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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Sarah’s first day at her new job feels like any other.

Until she meets Marcus, the confident man across the floor.

His eyes linger. His words hint at more.

At home, she tells David what happened.

He doesn’t get jealous.

He gets excited.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Chapter 1 – The New Office

Sarah steps off the elevator onto the twelfth floor, smoothing the front of her skirt as she looks out over the open office. Desks line the room in rows broken up by low dividers, glass-walled meeting rooms glowing under the lights. She feels that first-day mix of nerves and determination. It isn’t her first job, but it’s still the same sensation—not fitting in until she finds her place.

The receptionist walks her down the aisle and points out the copy room, the break room, and the bathrooms before stopping at a cubicle near the center of the floor. “This will be you,” she says brightly.

“Thanks.” Sarah sets her bag down and takes a slow breath.

She unpacks the few things she brought from home: a small plant in a white ceramic pot, her favorite notepad, and a framed photo of her and David from last summer. In the picture, he has his arm around her, both of them laughing on the patio. She sets it on the desk where she can see it. It makes the space feel less empty.

“Are you the new analyst?”

The voice is deep but friendly. She turns, and for a moment forgets what she meant to say.

The man standing just outside her cubicle is tall, broad-shouldered, his jacket folded over one arm and his tie loosened at the collar. His skin is smooth and dark, his presence easy, the kind of man who seems comfortable no matter where he is.

“Yes,” she says, straightening a little.

“I’m Marcus.” He extends a hand.

“Sarah.” She takes it. His palm is warm, his grip confident without being forceful.

“Welcome aboard. First days can be rough. If you need anything, I’m around.” His eyes flick briefly to the photo on her desk before coming back to hers.

“Thanks, I’ll keep that in mind,” she says with a shy smile.

He gives a short nod and moves off down the row.

Sarah exhales, lowering herself into her chair. She opens her laptop, logs in, and tells herself to focus. But the warmth of his handshake lingers, and the ease in his voice plays back in her head while she works through forms and system tutorials.

The morning fills quickly. Claire, her manager, stops by to check on her and give her a schedule of meetings. Several coworkers lean over the divider to introduce themselves. Sarah writes their names in her notepad, knowing she’ll forget most by tomorrow. She does her best to smile and sound interested even as the flow of new information makes her head buzz.

From where she sits, she can see Marcus across the floor with his team. He laughs at something, the sound carrying easily over the hum of conversation. She tells herself not to stare, but catches herself glancing that way again anyway. Once, he looks back. Their eyes meet. His smile is quick but not careless. She drops her gaze before it lasts too long.

By midmorning, she needs a break. She heads to the kitchen, grateful for a few minutes out of sight. She pours a cup of coffee, taking a sip before she’s even set the pot down.

“First day holding up?”

Her stomach jumps. She turns and sees Marcus at the counter, filling his own mug.

“Trying to,” she says with a laugh. “Too many names. I’ll be lucky if I remember three of them tomorrow.”

“You’ll be fine,” he says. “The important one you already know.”

She blinks, unsure if he means it the way it sounds. “Oh?”

He raises the mug to his lips and takes a slow drink, his eyes holding hers for a beat before he swallows. Then he smiles faintly. “Claire. She’s the one you have to keep happy.”

Relief and something else mix in her chest. “Right,” she says, forcing a smile.

“Don’t worry. She likes people who do the work. You’ll be good.”

“Thanks,” she says, setting her cup down. “I should get back.”

“See you around.” He leaves the room as easily as he entered, unhurried, leaving Sarah to breathe out slowly once the door shuts behind him.

Back at her desk, she tries to dive into the onboarding modules, but her concentration slips. The image of him raising his mug and watching her stays in her mind. She tells herself it was nothing, just a man making conversation, but she can still feel her pulse quicken when she thinks about it.

Around eleven, she’s called into a small meeting room with three others from her team. She sits at the end of the table, quiet, absorbing acronyms and schedules she’ll need to learn. Halfway through, Marcus steps in to drop off a set of files. He nods to the group, then looks at her, his gaze lingering just long enough for her to notice before he leaves again.

Her pen stills on the page. She forces herself to keep taking notes, though she has no idea what she’s writing.

By noon, her head feels heavy from staring at screens. She’s halfway through a set of compliance modules when Claire appears at her desk.

“We’re heading out for lunch,” Claire says. “There’s a deli on the corner. Want to come?”

Sarah hesitates. She usually prefers eating alone on the first day, as it's a chance to breathe without being “on,” but she knows refusing would look unfriendly. “Sure,” she says, reaching for her purse.

They gather at the elevator—six in all. Claire, two analysts Sarah’s already met, another she hasn’t, and Marcus. He stands at the back of the group, jacket folded neatly over his arm. On the short walk to the deli, Sarah listens as the others discuss deadlines and office gossip. She doesn’t say much, trying to catch the rhythm of the group.

At the deli, they squeeze into a booth, three on each side. Sarah slides in first. When Marcus sits across from her, she feels a faint jolt in her chest. She tells herself it’s a coincidence, but she can’t ignore the awareness that runs through her body now that he’s facing her directly.

The conversation flows easily. The two analysts talk about a client meeting that ran long. Claire complains about the quality of the coffee back at the office. Marcus doesn’t dominate, but when he speaks, people listen.

“So, Sarah,” one of the analysts asks, “what kind of projects did you handle at your last job?”

She explains, careful not to ramble, describing her focus on data analysis and reporting.

“Sounds like you’ll fit right in here,” Marcus says when she finishes. His tone is simple, but his eyes stay on her for a moment longer than anyone else’s.

Sarah feels warmth rise in her cheeks. She looks down at her sandwich and nods. “Hope so.”

Claire changes the subject, and the group shifts back into easy chatter. Still, Sarah is acutely aware of Marcus across from her, the way his thick forearms rest on the table, the sound of his voice when he laughs.

When the meal ends, Marcus grabs the bill before anyone else can. “I’ve got this one,” he says, sliding it toward Claire to put on the company card. The gesture is smooth, practiced.

On the walk back, he falls in beside Sarah. “How’s the first day so far?” he asks.

“Busy,” she says. “I feel like I’ve been given a hundred things and I’ll forget ninety of them by tomorrow.”

“That’s normal. Just make sure you remember the ten that matter.”

“Which ten?”

He gives her a look that makes her wonder if she asked the wrong question. “Stick with me,” he says. “I’ll point them out.”

She laughs lightly, unsure if he means it seriously. “I’ll hold you to that.”

Back at her desk, she dives into more modules, determined to focus. But the effort it takes to keep her mind from wandering irritates her. She knows she’s paying too much attention to one man on a floor of forty. She knows she’s supposed to be learning acronyms and file paths, not memorizing the way his eyes held hers when he told her she’d fit.

At three, she’s called into a project meeting. The glass-walled room is already half full when she arrives. She chooses a seat near the corner, opens a shared document on her laptop, and waits. Marcus walks in a minute later, files in hand, and takes a seat across from her.

The discussion is rapid, dense with jargon. Sarah listens carefully, trying to absorb the flow. Marcus speaks twice, each time cutting through the noise with steady authority. His confidence is obvious; people lean toward him when he talks.

At one point, he makes a point about risk allocation, then glances across the table. His eyes catch hers. He doesn’t look away. She feels her stomach tighten as the silence stretches just long enough to notice before he turns back to his notes.

Sarah looks down quickly, pretending to type. Her pulse drums in her ears.

After the meeting, she returns to her desk and finds a Slack notification. Marcus has added her to a shared project channel with a quick message: Welcome to the circus.

She types back before she can overthink: Thanks. Looking forward to it.

The afternoon drags. She completes two more modules, fills out a benefits form, and still feels like she’s hardly made a dent in the mountain of onboarding tasks. Around four, the copier across from her pod jams. She stands, opening the side panel, tugging at a stubborn piece of paper.

“Careful,” Marcus says, appearing beside her. “If you pull from that side, it tears.”

She looks up at him. “Oh? You sound experienced.”

“I’ve jammed this thing more times than I can count. What happened to the paperless office we were promised?” He leans past her, reaching for a hidden clip. The page slides out cleanly. He holds it up. “See?”

“Show-off,” she says, smiling despite herself.

“Somebody has to keep the place running.”

For a brief second, they stand close, the warmth of his body evident even though he hasn’t touched her. Then he steps back, handing her the freed page.

“Thanks,” she says, tucking it into the stack.

“Anytime.” He nods, moving away with that same unhurried ease.

Sarah returns to her desk, but her hands are restless on the keyboard. She keeps replaying the copier moment, how close he stood, how quick the banter felt.

By late afternoon, the office has quieted. People are finishing tasks, some chatting in low voices, others slipping out early. Sarah tries to concentrate on the last module in her queue, but the words blur together. She reads the same sentence three times and still can’t recall what it said.

She rubs her temples, closing her eyes for a moment. First days are always exhausting, she tells herself. Too many introductions, too much to absorb, too much smiling. That’s all this is. But even as she says it, she knows there’s more. The truth is, she can’t stop noticing Marcus.

She hears his voice across the room, calm but firm, as he talks with one of his team members. She tries not to look, but when she finally glances up, she sees him leaning over a desk, one hand braced on the divider, the other gesturing as he explains something. His posture is easy, but there’s no mistaking the authority in the way he carries himself.

When he straightens and his gaze sweeps the room, their eyes meet again. This time, he doesn’t smile, but he doesn’t look away either. It lasts only a second, but Sarah feels it everywhere—like he has seen her, not just glanced past her. She quickly looks back at her screen, heart racing.

She types a note to herself in the open document just to steady her fingers. Stop it. Focus.

At four-thirty, Claire passes by and says, “Good job today, Sarah. First days are the worst. Don’t worry about finishing everything. Just get through what you can.”

“Thanks,” Sarah says.

“You’ll find your rhythm. By next week, you’ll feel like you’ve been here forever.”

Claire moves on, and Sarah exhales. She tidies her desk, shuffling papers she hasn’t needed but wanted to keep close. She takes another look at the framed photo of her and David. For a moment, guilt creeps in—guilt for feeling anything at all for someone else on her very first day. But she pushes it down. She hasn’t done anything wrong. Looking isn’t betrayal.

Still, the thought of telling David about Marcus makes her stomach flip. Not from fear, but from something sharper, something she doesn’t quite want to name.

At five, people begin leaving in steady waves. Coats pulled from chairs, bags slung over shoulders, cheerful goodbyes called across the rows. Sarah hesitates, not wanting to be the first one out but not wanting to linger either. She slips her laptop into her bag, tucks the photo into a side pocket, and stands.

As she steps into the aisle, Marcus’s voice comes from behind her. “Heading out?”

She turns. He’s standing a few desks away, jacket over his arm again, that familiar calm in his expression.

“Yeah,” she says. “First day’s officially done.”

“How was it?”

“Overwhelming.” She smiles, trying to keep it light. “Ask me again in a week.”

“You’ll be fine,” he says. “You fit right in.”

She nods, unsure what to say. “See you tomorrow.”

“See you, Sarah.”

She turns toward the elevator, her pulse quickening. His voice saying her name stays with her as she presses the button and waits for the doors to slide open.

The ride down feels longer than it should. She studies the brushed metal wall, pretending she isn’t replaying the whole day. But she is—his handshake, his comment in the break room, the way he looked at her in the meeting, his body close beside her at the copier, and now the parting words at the end.

By the time she steps outside, the city air hits her hard and cool. She joins the stream of commuters heading for the trains, slipping into the rhythm of shuffling feet and muted conversations. She finds a seat near the window, sets her bag on her lap, and watches the city blur past as the train pulls away from the station.

Her mind drifts back over the day in detail. She remembers Marcus’s eyes meeting hers across the break room table, the way he held her gaze just a moment too long. She remembers how close he stood at the copier, his arm brushing past hers as he reached into the machine, the warmth of his body so near. She remembers the half-smile when he told her she’d fit.

She tries to dismiss it all as harmless. Maybe he’s like that with everyone, easy with his words, comfortable in his skin. Maybe she’s just reading into it because she’s new and uncertain. But deep down, she knows better. Men don’t hold eye contact that way by accident. They don’t say things with that particular calm unless they mean them to be heard twice.

Sarah leans her head against the window, closing her eyes for a moment. She thinks of David. She thinks of the photo on her desk, his arm wrapped around her, the years behind them. She knows she’ll tell him about Marcus. She’s never hidden things like this from him. But the thought of telling him doesn’t calm her the way it should. It excites her.

The train sways gently as it speeds through the tunnel, the sound filling the silence. She shifts in her seat, restless. She tells herself it’s just the adrenaline of the first day, that by tomorrow, it will settle into a routine. But even as she makes the promise, she knows it’s not true. Marcus has unsettled something in her, and it won’t disappear overnight.

By the time the train reaches her stop, she has accepted it: she will think about him tonight. She will picture his eyes, his voice, his body close to hers. And when David asks how her first day was, she will have to decide how much of the truth she’s ready to tell.

Sarah steps off the train, joining the crowd heading for the exit. Her heels click against the platform, steady but quick. She tells herself to breathe, to hold it together, to remember that nothing has happened. Not yet.

But as she pushes through the turnstile and out into the evening air, one thought presses hard in her chest, impossible to ignore. She liked the way Marcus looked at her. She liked it more than she should.

And she knows this is only the beginning.


