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Watching Him Want Her




I adjusted my blazer, trying to look every inch the composed co-founder as the first candidate stepped into our glass-walled conference room. Beside me, Hunter offered one of his easy, disarming smiles, the same one that used to make interns forget their own names. I reminded myself that we’d agreed on this process, that I had a veto, yet my pulse still thrummed at the base of my throat.

We ran this company together. I handled operations and long-term strategy; he handled vision, clients, and the kind of charisma that made investors lean forward in their seats. He also had a history of leaning forward for other reasons.

Wandering eyes. That was the phrase we had settled on in therapy because it sounded softer than what it had felt like at the time.

He had done the work. I would give him that. He had listened, taken responsibility, stepped back from situations that once would have fed his ego. Still, patterns did not disappear overnight, and neither did instincts. If he was going to have a new assistant sitting ten feet from his office every day, I was going to have a say.

“I don’t want you disqualifying someone just because they’re an attractive woman,” he had told me the week before, pacing the bedroom while I folded laundry. “That’s not fair to the candidates, and it’s not fair to the company.”

I had watched him carefully when he said it. The sincerity had been there. So had something else. Defensiveness, maybe. Or fear that I didn’t trust him.

“I’m not asking you to hire someone incompetent,” I had replied evenly. “I’m asking you to trust that I can find someone qualified and… appropriate. You know, men are secretaries too.”

“That only drives my point home. You can’t hire someone based on their sex either.”

“I won’t. You don’t think I’m above that?” That had pretty much been the end of our argument.

Now, sitting beside him in the conference room, I smoothed the front of my silk blouse and tried to ignore the faint, familiar twist in my stomach. A tight, alert feeling that sharpened my senses.

The first candidate walked in at nine on the dot. Early thirties, nervous smile, résumé clutched too tightly in her hands. She wore a navy skirt suit that might have been sharp on someone else but hung awkwardly on her frame. She stumbled over her greeting, nearly knocking her portfolio off the table as she sat.

I watched my husband as much as I watched her.

He smiled politely, folded his hands, and launched into the usual questions. His tone was professional, measured. No lingering glances. No easy charm dialed up to seduction levels.

The candidate fumbled through questions about scheduling software and client correspondence. She hesitated when I pressed her about crisis management. Her eyes flicked to my husband too often, as if hoping he would rescue her.

He didn’t.

By the time Candidate Three spilled her iced latte across the table, I almost felt sorry for her. Almost. Hunter jumped up with napkins, ever the gentleman, and for a second I pictured those broad hands on someone else’s waist, steadying a body that wasn’t mine. The image stabbed, sharp and vivid, and I forced myself to smile as I helped dab at the edge of the mess.

When she left, Hunter sank into his chair, blue eyes flicking to me. “This isn’t working,” he said quietly. A muscle ticked in his jaw; guilt mixed with stubbornness. “Talent first, remember? You promised.”

“I promised,” I agreed, keeping my voice soft. “But talent and… temptation don’t have to be mutually exclusive.” I rested my palm on the leather folder between us and felt the faint tremor in my own fingers. “We’ll find someone competent who won’t make us—make you—second-guess yourself.”

His gaze lingered on me; something vulnerable flashed there, gone in a breath. “You don’t trust me yet,” he said.

I swallowed. “I’m learning to.” The words came out steadier than they felt. Hunter reached across the table, brushing my knuckles. A brief, electric touch that warmed the place where his ring pressed my skin. It was intimate in its restraint, the slightest promise that he knew I was choosing us, even when it didn’t look pretty.

“Next candidate?” he asked, voice low.

I inhaled, smoothed the résumé stack, and nodded. “Next.” My heart beat hard, equal parts dread and anticipation, as I prepared to meet the woman who might finally pass both of our tests and force me to confront how far I was willing to bend my own rules.
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The last résumé in the stack was thicker than the others. Cream paper. Clean font. No desperate embellishments. I remember tracing my finger down the margin before I called her name, feeling a prickle along my arms that had nothing to do with air conditioning.

When she walked in, I understood the prickle.

She was beautiful. Tall, long dark hair pulled into a low, sleek ponytail that showed off the elegant line of her neck. Her blouse was ivory silk, tucked into a fitted charcoal pencil skirt that skimmed her hips without clinging. Nothing flashy, but nothing cheap either.

My throat tightened before I could stop it.

I didn’t look at my husband right away. I looked at her. At the confident way she extended her hand. At the subtle curve of her mouth when she smiled. I listened to the smooth, unhurried cadence of her voice when she introduced herself.

Then I looked at him.

If there was going to be a shift, if there was going to be that microscopic flare of interest I had learned to detect, I would see it.

He stood, shook her hand, and sat back down with the same measured professionalism he had shown every other candidate. His shoulders stayed loose. His breathing didn’t change. His gaze didn’t linger anywhere it shouldn’t.

It almost annoyed me. Like he was too good at proving me wrong.

