worry. She’s great, but she’s an assistant. That’s all.”

“I’m not worried.” The words came out too fast again, and I hated how they sounded—thin, defensive, unconvincing.

He raised an eyebrow but didn’t press it. He leaned back, swirling the wine in his glass, watching the light catch it. “You sure? Because it kind of sounds like you are.”

I sighed. “It’s not that. It’s just... I don’t know.” I paused, searching for the right words. “You ever meet someone and just get a strange feeling you can’t explain?”

“Like bad vibes?” he teased.

“Not bad exactly. Just... off. I can’t put my finger on it.”

He smiled again, softer this time. “Margot, you’re overthinking. You always do this.”

“Do what?”

“Assume every woman under thirty wants to sleep with me.”

I laughed, mostly to keep from frowning. “That’s not what I think.”

“Good,” he said, still smiling. “Because that would be crazy.”

We fell quiet again. Outside, the sky was deepening toward blue-black, and the streetlight from the corner window washed the table in a dull amber glow. He picked up his fork again, and I watched him eat, trying to read something in the slope of his shoulders, the way he chewed without looking up.

He didn’t seem guilty. He didn’t seem defensive. Just normal. Comfortable. Which almost made it worse. Maybe my gut feeling was wrong. Maybe I was making a fool of myself.

When we finished, he carried the plates to the sink and started rinsing them, humming under his breath. I stood beside him, drying. It was our small ritual—the closest thing to routine intimacy we had left.

“You really think I’m overthinking?” I asked after a moment.

“Always have,” he said lightly. “But that’s what I love about you. You see things other people miss.”

I smiled faintly, though my chest ached. “Maybe I just see things that aren’t there.”

“Maybe.” He bumped my shoulder playfully. “Either way, I promise there’s nothing to worry about.”

I nodded, though I didn’t entirely believe him. He handed me a plate, still dripping, and I reached for it without thinking. Our fingers brushed—small, ordinary contact—and for a second, something familiar passed between us. Warmth. History. The kind of tenderness that only builds after years of knowing someone down to their smallest habits.

Then the moment slipped away. He dried his hands and stretched, glancing at his phone again. “Jade just texted. Said she found that file we were missing. She’s a machine.”

I gave a small, careful smile. “That’s great.”

He looked back at me. “You’re really not jealous, are you?”

“Should I be?”

He laughed. “No. Not in a million years.”

I turned back to the sink, running the water hotter until the steam rose and blurred the glass window above it. “Then I’m not.”

But long after we went to bed, I found myself lying awake beside him, listening to his breathing even out as he drifted off. I tried to tell myself it was fine—that everything was fine.

Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted, quiet and invisible, somewhere just out of sight.

[image: ]


The bar was louder than I expected for a Thursday night—low light, soft music, the hum of overlapping conversations. I’d only come to the company outing because Graham asked me to. “It’s casual,” he’d said. “Just a quick happy hour. You’ll like everyone.”

I wasn’t sure I would. But I’d said yes anyway, because saying no would have meant admitting I didn’t trust myself not to look for something.

Jade spotted us first. She was standing with two other people from Graham’s office near the end of the bar, a pale pink cocktail in her hand. Her face lit up when she saw him.

“Hey, you made it!” she said, brushing her hair back with the kind of unguarded enthusiasm that always makes you like someone in spite of yourself. “I was starting to think you bailed.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Graham said, smiling easily. He introduced me to the group—half of whom I already vaguely recognized from last year’s holiday party—and then ordered a drink for us both.

The bartender handed me a glass of white wine, condensation dripping down the stem. I held it mostly for something to do with my hands.

Jade talked easily, switching between teasing office jokes and asking me questions about my photography. I could see why everyone liked her. She had that way of listening that made you feel like you were saying something interesting.

Across the bar, someone told a story about a printer catching fire, and Jade laughed, the sound light and unrestrained. She rested her hand on Graham’s arm without thinking, just a brief touch before she reached for her drink again. He didn’t flinch. He didn’t even seem to notice.

But I did.

I watched her fingers—how easily they found their way there, how naturally his body accepted the contact. It wasn’t flirtatious exactly. It was casual. Familiar. That was the part that made my stomach twist.

A few minutes later, one of the partners called Graham over to meet a client. Jade turned to me. “He’s such a perfectionist,” she said, grinning. “You must have the patience of a saint living with that.”

I smiled because that’s what you do. “I’ve had practice.”

She laughed again, not unkindly. “He’s great, though. Everyone says he’s the easiest manager to work for. Always calm, never yells. It’s rare.”

“I’m glad he’s appreciated,” I said, though I wasn’t sure how much of it I meant.

When Graham came back, he was carrying two glasses of water. “Pace yourself,” he said to Jade with a mock-serious look. “Tomorrow’s going to be a long day.”

“Boss Man strikes again,” she said, grinning up at him.

He laughed. “I told you to stop calling me that.”

“But it’s accurate.”

“Not really,” he said, bumping her shoulder lightly. She laughed, too loud this time, then covered her mouth, embarrassed.

The rest of the table joined in, and for a moment it was easy to pretend I was part of it all—the jokes, the shared comfort, the familiarity of people who see each other every day.

But then Graham leaned in to hear something she said, close enough that I could see the way her eyes flicked to his mouth before she smiled again.

My stomach tightened. I took a slow sip of wine and turned away, pretending to check my phone.

The evening blurred after that—more laughter, another round of drinks, a song playing too softly to recognize. By the time the group started to thin, I was counting down the minutes until we could leave.

Once we were outside, Graham reached for my hand as we walked to the car, and I let him. His fingers were warm, steady. He looked relaxed, happier than he’d seemed in weeks.

“You didn’t say much in there,” he said gently.

“I was just listening,” I said.

He glanced at me, curious. “To what?”

“To everything,” I said, a little too quickly. Then, after a pause: “You two seem to have a good rhythm.”

He laughed softly. “She’s just friendly, Margot. Don’t read into it.”

“I’m not.”

“You kind of are.”

I smiled faintly, though my chest felt tight. “Maybe, I’m just observant. I see what’s already there.”

He squeezed my hand. “You always do.”

We reached the car. He opened the door for me, leaned down to kiss my forehead, and for a moment I almost let the warmth of that gesture dissolve everything else.

But when I glanced back through the window, I saw Jade standing by the curb, talking to one of the junior associates. She was laughing again—light, open, the same way she had laughed with him.

And I realized it wasn’t what she was doing that bothered me. It was how natural it all felt. How easily she fit into his world, one I hadn’t been part of in a long time.

As Graham started the car, I looked out at the bar lights reflecting in the rain-slick street and wondered when I’d started feeling like the outsider in my own marriage.
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I wasn’t snooping. That’s what I told myself at least.

It was Saturday morning, sunlight cutting sharp and low across the kitchen floor. Graham was still asleep upstairs. I’d come down to make coffee and check the directions to the new farmer’s market, but my phone was dead. His was right there on the counter, facedown beside the sink.

I picked it up, unlocked it—no passcode—and opened the maps app. While I was typing, a message banner slid down from the top of the screen.

Jade: Hey, I didn’t mean to say all that last night, but it’s been on my mind for weeks. I know it’s dumb, but I have a huge crush on him. I can’t help it. I feel like I’d do absolutely anything for him. He’s just so kind, and he actually listens. Not to mention the hottest guy I’ve ever seen. Please don’t tell him. I’ll get over it. I promise.