Chapter 2 – Pillow Talk

Sarah unlocks the door and steps inside with the careful quiet she uses when she’s still half in the office. The house smells like garlic and rosemary; the kitchen light is on. David is at the stove in a T-shirt and jeans, stirring a pan with one hand, a glass of red wine within reach.

“You’re late,” he says, smiling over his shoulder. “Which means it went well or terribly.”

“Well,” she says, dropping her bag on the bench by the door. “I think.”

“Good.” He turns off the burner and faces her fully. “You look… charged.”

“Do I?”

“Mm.” He studies her the way only he does, patient and curious. “Tell me.”

“Give me a minute to change and wash up,” she says as he walks to the bedroom. She removes her blouse and skirt, then slips into her favorite sweats and an old T-shirt. She washes her hands in the bathroom, buying time. The water runs hot over her fingers.

When she returns to the kitchen, David plates the pasta, sets the dishes at the island, and waits. He’s not rushing her; he never does. That’s both what makes this easy and what makes it feel serious.

“It was the usual first-day stuff,” she starts, sitting. “Forms. Logins. Too many names.”

He slides a glass toward her. “And?”

“And I think I’m going to like it.” She twirls a forkful of pasta, then sets the fork down again. “My manager’s competent. The team seems normal.”

“Normal is underrated.”

She nods. She aims for the safest details first: the way the floor is laid out, the conference rooms with writers’ names on the glass, the break room coffee she pretended to like. David asks small questions that show he’s paying attention. He always listens this way, the conversation moving without friction. She relaxes, the day unfolding as she speaks.

She doesn’t intend to mention Marcus. Not yet. It’s right there, though—close to the surface, pushing forward on its own. When she tries to go around it, she hears how she’s avoiding it. It makes the rest of her story sound thinner than it should.

“There’s a guy on my floor,” she says finally, almost like she’s changing subjects when she isn’t. “Marcus.”

David doesn’t blink. “Coworker?”

“Yeah.”

“What’s he like?”

“Taller than he needs to be,” she says before she can stop herself. She winces and then laughs. “Confident. The kind who seems comfortable everywhere.”

“Your type,” David says, amused.

“I don’t have a type.”

“You do. You just don’t like to admit it because I’m not it.”

She looks down at her plate, smiling despite herself. “He helped me with a printer jam.”

He rolls his eyes. “Be still, my heart.”

“And he said a couple of things that… I don’t know.” She lifts a shoulder. “Maybe I read too much into it.”

David takes a sip of wine. “What did he say?”

“In the break room, he told me I already knew the ‘important’ name to remember. Then said he meant Claire.” She pauses. “But it didn’t feel like that at first.”

“Because of how he said it.”

“Because of how he looked at me when he said it.”

David’s eyes warm. “Huh.”

“And at lunch, he sat across from me.” She hears her own voice quicken and slows it. “It’s probably nothing. Coincidence.”

“Maybe.”

“In a meeting, he made a point and then—” She stops, searching for the simplest version. “He looked at me. Not long. Just long enough that I noticed.”

David holds her gaze now, the way Marcus did across the conference table, except David’s attention doesn’t make her nervous. It makes her feel safe.

“Keep going,” he says.

She does. The copier moment. The end-of-day goodbye. The train ride home, where she tried to talk herself out of how it felt. She leaves nothing out that matters, which is how she has always talked to him, and when she runs out of detail, she goes quiet, a little breathless.

David doesn’t tease. He doesn’t roll his eyes or pretend to be jealous. He sets his fork down and leans on his elbows. “And how did it feel,” he asks softly, “to have a man look at you like that?”

She doesn’t answer right away. An honest answer will change the air in the room.

“Good,” she says finally. “It felt good.”

He nods once, as if she has confirmed something he already knew. “I like it when men notice you.”

She blinks. “You do?”

“Yeah, I do.”

He says it without a grin, without a wink, without the deflection of a joke.

“Why?” she asks.

“Because I like the truth.” He lifts a palm as if to keep the moment clear. “You’re beautiful. You’re desirable. Other men noticing doesn’t undo anything between us. It says the world hasn’t gone blind.”

She sits back, absorbing that. “Most husbands don’t say stuff like that.”

“I’m not most husbands.”

“No,” she says, smiling. “You’re not.”

He studies her face, reading her the way he always does. “Tell me the part you didn’t say on the first pass.”

She laughs under her breath. “What do you think I didn’t say?”

“That you liked how it changed your body. Not just your mood.”

Heat rises under her skin. “David.”

“Am I wrong?”

She shakes her head once. “No.”

He exhales, pleased but gentle. “Then say it.”

She looks at her hands. “It made me feel… awake. Like my skin remembered I have one.”

He waits. She doesn’t stop.

“And on the train, I kept replaying it. The way he stood near me at the copier. The way he said my name on the way out.”

David’s jaw flexes. Not with anger. With something close to want.

“Sarah,” he says. “Tell me more.”

They finish eating slowly, talking in this new register that isn’t an argument and isn’t a performance, just an honest accounting with a current running under it. He asks small questions and she answers them. Did Marcus touch her? No. Did she want him to? She hesitates, then says she’s not sure, which is almost the same as yes. Did she think about what would happen if she didn’t step back at the copier? She nods once, eyes on her plate.

When the dishes are rinsed and stacked to dry, David turns off the kitchen light, and they move to the couch with their glasses, sitting close. The house is quiet. Street noise comes in through the slightly open window.

“I want you to tell me everything,” he says. “When he speaks to you. When he looks at you. When you feel it.”

She searches his face. “You really want that?”

“I do.”

“You don’t feel threatened by it?”

He shakes his head. “I like it. The idea of another man wanting you makes me… I don’t know the word for it. Hard is one of them.”

She laughs, startled, then covers her mouth. “David.”

“I’m not kidding.” He leans in a little. “Tell me what you were wearing.”

She tilts her head. “You saw me come home.”

“Tell me anyway. Describe it for me.”

She describes the skirt. The blouse. The way she hesitated over a second button and then left it undone because it felt less stiff. She tells him how she set their photo on the desk first and how Marcus’s eyes flicked to it and back to her face. She tells him about lunch, about the bill sliding across the table, about the shared Slack channel, about “Welcome to the circus.”

David listens like each detail has its own weight. He asks what Marcus’s voice sounds like. She tries to imitate it and fails, and he grins at her and asks again, and she tries better. He asks if she could smell his cologne at the copier. She says no, only printer heat and paper dust. He asks if Marcus’s body felt close. She nods once, then twice.

“Say it,” he whispers.

“Close.”

He inhales through his nose. Then he touches her knee, just a gentle weight of his hand, and her breath stutters.

“I like this,” he says. “You telling me.”

“Why?” she asks again.

“Because I like the idea of you being wanted and choosing me.” He pauses. “And because I like the idea of you choosing what you want, even when it isn’t me.”

She stares at him. That second sentence lands deeper than the first. “You mean that?”

“Yes.”

She leans back into the couch, stunned. The room changes again, not in temperature but in pressure. “What are you saying?”

“That if this stays in your head, I’ll want to hear it. And if it ever steps outside your head…” He stops, making sure she’s with him. “I’ll want to hear that too.”

Her heart kicks up a notch. “That doesn’t make you jealous?”

“I’m jealous all the time,” he says simply. “But jealous doesn’t mean no. It means I want you so much I feel it when someone else sees what I see.”

She breathes once, twice. “I didn’t expect this.”

“I’ve thought about it more than I’ve said.”

He waits, letting that sit. She lets it sit with him.

“Say something,” he says, not pushing, only inviting.

She swallows. “It makes me feel like my chest is too tight and my legs are too warm.”

He closes his eyes for a second. “Good.”

She laughs again, shaky now. “This is crazy.”

“It’s honest.”

They fall quiet. The window lets in a car horn from the next block, then a dog barking, then nothing again. She feels the small movements of her own breath, the tremor in her thighs, the way her mind keeps switching between the kitchen, the copier, the train.

“Do you want me to stop talking about him?” she asks.

“No.” His hand tightens on her knee. “Tell me more.”

She does. The conference room. The held look. How she had to pretend to type because her heart was too loud. How she wrote Stop it. Focus in a draft to steady her hands. How she told herself she’d keep it to herself and then walked in the door and told him everything.

“That last part,” he says, smiling. “That’s my favorite.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s so you.”

She leans into him, forehead to his shoulder. He rests his chin in her hair. The contact grounds her. Her pulse evens out. And then, because it’s part of the truth, she says, “I want to keep telling you. Tomorrow. If anything happens.”

He nods against her. “I want that.”

She shifts back to see his face. “Even if it… gets more?”

“Yes.”

She studies him for any sign of performance. There isn’t one. He holds her eyes the way he did when they first started talking about this years ago, without naming it.

“What do you want me to do?” she asks, surprising herself with the question. “If he asks me to get a drink after work. If he… if it’s more than looking.”

David takes a breath. “I want you to tell me before you say or do anything. If you can.” Another breath. “And I want you to tell me after. All of it.”

Her cheeks heat. “All of it?”

“Yes.” He smiles, small and relieved. “This is the part where I admit I like details.”

She laughs into her hand again. “I knew that.”

He kisses her then, a soft press that’s more thank-you than demand. When he pulls back, he’s flushed. “So. Right now. Tell me one more thing.”

“What?”

“When he said your name at the end of the day,” David says, “how did he say it?”

She closes her eyes and hears it. The elevator, the hall, the end-of-day hush. See you, Sarah.

“Like that,” she whispers. “Calm. Close enough to feel it.”

David’s hand slides higher on her thigh. Not urgent. Not yet. “And how did it make you feel?”

“Like I wanted to hear it again.”

He exhales, rough at the edges now. “Good.”

They move together without speaking for a while, the conversation still in the room even as it shifts into touch. His hands are careful. Hers are, too. The difference tonight is the presence of another man’s name between them, not as a threat but as a current, and it changes everything without breaking anything. When David lifts his mouth from hers, he says, “Tell me when you think of him,” and she nods, because that’s the rule they’ve just made.

Later, in the quiet after, they lie on their backs, shoulders touching. The house hums. Sarah stares at the ceiling and feels both sated and restless in a way that makes sense only because of the conversation they just had.

“You okay?” David asks.

“Yeah.” She turns her head. “You?”

“I’m more than okay.” His smile is unmistakable in the dim. “I feel like I learned something I already knew.”

“What’s that?”

“That I like it when my wife is noticed,” he says. “And I like it even more when she tells me.”

She threads her fingers through his. “I’ll tell you.”

“Good.”

She closes her eyes and lets the day reassemble itself one last time: the office, the kitchen, the couch. Marcus’s voice. David’s voice. The way one layered over the other without cancelling it. Shock and intrigue braided together into something warmer, something she isn’t ready to name but isn’t going to hide.

When she drifts, it’s with the sense that the line she used to imagine around her life has softened, not because anything has crossed it, but because they’ve redrawn it together. Tomorrow can come. If Marcus looks at her again, she will notice. If he speaks to her, she will listen. And when she comes home, she will tell David the truth, the way she always has, only now with permission tucked inside the telling, and that alone leaves her flushed and awake in the dark long after the house goes quiet.


Chapter 3 – Coffee Breaks

Sarah slips into the office a little earlier than usual and feels calmer the moment she sits. The floor is quieter at eight-forty-five. She likes the way the lights feel softer before everyone arrives, the way the air seems to hold still for a few minutes. She powers up her laptop, checks messages, and pulls her hair back into a loose clip she packed in her bag.

A soft voice sounds from the next pod. “Hey. You must be Sarah.”

She turns. The cubicle that was empty on her first day isn’t empty anymore. The woman who peeks around the divider is a cute blonde with a quick smile, round cheeks, and curves Sarah notices at once: bigger breasts than hers under a fitted sweater, a bottom that fills her pencil skirt so completely the fabric looks chosen for it.

“I’m Belinda,” she says. “I was out yesterday. Sorry I missed you.”

“Sarah.” They shake hands across the divider. “No worries. First day. I’m still getting my bearings.”

Belinda laughs. “I’ve been here a year and I still pretend to know where things are. If you ever need a second pair of eyes, ask. I cover Claire’s projects when things get crazy.”

“That’s good to know,” Sarah says. “I’m still figuring out Claire’s calendar.”

“Everyone is.”

They fall into the easy first-day exchange: where they’re from, where they live now, how long they’ve been in the city. Belinda grew up in Nebraska, moved here after college, and swears she’ll leave every winter until spring talks her into staying. Sarah tells her that she and David live on the east side, that she likes the commute when she can read, and hates it when the train stalls. Belinda nods like she agrees with all of it.

“Who’s been helping you?” Belinda asks.

“Claire. And Marcus, a little.”

Belinda’s brows lift, almost nothing at all. “Marcus is good at onboarding. He pretends he’s not, but he is.”

Sarah tries to hear nothing in the way Belinda says his name. She can’t help noticing the pause before the compliment, the tiny smile that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. When Belinda turns to her screen, Sarah watches the other woman’s gaze flick sideways toward Marcus’s side of the floor and then away again fast, as if she wanted to check something and didn’t want anyone to see her checking.

Sarah files it away without a word.

By nine, the traffic at the coffeemaker starts. Sarah takes her mug and heads for the break room. Marcus arrives as she’s reaching for the sugar packets.

“Morning,” he says, easy as always.