I leaned back in my chair, crossing my legs slowly, and watched them both. If she noticed the silent tension in the room, she didn’t show it. She answered questions fluidly. Calendar systems. International travel coordination. High-stakes client management. She spoke like someone who had done the job already and done it well.

When I pressed her on crisis handling, she didn’t blink. She described a previous executive meltdown, detailing how she had reorganized schedules, soothed investors, and insulated the company from public fallout. Her voice never wavered.

Perfect. That was the problem. She was perfect. I could feel the threat of her settling under my skin.

My husband asked a follow-up about discretion. I watched his mouth as he spoke, the familiar shape of it, the way his jaw flexed when he listened carefully. I imagined, against my will, what it would look like to see that control fracture. What it would take.

Something was wrong with me. He was trying hard, and yet it seemed effortless. Why did I want to see him lose the very composure I asked him to maintain?

Heat pooled low in my abdomen, heavy and unwelcome. It wasn’t jealousy alone. It was curiosity. It was the thought of proximity. Of long hours. Of closed office doors.

I hated that my body responded before my mind could veto it.

She uncrossed her legs at one point and shifted slightly in her chair, and the fabric of her skirt moved smoothly over her thighs. I saw my husband’s gaze remain steady on her face. Steady and respectful.

Too steady? Was he trying too hard not to look?

My pulse ticked faster as I studied him. His posture was unchanged. Hands folded loosely on the table. If anything, he seemed almost more restrained than usual, as though aware that I was measuring every breath.

She finished answering a question about confidentiality agreements, and silence settled briefly over the table. I could feel my own heartbeat in my ribs. I imagined Monday mornings. Imagined her walking past his office in heels. Imagined him catching the faint scent of her perfume as she leaned in to hand him a file.

I imagined watching it all.

It would be morally cleaner to choose someone less… catalytic. Someone competent but forgettable. Someone safe.

Instead, I found myself wanting to see what would happen if we invited temptation into the room and forced my husband to behave.

“Do you have any questions for us?” I asked.

“We’d like to offer you the position,” I said. I didn’t look to my husband for approval.

Her face lit up instantly, relief and excitement brightening her features. “Really? That’s—thank you. I won’t disappoint you.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my husband’s reaction. His eyes widened. Not dramatically, but just enough. It lasted half a second before he composed himself, but I caught it. The flicker of surprise. The calculation. The quick recalibration of expectations.

He thought I wouldn’t choose her. Which meant he had seen her the way I had.

My stomach tightened, not with pain but with confirmation. A quiet, almost wicked satisfaction threaded through me.

“You’ll start Monday,” I continued smoothly. “We’ll have HR send over the paperwork this afternoon.”

She nodded eagerly, gathering her portfolio. “I’m available. I can be here at eight.”

“Eight is perfect,” my husband said, his voice controlled and neutral again.

She thanked us once more before leaving, heels clicking confidently down the hallway.
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Once she was gone, Hunter stood and walked out of the conference room without saying a word. I hurried after him, my heels tapping a frantic rhythm down the hallway while the click of his dress shoes pounded a few yards ahead. He pushed into his office, shoulders braced like battering rams, and I slipped in after him, shutting the door with a muted snick. The scent of bergamot from the diffuser clung to the stale tension left in his wake. I leaned back against the polished wood, crossing my arms to keep from fidgeting.

Hunter strode to his desk, planted both palms on the glass top, then pivoted so fast the navy fabric over his chest drew tight across muscle. A shadow of stubble darkened his jaw where he rubbed a thumb, the gesture half-thoughtful, half-agitated. “Why did you hire her, Monica?” His voice carried the edge he usually reserved for boardroom ambushes.

My pulse stuttered, but I lifted my chin. “Why? Do you think it’ll be a problem for you?” The words tasted of copper the moment they left me, sharp and reckless.

His eyes flared. “What? I simply meant we were supposed to discuss new hires together.” He straightened, jacket stretching across his broad shoulders. “She’ll be my secretary, after all.”

I pushed off the door, the panel warming my back as I left it. “Sadie was perfect and you know it. You’re the one who said I shouldn’t disqualify candidates for being attractive.” I tried to keep my tone measured, yet bitterness crept in, curling each syllable.

Hunter narrowed his gaze, cobalt sharpening to a dangerous blade. “Something tells me her looks are why you hired her.” He wasn’t wrong, but the accusation still stung. Beneath my tailored blouse, my heart hammered, a subtle reminder of how thin my composure truly was.

I clenched my jaw until my molars protested. “Just try and behave,” I said, the command slipping out colder than intended. Before guilt could bloom, I pivoted, dropped the latch, and stepped into the corridor. The door clicked shut behind me, sealing us in separate silences.

As I walked toward my own office, heat spread low in my abdomen, equal parts trepidation and a dark, undeniable thrill. I had thrown a lit match between us, fully aware the flame might catch. Now I had to decide whether I wanted to stamp it out…or watch what burned first.
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By the time I heard the front door open, the house was dark.

I had been lying in bed for over an hour, staring at the faint line of streetlight creeping through the gap in the curtains, my mind replaying the day on a relentless loop. Sadie’s steady voice. Hunter’s tightened jaw. The word test hanging between us like something fragile and ugly.