My breath caught. For a second, I couldn’t even process what I was reading. The message wasn’t meant for him—she must have sent it to the wrong contact by mistake—but that didn’t make it any easier to see.

My stomach flipped. I read it twice, then a third time. Seeing it written out like that—the words huge crush on him—felt like stepping into cold water.

For a long moment I just stared, trying to decide what I felt. Shock, sure. But beneath that was something else I didn’t want to name. Something quick and electric.

When I finally heard footsteps on the stairs, I locked the screen and slid the phone closer to the coffee mug like nothing had happened.

Graham came in wearing an old T-shirt and pajama pants, rubbing his eyes. “You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep,” I said, pouring coffee into his mug. “You were snoring.”

He smiled. “That’s nothing new.” He leaned against the counter, reaching for the cup, but paused when he noticed my expression. “You okay?”

I hesitated. The words were sitting on my tongue, heavy and hot. I could’ve let it go—pretended I hadn’t seen anything—but the thought of keeping it to myself felt worse.

“Jade texted you,” I said quietly.

He blinked. “What?”

“Well… not exactly you. There was a message on your phone. Looked like she meant to send it to a friend of hers instead.”

His brows drew together. “Okay…”

“She said she has a crush on you.”

He froze, still holding the mug halfway to his mouth. “What?”

“That’s what it said. I know it’s dumb, but I have a huge crush on him. And then something about how you actually listen to her.”

He set the mug down. “Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

He ran a hand through his hair, exhaling hard. “That’s… awkward.”

I waited.

“I swear I haven’t encouraged anything,” he said finally. “You know me, Margot. I’ve barely talked to her outside of work.”

“I know,” I said, though I wasn’t sure if I believed it. Or maybe belief wasn’t even the point.

He paced a little, muttering. “God, this is going to make things hard. I’ll have to talk to HR.”

“She said she’d get over it,” I murmured.

He looked at me. “Still. I can’t just ignore it.”

“She also said she’d do anything for you,” I added. The words sounded strange out loud—too heavy, too charged. “That’s… kind of intense, right?”

He frowned. “When did she say that?”

“In the message. I’d do anything for him.”

He shook his head slowly. “Jesus. I had no idea.”

Silence settled between us, thick as the steam rising from the coffee pot. He looked genuinely uncomfortable, not guilty. That should’ve made me feel better. Instead, it just made me feel more off balance.

I leaned against the counter, arms crossed. “You really didn’t notice?”

“Notice what?”

“How she looks at you.”

Graham sighed. “She looks at everyone like that. She’s just… open. It’s her personality.”

I wanted to accept that explanation, but the image of her hand on his arm at the bar flashed through my mind. The way she laughed too hard at his jokes. The way he leaned in to hear her.

“I guess,” I said finally. “It’s just… weird.”

“Yeah,” he said softly. “It is.”

He reached for me then, resting his hand on my shoulder. It was meant as reassurance, but something about the gesture—gentle, careful—made my heart thud faster.

I thought about Jade’s message again. About the words I can’t help it.

Part of me wanted to delete it, erase the proof. Another part wanted to read it again, just to feel that small, dark spark of power—the knowledge that I’d seen something I wasn’t supposed to.

“She’s probably mortified,” Graham said.

“Probably.”

He hesitated, then added, “You’re not angry?”

I met his eyes. “Should I be?”

He looked startled by the question, like he wasn’t sure what answer I wanted. “No,” he said after a moment. “It’s not like I did anything.”

“No,” I said softly. “You didn’t.”

We stood there for a while, both pretending to drink our coffee, both pretending the conversation was over.

Eventually, he went upstairs to shower. I stayed in the kitchen, staring at the faint outline of the message still burned into my memory.

It should have made me furious. Instead, I felt something far stranger—a pulse of curiosity, of heat, of imagining what she must see in him.

How she must look at him when he’s standing too close. The way his voice might sound when he tells her to pass a file, or thanks her for staying late.

I hated myself for thinking it, but I couldn’t stop.

When he came back down, hair damp, shirt half buttoned, I couldn’t look away.

He caught my gaze and smiled. “What?”

“Nothing,” I said quickly. But my voice came out thinner than I wanted.

He leaned down to kiss me before leaving for the gym, and I let him, my fingers curling around the fabric of his shirt.

For a heartbeat, I imagined what it would feel like to watch him through someone else’s eyes. Someone who wanted him but couldn’t have him.

And in that split second, I understood exactly how Jade must feel.

[image: ]


It was a Friday evening, one of those dusky, in-between hours where the light turns soft and the house feels too quiet. Graham had gone upstairs to finish an email when the knock came.

I opened the door to find Jade standing there, a manila folder tucked under her arm and a nervous smile on her face.

“Hi,” she said. “I’m so sorry to drop by unannounced. Graham didn’t answer his phone and I wasn’t sure if this needed to go out tonight or first thing Monday.”

Her hair was still damp from a shower, curling slightly at the ends. She was dressed casually—jeans, a loose cream sweater, the kind of effortless look that’s easy to underestimate.

“It’s fine,” I said, stepping aside. “Come in. He’s just upstairs for a minute.”

She hesitated on the threshold before entering, looking around as though she wasn’t sure how much space she was allowed to take up.

“This is such a lovely place,” she said. “It looks like the photos you take—quiet and balanced.”

I smiled, unsure how to respond. “Thanks. I guess it reflects us.”

“That makes sense,” she said softly, almost like a compliment but not quite.

Graham came down a few moments later, still typing on his phone. “Jade. Wow, you didn’t have to come all the way over here.”

“I just didn’t want to risk sending the wrong file again,” she said, handing him the folder. “It’ll only take you a second to check.”

He opened it, scanning quickly. “Looks good. You really didn’t need to drive across town for this.”

She shrugged. “It’s on my way home.”

I watched them from across the room. The exchange was completely professional—no glances that lingered too long, no awkward hesitations—but there was an ease between them I couldn’t help noticing.

When Graham went to the study to upload the final draft, I turned back to her. “Do you want some wine while you wait?”

“Oh, that’d be nice,” she said, smiling a little too quickly. “If you’re sure.”

I poured two glasses and handed her one. The first sip loosened the air between us, just slightly.

“You must think I’m a workaholic,” she said, setting the glass down. “Showing up at my boss’s house on a Friday night.”

“I think you’re conscientious,” I said. “There’s a difference.”

She smiled. “That’s kind. Most people would call it obsessive.”

I tilted my head. “Maybe both are true.”

For a moment, we just stood there, the silence stretching enough that I could hear the faint clicking of Graham’s keyboard upstairs.

Jade glanced toward the stairwell. “You two seem… solid,” she said finally. “I really respect that. The way you look at each other—it’s obvious.”

“Is it?” I asked.

She nodded, then caught herself. “Sorry. That sounded weird.”

“No,” I said, taking another sip of wine. “It’s fine.” I met her eyes. “Are we? Even with you around?”

She blinked, startled, then laughed—soft, nervous, genuine. “Wow. That sounded like a setup for trouble.”

“Did it?”

“Yes,” she said, still smiling. “But you don’t seem like the kind of person who picks fights for fun.”

“I don’t,” I said. “I just like honest answers.”

She swirled her wine, the glass catching the last of the light from the kitchen window. “Then… honestly? You make me nervous.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Because I’m your boss’s wife?”

“Because you’re hard to read,” she said. “I keep waiting for you to dislike me, but you never actually do.”

I let out a small laugh. “Would that make things easier?”

