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Chapter One



I dreamed my husband was fucking my boss. I kept telling myself it was only a dream. That was the line I clung to, like a mantra. It wasn’t real. Just a flicker of my subconscious, nothing more.

The strangest part? Everyone at work seemed to assume our boss was a lesbian. It was practically office lore by now. Even I’d caught her watching me a couple of times—nothing overt, just a flick of her gaze that lingered for a moment too long. A glance that made me wonder.

So why on earth would I dream about that? About my husband standing behind her, gripping her hips, giving her the kind of deep, relentless fuck that left her gasping. It felt so ridiculous. So far from reality. And yet, it had been the hottest dream I’d had in months.

Still, it unsettled me.

I stood in the shower with the hot water pouring over me, steam curling around my body like a blanket I didn’t ask for but didn’t want to leave. My fingers moved between my thighs, slow and deliberate. My skin tingled as I touched myself, chasing the last ghost of the dream. I kept trying to figure out what part of it had turned me on so much. Was it the shock of seeing someone else touch my husband like that? Was it the power dynamic, the inappropriateness of it being her? Or was it something deeper?

My mind circled the image of her breasts, soft and full beneath her open blouse, the curve of her ass as my husband held her down and drove himself into her, his voice rough with pleasure. I could see it too clearly. Feel it, almost. And that terrified me a little.

I’d never been attracted to a woman before. Not in any way I was willing to acknowledge. I’d always considered myself straight. Pretty solidly, actually. But maybe I had never let myself ask the question. Maybe it was easier not to look too closely. As the climax finally rippled through me, sharp and sudden, I arched against the tile and whispered to myself again: It was just a dream.

When I stepped out of the shower, my husband startled me. He was already in the bathroom, leaning over the sink to put in his contacts. His damp hair was combed back, the edges still messy from sleep. That familiar curve of his back, bent slightly forward, brought the dream crashing back all over again. I imagined her beneath him, her back arched, his hand sliding down her belly, fingers finding her clit while he fucked her harder. The image hit me so fast I felt dizzy.

“How long have you been there?” I asked, clutching the towel tighter around me, conscious of the heat still radiating from between my legs.

He turned slightly, catching my eye in the mirror with a crooked smile. “Why? Am I not allowed in here anymore?”

He wasn’t irritated. If anything, he was teasing. That was his way—always had been. Light, playful, impossible not to love.

“I just wasn’t expecting it,” I said, keeping my voice casual. “That’s all.”

“You okay? You seem kind of jittery.”

“Just a weird dream. Didn’t sleep well.”

“Want to talk about it?”

I hesitated, then shook my head. “I’d rather not.”

Ben shrugged and went back to what he was doing. He tugged off his pajama pants, revealing that thick, muscular frame I still couldn’t believe I got to call mine. Broad chest. Defined back. Strong legs. He was the kind of man you’d see on a dating app and assume had ten women lined up to message him. I’d always known I was lucky. But now, with that dream still haunting me, I couldn’t stop wondering if someone like him was supposed to be with someone just a little... better. Prettier. Slimmer. Someone with a body that looked good from every angle without having to try.

I wasn’t out of shape. I stayed active, kept myself toned. But I didn’t look like her. And somehow, in that dream, he looked like he belonged with her.

It was just a dream, I reminded myself again.

We got ready for work in silence after that, moving through the motions we knew so well. Downstairs, I forced myself to eat something while he made a quick breakfast—scrambled eggs, toast, the usual.

“That office party’s tomorrow night, right?” he asked, biting into his toast like it was beef jerky, not bread. He always ate like the food might escape him.

I’d forgotten about the party entirely. The thought of it now made my stomach twist. I wished he hadn’t remembered either.

“Yeah,” I said quietly, poking at my eggs without much enthusiasm.

He set down his plate and leaned his elbows on the counter. “Could be a good chance to show some initiative. Maybe wait until your boss has had a couple drinks and ask for a raise.”

I gave him a look. “I don’t think that’s really the time.”