“Morning.” She tears one packet, tips it in. “You always time this perfectly.”

“I come here when the coffee is least bad.” He leans on the counter. “How’s your new neighbor?”

“Belinda? Friendly.”

“She is,” he says. “She’ll save you in meetings if Claire starts throwing acronyms.”

Sarah smiles into her cup. “Good. I probably need it.”

He glances at the mug in her hand. “You always take one sugar?”

“You paying this much attention to everyone’s coffee?”

“Only yours.” His mouth twitches like he knows exactly what he’s doing.

“Dangerous answer,” she says.

“Only if you’re dangerous,” he says back.

She feels it in her stomach and looks down to hide it. “I should get back.”

“Me too.” He lifts his cup in a small salute. “Later, Sarah.”

Back at her pod, Belinda is typing fast and chewing on her bottom lip, a habit that draws Sarah’s eye to her mouth and then, unwillingly, to her chest. When Belinda notices Sarah return, she swivels.

“Coffee any good?” Belinda asks.

“It’s coffee,” Sarah says. “Barely.”

“Come with me next time,” Belinda says. “There’s a cart downstairs that does it better.”

“Deal.”

They work in companionable silence for a while, trading small favors without calling them favors—Belinda forwards Sarah a set of templates; Sarah catches a typo in a slide and fixes it without making a fuss about it. Twice, while Sarah is concentrating, she feels Belinda’s attention drift past her and out to the wider floor. When Sarah follows the line of it, Marcus is there, talking with someone, laughing once. Belinda’s eyes go soft and then hard again, like she remembered to hide something.

At eleven, Claire pings them both. Meeting in Hawthorne in five.

They sit together at one end of the table. Marcus walks in late, drops a file on the glass, and apologizes with a grin. The team runs through status and blockers. Sarah contributes a couple of small notes. When Marcus makes a point about sequencing and asks if the table agrees, his eyes land on Sarah for a beat and then on Belinda for another. Belinda’s posture changes by an inch, a small lift like she put herself on display.

After the meeting, Belinda stands and stretches. The movement pulls her sweater tight. She notices Sarah noticing, but doesn’t seem bothered.

“Want to grab that cart?” she asks.

“Sure.”

They take the elevator down. In the line, they make more small talk: favorite spots for lunch, who’s good at what on the floor, which managers hoard credit and which spread it around. Belinda mentions a boyfriend she “isn’t seeing anymore” without details. Sarah says she’s married and watches as Belinda notices her ring and nods.

“Ever think about moving to a different team?” Sarah asks as they wait.

“Sometimes,” Belinda says. “Then someone makes it interesting.”

“Someone?”

Belinda laughs it off. “A project. Relax.”

They bring cups back upstairs. On the way through the kitchen, Marcus is rinsing his. He looks up, taking both of them in, his eyes flicking to Sarah first and then, almost as quickly, to Belinda. He nods in that general, safe way that says hello to two people at once. Belinda’s smile answers the part that might be just for her.

The afternoon is easier than the morning. Sarah finishes a training sequence, drafts a summary, and gets a quick thumbs-up from Claire. The rhythm of the room carries her. She likes sitting next to Belinda. She also doesn’t like that she likes it, because liking it makes her notice the way Belinda keeps looking at Marcus like there’s a history there, or she wants one.

Two days slide by like that. Coffee with Marcus for a few minutes at a time. Belinda’s friendly chatter interrupted by quiet glances she thinks no one sees. Marcus’s attention bouncing between them and everyone else with the same cool confidence that makes it hard to tell what is special and what is just good manners.

At home, Sarah studies her closet longer. She runs a finger along silk and cotton, holds up a blouse, sets it down, chooses another. She isn’t dressing for Marcus, she tells herself; she’s dressing like a woman who likes being seen as professional, someone who makes an effort. The difference might be thin, but it matters to her. She puts on sheer black tights one morning because she likes the way they make her legs feel under a pencil skirt. She buttons a white shirt and leaves the second button open because anything higher feels stiff. She switches to a bra that lifts more. She adds mascara she usually skips on workdays.

David notices the changes without saying anything the first two mornings. He watches her move from mirror to dresser to the closet with the quiet in his eyes she knows means he’s thinking. On the third morning, he leans on the doorframe while she fastens an earring.

“You look good,” he says.

“Thank you.”

“You looked good yesterday, too.”

She smiles, not looking at him. “Are you fishing?”

“Always.” He steps behind her and kisses the place where her neck meets her shoulder. “This is new.”

“The blouse?” she asks, though they both know what he means.

“The way you’re wearing it,” he says. “Were you thinking about him?”

She meets his eyes in the mirror. “Yes.”

He breathes out slowly and nods. “Okay.”

“Okay?”

“I want you to tell me when you are.” He taps her hip, then steps back. “Text me if something happens.”

“What would ‘something’ be?”

“You’ll know,” he says, smiling like he knows she will.

At work that day, the current under everything feels stronger. Belinda starts the morning by dropping a file on Sarah’s desk and whispering, “You’re saving me,” before hurrying to a meeting. Sarah blushes at the gratitude and gets back to work. In the break room, Marcus arrives while she’s filling the kettle for tea.

“You’re a tea person?” he asks.

“Sometimes.”

“You read complicated docs before lunch?”

“If I can.”

“I like that,” he says. “Saves the afternoon for fighting fires.”

“Do you fight a lot of fires?”

“Only the ones the rest of them start.” The corner of his mouth lifts. “Are you getting bored of me ambushing your coffee breaks?”

“If I get bored, you’ll know,” she says.

“I doubt that,” he says.

Belinda walks in halfway through and stops like she’s surprised to see both of them together, even though there’s nothing unusual about it at all. She brightens, comes to the counter for water, and chats with them both easily. Still, Sarah notices the way Belinda’s eyes go to Marcus’s mouth when he smiles, then to his hands. Belinda leaves a minute before Sarah does, taking her cup and a quick breath.

Marcus watches her go. “She’s good on Claire’s projects,” he says.

“I like sitting next to her.”

He looks back at Sarah. “You and everyone else.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Means she’s good,” he says. “That’s all.”

Sarah doesn’t push. She knows when a door is being kept shut.

By Friday, Sarah’s awareness of her own outfits turns into a small ritual. She lays things out the night before: skirt, blouse, tights, heels; the bra that lifts her just enough to make her feel pretty without trying hard. She doesn’t tell herself she’s dressing for Marcus anymore. She is. She also knows she’d still want to look like this even if he didn’t walk past her desk twice a day and say her name like he owns the right to say it.

That night, David watches her undress slowly. He sits on the bed while she hangs the blouse on the chair and peels the tights down her legs with careful fingers.

“Did he look at you today?” he asks.

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“In the kitchen. At the meeting. Across the floor.”

“What did he notice?”

“My shirt. My legs. I don’t know. He didn’t say.”

“He didn’t have to,” David says, voice roughening.

She climbs into bed and he follows, close behind, nosing her hair aside to mouth her neck. His hand slides between her thighs and finds her wet.

“You thought about him all day,” he says.

“I tried not to,” she whispers.

“Liar.”

She laughs once, breathless. “Yes.”

He turns her onto her back and kisses her, slowly at first. Then he pulls away to look at her face. “Tell me about the coffee breaks.” He slides his hand up her thigh, and she spreads her legs for him. She keeps her eyes on his, and he lightly touches her panties.

“He holds the door,” she says. “He teases me. He remembers how I take it.” She lifts her hips so he can slide her panties down her legs.

“How do you take it?” His voice is rougher than before.

“One sugar,” she says, and then David’s fingers press inside her, and she can’t talk for a moment because her body answers faster than her mouth.

When she catches her breath, she tells him about Belinda. About the way the blonde keeps watching Marcus when she thinks no one is looking. David’s eyebrows lift, interested.

“Does he look back?” he asks.

“Sometimes,” Sarah says. “He sees everything.”

David’s thumb circles her clit, and she gasps. “Tell me what you wore today,” he says.

“You saw me.”

“Say it.”

“Black skirt. White shirt. Tights.”

“What did he say to you?”

“‘Morning, Sarah.’” She smiles. “He always says my name.”

“How?”

“Like he’s testing it.”

David groans and slides lower, kissing her belly, then her hips, then the top of her thigh. He pushes her knees wider and licks her slowly, one long stroke that makes her arch off the bed. She grips the sheet and lets the day flood her again—break room, meeting, the feel of being watched without a hand on her. David eats her until she’s shaking and then pauses to look up.

“Say his name,” he says.

She hesitates for a heartbeat, heat mixed with shame and permission, and then she says it. “Marcus.”

David’s tongue flicks faster. She says it again, louder, and he groans against her pussy like the sound goes straight into him. He fucks her with his mouth until she shudders, the orgasm hitting hard, her thighs clamping on his face while she cries out.

He crawls up and kisses her, his mouth wet with her. “Turn over,” he says.

She rolls onto her stomach and lifts her hips. He drags her back to him, kneeling behind her. The blunt head of his cock slides over her, and she moans into the pillow.

“Who did you put that skirt on for?” he asks, guiding himself to her entrance.

“Marcus,” she whispers.

He pushes in slow and deep. She feels the stretch and then the full body relief of being filled. He rocks once, twice, then sets a thick rhythm that makes the mattress squeak. She meets every thrust, greedy for it, shameless now.

“You want him to see your ass in it?” David asks, voice tight.

“Yes.”

“You want him to know how wet you are right now?”

“Yes,” she gasps. “Yes.”

He fucks her harder. The slap of skin on skin gets louder. She pushes back into him, hair loose over her shoulders, hands gripping the edge of the mattress. She gives up trying to be quiet.

“Say his name,” he growls.

“Marcus,” she moans, and the way she says it tips her again. She orgasms around David’s cock with a raw sound, clenching so hard it drags a shout from him.

He pulls out and flips her onto her back, shoving back in deep, one hand under her knee to open her wider. He pounds her, jaw tight, eyes on her mouth as she keeps saying it, both of them whispering and then not whispering at all.

“Tell me what he’d do,” David says, breath breaking. “Tell me what you want him to do.”

“He’d push me against the counter in the break room,” she says, wild with it now. “He’d put his hand up my skirt in the hallway. He’d fuck me in that Hawthorne room with the door barely shut.”

David’s eyes go dark. “Yeah?”

“Yes,” she cries. “Yes.”

“Whose pussy is this?” he asks, not like a threat but like he needs to hear it.

“Yours,” she says. “Yours.”

He kisses her hard enough to bruise. “Say his name while I cum in it.”

“Marcus,” she moans. “Marcus, Marcus—”

He jerks, groans, and cums deep inside her, hips grinding while he spills. She holds him there with her legs locked around his waist and rides the last pulses out, whimpering with each one.

They stay tangled for a long minute, breathing hard. When he finally slips out, the wet heat runs down her, and she doesn’t move. He presses his forehead to hers, smiling, flushed.

“Shit,” he says.

She laughs shakily. “We’re insane.”

“I like this,” he says, and kisses her again.

Later, when she showers, the hot water hits the marks his hands left on her hips, and she bites her lip and smiles. She thinks about how she will look in the morning when she walks into the office in that same black skirt, about Belinda’s glance across the floor, about Marcus lifting his coffee and saying her name.

On Monday, she takes even more care with what she wears. She chooses a soft gray dress that skims her waist and ends just above the knee. She adds a thin belt. She puts on new nude tights and the heels that make her posture better without punishing her. In the mirror, she sees a woman who knows what she wants to be seen.

David watches from the bed. “Text me when he talks to you,” he says.

“I will.”

On the train, she thinks about Belinda again. About the small, hungry glance she keeps catching. Sarah doesn’t feel protective of Marcus. She barely knows him. But she does feel competitive in a way she hasn’t felt in years, not because she thinks she and Belinda are playing the same game, but because she has already chosen the rules she wants to play by, and they are different. She will not flirt loudly. She will not crowd him. She will let him see her and decide.

At ten, she and Marcus reach the coffeemaker at the same time. He pauses when he sees the dress.

“Morning,” he says.

“Morning.”

“You changed something.”

“Did I?”

He looks over the dress once, respectfully, then back at her eyes. “You did.”

“Better?”

He smiles. “Dangerous.”

She smiles back and carries the mug to her desk. Belinda watches her sit, then swivels.

“That looks good on you,” Belinda says, nodding at the dress.

“Thanks.” She waits a beat too long before adding, “You look good, too.”

“Thanks, but this is ancient,” Belinda says. Then, she adds, “He’ll notice you.”

“Who?”

Belinda’s mouth lifts. “Claire,” she says, all innocence, and then turns back to her screen, typing, her shoulders a little too straight.

Sarah doesn’t answer. She doesn’t have to. The rules have already been set for this chapter of her life, and she’s the one who agreed to them: look, be looked at, tell the truth at home, and let the week change her into a woman who isn’t worried about whether the coffee is bad if the company is good.


Chapter 4 – Permission Given

Sarah gets home later than she meant to, keyed up from the week and slow to put the office behind her. She drops her bag by the bench, toes off her shoes, and stands for a second in the quiet. The kitchen light is on. Ginger and soy sauce linger in the air. David is rinsing a pan when he hears the door and turns with a towel in his hands and that steady look that always makes her feel like she can say anything without breaking something she wants to keep.

“Hey,” he says. “I made pasta. It’s still warm.”

She nods and steps into him for a quick hug. “Smells good.”