“Maybe,” she said, smiling into her glass. “Then I could stop worrying about it.”

The quiet stretched again, not uncomfortable this time but charged—like standing near a door neither of us wanted to open first.

Graham came back in, breaking the spell. “All done,” he said, setting the folder on the counter. “Crisis averted. Thanks again, Jade.”

She smiled up at him. “Anytime.”

He poured himself a small glass of wine, joining us in the kitchen. “You staying long?”

“I should probably head out,” she said, though she didn’t move right away. “But this is nice. I never really get to see you two outside the office.”

“Not much to see,” he said lightly. “We’re boring.”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “You just seem… comfortable. Like you know each other too well to need to talk all the time.”

Graham glanced at me, amused. “That’s one way to put it.”

“Maybe I’m projecting,” she said quickly. “My last relationship was all noise. Everything had to be said out loud.”

I watched her face while she spoke—how open it was, how easily she admitted things like that. I wondered if she even realized what she was giving away.

“Well,” I said quietly, “sometimes silence says more than you want it to.”

For a moment, no one spoke. The clock ticked faintly. Outside, a car door slammed somewhere down the street.

Then Jade smiled, breaking the tension again. “You’re both intimidating, you know that? I keep thinking you’re going to see through me.”

Graham laughed. “To what?”

She hesitated. “To how much I want to do well. To how much I want you both to like me.”

The words hung there—gentle, self-aware, but not entirely innocent. I felt something stir in my chest, a small pulse of warmth I couldn’t quite name.

Graham just smiled. “You’re doing great, Jade. Really.”

She looked between us, her expression unreadable for a second, then finished her wine in one long sip. “Okay,” she said finally, setting the glass down. “I should go before I say anything else stupid.”

“You didn’t say anything stupid,” I said.

She gave me a small, knowing smile. “I think we both know that’s not true.”

Graham walked her to the door. I stayed where I was, listening to their low voices in the hallway. When the door finally closed, the house felt heavier somehow, like the air had shifted.

Graham came back, half smiling, half uneasy. “She’s… something else.”

“She is,” I said.

He hesitated. “That didn’t feel weird to you?”

“Of course it did,” I said softly. “But not for the reasons you think.”

He looked at me then—curious, a little lost—and I knew he felt it too, that strange pull none of us wanted to admit out loud.

The night settled around us. Somewhere beyond the window, a dog barked, and the sound of it felt distant and ordinary, as if nothing unusual had happened at all.

But in the quiet that followed, I could still feel the warmth of her glass against my fingertips, the faint echo of laughter that hadn’t quite faded from the room.
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The next day, I visited Graham at the office, knocking on his door. He looked up from his laptop, brows pinching together for a second in confusion. But when he saw me standing there in the doorway, his expression softened like butter under a warm knife.

“Margot,” he said, his voice shifting from focused to surprised, though not displeased. “Everything okay?”

I stepped inside and gently closed the door behind me. The latch clicked shut with a quiet finality. Behind him, the floor-to-ceiling windows glowed with the last of the day’s light. Golden slants of sunset cut through the blinds, striping the walls, the desk, the side of his face. It was the kind of light that made everything look softer, like a memory.

“I was in the area,” I said, walking slowly toward him, letting my heels tap lightly across the carpeted floor. “And I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

His brow lifted, bemused. “Are you trying to seduce me at work?”

“Depends,” I said, coming to a stop just in front of his desk. “Is it working?”

He leaned back in his chair, lips curving into the beginnings of a smirk. “I’ve got a call in twenty—”

But I didn’t wait for him to finish. I reached down and lifted the hem of my skirt, slowly, deliberately, high enough to reveal bare skin. No lace, no lining. Just me.

The smirk faltered. His gaze sharpened, eyes catching the light like metal catching fire. His mouth parted, but nothing came out for a moment.

“Margot,” he said, barely audible, his voice rougher than before.

I stepped around the desk, nudging his chair back with the press of my knee. The leather creaked faintly beneath his weight. “I missed you today.”

This was unlike me. We both knew it. My forwardness, the audacity of showing up unannounced—especially like this—was a break from the rhythm of our marriage. But I couldn’t shake the quiet ache in my chest lately. The feeling that I needed to remind him, and maybe myself, that we still had this.

That he was still mine.

He didn’t say anything right away. His hands just moved—slowly, reverently—until his fingertips found the curve of my thigh. The warmth of his skin against mine made goosebumps ripple up my legs. He traced upward with a tenderness that surprised me, as though relearning something familiar but precious.

“You’re going to get me fired,” he murmured, eyes never leaving mine.

“I’ll write you a good reference,” I whispered.

That made him smile—but only for a second. He stood, gently but with intention, his body close enough to block out the setting sun. Then he kissed me. Harder than I expected. A kiss that spoke of missing me too, of the tension neither of us had said out loud.

His hands slid to my waist, then lower, grounding me as he pulled me in. I felt the scrape of his belt buckle against my belly, the brush of his knuckles as he worked the zipper on his slacks. The sound of it—soft, metallic—made my pulse jump.

Without a word, he guided me up onto the edge of the desk. The wood was cool beneath my thighs, contrasting the heat that flushed through me. I leaned back slightly, hands bracing behind me as he stepped between my legs.

His mouth brushed my collarbone, then the sensitive hollow just beneath it. I inhaled sharply, threading my fingers into his hair, already losing track of time.

My knees parted without thinking, framing his hips in a gesture as familiar as it was urgent.

And that’s when we heard it.

The door creaked open.

We both froze.

Jade stood just inside the threshold, her eyes wide with disbelief. She wore a navy blouse and pale slacks, her usual manila folder clutched awkwardly in one hand. But the grip on it had slackened. The corners bent as her fingers trembled slightly.

“Oh my god,” she breathed. Her voice was barely more than a whisper. She stepped back once, blinking hard. “I’m—I’m so sorry—”

I reached instinctively for my skirt, trying to tug it back down, but Graham’s hand was still on my thigh, as if he hadn’t fully registered what was happening.

We scrambled upright at the same time, adjusting clothes in rushed, awkward movements. I smoothed my blouse down with one hand, my cheeks burning with heat.

“It’s fine,” I said quickly, too quickly. “You weren’t supposed to see that.”

Jade shook her head, still rooted in place. Her expression had shifted—not embarrassment exactly, but something more complex. Fascination, maybe. Longing. Awe. “No—please don’t apologize. I shouldn’t have just walked in. I didn’t mean to…”

Her voice drifted off. The folder sagged at her side.

Graham stepped forward, trying to tuck his shirt back into his slacks without looking like he was trying. “It’s okay, really. Just—give us a minute?”

She nodded but didn’t step back. Didn’t leave.

Instead, she spoke again, her voice smaller this time. “Or…you could let me watch.”

The room turned to glass.

My breath caught.

I blinked. “What?”

Jade’s cheeks went bright red. She clutched the folder tighter. “I’m sorry. That was inappropriate.”

She turned as if to leave.

“Wait,” I said.

The word was out of my mouth before I could think better of it. It hung there between us, thick and heavy. I looked at Graham, expecting him to interject, to call the moment to a halt. But he didn’t move. Didn’t say anything.

He just watched me.

I turned back to her. “You want to watch?”

Jade’s throat worked as she swallowed. Her eyes flicked between us. “Only if… I mean, I wouldn’t say anything. I just…” She paused, then added, quieter, “I think it’s kind of hot. Don’t you?”