“It’s the perfect time,” he said, eyes lighting up. “Not too drunk or she won’t remember, but just enough that she’ll feel generous.” He laughed and tilted his head back like he was already reliving some college party that had ended with poor decisions and good stories.

“We’ll see,” I said, not committing to anything.

He rolled his eyes at me, rinsed his plate, and tossed it in the sink. I walked him to the door and kissed him goodbye, letting my eyes linger on his ass as he headed outside.

The moment the door closed, I let out a long, quiet breath and stared at the floor for a second.

“Work is going to be hell today,” I murmured. Then I grabbed my keys and headed out to face it.


Chapter Two



By the time I reached the office, the rain had started to pour in sheets. The wind turned my umbrella practically inside out as I hurried across the parking lot, and my flats made an embarrassing squelch with every step. Water clung to my calves and dripped steadily from the hem of my coat. Even with the umbrella, I looked like I’d walked through a storm instead of under one.

The lobby's fluorescent lights made the whole place feel colder than it already was. I shook out my umbrella as best I could and muttered a quiet curse under my breath, teeth chattering a little as I made my way past reception. My clothes clung to me—wet in all the wrong places—and my hair was half plastered to the sides of my face. I could feel the dampness in my bra, in the waistband of my skirt, and it was just enough to keep me slightly uncomfortable but not enough to justify turning around and going home.

I made my way toward the gray cubicle I’d been assigned, already dreading the day ahead. My desk sat with an unfortunately perfect view of Ms. Sterling’s glass-walled office. When her blinds were open, which they usually were, I could see everything. That layout had never really bothered me before. But after the dream I’d had, I couldn’t look in that direction without remembering how it had felt to picture her bent over her own desk while my husband drove into her from behind.

And then, as if on cue, she appeared.

I’d barely taken off my coat when Ms. Sterling poked her head through the doorway and called my name. Her tone was clipped but pleasant. My breath caught a little, and I swallowed hard as I pushed myself up from my chair. The chair rolled backward with a soft scrape across the carpet, but my legs felt stiff. I followed her into her office, my heartbeat fluttering higher with each step.

Once inside, she closed the door. The soft click of the lock made me freeze. She had never locked her door before, at least not with me inside. Then she walked to the wall and slowly began to turn the long rod that adjusted the blinds. Slat by slat, the world outside disappeared. First the break room, then the row of cubicles, then everything else. The office felt smaller once it was closed off, quieter too. After the dream I’d had, I felt completely unprepared for this kind of privacy.

Without saying anything at first, she walked across the room to a tall cabinet built into the wall. She opened it and stepped aside, letting me see a few suits hanging neatly inside. Her fingers pushed past the hangers, reaching deeper. Then she pulled out a soft, folded white towel and tossed it in my direction.

“I can’t have my employees sitting around in wet clothes all day,” she said, her voice smooth and matter-of-fact. “That’s a great way to make yourself sick.”

“Thank you,” I said, trying to sound composed, even though my skin still tingled with leftover embarrassment. I caught the towel and held it in both hands. “I doubt this will help much, but I appreciate it.”

She arched one brow. “You’re welcome to borrow a suit, if you’d like. You look like you could be a similar size.”

My heart picked up again. There was something so oddly intimate about her suggestion, even though she said it casually enough. The idea that she saw us as the same size was... flattering, in a strange way. I wasn’t so sure it was true, but I didn’t argue.

“I’d be happy to turn around and give you some privacy,” she added with a faint smile, and there was a teasing edge to her voice that reminded me a little too much of my husband. It wasn’t what she said—it was how she said it. Her tone landed somewhere between professional courtesy and something more playful, almost flirtatious. I told myself I was imagining it, even as her smile lingered and her eyes stayed on mine for just a beat too long.

“Thank you,” I said again, quieter this time. I stepped closer and reached for the first suit I saw. It was dark gray with a crisp white blouse folded neatly on the hanger. She turned her back to me as promised, and I stood there for a moment, hesitant. Then I began to undress.