They move around each other with a rhythm that doesn’t need words. Plates. Forks. A glass of wine he pours without asking. They eat at the island, knees touching under the overhang, the day coming off in small pieces while they talk about traffic and the neighbor’s new fence and a headline she barely skimmed on the train. It’s easy. It’s always easy. That’s part of why she married him.

When they’re almost done, she takes a breath. “He talked to me again today.”

David doesn’t pretend he doesn’t know who she means. “Marcus?”

She nods. “Coffee. Two minutes. Nothing big.”

His mouth moves. Not a smile, not a frown. “How did it feel?”

“Good,” she says, because it’s the truth. “I tried not to make it bigger than it was.”

“And?”

“And I kept thinking about it anyway.”

He takes that in, then sets his fork down and looks at her like he’s decided to do something he should have done years ago. “I need to tell you something.”

Her stomach tightens. “Okay.”

“I’ve been careful with this,” he says, slow and even. “Maybe too careful. I told you I liked hearing about him. I do. But that wasn’t the whole truth.” He draws a breath. “For years, I’ve had this fantasy. Not just a passing thought. A real one. You with another man.”

Sarah doesn’t speak. The room tilts a little; nothing falls. She hears the refrigerator hum and the far-off sound of a car on the street and her own heartbeat picking up.

He keeps his voice steady. “I’ve pictured you being noticed. I’ve pictured you saying yes. I’ve pictured you coming home and telling me everything. I’ve pictured you sleeping with him.”

She finds her voice. “Sleeping with him,” she repeats. “Not just flirting?”

“No,” he says. “Not just flirting.”

She stares at him. “You want me to sleep with him?”

“I want you to if you want to,” he says. “I want that to be on the table. Not as a threat. Not to punish me. Not to punish you. Because I want it. Because I get turned on by it.”

Shock flashes through her and doesn’t leave. It shifts into something else, heat moving under her skin she doesn’t want to name yet. “How is that even possible?”

He doesn’t rush his answer. “I think I’m an emotional masochist,” he says, simple and plain. “Not the kind with whips and ropes, obviously. The kind who wants to feel the ache. The sting of jealousy. The knot in my chest when I imagine you with someone else. It hurts. It also turns me on. I want that pain, and I want what sits under it. I want to want you so much that I can feel it when someone else has you.”

She sits back on the stool, the wine glass cool in her hand. “You like the pain?”

“I do,” he says. “Not because I hate myself. Because it makes me feel so alive. Because it makes me look at you and think, she’s mine and she’s not mine, and I still choose her, and she still chooses me. Because I want to wallow in that feeling and know it won’t kill me.”

Her throat works. “Say that again.”

“I want to feel it,” he says. “On purpose. With you. Because you want it, too.”

She shakes her head once, half in disbelief, half in wonder. “You’ve never said that out loud.”

“I was afraid it would sound like I wanted to lose you,” he says. “I don’t. I want the opposite. I want you so much I can stand to feel it when another man’s hands are on you.”

“Marcus’s hands,” she says before she can stop herself.

He doesn’t flinch. “If that’s where this goes.”

She sits very still. “I don’t know what to do with this.”

“You don’t have to do anything tonight,” he says. “Or ever. But I want it clear that I’m not asking you to keep this in your head because you’re afraid of mine.” He reaches across and covers her hand. “I want you to flirt if you want to. I want you to let him see you. And if you want more, I want you to tell me. Before, if you can. After, if you do it.”

She’s quiet. He doesn’t fill the silence. When she speaks, her voice is soft. “Say the part that scares me.”

“I want you to sleep with him,” he says. “If you want to.”

Her breath leaves on a shaky exhale. “David…”

“I’m not giving you away,” he says. “I’m asking you to take what you want and bring it home to share with me, if that makes any sense at all.”

There is a long moment where she watches his face and tries to see if he is performing something for her or if this is the truest thing he has ever said. It looks like the second thing. It feels like the second thing.

She swallows. “How would that even work?”

“We’d set rules,” he says. “We’d be safe. You’d have control. You would not owe him anything you don’t want to give. You would not owe me a show. You would owe me honesty. That’s it.”

“And you?” she asks. “Where would you be?”

He thinks. “Sometimes home waiting. Maybe in the room, eventually, if that’s even possible. Sometimes in the house. Sometimes just on the phone. I don’t know yet. I know I want to hear it in your voice. Before, during, after.”

“During?” she echoes, flushed.

“If you want to,” he says. “If it makes sense. If it makes you feel powerful. If it makes me feel the ache I want.”

She is wet. She hates that and loves it. “This is insane.”

“I know, but it’s honest, for me at least,” he says. “And, perhaps, it’s honest for us.”

She looks at the counter, at their plates, at the towel he folded without thinking while he cooked. “When did you first think about it?”

“Years ago,” he says. “Before we were married. A waiter flirted with you. I watched you light up. I didn’t feel angry. I felt something else. I didn’t have a name for it. Later, I found it.”

“Emotional masochism,” she says.

He nods. “That’s the closest fit.”

“And you’ve wanted it since then.”

“Yes.”

“With anyone? Or with someone like him?”

“With you,” he says, and the way he says it unknots something. “It doesn’t work without you.”

She nods slowly. “I believe you.”

He squeezes her fingers. “I need you to know that this isn’t about me being bored or trying to break us. It’s about hunger. It’s about trust. It’s about permission.”

“And jealousy,” she says.

“And jealousy,” he agrees. “The kind I can feel and still smile at you. The kind I can feel and still make you coffee. The kind that doesn’t poison anything.”

Sarah breathes in. Breathes out. “What do you want right now?”

“I want you to stop pretending it’s only a crush,” he says. “I want you to admit you like being noticed. I want you to dress the way you’ve been dressing because you want to, not because you’re trying to hide it from me. I want you to flirt if you want to. I want you to look at him if you want to. I want you to tell me when he looks at you and when he says your name, and when you feel your body react. I want you to tell me if he asks you to get a drink. I want you to ask me if you can go, and I want to say…”

Her eyes sting. She hadn’t expected that. “You want to say yes.”

“I want to say yes,” he says. “Not because I’m trying to be a hero. Because I crave it. Because the thought of you choosing me and still choosing that makes me hard.”

Her mouth opens. Closes. “Say that again.”

“It makes me hard,” he says. “To imagine you wanting him. To imagine him wanting you. To imagine you coming home to me after.”

She feels that line move through her body. “After.”

“Yes,” he says. “After.”

She stands because she has to move. She carries the plates to the sink and runs water over them, and sets them aside, and then turns with her back to the counter and looks at him until he looks back the way he did at the beginning, towel in his hands, steady and sure.

“What do you want me to do on Monday?” she asks.

“Exactly what you’ve been doing,” he says. “Maybe one more button open if it makes you feel good. Maybe a darker shade of lipstick, if you like. Look at him when he talks to you. Let him look back. Don’t force anything. Don’t rush anything. Let it build if it’s going to build.”

“And if he asks me for a drink?”

“Text me,” he says. “Ask me, ‘Yes or no.’ I’ll tell you how I’m doing. I’ll tell you if I want you to go. I’ll probably say yes.” He swallows. “I want to say yes.”

She nods, chest tight. “And if it goes further?”

“We’ll talk,” he says. “We’ll decide. You won’t be alone in it. You also won’t be doing it for me. You’ll be doing it because you want to.”

She lets that settle into place. “I don’t know what I want yet.”

“You don’t have to know,” he says. “You only have to tell me what’s true when it’s true.”

She walks to him. He meets her halfway. They stand there for a second, close and not touching, and then she lifts her hands to his face and kisses him. He opens to her at once, hands at her waist, and the kiss deepens in a way that tells her no matter what else happens, there is a floor she can stand on and it is here.

When they break, her voice is lower. “Say the words. No hedging.”

“I want you to sleep with him,” he says. “I want to hear about it. I want to feel it.”

She sways. “I’m shocked,” she says. “And I’m excited. Both are true.”

“Good,” he says, and the small smile that comes with it isn’t pride, isn’t smug. It’s a relief.

“Take me to bed,” she says.

He does. In the bedroom, he undresses her slowly, not to draw out a performance but to let them both feel the shift they’ve made together. He kisses her shoulder where her blouse used to be. He mouths the side of her breast, and she arches into his hand. He kneels and pulls her skirt down her legs, kisses the inside of her knee, and stands again to strip himself. They look at each other without hurry.

“Tell me what you’re picturing,” he says as he settles beside her and pushes her hair back from her face.

“Coffee,” she says. “Him leaning on the counter. How he says my name.”

“Say it the way he says it.”

She closes her eyes. “Sarah,” she says softly, and a shiver goes through both of them.

He slides his fingers between her thighs. She’s wet. He smiles without gloating and presses two fingers in, slowly. “Does he touch you like this in your head?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“In the kitchen,” she whispers. “In the hall. In that glass room with the door almost closed.”

He groans and lowers his mouth to her breast. “Tell me more.”

She does. She tells him how Marcus stands, how his shirt fits across his back, how other people make space for him without noticing that they do. She tells him about Belinda’s glances and the way that makes her feel competitive and alive. She tells him she wants to be looked at and to look back. His fingers work a rhythm she can ride, and she rides it, breath catching, the new permission already changing her body.

“Say what you want,” he murmurs. “Right now.”

“I want him to ask me out,” she says, voice breaking. “I want you to tell me to say yes.”

“I will,” David says, and the way he says it pushes her over. She comes with a tight, quick sob, clamping down around his hand, thighs shaking. He holds her through it and then lifts his fingers to his mouth and licks them, eyes on hers.

He moves over her and presses the head of his cock against her, and sinks in slowly. They both groan. He starts to thrust, measured and deep, and she wraps her legs around him and holds on.

“Who do you want to notice you on Monday?” he says, his breath hot on her ear.

“Marcus.”

“Who do you belong to?”

“You,” she says, without pause.

He kisses her hard and drives into her faster. “Good. Tell me what you’ll wear.”

She does. Skirt. Blouse. The button she’ll leave open. The shoes she’ll choose. He fucks her to each word. He tells her to say his name, and she says it, the two syllables blooming into the room and making him curse. He tells her to say Marcus’s, and she does, not as a betrayal but as the truth of what they’ve just agreed to, and he throbs inside her at the sound.

“I want to feel it,” he says, forehead pressed to hers. “All of it. The ache. The rush. The way you look at me after.”

“You will,” she whispers. “If I go. If I do it. You will.”

He orgasms with a hard shudder, emptying into her, a groan caught in his throat. She takes him deep and holds him there, and then comes again just from the weight of him and the heat of what they’ve told each other tonight. When he softens and slips free, she feels the warmth spill and doesn’t move.

They lie quietly for a while, breathing even, the air cooling on their skin. He strokes her hip with his thumb. She turns her face to him on the pillow.

They dress enough to be warm and go back to the kitchen for water. It feels like the same night and a different one at once. She leans on the counter where she stood earlier and looks at him the way she looked at him then, except this time there is nothing in the air they are pretending not to smell.

“Do you feel crazy?” she asks.

“I feel clear,” he says. “And a little wrecked in a way I like.”

She huffs a breath. “Emotional masochist.”

He smiles. “That’s me.”

She shakes her head, half a laugh. “You’re impossible.”

“You love me.”

“I do.” She reaches for him, and he steps into her arms.

They stand like that for a minute. Then she pulls back. “I’m going to text you on Monday if anything happens.”

“Good,” he says. “I’ll be waiting.”

“And if nothing happens,” she says, “I’m still going to tell you what he said. I’m still going to tell you what I wore and what you told me to wear. I’m still going to tell you that I looked at him on purpose and that he looked back.”

“I want all of it,” he says. “Every small thing.”

“Even if it hurts.”

“Especially if it hurts,” he says. “That’s how I know I’m paying attention.”

She nods. “Okay.”

They clean the counter and turn off the kitchen light, and walk down the hall together. In bed again, under the sheet, he brushes her hair off her forehead and kisses her once more.

“No more pretending,” he says quietly.

“No more pretending,” she answers.

She falls asleep thinking about coffee and glass rooms and the way his name felt in her mouth, not as a secret, not as a joke, but as something she’s allowed to say out loud when she wants to and to the man she loves. She wakes once in the night and reaches for David and finds him already reaching for her, and the last thought before sleep takes her again is simple and electric: he wants me to, and I might.


Chapter 5 – The First Touch

The office looks hollow after seven. Half the floor is dark where the desks glow in pockets. A few screensaver fish slide across monitors in empty pods. Sarah rubs her eyes and blinks the slide deck back into focus.

Claire called a late review to get a draft out. Belinda sits to Sarah’s left with a cardigan over her chair and a pen behind her ear. Two analysts from Ops lean in the doorway, arguing about a number no one will remember tomorrow. Across the glass table, Marcus has his jacket folded over a chair, sleeves rolled to his forearms, tie loosened. He looks tired and sharp at the same time, the way he always does at the end of long days—like this is when he likes the work best.

“Alright,” Claire says, snapping her folder shut. “Action items are assigned. I’m done. Go home. Please.”

Belinda exhales like she’s been holding her breath for an hour. “Bless you,” she says, packing fast. She catches Sarah’s eye and smiles. “You were great in there.”

“I said three sentences,” Sarah says.

“They were the right three,” Belinda answers, and slips out with a wave. The Ops analysts follow her. Claire checks her watch, mutters something about a late train, and goes.