My heart was pounding again, but for a different reason now. Something twisted low in my belly. Part fear, part heat. I wasn’t sure which feeling would win.

I took a step closer to her, not closing the distance entirely. Just enough to feel the tension pulse in the space between us.

“You can stay,” I said, my voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing through me. “If you really want to.”

She nodded.

Nervous, but sure.

Graham looked at me for confirmation. Just the barest question in his eyes. When I nodded once, he exhaled quietly and stepped behind me again. His hands settled on my hips, steady and warm, the pressure of them familiar in a way that almost startled me now.

Jade moved carefully across the room and lowered herself into the chair by the window, its navy cushion making the quietest sigh beneath her. She sat perched on the edge, legs crossed tightly at the ankles, her ballet flats barely brushing the floor. Both hands gripped the seat beside her thighs like she needed something solid to hold on to. She didn’t lean back. She didn’t fidget. She just watched, wide-eyed and silent, her body tense with something I couldn’t quite name.

The air had changed. It felt denser now, the weight of it pressing down on all three of us, thick with breath and anticipation. My skin prickled under the office lights, not from chill but from exposure.

Graham leaned in and pressed a kiss to the back of my neck—slow, grounding, almost tender. His lips lingered just long enough to make me close my eyes and lean slightly into him. I could feel his breath there, warm against my spine.

Slowly, with deliberate care, he reached for the hem of my skirt again. His fingers brushed the back of my thighs, and I felt my breath hitch. It wasn’t just arousal. It was something else now, rawness. The sense of being observed while doing something so intimate.

The moment his hands touched me again, skimming upward until his palms found my hips, I couldn’t help it. I looked at her.

Jade sat motionless, as if even blinking would break the spell. Her lips were slightly parted. Her chest rose and fell in a rhythm that didn’t match the stillness of her posture. Her gaze was locked on us, unmoving, unblinking.

And then Graham slid his long, thick cock inside me.

A single, slow, careful push that made my breath come out in a sudden, gasping exhale. My fingers found the edge of the desk, curling around the polished wood as I braced myself. My legs tightened instinctively, thighs trembling with the sheer intimacy of it. Of being touched like this, filled like this, with someone watching.

He moved with a rhythm that started soft. Measured. His hips rocked gently.

“Eyes on me,” he murmured, voice low and gravel-edged, and I tried—I really did—but my gaze kept slipping sideways, toward her.

She was clearly aroused. She shifted in her seat like she didn’t know where to put her hands. Her nipples puckered through the fabric of her blouse. I wondered if her panties were wet, and I wondered if any of that arousal was for me instead of just him.

And that did something to me. It broke me open. I felt bared in a way I hadn’t expected—not just physically, but emotionally. Like she could see all of it: the way I clung to him, the ache I’d carried for weeks, the quiet desperation that had driven me here in the first place.

Worshipped. Exposed.

Graham’s hands gripped tighter, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh at my hips as he thrust deeper. I moaned—too loud, too real—and I heard it. I heard the soft sound that came from Jade then. A breath caught in her throat. A sigh she hadn’t meant to release.

I didn’t look at her again. I couldn’t. I leaned forward, elbows on the desk, my body arching into his as he moved inside me. The sounds filled the room: the wet, rhythmic joining of us; the rasp of his breath against my ear; the faint, involuntary noise she made when he groaned my name like it was the only thing he knew.

It happened fast, and yet so slowly. Time folded in on itself. My orgasm came sudden and unstoppable, cresting and breaking with a sharp cry that startled even me. My thighs trembled. My stomach clenched tight. I felt like I’d been split open. Undone by the moment, by him, by the knowledge that someone else had witnessed it all.

When it was over—when the last few shudders had passed through me and Graham held still, his arms firm around my waist—I turned my head, just slightly, enough to see her.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her lips parted like she’d been holding her breath the entire time. Her eyes looked glassy, dazed. Not from shame. Not from arousal, even.

From awe.

“I should go,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, slowly. “Okay.”

She stood with care, like someone waking from a dream. No rush. No embarrassment. Just quiet.

She reached the door and paused with her hand on the frame. For a second, she turned back toward me. Our eyes met. Mine still wide, hers soft.

And then she slipped out, the door clicking shut behind her like a punctuation mark on something I didn’t have the words for yet.

Graham’s arms were still around me. I leaned back into his chest, letting the weight of him support me. My breathing was uneven, still catching in my throat. His lips brushed my shoulder, but he didn’t say anything for a long moment.

“I didn’t expect that,” he said eventually, his voice husky against my skin.

“Neither did I.”

We stayed like that for a while, neither of us moving, both of us suspended in something that wasn’t quite afterglow, wasn’t quite confusion. It was deeper. Thicker.

We’d let her watch us. We’d let her watch me. Laid bare, needy, powerful, and undone all at once.

And now we were different.

Something had shifted in the room, in the space between our bodies, in the way I saw him, the way he saw me. In the way I couldn’t stop wondering what she was feeling as she walked away.

Something had changed.

And I didn’t know yet whether it would pull us closer or pull us apart.
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We barely spoke on the drive home.

Graham kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his thigh, his fingers flexing occasionally against the denim like he was kneading an invisible worry into submission. The soft glow from the dashboard lit the sharp edges of his face—his furrowed brow, the faint crease between his eyebrows that deepened when he was deep in thought. His jaw worked in silence, clenched and unclenched, like he was chewing on something he couldn’t quite swallow.

The car was quiet except for the low, consistent hum of the tires against pavement and the whisper of the air conditioning. Outside, streetlights slid past the windshield in slow, even intervals. Inside, the silence pressed on us like humidity—thick and unspoken, not angry but full.

I didn’t push him. Not yet. I wanted to. My thoughts were a restless tangle, but I knew better than to force words into a space still crackling with aftershock. I kept my hands folded in my lap and watched the world blur past.

It wasn’t until we were back in the kitchen, the overhead lights warming the granite countertops, that he finally spoke.

“That was a complete HR nightmare.”

I looked up from the bottle I’d just uncorked—Malbec, the one we usually saved for long weekends or dinner with friends we didn’t see often enough. “You’re just now realizing that?”

He gave a dry, humorless laugh and dragged a hand through his hair, leaving it slightly tousled. “I mean it, Margot. I could lose my job. This isn’t some harmless fantasy. This is—”

“A career-ending scandal?” I offered, raising a brow.

His expression didn’t change. “Yeah. That.”

I leaned against the counter, cradling my glass in both hands. “You won’t.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I do,” I said simply. “Because if she was going to report you, she wouldn’t have asked to watch.”

He gave me a look then—half stunned, half something harder to pin down. His eyes searched my face, like he wasn’t sure whether I was making light of it or laying down something dangerous.

I took a slow sip of wine. “But if you’re really that concerned…” I let the pause stretch just long enough. “Maybe we should invite her over.”

Graham blinked. “What?”

“I’m serious.”

He took a step away from the counter, still holding his untouched glass, the wine sloshing near the rim. “To our house?”

His voice had gone up a notch, edged with disbelief. “Margot, how is that supposed to help anything?”

I tilted my head slightly, studying him. “Maybe if we give her something in return… she’ll have a reason to keep quiet.”

He stared at me like I’d just spoken in a foreign language. “What the hell does that even mean?”

I didn’t look away. “You know what it means.”

Silence settled over us again—this one heavier, less passive. I watched him, watched the way his jaw tightened, the way his breathing slowed like he was trying to find the line between reason and desire and realizing it didn’t exist anymore.