Stripping naked in her office sent a wave of heat through my body. I wasn’t cold anymore. My skin prickled with a strange, restless energy. I slipped out of my wet clothes quickly, but the moment I was fully bare, I hesitated. What if she turned around? What if she saw me like this? The thought made something flutter low in my belly. I wasn’t sure I liked the feeling—or maybe that was the problem. I did like it.

The blouse carried a faint trace of her scent. Clean and expensive, with a hint of something floral I couldn’t quite name. It clung to my skin as I buttoned it up, and for a moment, I imagined what it would feel like if she touched me. If her fingers brushed my hip as she adjusted the hem. I closed my eyes and breathed through the sudden, aching tension between my legs.

Once I was fully dressed, I cleared my throat and said, “Okay.”

She turned around slowly and looked me over. Her gaze slid from my collarbone to my waist, then lower. She didn’t rush. “Looks good on you,” she said. “Why don’t you keep it?”

“Oh, no thank you,” I replied quickly. “It looks expensive.”

“You’re a hard worker. You deserve a nice suit.” Her eyes moved over me again, this time stopping at my chest. I could feel the fabric of the blouse clinging lightly to my skin, and I knew without looking that my nipples were probably showing through. She bit her lower lip—just for a second—then lifted her gaze to meet mine again.

“You’re married, right?”

The question caught me off guard. “Yes,” I said slowly, unsure what that had to do with anything.

“Interesting,” she said, and nothing more.

She turned and walked back to her desk, then gestured toward the door with a nod. “You can head back.”

I mumbled a thank you and stepped out into the hallway, my thoughts spinning. I sat down at my desk with my wet clothes bunched in a tote bag and my heart still hammering. Her scent lingered on my skin. The soft fabric clung to my curves. And I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had just shifted between us.

What the hell was going on?

The strange tension from the morning lingered with me all day, making it almost impossible to concentrate on my actual work. My mind kept drifting, circling the same thoughts again and again.

I answered emails, balanced spreadsheets, completed every task on my list through sheer force of habit. Somehow, I made it through the day without making any obvious mistakes. Still, the upcoming party hung over me like a storm cloud.

If this was how Ms. Sterling acted when she was completely sober, what would she be like with a drink in her hand and the whole office watching her unwind?

That question followed me all the way home.

A dozen other thoughts piled on top of it. What did she mean when she said it was interesting that I was married? Why had she really closed the blinds? Why did her gaze linger like that? I wanted to talk to Ben about it. I needed to.

But the truth was, I had not processed any of it yet. Saying it out loud felt like it would make it real in a way I was not ready for.

Unfortunately, there was no hiding the suit.

As soon as I stepped inside the house and set my bag down, Ben’s attention went straight to my clothes. He came closer and brushed his fingers over the sleeve of the blouse, rubbing the fabric between his thumb and forefinger.

“Nice material,” he said. His eyes lifted to mine, catching the light in a way that made the flecks of gold in them sparkle like tiny diamonds.

“My boss gave it to me,” I said. “I got caught in the rain.”

He made a thoughtful sound and raised one brow. “There’s something you’re not telling me.”

“No there isn’t.”

“Where did you change suits at? The bathroom?”

I hesitated. I wanted to lie. I almost did. But Ben always knew when I lied. Always. “Her office,” I said reluctantly.

A slow smile spread across his face.

“With her in there with you?”

“Yes.”

He let out a soft huff of amusement. “Interesting. Looks like you might get that raise after all. Tell me, is she a lesbian by any chance?”

My stomach twisted. “What are you implying? That I should sleep with my boss for a raise?”

Even as the words left my mouth, my body betrayed me. Heat spread through my chest and down into my belly. I hated that it did. I hated that the thought sparked something instead of repulsing me.

My mind flashed back to the dream. I saw his hands on her hips, his muscles tightening as he thrust into her. The image shifted without my permission. Suddenly, it was me beneath her, my mouth open, my body hungry. The warmth in my core deepened.