The door swings closed. The room quiets. Sarah gathers her notes into a neat stack she won’t look at again and unplugs her laptop. She can feel Marcus across from her without looking up—some combination of heat and gravity, the way a tall person changes the space they stand in.

“Good work,” he says.

She glances up. “Thanks.”

“You bailed Claire out with that sequencing note,” he adds, standing to slide the deck’s printouts into a slim briefcase. “Most people miss that on their first month.”

“I didn’t want to get corrected on a call,” she says.

He smiles. “You didn’t.”

She puts the laptop into her bag and stands. The motion makes the hem of her skirt shift against her legs. She’s suddenly aware of the room’s stillness. The lights hum. Somewhere down the hallway, a printer wakes and clicks.

“You heading out?” he asks.

“Yeah.”

They leave together, their steps echoing in the hall. The office always feels bigger at night, the long sightlines broken only by pools of light. Sarah presses the elevator button. The stainless doors reflect them both in faint ripples.

Marcus shifts his briefcase to his left hand. The movement looks casual. Her body reads it like a cue.

“You like the late meetings?” she asks, mostly to fill the air.

“I like the quiet after,” he says. “Less noise. Fewer people explaining why they can’t do what they said they’d do.”

“Fair.”

He turns, leaning a shoulder against the wall, facing her. “You did well tonight.”

“You said that already.”

“I meant it twice.”

The elevator takes too long. She can feel her pulse in her throat. She tries to think of something neutral to say and comes up empty. He watches her without pressing, the way he has all week—there, present, not pushing. It works on her nerves in a way a hard sell wouldn’t.

The doors slide open. They step in. The car is empty and bright. The panel lights up under his thumb. The doors close.

They stand side by side in the small chrome box. The numbers above the door count down. He lifts his right hand to adjust his cuff. His fingers lower. They brush the back of her hand. Light. Nothing more than a line of contact. But not nothing.

The spark is immediate. Sharp. She pulls in a breath she doesn’t plan. Her hand jerks back before she thinks to stop it.

“Sorry,” he says, low and smooth, eyes on the doors.

“It’s fine,” she says, too fast.

Silence again. The car glides. She can still feel the exact path his fingers took, like her skin remembers it in detail, her head can’t control. She stares at the changing numbers. Her heart kicks hard enough to make her aware of the tight fabric of her blouse, the way her skirt hugs her thighs. She thinks of David saying, Text me if something happens, and hears herself saying yes.

The doors open in the lobby. He steps out first, holds the glass door with a palm for her to pass. “Goodnight, Sarah.”

“Goodnight,” she says, softer than she meant to.

He turns toward the street. She turns toward the train. The glass closes behind her with a hiss. She doesn’t look back. She can feel him anyway. Or she imagines it. It’s the same.

She walks faster than usual to the station, breath shallow, the air colder than she expected when she left her desk. The platform smells like metal and damp dust. The train rushes in, and she steps on, finds a seat by the window, and sets her bag on her knees like she needs weight to keep her still.

For a minute, she only watches the reflection of the car in the dark glass. Strangers’ faces. The blur of overhead lights. Her own outline, steadier than she feels. Then the train lurches, and the black outside becomes motion.

She tries to tell herself it was nothing. He shifted his case. His hand drifted. People bump. People brush past each other all day long. She has been in offices for a decade. This is not new.

Except it is. Or it is to her body. Her body knew the difference before her head did. The contact wasn’t clumsy. It wasn’t a fumble. It was a line drawn on purpose—light enough to deny, clear enough to feel. She closes her eyes, and the sensation is back with the same sharpness: the dry heat of his skin, the quick pressure, the immediate pull in her stomach. Her thighs tighten. She exhales and opens her eyes again.

Across the aisle, a man in a hoodie scrolls his phone, unaware. The car rattles through a bend. Fluorescents buzz overhead. She thinks of Belinda’s glance across the table when Marcus walked in late. She thinks of the way he said goodnight just now, nothing extra in it, nothing she could point to, but something there anyway.

She takes her phone from her bag. Her thumb hovers. Something happened, she types. She stares at the words, then deletes them. She doesn’t want to text this. She wants to say it out loud. She wants to see David’s face when he hears it.

At the next stop, more people get on, a cluster of students talking too loudly, a woman in a blazer with a tote bag slung high. Sarah looks at their hands without meaning to. Every touch in the car feels loud now—someone grabbing a pole, someone adjusting a sleeve. She feels ridiculous and wired and alive.

She imagines what would have happened if she hadn’t pulled back. Nothing. Or something. She imagines his hand closing over hers, palm to palm. She imagines the warm pressure of his fingers, the way the elevator would have kept moving without them. She imagines stepping out still hand in hand and turning left together down the empty hall. The thought makes her thighs clench. She presses her knees together and breathes through her nose.

The train dives into the tunnel. The windows turn black. She sees herself reflected again, eyes darker than usual, mouth a little parted. She smooths her skirt and sits up straighter, as if posture can flatten the waves in her chest. Monday, she thinks. Dress, button, lipstick. Text David if anything happens. In the reflection, she nods once, as if she just agreed to something no one else heard.

When she finally climbs the stairs to the street, the evening air hits her face like a reset. It doesn’t work. She walks the blocks home on autopilot, hearing each footfall, feeling the echo of his fingers on her skin, replaying the split-second gasp her body made before she could censor it. There is no version of tonight where she walks in her door and pretends this didn’t happen. She doesn’t want there to be.

David is on the couch with the TV on mute and a spreadsheet open on his laptop. He looks up as she enters. His eyes sharpen at once, that focused attention she has learned to trust. He sets the computer aside.

“Hey,” he says. “You’re late.”

“Meeting ran long.”

“Want dinner?”

“Not yet,” she says. “I need to tell you something.”

He pats the cushion beside him. “Come here.”

She sits. Not touching him yet. Close enough that she can feel the heat from his body and catch the faint smell of soap on his skin. He waits. He always waits. It makes her chest tight.

“It was just a touch,” she says, and her voice wavers. “Accidental if you asked him. Not accidental if you asked me.”

“Tell me,” he says, quietly.

“It was in the elevator,” she says. “We were leaving the meeting. Everyone else had gone. We walked down the hall. I pressed the button, and he moved his briefcase. His fingers brushed my hand. Just for a second. I pulled away.”

David’s jaw tightens. Not with anger. With arousal. “How did it feel.”

She swallows. “Like heat,” she says. “Sharp. Like he drew a line across my skin, and the line went straight down to my stomach. My legs.”

“Say the last part again.”

“My legs,” she repeats, lower. “Inside.”

He closes his eyes for a beat, then opens them. “Show me,” he says.

She takes his hand and lays it palm up on his thigh. She runs two fingers across the shallow curve where his thumb meets his index, a light line, then lets them fall away. “Like that.”

He inhales a slow breath. “And then?”

“I pulled back. He said sorry. Like he meant it. But he didn’t look sorry.”

“What did he look like?”

“Calm. Like he knows exactly what he’s doing.”

“Does he?”

“Yes.”

David shifts. The swell in his jeans is obvious now. He doesn’t hide it. “Say his name.”

“Marcus,” she says.

“What did Marcus say then?”

“Goodnight, Sarah.”

David’s breath gets rougher. “Say it the way he said it.”

She lowers her voice. “Goodnight, Sarah.”

He reaches for her wrist, brings her hand to his crotch. “Keep going.”

She wraps her fingers around him through the fabric. He’s already hard. She strokes once, and he grabs her wrist, not to stop it, just to slow it. “Tell me every detail,” he says. “Don’t leave anything out.”

She does. The way the glass reflected them both in the elevator lobby. The hum of the lights. The exact second she felt his skin. The way she looked at the elevator numbers and not at his face because her body betrayed her. The way her thighs pressed together on the train. The draft at the station staircase. The text she typed and deleted. While she talks, she keeps her hand on him, slow, steady, her voice a metronome to the motion.

He unzips his jeans without stopping her hand. His cock springs free, hot and heavy in her palm. She swallows and adjusts her grip. He curses softly.

“What would you have done if he kept your hand?” he asks.

She is breathing faster now. “I don’t know.”

“Guess,” he says.

“I might have let him hold it,” she says. “Just for the ride down.”

“And then?”

“I would have taken it back before the lobby,” she says. “I think.”

“You think,” he repeats, grinding into her fist. He groans and kisses her, slow at first and then hard. She makes a sound she doesn’t plan, half-need, half-relief, and he drinks it, then he slides his hand under her skirt and finds the wet proof of it.

His fingers press through the thin fabric of her panties. She gasps. He moves the gusset aside and sinks two fingers into her, slick at once. She clutches his shoulder and bites his lower lip, and breathes a sharp, “Yes.”

“Say what it felt like,” he says. His voice is rough.

“Like my skin opened,” she says. “Like I wanted to hold still and move at the same time. Like if he touched me again, I would lean into it.”

“Would you?”

“Yes.”

He pulls his fingers out and circles her clit with the wet tips. She jerks, hips rising, the motion pushing his cock against her wrist. She feels the pulse in it. It makes her wetter. She closes her hand higher, and he curses again.

“What do you want from him now?” he asks.

She shakes her head. “I don’t know.”

“Say it anyway.”

“I want him to touch me again,” she says, eyes on David’s mouth. “Not by accident.”

He exhales like the answer hits him in the chest. “Good.”

He slides down the couch, pulls her hips to the edge, and drags her panties down her legs. He spreads her knees and lowers his mouth. The first stroke of his tongue makes her arch. He licks her in slow lines that match the story she’s telling, and she keeps telling it, because he asked for every detail and because saying it out loud makes the night rearrange itself in her body.

“When he brushed my hand,” she says, voice breaking, “it felt like he knew what it would do to me.”

David closes his mouth around her clit and hums. The vibration shoots up her spine. She says it again, and again, each time simpler. He brushed my hand. He brushed my hand. He flicks his tongue faster, and she reaches for him, sinking her fingers into his hair.

“Say what you did next,” he says, lifting his mouth for a second and sliding two fingers back inside her.

“I pulled back.”

“Show me how.”

She takes his wrist and guides his hand half an inch away, then back, then away again, the small motion exaggerated here, her hips chasing it. He watches her face the whole time. His expression is hungry and pleased and focused.

He fucks her with his fingers until her breath comes in short, broken sounds, then he pushes up, drags her into his lap, and shoves his jeans down to his thighs. She straddles him, skirt bunched at her waist, his cock hard and hot against her. He grips her hips and drags her forward until the head pushes against her entrance. Her eyes flutter. He looks up and waits.

“Say his name,” he says.

She does. “Marcus.”

He pushes up while she sinks, and they both groan as he fills her. The stretch is perfect. The angle is perfect. She braces her hands on his shoulders and rolls her hips, and he thrusts up into her, the pace set by the way she says the details.

“Say the elevator again,” he says.

“Empty car,” she says. “Too bright lights. The numbers counting down.”

“Say the touch.”

“He brushed my hand,” she whispers. “He did it on purpose. He wanted me to feel it.”

“Did you?”

“Yes. All the way down.”

She rides him faster. He grips her ass with both hands and guides her rhythm, pulling her down to meet each thrust. The room narrows to the couch and their breath and the story. She tells him what she wished for: for Marcus to thread his fingers with hers, for him to do it again at the door like a dare, for him to keep her back a second longer when the lobby opened. David snarls and pushes up into her like the wish is being made on him.

She cums hard the first time with a choked cry, knees shaking, nails biting into his shoulders through his T-shirt. He holds her through it, moaning into her neck, then flips them so she’s on her back along the cushions and he’s above, driving into her deeper, harder. The room tilts. The couch squeaks. The air smells like sweat and wine and laundry soap.

He puts her ankle over his shoulder and pounds, jaw tight. “Say his name while I cum in you,” he says, near breaking.

She does. “Marcus,” she moans. “Marcus, Marcus—” then David’s name on a gasp as the second orgasm rips through her. He jerks and spills inside her with a low, raw sound, hips grinding, eyes squeezed shut. He rides it out and then falls against her, breath rough, heart hammering.

They lie like that, joined, until his breath steadies. He kisses her collarbone and rolls to the side, still holding her thigh. She blinks up at the ceiling, dazed. The room fades back in around them—mug on the table, muted TV, a small ring of condensation under his beer bottle. Her body hums, the same hum as the elevator lights, only warmer.

He strokes her hip with his thumb. “That was one touch.”

She laughs, shaky. “I know.”

“What happens when it’s more?”

“I tell you,” she says, turning her head to look at him. “Before, if I can. After if I do.”

“Good,” he says, and kisses her. “Tell me once more. The exact spot he touched.”

She takes his hand and flips it palm down. She draws the tip of her finger across the ridge of bone at the base of his thumb. Slow. “Here.”

His eyes darken. “Again.”

She traces it again. He closes his fist around her finger and brings it to his mouth. He kisses the pad of it and lets it go. “I’ll never forget that.”

“Me neither,” she says.

They clean up in the quiet that follows sex, neither of them rushing. She pulls her panties back on and smooths her skirt. He tucks himself away and zips his jeans. She goes to the kitchen for water. He follows and leans on the counter while she drinks.

“What did the train feel like?” he asks, curious again.

“Too bright,” she says. “Like everyone could hear my thoughts. Like the air had texture.”

“What did you want to do?”