He looked down at his glass then, finally raising it to his lips. Took one sip. Just one.

“She wouldn’t say no,” I said quietly. “We both know that.”

He didn’t respond right away. He didn’t have to.

“That’s not the point,” he said eventually, his voice softer, almost resigned. “It’s already messy. Inviting her here… makes it something else.”

I shrugged, my shoulders rising and falling slowly. “It already is something else.”

He didn’t argue. Just stared into the deep red swirl in his glass, like he thought the answer might be hiding there if he looked long enough.

The next morning, after coffee and silence and a lingering awkwardness we both pretended not to feel, I sent the message.

Would you be willing to come over tonight? Just to talk. No pressure.

Her reply came three minutes later.

Yes. What time?
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By the time Jade arrived that evening, I had the house arranged the way I needed it to be—dim lighting, nothing theatrical. Just the warm, lived-in glow of lamps instead of overheads. A charcuterie board on the kitchen island: sharp cheddar, marinated olives, crackers, two kinds of jam. A decanted bottle of that same Malbec, now breathing beside three empty glasses. It wasn’t much, but it felt intentional. It made the night feel like a conversation, not a confrontation.

She arrived just past seven, stepping onto the front porch in a pair of scuffed black ankle boots, jeans that hugged her legs, and a cream top that dipped slightly at the neckline. Casual, but careful. Not oblivious to the weight of the moment.

When I opened the door, she hesitated—just for a beat. Not out of fear, I thought, but reverence. Like she wasn’t sure how much space she was being invited to occupy.

“Hi,” she said, her voice low, her smile cautious. There was a touch of vulnerability in her eyes, but also something else—resolve.

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside and gesturing toward the kitchen. “We’re in here.”

Graham stood near the sink, glass already half full, but still untouched. His posture was tight—shoulders set, eyes wary. He looked up when she entered but didn’t say anything.

Jade glanced at him, then quickly looked to me. “I wasn’t sure if I should say yes.”

“Why did you?” I asked, my tone gentle but curious.

She gave a small shrug, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Curiosity.”

I nodded, motioning for her to help herself. “That’s fair.”

She moved toward the island and reached for an olive, her fingers hesitant as if the act of eating might somehow make her too human for this strange triangle we’d created.

“You’re not mad at me?” she asked, glancing up from the bowl.

“No,” I said, watching her carefully. “Are you mad at yourself?”

Her gaze flicked to Graham again, then back to me—sharper this time, more direct. “No,” she said, more slowly. “Just… confused.”

I swirled the wine in my glass and took a sip, letting the silence build before I spoke again.

“Well,” I said, steady and deliberate, “let me clear one thing up for you.”

She stilled, eyes on mine, waiting.

“I know you want him.”

The words left my mouth before I could soften them, but I didn’t want to soften them. I wanted to name the thing that had been humming between us for weeks. Say it plainly. Pull it out into the open where we could all see it for what it was.

There it was.

Graham tensed beside the counter like he’d been hit with static. His body went rigid, his hand hovering mid-air with his wineglass still half-raised. He looked like he might step in, might try to deflect or minimize—but instead, he froze, caught in the gravity of the moment, his gaze darting between the two of us.

Jade blinked, startled. Her shoulders drew in slightly, and she set the olive down on the edge of the plate with a quiet clink. But she didn’t look ashamed. Not really. Her lips parted as though she meant to protest—but then she didn’t.

“I do,” she said softly, her voice like the hush of breath against glass. “But I’d never cross that line. Not unless…”

She trailed off, her voice catching in her throat. Her cheeks colored immediately, that soft flush climbing up the side of her neck, blooming beneath the delicate curve of her jaw. Her eyes flicked to Graham for only a second before landing back on me.

“Unless what?” I asked, my voice steady, but lower now.

Jade swallowed. Her jaw tightened like she had to force herself to meet my eyes. “Unless you wanted me to.”

The air in the room changed. It thickened—an invisible weight settling around us.

Behind me, I heard Graham’s glass finally touch the counter. The faint tap echoed louder than it should have in the stillness of the kitchen. He didn’t move any closer. He stayed right where he was, planted beside the sink, like distance would protect him from the pull of what was unfolding. But I could feel the shift in his breath, even across the room.

He was still pretending he wasn’t hanging on every word. But his silence betrayed him.

I took a slow step toward her. Not to intimidate—just to claim the space.

“You’re not wrong,” I said. “I do want to share him.”

Her breath hitched just slightly. I watched her chest rise beneath her shirt, the fabric pulling taut across her ribs as she held it. But she didn’t flinch or shy away. She stood her ground, eyes wide and locked on mine.

“But I’m not just handing him over.”

The muscles in her neck flexed as she swallowed again. Her fingers curled loosely at her sides, not quite clenched, but tense.

“I’ll run the show,” I continued, the words coming more easily now. “You don’t get to touch him unless I say so. You don’t get to please him unless I allow it. You take your cues from me. Always.”

For a moment, nothing moved.

Then her mouth parted—softly, slightly—as though I’d taken something from her she didn’t know she’d been holding. Her nod was small but unmistakable. Her voice, when it came, was barely a whisper. But I felt it everywhere.

“Yes,” she said. “Understood.”

My pulse fluttered at the base of my throat. A high, steady beat I could feel in my ears. The power of hearing her say it—so plainly, so willingly—was grounding and disorienting all at once. A calm settled over me, surprising in its clarity. I had expected hesitation. Doubt. But what I felt instead was steadiness.

I looked over at Graham.

He hadn’t moved. Still standing where I’d left him, still clutching the edge of the counter like it was the only thing anchoring him to the floor. His face had gone pale, his eyes wide—not with fear, exactly, but with something stranger. A kind of awe. Like he wasn’t sure if this was still real life or if he’d wandered into someone else’s dream.

“You okay over there?” I asked, my tone light, but not mocking.

He looked at me like he didn’t quite recognize me. Or maybe like he was seeing me fully for the first time.

“I don’t know what’s happening,” he said, and his voice cracked a little at the edges, rough and low.

“You’re not in trouble,” I said calmly, taking another sip of wine. “You’re just not in charge.”

A quiet beat passed. Then Jade smiled—faint, almost involuntary. Like it had slipped out of her before she could catch it. The look she gave him was quick, almost private. But I saw it. And so did he.

Graham didn’t speak. He just nodded once, eyes flicking down to the floor and back up like he was trying to process a language he hadn’t realized he understood.

We stood there in silence for a long moment. Me with my glass balanced loosely in my hand. Jade with her fingers still resting gently on the edge of the platter, untouched since her last olive. And Graham, hovering at the edge of his own marriage—halfway to aroused, halfway to undone. No longer the one holding the power. No longer even sure who he was in this story.

But for the first time, I didn’t feel uncertain. I didn’t feel threatened. I felt... clear.

For the first time, it felt like everything was exactly where it was supposed to be.
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The bedroom felt too quiet when we stepped inside.

I stayed near the doorway for a moment while Graham and Jade drifted in ahead of me, stopping just past the foot of the bed like they weren’t sure if they were meant to sit or stand or disappear into the floor. No one moved. No one spoke. It felt like we were stepping into a charged silence we hadn’t fully earned yet.

The air buzzed. Not with tension exactly—but with awareness. The weight of what we were doing hadn’t landed yet. It hovered.

“Margot…” Graham’s voice was low, uncertain. He glanced at me over his shoulder, his brow furrowed like he was still trying to gauge if this was real—or if he’d misunderstood the script entirely.