I screamed at myself internally to stop.

I could not let myself want a woman, especially not a woman who held my career in her hands. And what did Ben think he stood to gain from this? A little more money? A nicer vacation next year? Was that really worth risking our entire marriage?

“Look,” he said gently, stepping closer. “Maybe you don’t have to sleep with her. Just, lick her pussy or something.”

The bluntness of it made my breath stutter. He reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “The thought of it makes me hard,” he added quietly. “It’s exciting, don’t you think?”

“No, it’s not exciting,” I said.

It was a lie. A complete one. I had never been more excited in my life.

Ben smiled like he could sense the truth anyway. He ran his fingers through my hair slowly, soothing, affectionate. “Come on, Paige. Don’t be a stick in the mud. Just be open to it. Maybe nothing will happen. But if the opportunity comes up, I wouldn’t shut it down immediately. That’s all.”

I went to bed that night with a tight knot of resentment in my chest and my thoughts spinning out of control. I tried to treat it like any other night. Shower. Pajamas. Lights out. But the moment the room went dark, my mind took over.

I kept seeing myself standing naked in Ms. Sterling’s office. I kept seeing her watching me. And worse, I kept seeing her beneath my husband, her body open to him, her mouth trembling as he fucked her.

My hand slipped beneath the covers almost without conscious thought. I touched myself slowly at first, hesitant, ashamed of how easily I responded to the images. Then my breathing deepened. This time, I did not picture Ben at all. I pictured myself between her thighs. I pictured her legs braced on the edge of her desk as I tasted her. The climax rushed through me fast and powerful, stealing my breath.

A few minutes later, spent and shaking, I finally fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.


Chapter Three



I wore my sexiest dress to the party. It was deep red, the kind of color that drew eyes whether you wanted them or not. The neckline plunged low, revealing just enough cleavage to make me feel self-conscious, and the hemline hugged my thighs, stopping several inches higher than was strictly professional. My long legs stretched out from beneath the short skirt, sleek and smooth from a fresh shave that morning.

I should’ve felt incredible—confident, powerful, maybe even a little dangerous. I knew I looked good. But as Ben and I made our way toward the building, my thoughts were still tangled in the same knot they’d been in all week.

I kept thinking about Ms. Sterling.

I didn’t know what would happen tonight. I wasn’t even sure what I wanted to happen. But I felt the weight of something pressing against me—possibility, confusion, maybe guilt. The worst part was knowing Ben might be waiting for a moment to nudge me toward it. He wouldn’t be cruel about it. He’d make it sound like a joke, a passing comment, a fantasy. But it would still be a push.

And after all, wasn’t this every guy’s fantasy?

The lobby of the office building was packed. The whole place buzzed with the noise of music, laughter, and half-shouted conversations bouncing off the glass and steel. Apparently, several departments had decided to throw their holiday parties on the same night. I recognized a few familiar faces—people from marketing, a couple from HR—but there were plenty of strangers too. Spouses. Clients. Plus-ones. People I wouldn’t have been able to place even if they were wearing nametags.

Ben and I mingled with the people we knew, laughing politely and accepting drinks when they were offered. Just when I started to relax, I saw her.

Ms. Sterling walked into the room like she owned it. She wore a sleek black pantsuit that flattered her curves in a way that felt almost calculated. Her dark red lipstick matched her nails exactly. She carried a martini glass in one hand and looked like she’d stepped out of an expensive editorial spread, not a corner office.

It was the first time Ben had ever seen her in person. I watched his jaw drop.

“You never told me she was smoking hot,” he whispered, loud enough that a nearby couple turned and smiled knowingly.

“I’m straight,” I said, barely above a murmur. “Maybe that’s why.”

“No girl is that straight standing next to that woman,” he replied. “How have you two not fucked each other already?”

I rolled my eyes. There was no point in arguing with him when he got like this. He thought he was being funny. Maybe he was. But the fantasy in his head wasn’t something I could wave off as harmless anymore. Not when part of me had started imagining it too.