“Text you,” she says. “I typed something and deleted it. I wanted to look down and see your name.”

He smiles. “Next time, send it.”

“I will.”

He takes the glass from her and drinks. “Do you think he’ll do it again?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want him to?”

She meets his eyes. “Yes.”

“Good,” he says, no jealousy in it, only heat. “Tell me when he does.”

“I will.” She steps in close, raises up, and kisses him once more. “Thank you.”

“For what.”

“For wanting me to tell you.”

He nods. “Always.”

They turn off the lights and go to the bedroom because the couch looks wrecked and because the bed is where they end the day, no matter how the day began. She showers. The hot water brings the memory back fresh—the light line across her hand, the drop in her stomach. She presses her forehead to the tile and exhales while the spray runs over her shoulders. She doesn’t wash the spot. She can’t bring herself to.

In bed, she curls into David and he curls around her. He’s calmer now, satisfied in the way that makes him hold her tighter. Her mind keeps moving, but slower, not a rush anymore, just a current.

“Say it one last time,” he murmurs in the dark.

“He brushed my hand,” she whispers, eyes closed.

“And.”

“I felt it everywhere.”

“And.”

“I want it again.”

He kisses the back of her neck. “Goodnight, Sarah.”

“Goodnight,” she answers, and the way he says her name makes the day line up—the way Marcus said it, the way David says it, the way both men live in her now. She smiles into the pillow, warm, spent, awake in a new way she doesn’t want to fight. Sleep comes slow. When it finally takes her, the elevator doors are just opening, and she is choosing whether to step out or wait one more floor.


Chapter 6 – Belinda’s Confession

Sarah waits until late morning to ask. She times it carefully, catching Belinda just as she’s shutting her laptop after a call.

“Want to grab lunch today?” Sarah says, casually, like it just occurred to her.

Belinda looks up, surprised but pleased. “Sure. Where?”

“There’s a place a few blocks down. Quiet. Good salads.”

“Perfect.”

They agree on noon. Sarah spends the rest of the morning half-listening to a training module and half-composing questions in her head. She doesn’t want to sound nosy. She doesn’t want to sound jealous. She wants information, but she wants it in a way that feels like two women trading confidences, not rivals circling each other.

At 11:55, Belinda stands, adjusting her skirt. “Ready?”

“Yeah.”

They walk out together, heels tapping on the tile, badges swinging. The air outside is cool but bright, a wind sweeping down the canyon of buildings. Sarah feels her pulse quicken with every step. She knows exactly what she wants to ask, but she doesn’t know how Belinda will answer.

They make small talk at first. Belinda tells a story about a subway delay the day before, rolling her eyes at how people acted like the world was ending. Sarah laughs, grateful for the warm-up. They stop at lights, dodge around pedestrians, and keep the pace easy.

The restaurant is a narrow spot with tall windows and wood tables. They order at the counter—two salads, one iced tea, one sparkling water—and carry trays to a booth near the back.

Belinda unwraps her napkin, spreading it across her lap. “So,” she says. “What’s up? You sounded like you had something on your mind.”

Sarah smiles faintly. “Did I?”

“Yeah. I can tell.”

Sarah stirs her water with the straw. “You’ve been here longer than me. You know how things work. Who to watch out for. Who’s safe.”

Belinda nods, chewing a bite of bread. “That’s true.”

“And you seem… observant.”

Belinda’s eyes narrow slightly, amused. “That’s one word for it.”

Sarah takes a breath. “Marcus.”

Belinda doesn’t flinch. She leans back, fork resting in her hand. “Not surprised.”

Sarah’s chest tightens. “You’re not?”

“Not at all.” Belinda sets the fork down. “I wondered when you’d ask.”

Sarah’s voice lowers. “So you noticed.”

“Of course, I noticed. I’ve been in your shoes.”

Sarah’s heart stutters. “What do you mean?”

Belinda looks at her for a long moment, then sighs. “Marcus has that effect. On women who sit close to him. On women who get noticed. It feels like gravity. It feels like you’re special. And you are—for a while.”

Sarah swallows. “You’re saying—”

“I was with him,” Belinda says simply. “For a few months. Last year.”

The words land hard. Sarah sits back, stunned. She knew something was there, but hearing it so plain makes her stomach turn. “You had an affair with him.”

“Yes.” Belinda’s tone is even, not defensive. “It started the way you’d expect. Coffee breaks. Lunches. Late meetings. He brushed my hand once, and I didn’t pull away.”

Sarah’s breath catches.

Belinda sees it. “Yeah. That’s how it starts. You tell yourself it’s nothing, but you know it isn’t.”

Sarah presses her palms to the table. “And then?”

“And then it got physical. Hotels at first. Then his apartment. Always secret, always fast. He’s magnetic, Sarah. He knows exactly what to say, how to touch, how to make you feel like the only woman in the world.”

Sarah’s thighs clench under the table. She forces herself to stay still. “But it ended.”

“It always does.” Belinda’s voice is flat now. “He doesn’t belong to anyone. Not really. He’ll make you believe it’s more, but it isn’t. I wanted more. I thought he did too. He pulled back. Suddenly, the texts slowed, the excuses piled up. Then one night he didn’t show. That was it.”

Sarah listens, throat dry. “And you still work with him.”

Belinda shrugs. “We pretend. That’s the only way. I keep it light. He keeps it lighter. No one else knows.”

Sarah studies her face. “You regret it?”

Belinda holds her gaze. “I regret thinking I’d be different. I don’t regret the sex. It was good. But it cost me. I felt small when it ended. Smaller than I should have let myself feel.”

Sarah’s chest tightens. “And you’re warning me.”

“I’m telling you not to fool yourself,” Belinda says. “If you feel the pull, know what it is. If you play, know how it ends. He’s not cruel, but he doesn’t stay.”

Sarah nods slowly, her mind racing.

They finish lunch with lighter chatter, neither pushing the subject again. Belinda tells a funny story about Claire at happy hour. Sarah laughs in the right places, but her thoughts are elsewhere, heavy and quick.

On the walk back, Belinda bumps her shoulder lightly. “You’re smart. Smarter than I was. Whatever you decide, just don’t lie to yourself.”

Sarah forces a smile. “Thanks.”

They return to the office. The afternoon passes in a blur. Sarah types, answers emails, half-listens in a call. All she can see is Belinda’s face when she said I was with him. All she can feel is the echo of Marcus’s fingers on her hand.

At home, she sets her bag down and finds David in the kitchen, slicing vegetables for dinner. He looks up. “Hey. How was your day?”

She pours a glass of water, gripping the counter with her free hand. “Different.”

He studies her face. “Tell me.”

She takes a sip, then sets the glass down. “I had lunch with Belinda.”

“Your cube mate?”

“Yeah.” Sarah takes a breath. “She told me she had an affair with Marcus.”

David’s knife stops mid-cut. He looks at her carefully. “She told you that?”

“Yes.”

He puts the knife down. “Go on.”

“She said it started the same way. Coffee, meetings, small touches. Then more. Hotels. His apartment. It lasted a few months. And then it ended. Badly.”

David leans on the counter, arms crossed. “What does ‘badly’ mean?”

“She wanted more. He didn’t. He pulled away until it just stopped. She said she felt small. Smaller than she should have.”

David nods slowly, absorbing it. “And how do you feel, hearing that?”

Sarah grips her glass. “Shaken. Because I recognize the start. Because she described exactly what I’m feeling.”

David’s voice is calm. “And?”

“And I don’t know if I can stop it,” she says, voice low. “I tell myself I can. But then I think about that touch in the elevator, and I wonder.”

He steps closer, cupping her cheek. “I trust you, Sarah.”

She laughs softly, bitter at the edges. “I’m not sure you should.”

“I do anyway,” he says. “Because this isn’t about me controlling you. It’s about you choosing. If you choose him, if you choose to feel it, I want you to tell me. That’s the only rule.”

She closes her eyes against his hand. “She said he doesn’t stay.”

“Maybe he doesn’t. But you stay. With me.”

Her chest aches. “You sound so sure.”

“I’m sure of us,” he says. “Even if it hurts sometimes.”

She leans into him, lips brushing his palm. “I want to believe that.”

“Believe it,” he says.

She opens her eyes, meeting his steady gaze. “I’ll try.”

They stand in the kitchen, dinner half-prepared, the weight of Belinda’s confession hanging between them. Sarah knows she should feel warned, protected. Instead, she feels the danger sharper, closer, alive in her blood.

And she knows David trusts her. She just isn’t sure he should.


Chapter 7 – After Hours

By late afternoon, the office has that drained, end-of-day feel. Monitors dim. Chairs stand a little crooked. People move more slowly, their voices softer. Sarah finishes a summary Claire asked for and sends it off. Her eyes sting from screens. She rubs her temples and thinks about leaving on time for once.

Marcus appears at the mouth of the aisle like he always does—jacket on his forearm, tie loose, expression easy. “You done?” he asks.

“Almost,” she says, clicking save on a file that doesn’t need saving.

He glances over the floor. “Come for a drink,” he says. Not a question, the way he says it, but not a command either.

Her pulse bumps. “Now?”

“Now,” he says. “A place around the corner. One drink.”

She thinks of Belinda telling her not to lie to herself. She thinks of David saying Text me if something happens. She thinks of the elevator touch that still lives in her hand. She hears herself say, “Okay.”

He smiles like he expected that. “Good. Let’s go.”

They leave together. The air outside is cool and the sun is low between the buildings, the light hard and then gone again at each cross street. People flow past them, talking into phones, checking watches, eyes tired. Sarah keeps pace at his side, aware of his shoulder near her own, the sound of his steps, the steadiness of his breath. He doesn’t say much on the walk. He doesn’t have to. The quiet works on her more than talk would have.

The bar sits a block off the main street, narrow and dark, a long rectangle of wood and low bulbs and small tables. Soft music fills the room. The bartender looks bored in just the right way. Marcus points to a two-top near the back and waits for her to sit first.

“What are you having?” he asks.

“Red,” she says. “House is fine.”

He orders a whiskey neat for himself and the wine for her. While the bartender pours, he rests his arm along the chair back so his wrist is behind her shoulders without touching them. It feels deliberate and also like he has done it a thousand times.

Her glass lands in front of her. She takes a sip and lets it sit warm in her mouth before swallowing. Her shoulders lower a notch.

“How’s it going?” he says.

“Less terrifying,” she says. “Still a lot.”

“You’re handling it,” he says. “Claire’s happy.”

“You keep telling me that.”

“It keeps being true.”

She smiles without meaning to. “Then I’ll take it.”

He tells a quiet story about a client who tried to change a deliverable after signing. She tells one about a vendor at her last job who never answered the phone after four. It’s normal. It’s nice. It could be two coworkers blowing off steam, except for the way he watches her mouth when she sips, the way he moves his hand when she sets the glass down so his wrist almost grazes her shoulder, the way his voice drops when he wants her to focus on a word.

They talk about routes home. About the deli with the good soup and the cart downstairs with coffee that actually tastes like coffee. He asks how she likes sitting next to Belinda. She says she does. He makes a noise that could be agreement and could be nothing. She lets it pass.

Her second sip loosens something in her chest. She looks at him over the rim and sees the patient part of him. The part that didn’t push in the elevator. The part that won’t push now. It doesn’t make him safer. It makes him harder to refuse.

He leans in a little, enough to move the air. “I like being here with you.”

She hears her own voice come out lower. “I know.”

He turns his glass in his fingers. “I don’t want to pretend,” he says, eyes steady. “I want you.”

The words aren’t loud. They don’t need to be. They slide under the table and into her stomach. Her thighs press together without her choosing it. Heat climbs under her blouse.

She sets her glass down so she won’t drop it. “Marcus,” she says.

“Mm?”

“I’m married.”

“I know,” he says.

She blinks. “You know and yet….”

He nods at her left hand. “You don’t hide it.”

“I don’t,” she says. “And I won’t.”

“Good,” he says.

“That doesn’t change anything?” she asks.

“It does, though,” he says. “It makes me want you more.”

She tightens her grip on the stem. “Why?”

“Because you’re spoken for,” he says, not unkind. “Because it’s forbidden.”

She stares at him. “That’s disrespectful.”

He holds her eyes. “It is.”

He doesn’t defend it. He doesn’t apologize either. He lets the truth sit there and asks if she can stand it. Something in her flares at the honesty, and something else flares at the line crossed by naming it.

She breathes out through her nose. “And this is the part where I’m supposed to pretend that doesn’t make a difference to me.”

“No,” he says. “This is the part where you tell me if you’re leaving.”

She pauses. She pictures David at home, steady as always. She pictures Belinda’s face when she said it ended badly. She pictures the elevator and the way her hand remembered his fingers for hours. Her body has an answer before her mouth does.

“I should,” she says.

“But you’re not,” he says, calm, neither smug nor pleading.

“Not yet,” she says.

He smiles, small. “Talk to me another five minutes.”

She nods once. Five minutes sounds like a promise she can keep. It’s not.

He asks her what she wanted to be when she was twenty. She says she didn’t know, that she only knew what she didn’t want. He asks what that was. She says to feel invisible. He says he can’t imagine that about her now. She hears the line for what it is and lets it land anyway.

“What about you?” she asks. “What did you want to be?”

“Out,” he says. “Out of the apartment I grew up in. Out of the job that would have kept me there. I didn’t care at first what I did to get out. Later I cared.”