I held up a hand. “Don’t speak unless I tell you to.”

My own words surprised me. Not because I didn’t mean them, but because of how calm they sounded. Quiet, but certain. Controlled. The effect was immediate. His mouth closed. His eyes dropped like something inside him recognized the shift. He didn’t argue.

Jade turned slightly to glance at me, as if on instinct. Her lips were parted, her chest rising with a slower breath. Waiting.

I took two more steps into the room. “I want you to kiss her,” I said. “Both of you. Right now.”

That made them pause.

They exchanged a look—hesitant, not out of resistance, but disoriented by the fact that it was me asking. Giving permission. Directing. That changed everything.

I came closer. Slowly. I didn’t need to rush. I wanted to feel it. The heat building between the three of us. The pull. I stood just to the side of them, a little behind and off-center. Close enough to watch every breath, every twitch of their hands. Close enough to smell the nervous edge of sweat beneath Graham’s cologne, and the faint citrus from Jade’s hair when she turned.

Graham moved first.

He reached up and touched Jade’s neck, tentative at first. His palm slid along her jaw, his thumb brushing the corner of her mouth like he’d been thinking about doing it for weeks but hadn’t let himself. His fingers curled behind her ear, and for a moment they just stood there—breathing. Their foreheads nearly touched. She tilted her head into him like a leaf leaning toward sunlight.

And then he kissed her.

It wasn’t cautious.

It was hungry.

Deep and deliberate, not rushed but fully committed. Like a current had snapped between them and they were just bracing against the voltage. Jade made a sound—soft and surprised. A little squeak of pleasure that felt involuntary, like a string had been pulled too tight inside her and plucked.

My stomach clenched. A low throb started deep in my pelvis.

I realized I’d been holding my breath. I exhaled quietly through my nose and let the ache pool a little deeper.

They pulled apart slightly, both blinking like they’d surfaced from underwater. Still touching. Still too close to pretend it hadn’t shifted something in them.

“Touch her,” I said. My voice came out lower than I expected. Rough around the edges. I didn’t tell him where. I wanted to see what he’d choose.

Graham’s hand slid slowly from her jaw, down the curve of her neck, then across her collarbone. His fingers paused over the hollow at her sternum before moving lower. He cupped her breast through the thin cotton of her shirt, thumb grazing lightly over the shape of her nipple. Jade’s eyes fluttered shut. Her mouth parted. She leaned into his touch with the faintest sigh.

I watched her chest rise. Watched the way his thumb circled, then pressed slightly firmer. The way her back arched without thinking.

The pressure between my legs intensified. A warm ache that made me shift my weight without realizing it. I pressed my thighs together. My panties were already damp. The heat was creeping up my abdomen, blooming in my chest, making it harder to keep my voice level.

“Take off her clothes,” I said. I meant it to be commanding, but it came out softer. Breathier. My breath was starting to hitch, and I didn’t try to hide it.

Graham looked at her—asking again without words. Jade nodded.

He reached for the hem of her shirt and lifted it, slow and careful, like he was undressing something sacred. Jade raised her arms, and the fabric slipped up and over her head with barely a sound. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were small, natural, and perfectly shaped. The skin pale, her nipples already drawn tight from attention or the cool air, or both.

Something in my chest pulled tight.

She was beautiful. More than I expected. More than I was prepared for. My fingers curled around my own wrist to keep still.

He unbuttoned her jeans next. His hands shook slightly. Not much, but enough. He slid the zipper down, then knelt to pull the denim past her hips and thighs. The jeans dropped to the floor with a soft thump. She stepped out of them barefoot, quiet.

All she wore now was a pair of plain black underwear. Simple. Modest. But the cotton clung to her, slightly darker at the center.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband and looked up at her one last time for permission. She gave a barely-there nod. Her hair was coming loose from whatever had once held it back.

He pulled them down.

She stood completely bare now. Unflinching.

Graham looked stunned. Like he didn’t know where to rest his eyes—like her body had become too much to take in all at once. His throat worked visibly as he swallowed.

“Are you hard?” I asked.

He turned his head toward me, startled by the sound of my voice. He nodded, breath catching.

“Say it,” I told him.

His lips parted. “Yes.”

I looked down at his hand. He was still holding her jeans. His knuckles had gone white from gripping the fabric.

“Good,” I said, my voice steadier now. And I felt it then—that flood of something hot and unfamiliar rising inside me. It wasn’t just arousal. It was deeper. Possessive. Commanding. Like I’d found a part of myself I hadn’t realized I’d been missing.

I looked at Jade.

“Get on your knees.”

She didn’t say a word. Just moved, smooth and silent, as if the command had been waiting inside her all along. She knelt in front of him, the soft thud of her knees against the carpet barely audible in the thick quiet of the room. The overhead light cast a glow across her hair, turning the strands to copper and gold. She looked up at him, then at me.

I gave her the smallest nod.

Her hands lifted to his waistband, fingers steady. She took her time—unfastening his belt with slow, teasing movements. Then the button. Then the zipper. The metallic slide of it sliced through the hush like a blade, sharp and intimate. I felt the sound deep in my chest.

Graham let out a shaky breath, like he’d been holding it without knowing. His chest rose, then fell again, faster.

Jade eased his pants and boxers down just far enough, her knuckles grazing his thighs, and paused for half a second. She’d seen his cock before, but not up close like this. And the look in her eyes at the view nearly undid me.

Then she tilted her face up, and without breaking eye contact, took his cock into her mouth.

His groan was immediate, hoarse and broken. His hips jerked forward involuntarily, like his body was making decisions before he could catch up. One of his hands slid instinctively into her hair, fingers threading through the strands and tightening, not to guide her but to anchor himself. Jade made a low sound, a soft hum deep in her throat, and I watched him flinch—his eyes wide, his knees subtly buckling.

I couldn’t look away.

The way her lips sealed around him. The way her cheeks drew in as she moved. The wet sounds. The heat of it. She was slow, sensual, like she wasn’t in a rush to finish anything. Like this act alone was enough. Graham looked down at her, his expression raw and stunned, as if he still hadn’t accepted that this was happening. That she was really doing this. For him. For me.

I stood back, barely breathing. My hand pressed between my thighs over the clingy fabric, not rubbing, not moving—just grounding myself against the ache that had taken hold. My legs trembled. Every nerve in my body seemed to be listening, attuned to the rhythm of her mouth, the way his groans grew deeper, more desperate.

It wasn’t just about the pleasure. It was the surrender. The slowness. The way control slipped from his fingers like sand.

His breaths turned ragged. He tried to keep still, jaw clenched, but I could see it unraveling. The way his thighs twitched. The way his hips twitched forward. The flush across his chest. His hand trembled in her hair.

“Don’t stop,” I murmured.

And she didn’t.

She took his cock deeper, slower, almost possessively. Her tongue moved with calculated grace, her mouth sealing around his thick shaft again and again, her lashes lowered as if in quiet worship.

He was shaking now.

And then—with a sharp, guttural gasp that didn’t sound like anything I’d ever heard from him—he came, and I watched her throat bob as she swallowed down everything.

His body convulsed. His head fell back. His fingers fisted in her hair, holding tight as his release overtook him in violent, beautiful waves. He moaned through clenched teeth, hips twitching, mouth slack.

Jade didn’t pull away. She stayed with him, grounding him through it, letting him spend every last drop with his length still nestled between her lips. Only when his body sagged, trembling and spent, did she pull back gently and rest on her heels.