Not when the thought of losing my so-called lesbian virginity to my boss didn’t seem entirely out of the question anymore.

Ms. Sterling made her way toward us, eyes sharp and friendly all at once. She extended her hand toward Ben. “Hello,” she said smoothly. “You must be Paige’s lovely husband.”

He took her hand and leaned down to kiss the back of it. A gentleman’s gesture, meant to be charming. But the moment his lips touched her skin, something inside me twisted. The polite interaction didn’t feel so innocent. It felt like a thread pulled straight from my dream, and I couldn’t stop picturing her hands on his body, her breath catching as he thrust into her.

“You never told me how attractive he was,” she said to me.

My eyes widened. Her tone was casual, but the words struck a chord. Did she mean it? Did she find him attractive? I had spent so long convinced she was gay, or at least not interested in men. But maybe she was just private. Or maybe she was bisexual. It didn’t matter. At least, I told myself it didn’t. Her personal life wasn’t my business. Who she fucked outside of work shouldn’t concern me at all.

Except it did.

“Paige has something she wants to ask you,” Ben said suddenly. His elbow nudged mine with a little too much enthusiasm.

I shot him a sharp look, but Ms. Sterling held up a hand.

“No need,” she said. “You want a raise, right?”

I choked on my words for a moment. “Yes,” I said, clearing my throat. “That’s right.”

“It’s done. Starting Monday, you’ll be up ten percent. Sound good?”

I blinked. “Yes. Thank you.” I looked to Ben, who looked just as surprised as I felt.

She smiled again, then sipped from her martini. “Would you and your lovely husband mind accompanying me to my office so I can finalize it for you?”

I hesitated.

It seemed like a strange request. Raises didn’t require in-person signatures, and I definitely didn’t need my husband there for any of it. Ben, however, was already grinning, that familiar glint in his eyes lighting up again. He was clearly interpreting this as something else entirely.

I hoped—for both our sakes—that he was wrong.

We stepped inside my boss’s office, and a sudden chill swept over me despite the warmth of the room. The air felt heavier than it had at the party. My thoughts snapped back to the day before, to the memory of standing right here, naked and exposed, waiting for her to turn around. The image flooded my body again without warning. My nipples puckered beneath the fabric of my dress. Heat bloomed low in my belly and spread outward, making my thighs press together instinctively. Desire surged through me so sharply it almost felt like a command, urging me to do something reckless.

With every ounce of self-control I could gather, I stayed still. I stood frozen in front of her desk with my husband beside me, my hands clenched at my sides as if gripping the moment in place.

“While I have you both in here,” she said calmly, her eyes fixed on Ben even though the question was clearly meant for me, “was that arousal I saw yesterday?”

“What?” Ben gasped, his surprise unmistakably delighted.

“She had just put on my suit,” Ms. Sterling continued evenly. “Forgive me if I am mistaken, but that is what it looked like. I found myself curious about the kind of relationship the two of you share.”

“A married one,” I said quickly, a sharp edge slipping into my voice before I could soften it.

“An open one,” Ben added without hesitation.

I shot him a look that could have cut glass. We had talked about opening our relationship before in quiet, hypothetical ways. Wine-fueled conversations. Late-night curiosity that never quite crossed into action because we had never found the right person.

Now, standing in my boss’s office, he sounded far too eager to test that boundary. If Ms. Sterling had been anyone else, a stranger in a bar maybe, I might have felt differently. But sharing my husband with my boss, or worse, sleeping with her myself, could cost me everything I had worked for.

“You sound undecided,” Ms. Sterling said, her gaze shifting back to me. “You should know, Paige, I am not asking you to share your husband in exchange for this raise.”

“Of course not,” I said, my throat tight.

“You will receive the raise regardless,” she said smoothly. “But I am curious. Have you ever shared him with another woman? Or have you ever been with a woman yourself?”

“I’m straight,” I said quickly.