“And now?”

“Now I like building things,” he says. “Deals. Teams. Want.”

She feels that last word in places she doesn’t say out loud. “You say that like it’s a skill.”

“It is,” he says. “Most people don’t know what they want. Or they do and they won’t say it. The ones who can say it get what they came for.”

“What did you come for?” she asks, already knowing.

“You,” he says.

She could say again that she’s married. She could say he’s being arrogant. She could say Belinda’s name. She doesn’t. She looks at him until the heat in her belly scares her, and then she looks down because she needs the table between them to do a little more work.

“I should go,” she says, more solid this time.

He doesn’t move to stop her. “Okay,” he says, and means it, which is worse. “I’m not chasing you down the street.”

“I didn’t think you would,” she says.

He lifts his glass and finishes it. “Think about it.”

“I will,” she says, and stands.

He stands too, giving her space to pass. He doesn’t reach for her. He doesn’t touch her back. He lets her leave. Somehow, that makes leaving harder.

Outside, the evening has edged into night. The air feels colder now that she’s flushed. She walks fast for a block before she slows enough to breathe normally. The city is busy, lights on in offices overhead, cabs stopping short, a couple arguing on a corner. She feels the bar still on her skin.

At the station, she hesitates with her phone in her hand and hears herself think, tell him. She opens a message and types Going home now. I need to talk to you. She almost sends it. She deletes it. She will say it out loud. She wants to see his face when she says the part about “forbidden,” the part where she called it disrespectful, and the part where she didn’t leave right away.

On the train, she finds a seat and watches herself in the window. She looks like herself. She doesn’t feel like herself. She feels like the version of her from the elevator multiplied by ten. She presses her knees together and breathes slowly. When the car shudders through a turn, she closes her eyes and sees his mouth shape I want you. It drops into her body like a weight and a key.

She thinks of Belinda. The way she said he doesn’t stay. The way she’d said she felt small when it ended. Sarah doesn’t want to feel small. She doesn’t plan to. She also doesn’t plan to pretend this isn’t happening.

Her stop comes. She climbs the stairs to the street, cut through with cold. Her fingers are stiff by the time she reaches the door.

David is in the bedroom reading when she walks in, back against the headboard, bare feet under the duvet. He looks up the second the door clicks and marks his page with a receipt.

“Hi,” he says. His voice is warm and alert at once. “You’re late.”

“I went for a drink,” she says, setting her bag on the chair.

“With him,” he says, not accusing, not surprised.

She nods. “With him.”

He closes the book. “Tell me.”

She sits at the end of the bed and smooths her hands down her skirt to give them something to do. “He asked me at five,” she says. “I said yes. We went to the small place off Third. He had whiskey. I had wine.”

“Good,” he says, and the “good” goes straight through her nerves. “What did he say to you?”

“Normal things first,” she says. “Work. People. Then he leaned in and said he didn’t want to pretend. He said he wanted me.”

David’s breath leaves in a slow push. His cock twitches under the blanket. “Say it again.”

“He said he wanted me,” she repeats, slower. She feels it again, saying it. The bar comes back. The warm glass in her hand. The way the room seemed smaller.

“What did you do?” he asks.

“I told him I’m married.”

David’s eyes sharpen. “And?”

“He said he knows,” she says. “He said it makes him want me more. Because I’m already spoken for. Because it’s forbidden.”

A muscle jumps in David’s jaw. He isn’t angry. He’s turned on and something else, something she recognizes as the ache he told her he wants. “What did you say?”

“I said that’s disrespectful.”

“And?”

“He didn’t disagree.”

David exhales a rough sound. His hand goes under the covers and adjusts himself. “Keep going.”

“I told him I should go. He said okay. He didn’t touch me. He didn’t push. He just said to think about it.”

David nods once, like he had bet on that and won. “Did you?”

“I am,” she says.

“Right now.”

“Right now,” she says, and it’s the truest thing in the room.

He pulls the duvet back with one hand. He’s hard under his sweats, thick and obvious. He doesn’t make her come to him. He waits, eyes on her mouth.

“Tell me every detail,” he says. “Start from the door.”

She does. The smell of wood in the bar. The low bulbs. The way Marcus made space for her to sit first. How close his wrist was behind her shoulders without touching. The taste of the wine, warmer than it should have been. The first easy joke. The second. The point when his gaze stopped being polite. The exact moment he said I want you. The beat before she said I’m married. The way he didn’t blink when she said it. The sentence about “spoken for.” The word “forbidden.”

David’s breath gets ragged. He pushes his sweats down and takes himself in hand. “Say ‘forbidden’ again.”

She says it. The word feels different in her mouth now that she heard it from someone else.

“What did it do to you when he said that?” David asks, stroking slowly.

“I hated it,” she says. “And I loved hearing it anyway.”

He groans. “Say those words in one line.”

“It was disrespectful,” she says. “And it made me want him more.”

He squeezes harder and tips his head back, a vein standing in his throat. “Tell me what you wanted to do when he said he wanted you.”

“Stay,” she says, voice low. “For five more minutes. For one more drink. For anything he asked for.”

“And why didn’t you?”

“I promised you I’d tell you before I did more,” she says. “I wanted to say it to your face first.”

He makes a sound that is gratitude and pain together. “Good girl,” he says, not as a pat on the head but as a relief.

She moves closer to the bed and puts her hand over his. He lets her take over. His cock is hot and heavy in her grip. She finds a rhythm that matches the pace of her story.

“What did he look at?” he asks.

“My mouth,” she says. “My throat. My hands.”

“What did he not look at?”

“My ring,” she says, and the honesty makes her wetter than it should.

“Did you want him to look at it?” he asks.

“No.”

“Say the thing about ‘spoken for’ again,” he says.

She says it and squeezes him harder on the last word. His breath stutters. He brings his free hand to her wrist and holds it, not to stop her, just to feel the motion.

“Tell me what you said that made him call it disrespectful,” he says.

“I called it that,” she says. “He didn’t argue. He didn’t dress it up. He just left it there.”

David’s eyes go darker. “That’s who he is.”

“Yes.”

“You still want him,” he says.

“Yes,” she says, because lying is the only thing that breaks them, and she won’t.

“Good,” he says, and the word is raw.

She changes her grip and twists her wrist on the upstroke, the way she knows he likes. He growls and spreads his knees a little, bracing his heels on the mattress.

“What do you want next time?” he asks. “Exactly.”

“I want him to ask me again,” she says. He lets go of her wrist and slides his hand up under her skirt. He finds her soaked and makes a rough, pleased sound. He pushes his fingers into her while she strokes him, and for a stretch of seconds, there is no talking at all. Only breath and wet and the bed creaking.

When she can speak again, he asks, “Do you wish you hadn’t left?”

She says, “I wish I’d stayed five more minutes,” and he says, “Next time, don’t,” and she says, “Okay,” and feels the permission lock into place.

He starts to cum first, head tipping back, jaw tight, the first hot spill over her knuckles making him gasp her name. She strokes him through it until he flinches, then slows her hand and lets him catch himself. He blinks, breath ragged, staring at her like he can’t believe his luck and his pain at the same time.

He pulls his hand out of hers and brings it up to her mouth. She sucks his fingers without being told. He swears and leans over her, pushes her back on the mattress, and licks her until she cums with his name and the other one tangled together on her tongue. He stays with his mouth on her until she is shaking, then climbs up and kisses her, his chest damp, his face flushed.

They lie side by side, staring at the ceiling. The room is quiet in the way rooms are quiet after honesty that cannot be undone.

After a minute, he turns his head. “Tell me if he texts,” he says.

“I will.”

“Tell me if he doesn’t,” he says, and she hears the ache in that, too.

“I will.”

They shower. She stands under the water and hears “forbidden” again and hates how much it works on her. She turns her face into the spray and tells herself to breathe. She doesn’t wash the hand he brushed in the elevator last week. She doesn’t wash the hand she used on David just now. She dries off slowly.

In bed, the lamp casts a small circle and then nothing. He reaches for her, and she goes. His arm hooks her waist. Their legs tangle. The air cools against the back of her knees.

“You trust me,” she says into the dark. It isn’t a dare. It’s a check.

“I trust you,” he says, steady. “I also know what this is doing to you.”

“What is it doing?” she asks.

“Waking you up,” he says. “Making you feel things you’ve never felt before..”

“Dangerous,” she says.

“Good,” he says.


Chapter 8 – The Closet

The week crawls by. Sarah sits at her desk and stares through her screen more than at it. She reads an email twice before she realizes she hasn’t absorbed a word. Numbers float. Slides blur. Claire asks a simple question, and Sarah answers it fine, then forgets what the question was a minute later. She keeps catching herself smoothing her skirt or touching the hollow at her throat like the habit will settle her down.

Every time Marcus walks the aisle, she feels it before she sees him. Something in her tightens. Something loosens. The air shifts. He passes within two feet and doesn’t touch her, doesn’t even stop, and her body still reacts as if he had. He laughs with someone at the end of the row. He leans a hip against a desk to look at a screen. He takes a call by the window and stares out into the city like it’s a thing he’s measuring. She tries to work while he’s near and fails. She tries to work while he’s far and fails at that, too.

Belinda notices the fidgeting and the way Sarah startles when Marcus is close. She doesn’t say anything, just offers gum once and later slides a pack of sticky notes toward her like a joke about how many lists Sarah has started and abandoned in the last twenty minutes. They talk about a template Claire wants updated. They talk about lunch. They don’t talk about Marcus. Sarah doesn’t trust her voice to be casual.

On Wednesday, Sarah wakes early and stands longer in front of her closet. She chooses a dress that hugs without shouting. Nude tights. A thin belt. She puts on a bra that lifts more than she needs for a normal day. She tells herself it’s for her confidence. She knows it’s not just that. On the train, she reads the same paragraph in a news story three times. She puts the phone away and watches the tunnel flash by instead. Her body hums for no reason that makes sense outside of the office.

At work, she sits and tries to disappear into tasks. She can’t. Every small sound pulls her attention. The ping of the copier. The hiss of the espresso machine two rooms away. A Slack notification from Claire. Then his voice, closer.

“Morning,” Marcus says, the one word aimed at no one and at her.

She doesn’t look up. “Morning.”

“Busy?”

“Trying to be.”

He stops at the edge of her pod, one hand on the divider. “You got a second?”

Her stomach flips. She turns. “What do you need?”

“Help me find a file,” he says. “Storage closet. I think Ops shoved a box in there that actually belongs to me.”

She hesitates. There’s nothing in his tone but normal, nothing in his face but calm. If someone else in the row is listening, they’ll hear a work errand. She knows it isn’t only that. She stands anyway.

“Sure.”

They walk side by side down the hall. He doesn’t touch her. He doesn’t need to. The small room is halfway between their pod and the copy room. He pushes the handle and holds the door for her. The space is narrow and cluttered, with shelves on both sides with labeled bins and a low cabinet at the back. A single bulb hums overhead.

He steps in behind her and lets the door ease closed to a soft click. Not locked. Closed. The difference feels big.

“Left,” he says, nodding toward a shelf. “Box labeled May.”

She reaches, reading the labels, fingers brushing the cardboard. Her heart pounds in her ears. “Here,” she says. “Looks like Ops.”

He takes the box from her and sets it on the cabinet. He doesn’t touch her hands. He doesn’t have to. She feels the almost-touch anyway, the same way she felt it in the elevator.

He looks at the box and then at her. No one can see them here. No one can hear them if they keep their voices low. The sound of the office filters in like distant traffic.

“Sarah,” he says.

She steadies herself with one palm on the cabinet. “Yeah?”

“I’m done pretending,” he says, quietly. “Are you?”

She swallows. “I told you I’m married.”

He studies her face. “Have you ever kissed a black man?”

The question lands hard. It isn’t coy. It isn’t a dare; it’s a line. She feels heat flood her chest and throat. She shakes her head once. “No.”

He moves slowly, giving her a chance to say stop. She doesn’t say it. He puts his hand against the wall behind her shoulder and leans in. His mouth meets hers. The first press is soft, then firmer. His lips are warm. He tastes like the coffee he drinks without sugar. She opens to him without meaning to, a small sound leaving her throat. His tongue strokes once, carefully. Her fingers curl against the wood under her palm.

He pulls back half an inch. “Again?” he asks, near a whisper.

She nods. He kisses her deeper, and the yes she hasn’t said out loud yet flashes through her body like a fuse. She rises onto the balls of her feet and kisses him back, open now, greedy, the last few weeks pouring out of her at once. He groans in his chest. His hand slides to her waist and holds there, not squeezing, just claiming a spot that feels like his hand should be there.

He keeps it slow for another breath. Then he touches her breast through the fabric of her dress, the heel of his hand pressing and then his fingers folding, gauging her size, her shape. She gasps into his mouth. His thumb finds her nipple through the bra and moves, a small circle that makes her thighs clench. He does it again. She shivers. He does it harder. The sound she makes is soft and helpless.

He drops his other hand to her hip and then lower, his full palm over the curve of her ass. He doesn’t rush. He caresses and squeezes like he’s testing her. He drags his hand over the round of it, slow, like he wants to feel every part. His breath hitches against her mouth. She feels his cock against her hip, thick and awake, straining against his trousers. The knowledge shoots straight through her belly and down.

“Jesus,” he murmurs, almost to himself. “You feel better than I imagined.”