Her breath came through parted lips, flushed and quiet. She looked up at me—not smug, not shy. Just… still. Her lips were swollen. Her cheeks pink.

I didn’t move right away.

I stood still, breathing through the weight of what had just unfolded, letting the moment throb and hum in the quiet. My body was warm with arousal and flushed with something deeper—something slow and powerful and utterly mine. I let the image settle into me, memorizing it.

Jade, flushed and glistening, still kneeling on the carpet like a vision. Her lips were slightly parted, a faint sheen of saliva catching the low light, her chest rising in shallow, disordered breaths. Her hair was mussed, stuck to her cheek and throat in damp strands. The line of her neck, the trembling of her thighs, the small, involuntary tremor that still ran through her—she looked ruined in the most beautiful way.

Graham stood behind her, barely upright, his shoulders rising and falling like he was recovering from something volcanic. His chest was marked with red from where she’d touched him—fingertips or mouth, I wasn’t sure. His eyes were glassy, almost dazed, as if he hadn’t taken a full breath since the moment he spilled into her.

My husband had just come in another woman’s mouth.

Right in front of me.

At my request.

And still—I didn’t feel hollowed out or ashamed. I didn’t feel like something sacred had been broken. I felt the opposite.

I felt steady.

I felt powerful.

“Get on the bed,” I said, turning my gaze on Jade. My voice was calm, but it didn’t carry that softness anymore. It had weight now. Authority.

She blinked like she’d forgotten where she was, like the words needed time to reach her. But then she nodded, once, slow and obedient, and rose to her feet with a grace that surprised me. She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t flinch from our eyes. She simply turned, her bare skin catching the warm lamplight—soft gold brushing the curve of her spine, the roundness of her hips, the dip behind her knees.

As she climbed onto the bed, her muscles shivered faintly—aftershocks still rippling through her. She crawled across the sheets like someone returning to a dream, then eased herself down onto her back. Her hair fanned out on the pillow. Her legs parted automatically, not with theatrics, but with something rawer. She was vulnerable. Willing. Her eyes met mine and didn’t look away.

I crossed the room slowly, pulse beating at my throat, and sank to my knees beside the bed. I could feel the heat from her body before I even touched her.

Behind me, Graham still hadn’t moved. But I could feel him too—his presence, the hum of his arousal, his body slowly rising to meet the moment again. I glanced over my shoulder.

He was hard.

Again.

His cock still glistened with her spit, thick and heavy, twitching slightly as he watched me kneel between her legs. He looked stunned by himself. Like he couldn’t believe he was ready for more.

I turned back to her and placed both hands on her thighs, spreading them wider with a deliberate slowness. Her breath caught in her throat. Her hips gave a tiny, reflexive jolt under my hands. I could feel the heat radiating from her core.

She was soaked.

I leaned forward and kissed her just above the knee first, then a little higher. Her skin was soft and salty, quivering under my lips. I heard her whimper, so faint I might’ve imagined it.

Then I reached her center.

I parted her folds gently with my thumbs and pressed my mouth against her—warm, open, reverent. Her taste was faintly sweet, a mix of sweat and something earthy. It bloomed on my tongue like fruit warmed by the sun. I moaned softly into her, letting the vibrations pass through her skin.

She gasped, her whole body reacting—legs tensing, then falling further open. I felt her hands clutch the sheets beside her hips, bunching the fabric into her fists.

I licked again—slow, flat, purposeful. Then again. My tongue found her clit and circled it once, lightly. Her breath hitched. Her thighs closed against my shoulders in a sudden squeeze that only made me hungrier.

Behind me, Graham groaned—a deep, involuntary sound that barely sounded human.

I smiled against her and kept going, pressing my tongue in deeper, curling it just so, then flicking it softly at the most sensitive part of her. She arched. Her fingers scrabbled against the sheets, then found my hair, threading into it as if she needed something to hold onto while she came undone.

I slid two fingers inside her without warning—slow but firm. She cried out, back arching, muscles clenching hard around me. She was so tight, so hot, her walls fluttering with every breath. I curled my fingers upward, hitting that spot, and sucked gently at her clit again.

That was all it took.

Her orgasm tore through her like a wave smashing through glass.

She didn’t scream, not exactly. The sound was caught somewhere in her throat. More of a choked sob, half shock and half surrender. Her hips bucked wildly. Her hands fisted in my hair and the sheets and her own thighs. Her whole body shook, and I stayed with her through every spasm, every twitch, my mouth still on her, my fingers still stroking until she was too sensitive to bear it.

Only then did I ease away, slow and careful. Her body sagged into the mattress, slick with sweat, her limbs splayed and twitching. She looked dazed—eyes glassy, lips parted, chest heaving like she’d run a marathon.

I sat up and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, breathing hard myself. My own thighs were soaked. I could feel the pulse of need between them like a second heartbeat.

I looked toward Graham.

He looked wrecked.

His chest rose and fell fast, his hands hanging at his sides, flexing uselessly. His eyes flicked from me to Jade and back again like he didn’t know which of us had ruined him more. His cock had come back to full attention—throbbing, thick, standing tall between his thighs.

“Your turn,” I said, stepping aside, my voice low but unwavering. “Fuck her.”

Graham’s head snapped toward me, eyes wide, pupils blown. “Margot—”

“Now,” I said again, firmer.

Something in my tone must have struck him. He didn’t question me after that.

He moved toward the bed with a kind of urgency, his breath ragged, like his body already knew what it needed before his mind could catch up. His hand wrapped around his cock as he stepped between Jade’s trembling thighs, guiding himself with a grip that was tight, almost desperate.

She looked up at him, face still flushed, chest rising and falling like she hadn’t caught her breath from the last orgasm. Her legs opened for him without being asked—pliant, ready, still glistening from my mouth and fingers. He aligned himself with her entrance, and even from where I stood, I could see how easily his tip slipped through her slickness.

Jade gasped, her entire body going taut beneath him.

Graham groaned, the sound raw—half lust, half disbelief. Like he’d just stepped into something forbidden and sacred at the same time.

Then, slowly, he pushed inside.

Her hands flew to his forearms, fingers digging in instinctively as her lips parted in a silent cry. Her spine arched, her thighs tensed around his waist, and her eyes fluttered shut for a second like the sensation had overwhelmed her.

His cock disappeared inch by inch, swallowed by her heat, until he was buried inside her.

Graham’s mouth dropped open. His chest heaved once, then again, his entire body locked up like he couldn’t move. He just stayed there, completely still, eyes closed, forehead pressed lightly to hers, as if he needed to let the feeling sink in before anything else.

“Fuck,” he whispered. Less a curse than a prayer.

He began to move then.

Not roughly, not mindlessly. He started slow. His hips drew back, then pushed forward with careful precision, like he was trying to learn her body from the inside out. His hands braced on either side of her shoulders, fingers splayed wide against the mattress. He dipped his head to her collarbone, pressing a kiss there, then another, then moving lower, lips brushing her throat, her chest.

His rhythm built quickly, each thrust gaining weight, force, purpose. His hips snapped forward, a little faster now, and Jade responded in kind. She clung to him, arms wrapped tight around his back, her nails digging faint crescents into his skin. Her ankles locked around his waist, heels pulling him deeper.

I stood just a few feet away, watching my husband fuck another woman. And somehow, it didn’t feel like watching from the outside.