It was a lie, or at least not the whole truth. I had always told myself I was straight. But curiosity had lived quietly under my skin for longer than I wanted to admit.

“She’s open to it,” Ben said gently, encouraging me with his eyes.

My hands trembled at my sides. My heart thudded so loudly in my chest that I was sure both of them could hear it. I was open to it. That was the terrifying part. And I should not have been.

“I could help you decide,” Ms. Sterling said as she stepped closer to me.

The space between us vanished in slow, deliberate inches. With each step she took, the room felt warmer, thicker, as if invisible hands were turning an unseen dial higher and higher. By the time her hands came up to cradle my face, the office felt like an oven.

She tilted her head and pressed her lips against mine.

Every instinct told me I should pull away. I should stop this before it went any further. But the moment her mouth touched mine, resistance melted. Her kiss was intoxicating. She smelled faintly of lavender, clean and floral, like spring on warm pavement.

There was something both bracing and comforting in the way she held me. When her tongue slipped between my lips, I tasted cherries and honey. Tart and sweet together, an impossible combination that made my knees weaken.

My body answered her long before my mind could catch up.

When she finally pulled back, Ben’s mouth was hanging open. His eyes were wide with open hunger.

“So?” he asked.

Ms. Sterling did not look at him. Her hand slid slowly down my body, following the line of my waist and the curve of my hip. Then she slipped her fingers between my legs, sweeping upward beneath my dress until her fingertips brushed against the damp fabric of my panties.

A soft, breathless sound escaped me before I could stop it.

“She liked it,” Ms. Sterling said calmly.

I could no longer deny what I was feeling. The truth of it sat heavy and undeniable in my chest. The only thing left for me to do was give in. To pretend otherwise now would make me a liar to myself.

I leaned forward and grabbed my boss’s face in my hands, my fingers pressing into the smooth warmth of her skin. I kissed her hard, desperate and hungry, and felt her lips soften instantly beneath mine as she opened to me. The kiss deepened, slow at first, then urgent.

As we stayed locked together, her hands moved between us. I heard the soft, unmistakable sound of a zipper sliding down. Her dress loosened and fell away in a slow pool at her feet.

A second later, she reached for me and unzipped mine too. The fabric slipped past my hips until we were both standing there in nothing but lingerie, breathless and exposed, while my husband watched with his hand wrapped around the thick outline of his erection through his slacks.

My boss took a step back toward her desk, sat on the edge of it, and spread her legs wide. The invitation was unmistakable.

My pulse hammered in my ears as I moved toward her and sank down to my knees. My fingers slid along her thighs as I pushed her panties to the side. Her pussy was swollen with need, dark and slick, glistening with how wet she already was.

I leaned in and ran my tongue along her slit before closing my lips around her clit. She gasped and tangled her fingers in my hair at once. I felt my husband shift behind me, heard the quiet scrape of his zipper, then the unmistakable sound of his cock being freed as he began to stroke himself while he watched us.

How was this something I never knew I wanted?

I glanced back at Ben. His chest rose and fell with heavy breaths, his eyes dark with desire. “Go on,” he said softly. “Eat her out.”

His words sent a fresh rush of heat through me.

I wrapped my hands around Ms. Sterling’s thighs and slid my tongue deeper inside her. She tasted salty and sweet, warm and intoxicating. I was overwhelmed by the flavor of her skin. I parted my lips and teased her clit again, coaxing it forward and circling it slowly with my tongue. I licked her eagerly, greedily, my nostrils flaring as I struggled to breathe through the thick haze of my own desire.

“Fuck, her mouth feels so good,” she said, her voice breaking as she spoke to my husband. “You sure she has never done this before?”

“Not that I know of,” he replied with a teasing edge.

Ms. Sterling reached for Ben then, pulling him close by the neck and kissing him deeply. Her hand slid down to his cock and wrapped around it, stroking him while I continued lapping at her wet pussy. The reality of it crashed over me. I was eating my boss out while she kissed my husband and touched him.

Was this really happening?