Her pulse hits her throat. “You’ve been imagining this?”

“Every time I walk past your desk,” he says, not embarrassed. “Every night this week.”

He kneads her ass again and pulls her against him. The heat is shocking. She wants to lift her dress and put his hand on her skin. She wants his mouth on her breast. She wants his fingers under her tights, between her legs, inside her, where she’s wet and aching and beyond pretending otherwise.

Instead, she plants both hands on his chest and breaks the kiss. Her breath is fast. His is too. She holds his eyes.

“Not here,” she says. “Not now.”

He doesn’t push. He nods, thumb still resting over her nipple through the dress. He slides his hand up to her collarbone and then off her altogether. He lets go of her ass last, fingers lingering for one last press. He steps back a half step. The distance is small and feels huge.

“Okay,” he says. “Not here. Not now.”

Silence. He looks at her mouth. She looks at his. Her hands are shaking. She puts them at her sides so it’s less obvious.

“What do you want me to do?” he asks.

“Open the door,” she says, voice low. “Carry the box. Walk out.”

He almost smirks. “Yes, ma’am.”

He picks up the box. She reaches for the handle and cracks the door. The slice of office noise that comes in feels strange, too normal. She checks the hall. Empty. She steps out. He follows, shutting the door with his foot. They walk back to the row with space between their shoulders, like the space will hide something their faces won’t.

Belinda looks up when they pass and tilts her head, curious, eyes flicking to the box and then to Sarah’s mouth like she’s measuring a color. Sarah keeps her expression steady and sits. Her hands go to her keyboard and don’t move. The screen stares back. She types her password wrong and tries again.

Marcus carries the box past Claire’s office and disappears into the small conference room. He doesn’t look back.

The rest of the day is a study in control. Sarah answers two Slacks like a person who didn’t just press her mouth to a coworker’s in a closet. She takes a call and contributes a sentence that makes sense. She writes a three-line email and sends it without reading it three times. She drinks water, but it doesn’t help. Her skin feels too tight for her body.

She thinks about texting David but doesn’t. She thinks about walking to the bathroom and locking herself in a stall to breathe but doesn’t. She thinks about Marcus’s hand on her ass and squeezes her thighs until it hurts.

At five, she powers down and stands. Belinda swivels her chair. “You okay?”

“Fine,” Sarah says, too bright.

Belinda gives her a look. “Uh-huh.”

“I’m leaving,” Sarah says. “See you tomorrow.”

“See you,” Belinda says, voice gentle in a way that tells Sarah too much and not enough.

Sarah walks out of the building on legs that don’t feel like hers. She takes the train home and stares at her reflection, touching the corner of her mouth once as if she could still feel his mouth there. She can.

At home, she unlocks the door and lets herself in on a breath she didn’t know she had been holding. The house smells like lemony antiseptic cleaning spray David uses when he’s home before her. It stell smells like safety from covid days, but it also makes what’s still on her lips feel sharper.

David is in the kitchen, bare feet on tile, cutting vegetables. He looks up, takes in her face, and smiles the way he does when he’s about to ask her to tell him everything.

“How was it?” he says.

She sets her bag down. “Busy.”

He stops cutting. “That all?”

She nods, keeps her face even. “Yeah.”

He studies her for a beat longer. His eyes soften. He doesn’t call her on the lie. He doesn’t try to guess. He turns back to the cutting board. “Dinner in twenty.”

“Sounds good,” she says as she slips into the bedroom, and hates herself a little for how easy the lie is.

They eat and talk about small things. An unexpected bill in the mail. A show a friend recommended. The neighbor’s dog that barks at nothing too often. He doesn’t push. She wonders if he knows she doesn’t have a simple version of today to give him. She wonders if he knows she is keeping something for herself for the first time since they started saying the hard parts out loud.

After dinner, they move to the couch. She sits close and tucks her feet under her, her body seeking his warmth like it always does. He runs his thumb along her shin through the fabric of her knockoff yoga pants and asks if she wants to watch something. She shrugs. He finds a movie he knows she’ll say yes to and presses play. She doesn’t absorb the plot. She hears only the beat of the music and the hum in her veins that hasn’t quieted since the closet.

When the credits roll, David mutes the sound and turns a little. “You’re far away,” he says, not accusing.

She looks down at her hands. “I am.”

“Do you want to talk?” he asks.

Not tell me. Do you want to talk? The difference opens a door she doesn’t step through.

“Not right now,” she says.

He nods. “Okay.”

They go to bed. He undresses with the easy comfort of a man who knows he’s wanted and who doesn’t need proof every night to believe it. She undresses more slowly. He reaches for her. She goes willingly and lets him hold her until her breath matches his. His mouth finds her neck and moves lower. Her body answers him because it always has, because want isn’t a single thing with a single cause. When he slips his fingers between her legs, she is wet and he smiles like he knows it isn’t only him and yet he chooses her anyway. He fucks her slowly, asking for nothing but her sounds. She gives him that much and more, cumming with his name in her mouth and no one else’s.

He falls asleep first. She lies awake and stares at the ceiling and touches the spot on her where his thumb had circled her nipple through the fabric. She feels it again. She hears his question again—Have you ever kissed a black man?—plain and blunt and not coy at all. She hears herself say no and hears the difference the word made in the next second.

She sits up on an elbow and looks at David sleeping. He trusts her. He told her he wants the ache. He asked for every detail. She promised him before that she could, after that she would. She didn’t tell him tonight. She doesn’t tell him now.

She rolls back and folds her hands over her stomach like that will keep the memory inside. It feels selfish. It feels like oxygen. She doesn’t know which feeling will win.

The next morning, she dresses in silence, steady hands, calm face. She picks a blouse she hasn’t worn yet and a skirt that moves when she walks. David watches her from the bed.

“You look good,” he says.

“Thank you.”

He sits up and kisses her wrist. “Text me if anything happens today.”

She meets his eyes. “I will.”

On the train, she watches the city slide by. She thinks of the closet door clicking shut. The low bulb. The smell of paper. His mouth. Her yes. Not here, not now. She thinks of what it means that she held that line and what it means that she didn’t tell David she had to hold it.

At the office, Belinda lifts her brows in a question and drops them again when Sarah doesn’t answer it. Marcus passes the aisle with a stack of folders and doesn’t look in. He doesn’t need to. She feels him like a current that has already decided its direction.

By noon, Sarah knows nothing about this week is going to get easier. She also knows she doesn’t want it easy. Not now. Not yet.

She opens a new document and stares at the blank page. The cursor blinks. She types three words she will delete before lunch.

Not here. Yet.


Chapter 9 – Crossing the Line

The day drags. Sarah starts with coffee that tastes burned and ends with a calendar full of meetings that could have been emails. Claire runs her team hard, pushing for revisions, then pushing for more revisions after that. Belinda is chatty but distracted, slipping out twice for calls Sarah doesn’t ask about. By five-thirty, Sarah feels rung out, her shoulders tight, her head heavy.

She powers down her computer and leans back, stretching. Most of the office has already gone, chairs empty, the hum of air vents louder than voices. She gathers her things and steps into the aisle, ready to walk the ten minutes to the train and forget the day.

“Heading out?” Marcus’s voice stops her.

She turns. He’s standing near the copy center, jacket on, keys in his hand.

“Yeah,” she says. “Finally.”

“Need a ride?”

She hesitates. “You drive?”

“Sometimes.” He twirls the keys once, casually. “I’m parked a block over. Save you the train.”

Her pulse kicks. She thinks of David’s face when she told him Marcus wanted her. She thinks of the way David said Don’t hold back next time. She thinks of the closet kiss and the way she hasn’t told David about it yet. She knows what saying yes to this means.

Still, she hears herself answer: “Okay.”

They walk out together into the cool night air. The city is thinning, commuters already scattered home, sidewalks quieter than usual. He leads her to a sleek black car parked under a streetlight. He unlocks it with a beep and opens the passenger door for her. She slides in, her bag on her lap, her heart beating hard.

The engine hums to life. He pulls out smoothly, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on the gearshift. They talk lightly at first—Claire’s impossible standards, the way Ops bungled another report. Sarah laughs, shaking her head, the tension in her chest loosening despite itself.

Then the streets begin to blur past, and she notices he isn’t turning toward her neighborhood.

“Marcus,” she says carefully. “This isn’t my way.”

“No,” he says, eyes still on the road. “It’s mine.”

Her stomach flips. “Your apartment?”

“Yes.”

Silence. She looks at him, at the steady line of his jaw, the calm grip on the wheel. He doesn’t push her, but he doesn’t ask her outright for permission, either. He just drives.

She could tell him to stop. She could tell him to take her to the train. She doesn’t.

The building is tall, glassy, modern. He pulls into the garage, parks, cuts the engine. For a moment, neither of them move. The only sound is the tick of cooling metal.

He turns his head, finally looking at her. “You can walk away right now,” he says. “No harm. No one will know.”

Her throat is tight. “And if I don’t?”

“Then you come upstairs with me.” His eyes are steady. “And we stop pretending.”

Her breath shudders. She thinks of David again. His voice in her ear the night before: Don’t stop next time. She closes her eyes for a beat. Then opens them.

“Let’s go,” she says.

The elevator ride is quiet. Too quiet. The numbers tick up slowly, one by one. Her palms are damp against her bag. She feels like her body knows what’s about to happen before her mind can fully accept it.

At his door, she freezes.

“This is it,” she says.

“Yes,” he says. “The line.”

She stares at the knob, her chest rising and falling. She hears David’s voice in her head, whispering permission, wanting details, urging her forward.

Marcus steps closer, not touching her. “You can still walk.”

Her hand lifts. She hesitates once more. Then she turns the knob.

The apartment is sleek, spare, masculine. Dark leather couch, chrome kitchen, a wide window that looks out over the city. She sets her bag on the counter because she needs to do something with her hands. He takes his jacket off and lays it across a chair.

They stand facing each other. The air feels thick.

“Sarah,” he says.

“Yes.”

“I want you.”

She exhales, shaky. “I know.”

He closes the space between them and kisses her. It’s not tentative this time. It’s hard, hungry, claiming. She moans into his mouth, her arms winding around his neck. His hands grip her waist, pulling her flush against him, his cock hard against her stomach through his trousers.

He backs her toward the couch. She falls onto it, her skirt riding up her thighs. He follows, pressing her down, his mouth hot on her neck. She gasps when his hand slides under her blouse, finding her breast, kneading it through the thin fabric of her bra.

“Fuck,” he murmurs. “You’re perfect.”

Her hips lift against him. He pushes her skirt higher, dragging his hand up her thigh, fingers pressing into her skin. She’s soaked, her panties clinging. He grins against her throat when he feels it.

“You’re ready for me,” he says.

“Yes,” she whispers, shameless.

He strips her blouse open, buttons almost popping, and pulls her bra down to bare her breasts. His mouth closes over one nipple, sucking hard, making her cry out. His hand finds the other, squeezing, pinching, working her until she’s writhing under him.

“Please,” she begs. “I need you.”

He yanks her panties aside and thrusts two fingers inside her. She gasps, clutching his shoulders, her body arching. He fucks her with his hand, fast and deep, his thumb circling her clit until she’s moaning nonstop, until she breaks, cumming hard around his fingers, her whole body shuddering.

Before she can catch her breath, he frees his cock, thick and hard, the head already slick. He lines himself up and looks at her. “Condom?”

She shakes her head, desperate. “No. I want you raw.”

“Are you…?” he starts, but she cuts him off.

“I’m good. I use an implant.”

His eyes darken even as he smiles. “Good girl.”

He drives into her in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. She screams, clutching at him, nails raking down his back. He fucks her hard and steady, the couch squeaking under them, his balls slapping her ass.

“Oh God,” she cries. “Marcus—”

“That’s it,” he growls. “Say my name. Louder.”

“Marcus!”

He pounds her harder, sweat dripping from his temple, his teeth gritted. She cums again, clenching around him, her voice breaking on his name. He groans, shoving deep, and spills inside her, hot and endless, grinding until he’s empty.

They collapse together, panting, skin slick. He kisses her once more, softer now, and strokes her hair.

“Stay,” he says. “Spend the night.”

Her chest tightens. “I should go.”

He kisses her again, slower. “Stay.”

She hesitates. She thinks of David waiting, trusting. She thinks of the promise she made—to tell him everything. Her heart pounds, her body still trembling. She nods. “Yes.”

Marcus pulls her against him, wrapping an arm around her waist. They lie together on the couch, the city lights glowing through the window.

Sarah closes her eyes, exhausted, satisfied, and terrified all at once. She knows what this means. She knows the line is gone now, crossed and left behind.

And she knows in the morning she’ll go home, look David in the eyes, and tell him everything.

Click here to pre-order

The Affair Deepens
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Click here to leave a review of

Temptation at Work
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com

Coming Soon
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(Click here to go to my Amazon Author Page)

My Audiobooks
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My Titles on Audible
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My Penthouse Harem


Lena White and Badger Therese
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Cruise  1 ~ Cruise 2 ~ Gaia

Andrea Marten and Lena White
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Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss~Limits
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Reluctant Cuckold ~ Country Cuckold ~ Cuckold Dreams
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Another Cuckold  Tale ~ Black Owned Hotwife ~ First Time Hotwife
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Trophy Hotwife ~ Unicorn ~ Socialite Hotwife
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Whore ~ Escort ~ Hooker
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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