I took in every detail. The way her breasts moved with each hard thrust, nipples flushed and tight from friction and arousal. The way Graham’s mouth found them, sucking one between his lips, tongue flicking, then switching to the other as she writhed beneath him. Her moans grew louder, losing shape, breaking into little cries every time his hips slammed into hers.

Their bodies were slick with sweat now. I could see it glistening along his spine, pooling in the hollow between her ribs, dampening her hair against the pillow. He was gritting his teeth, growling softly through every thrust like he was trying not to lose control too fast.

And they were so tangled in each other—so caught up in the rhythm and the heat—that for a moment, I think they forgot I was there.

But I hadn’t forgotten them.

I was shaking from how badly I needed to be touched. To come. To feel what they were feeling reflected in my own body.

I slid one hand between my thighs, pressing against the soaked fabric of my panties. The contact made me gasp—sharp and involuntary. I was already drenched, the cotton sticking to me, clinging. I pressed harder, grinding my palm against the ache until it almost hurt.

Then I slid my fingers beneath the fabric.

My folds were slick and throbbing, my entrance fluttering around nothing, so needy I could barely slip two fingers in without my knees buckling. I groaned—quiet, but not invisible—and rocked my hips into the pressure, finding a rhythm that matched his.

Every time Graham thrust into her, I thrust into my own hand. Every time she moaned, I felt it inside me, like the echo of it vibrated through my bones. I was so full of sensation—sight, sound, heat, tension—I thought I might come just from watching.

Jade was unraveling again. Her moans had lost their shape entirely. She was babbling—little, high-pitched sounds between gasps, the kind of noises you make when you’re too far gone to care how you sound. Her hands gripped his shoulders, then his hair, then the sheets. Her thighs began to shake. Her entire body arched up into him, taut as a drawn bow.

Graham’s thrusts became erratic. Wild. Desperate. His face was buried in her neck, his hands gripping her hips so tightly they’d leave bruises. He was muttering her name under his breath, over and over, like it was the only word he remembered.

And me…I was so close I could barely stand.

I fucked myself harder, fingers soaked and slippery, my palm pressed against my clit now, rubbing fast and frantic as I stared at the two of them locked together like they’d never come apart again. The pleasure built fast and hot, rising through my spine like a fire lit from within.

Then it happened.

Jade cried out a sharp, high-pitched sound that sliced through the room like lightning. Her whole body convulsed, hips jerking wildly, back arching, mouth open in a silent scream. Her orgasm hit her hard, brutal, undeniable.

And that was all it took.

Graham cursed. It was loud and guttural, like the word had been dragged from his chest. He slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt. His whole body shuddered. His mouth clamped over her breast as he groaned into her skin, and I knew, without question, that he was coming inside her.

That image tipped me over the edge.

I came too.

Hard.

Silently at first, my whole body locking up, thighs squeezing together, my fingers deep and trembling inside me. Then the moan escaped. A low, broken sound against my palm as wave after wave of heat rolled through me. My knees nearly gave out. I braced myself against the footboard, panting, hips jerking against my own hand until I couldn’t take any more.

When it passed, I was light-headed. Empty and full at the same time.

Graham collapsed forward, his forehead resting on Jade’s shoulder, his arms trembling as he struggled to catch his breath. She cradled his head without speaking, eyes closed, her lips parted, tears clinging to her lashes that might’ve been from pleasure or just release.

All three of us were gasping. Damp. Shaking. Marked by one another.

No one spoke.

But the silence was no longer uncertain.

It was thick with something else.

Satisfaction. Intimacy. Awe.

A sense that something profound had happened.

We had broken the rules. And built something in their place.

The air in the room was warm and heavy, filled with the scent of sex and sweat and skin. Our bodies had stopped moving, but the echoes of what we’d done lingered in every breath, every heartbeat.

Graham had rolled off Jade and onto his back, one arm flung across his forehead, chest still rising and falling in slow, exhausted waves. His skin glistened, the muscles in his stomach twitching intermittently, like even in stillness his body couldn’t quite forget what it had just experienced.

Jade lay beside him, limbs splayed and loose, hair a tangled halo around her flushed face. She looked blissfully wrecked, her lips parted, lashes fluttering slightly each time her breath caught. A sheen of sweat covered her, and there was a rawness in her softness now. An openness that hadn’t been there before.

I climbed onto the bed quietly, easing between them without saying anything at first. My own thighs were still trembling, my body humming, but I moved slowly, intentionally. I reached out and brushed the damp hair away from Jade’s temple. Her eyes fluttered open at the touch.

I leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Graham’s shoulder, then shifted to kiss the space just below Jade’s collarbone. Her skin was warm beneath my lips. She sighed.

For a long moment, we just lay there, breathing each other in, bodies tangled, no urgency to move. My hand found Jade’s and held it loosely, our fingers sticky but relaxed. Graham reached out to rest a hand on my hip, grounding himself.

The silence was gentle this time. Familiar.

But reality still pressed in at the edges, waiting.

Graham cleared his throat. “So... I probably should ask the obvious question.”

Jade turned her head toward him lazily. “Mmm?”

“Is this…” He hesitated. “Safe? I mean. You’re still technically my assistant. And I—Jesus.” He let out a quiet laugh, scrubbing a hand down his face. “This would be the worst possible way to get fired.”

“I’m not going to HR,” Jade said calmly, eyes still closed. “If that’s what you’re asking.”

His brow furrowed. “You’re sure? You’d have every right—”

“I’d rather have this,” she interrupted gently. Then she rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow, her breasts brushing the sheet, her gaze soft but playful. “I’m not going to ruin this by pretending I didn’t want it.”

Graham looked at her for a long moment, quiet. “So… what do you want?”

Jade turned toward me then. Not ignoring him, but choosing where to answer.

“I want to do it again,” she said, voice light but sure.

I arched a brow. “Do you?”

Her smile widened. “Only if you want me to.”

“I’m not sure Graham’s capable of saying no to you now,” I murmured, trailing a finger along the inside of her thigh. She shivered slightly, the sheets shifting with her.

“I’m not asking for anything messy. I just…” Her voice softened. “I liked feeling wanted. By both of you.”

I let that hang in the air for a moment before replying.

“Then next time,” I said, brushing my knuckles down the slope of her belly, “you can come over after dinner. We’ll let things happen slower.”

She bit her lip, eyes darkening with possibility. “So there is going to be a next time?”

“If you keep this between us,” Graham said, his voice lower now, still recovering but firm. “No office gossip. No hint of it, ever.”

Jade nodded without hesitation. “I’d never risk that. I want to keep working with you. That hasn’t changed.”

He exhaled in relief.

“But,” she added, turning her gaze back to me with a sly smile, “I wouldn’t mind being invited over again. Even if it’s just to watch.”

That sent a spark through my chest. I leaned in, kissed her cheek, then whispered just beside her ear, “You won’t just be watching.”

She shivered again, and this time I wrapped an arm around her waist, tugging her gently into my side. She molded against me like she belonged there, her cheek resting on my shoulder.

Graham moved in closer, spooning her from behind, his arm draping over both of us now. I felt his breath against my neck, slow and steady. Jade’s hand found mine under the covers. We laced fingers.

It felt quiet again, but different than before.

Not heavy, but full.

Settled.

Like something had clicked into place.

We didn’t speak much after that. We just lay there, skin to skin, breath to breath, hearts finally slowing to match one another’s pace.

And as the warmth of the sheets settled around us, and the night deepened outside, I knew this wasn’t a one-time thing.
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