My hands slid higher, up her thighs and around to her ass. I pulled her closer, closing every inch of space between us until my nose pressed against her skin and my breath came in ragged pulls. Her fingers tightened in my hair, anchoring my mouth to her. I could not escape, and I did not want to.

She began rocking her hips against my face, chasing my tongue as soft groans spilled from her lips. The longer I stayed between her legs, the wetter my own pussy became. The ache inside me built until it felt almost painful. I reached between my legs and slid my fingers inside my panties, touching myself while I pleasured her.

My clit sparked beneath my fingers, a sharp jolt of electricity running through my body. My hips trembled as the edge of my own orgasm rushed closer. But just before I could fall over it, her hand shot down and caught my wrist, pulling my fingers away.

“Not yet,” she whispered.

Her hips rolled against my mouth again, harder now. Her moans deepened and her body tensed as her pussy pulsed around my tongue. She was coming apart while denying me the same release, and the power of it made me dizzy.

When she was finished, I leaned back on my heels, breathless and aching.

“I want to watch you suck your husband’s cock before I let him fuck me,” she said calmly.

My eyes widened as the words sank in. Disbelief rippled through me, followed by a sharp jolt of heat.

Had she really just said what I thought she said?

I turned to my husband and parted my lips for him. Every nerve in my body felt lit up as if I were wired straight into the moment. Anticipation made my hands tremble at my sides. Behind him, my boss circled her swollen clit with slow, deliberate strokes, her eyes locked on the way I took him into my mouth.

But this time, Ben did not fuck my mouth gently.

This time, he was rough and hungry.

His hand fisted in my hair, holding me in place as he thrust his cock deep into my throat. The force made my eyes water, my breath stutter. He reached down and cupped my breasts, pinching my nipples sharply, then slapping the side of one breast with a quick crack that made me gasp around him.

The sting rippled through me and settled low between my legs. The roughness shocked me in the best possible way. My pussy throbbed with desperate need, aching to be touched, but the way he used my mouth and my body almost made that unnecessary.

Every time he pushed too deep or slapped my breast again, my entire body spasmed dangerously close to release.

“Fuck,” Ben hissed.

That was when my boss pulled him out of my mouth.

She leaned back against the desk at once, bracing herself with her hands behind her as she spread herself open for him. Her panties were still shoved to the side, her pussy slick and fully exposed. Her breasts rose and fell rapidly beneath her bra as she waited for him.

Ben stepped between her legs and angled himself toward her slit. His hands locked onto her hips. Then, without hesitation, he thrust inside her.

Her body jolted hard against the desk, the impact making her slap her palm against the surface beneath her. “Get over here, Paige,” she commanded.

I moved immediately, drawn in by the sound of her voice. I stepped to the edge of the desk near her head.

She gripped my hips and pulled me closer, guiding me into place. Then she angled her mouth to my pussy and started licking and sucking me with the same hunger I had shown her moments before. My eyes rolled back as the sensation hit me.

Heat tore through every inch of my body. I leaned forward and cupped her breasts through her bra, kneading them and tugging at her nipples through the fabric.

I had a perfect view as my husband fucked my boss.

He leaned forward and kissed me hard while his hands twisted my nipples sharply between his fingers. A jolt of pain and pleasure shot straight through me. The three of us moved together in a rhythm that felt impossible to separate. Breath, mouths, hands, hips, all of it tangled and synchronized.

Ben’s hands slid back to my boss’s hips as he drove himself into her harder. Each thrust grew deeper and more forceful. I felt his body tense as he pushed fully inside her until he was buried to the root.

She took all of him, her body relaxing around his thickness as she adjusted. He pressed his chest against mine while he fucked her beneath me, his mouth brushing my jaw with every movement. Each powerful thrust made her mouth shift against my pussy, her tongue never slowing.

His thick cock slid out of her and pushed back in again, steady and relentless. My boss sucked at my pussy like she needed it to breathe. My whole body shook as the pressure built higher and higher.

Ben twisted my nipples harder while sweeping his tongue along my lips. My breath came in broken gasps.

Then my boss swirled her tongue firmly around my clit.

My head fell back as a moan tore out of me. At the same time, Ben’s hand slid up around my throat and he bit gently at my earlobe, his teeth grazing my skin. My knees weakened. Desire flooded me from every direction at once. I was completely overwhelmed by it.

Ben moved in and out of her with slow, fluid strokes, his rhythm becoming more confident with every thrust. Her body had started to yield to him, softening, opening. The tight resistance from earlier had given way to slick, eager warmth. Her pussy welcomed his thick cock now, the stretch turning into something almost hypnotic. He pressed deeper, harder, the sound of their bodies connecting filling the room with wet, rhythmic slaps.

His pace quickened.

He was pounding into her now, hips driving forward with hungry precision. I reached forward without thinking, wrapping my arms around his neck to steady myself. My body still hummed from the intensity of her mouth, and every time he thrust, I could feel the movement ripple through both of us.

With his lips still close to my ear, he whispered something low and rough. “I’m going to shoot my load into her.”

That was all it took.

A tremor shot down my legs. My muscles tensed as if struck by a surge of electricity. “I’m going to come,” I warned, my voice shaking.

My knees buckled slightly and my orgasm burst through me like a lightning bolt. My whole body jolted forward, hunched over as the pleasure tore through me. I moaned uncontrollably while my boss devoured every pulse of it, her tongue relentless. She licked me clean, slow and greedy, until I sagged forward, breathless and trembling. My hands clutched Ben’s shoulders as I tried to keep from collapsing.

They both groaned at once.

A deep, guttural sound escaped Ben’s throat as his cock swelled inside her. It looked almost violent, the way his body surged forward, stretching her wide. For a moment, it seemed like he might split her apart. Her back arched, nails digging into his skin as she clung to him.

“Fuck,” Ben hissed, his voice raw.

He froze, every muscle tight. Then he came hard, buried deep inside her, pulsing with each thick release. Her own climax followed seconds later. She rocked her hips up to meet him, grinding against his cock, her mouth open in a silent moan as she came around him.

Their bodies locked together, suspended in that shared release.

Ben finally pulled out slowly, his cock glistening and wet. He staggered back and dropped into a nearby chair, sweat beading across his chest as he caught his breath.

I stayed draped over the desk for a moment, still shaky, my thighs slick with arousal. My eyes fell to my boss, still half-dressed, her chest rising and falling in rapid waves. Between her thighs, I could see my husband’s cum slowly seeping from her pussy, dripping in slow, messy trails.

I turned my head and met Ben’s gaze. He was grinning, panting softly, his face lit with something between pride and disbelief.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever done,” he said, still catching his breath.

I let out a breathy laugh. “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself,” he echoed, looking at me with genuine affection.

“Yeah,” Ms. Sterling added with a smirk. “I’d say you’re more open than you think.”

I blushed, my face flushing with heat. She wasn’t wrong. And Ben hadn’t been either. I’d been the only one resisting, clinging to the idea that this was something I shouldn’t want. But now, after everything we’d done, after what I’d felt—what I was still feeling—it was harder to pretend.

It had felt good. More than good.

I wasn’t supposed to want any of this. I wasn’t supposed to sleep with another woman. I definitely wasn’t supposed to do it with my boss, much less while my husband watched. But here I was, trembling and undone, still tingling in places I hadn’t even known could ache like this.

I didn’t know what it meant, or what would come next. But I did know one thing.

I was more willing now than I had ever been.

Ms. Sterling stood slowly, smoothing her blouse back into place, as if nothing about the last several minutes had been out of the ordinary. Her voice shifted into something more composed. “I suppose we should get back to the party.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied, smiling at her through the heat still buzzing beneath my skin.

She looked at me with a spark in her eye. “Ma’am,” she repeated, clearly enjoying the sound of it. “I like that.”

I had a feeling work was about to get a lot more interesting.
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