His footsteps were quiet in the foyer. He always moved quietly in the house, as if careful not to disturb something sacred. I listened for the familiar creak of the first step as he started up toward our bedroom.

It never came. Instead, I heard the muted rustle of fabric in the living room. The low exhale of someone sinking into the couch.

I pushed myself up on my elbows, heart beating harder than it should have. He wasn’t coming upstairs. The realization spread slowly.

I slipped out of bed and padded toward the hallway, stopping just before the top of the stairs. From there, I could see part of the living room below. The lamp by the sofa was on, casting a soft amber glow across the hardwood floors.

Hunter was sitting on the edge of the couch, tie loosened, sleeves rolled up to reveal the strong line of his forearms. His shoulders were slumped in a way I rarely saw. Not defeated. Just… tired.

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and dragged a hand down his face. He wasn’t on his phone. He wasn’t working. He was thinking.

My throat tightened.

After a moment, he stood and walked to the guest closet, pulling out a blanket. He didn’t look toward the stairs. He didn’t call up to me. He just laid the blanket across the sofa and turned off the lamp. The room went dark.

I stayed there, frozen at the top of the stairs, until I heard the soft shift of his weight settling onto the couch. He was sleeping downstairs, because of me.

I went back to bed slowly, the mattress suddenly feeling too large. Too empty.

I slid under the covers and lay on my side facing his pillow. It still held the faint scent of his shampoo and cologne. I pressed my face into it before I could stop myself, breathing him in like it might anchor me. What had I done?

The bravado I’d felt in his office had evaporated completely. All that remained was a dull, creeping embarrassment. I had acted impulsively. Recklessly. I had wanted to prove something about him, about us, about myself.

Instead, I had humiliated him. Worse, I had made myself look insecure.

I stared at the ceiling, my stomach twisting. Not only had I inserted temptation directly into his workspace, I had essentially accused him of being incapable of resisting it. I had reduced years of work—of therapy, of rebuilding trust, of quiet discipline—to a game.

He was a good man. He had been patient with my doubts. He had owned his past behavior without defensiveness. He had changed in ways that mattered. And I had responded by setting a trap.

I rolled onto my back and dragged my hands down over my face. What if this backfired in ways I couldn’t control?

The image came unbidden: Sadie leaning over his desk, her blouse shifting just slightly as she pointed at a calendar entry. Hunter’s eyes flicking down, just for a second. The slow burn of awareness settling between them over weeks. Months.

What if he didn’t touch her? What if he only thought about it? Was that worse?

A pulse of heat flared low in my abdomen at the thought, and I hated myself for it. The jealousy was sharp, but beneath it was something darker. Something curious.

Would he come home charged from being near her all day? Would that tension bleed into the way he touched me? The way his hands gripped my hips in bed? The way his mouth pressed harder against mine?

The idea made my thighs press together instinctively under the sheets. I exhaled shakily and forced my legs apart, as if denying the reaction could undo it.

This was exactly the problem.

I wasn’t just protecting our marriage. I was poking at it. Testing its edges because part of me wanted to feel something intense again. The early years with Hunter had been electric—stolen glances across crowded rooms, hands sliding under tables, the thrill of knowing other women looked at him and he chose me.

My chest tightened with sudden fear. What if I miscalculated? What if I pushed too far and he decided he was tired of being examined under a microscope? Tired of proving himself over and over?

I sat up abruptly, unable to breathe through the weight pressing against my ribs. Could I undo this?

Firing Sadie on Monday would be humiliating and obvious. It would look erratic. Unprofessional. Petty. And Hunter would know exactly why.

I had wanted to feel powerful this afternoon, but now I felt small and stupid and more vulnerable than I had in years.

The bed felt unbearably empty without him beside me. I rolled onto my side again, facing the door, listening to the quiet house until I fell asleep.
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I woke up disoriented for a second, and I forgot everything. Then I turned toward Hunter’s side of the bed and saw the sheets still smooth, untouched. The memory of the couch downstairs came back in a rush.

I sat up, smoothing my hair back from my face, and forced myself to breathe evenly. Running down there in a panic would only confirm how rattled I’d been. I wrapped my robe around myself and walked down the stairs at a measured pace, the hardwood cool under my bare feet.

He was already in the kitchen. Hunter stood at the counter in a soft gray T-shirt and dark lounge pants, his back to me as he poured coffee into two mugs. His shoulders looked less rigid than they had the night before. Not relaxed exactly, but no longer braced for impact.

He must have heard my steps because he turned before I said anything. There was a quiet pause as our eyes met. “Morning,” he said. His voice was normal. Warm, even. Not guarded.

“Morning,” I replied.

I moved to the island, taking the mug he slid toward me. Our fingers brushed briefly, and that small contact sent a ripple through me I hadn’t expected. It had been less than twelve hours since we’d stood in his office arguing, and yet the absence of his touch overnight had made me acutely aware of how much I relied on it.

I wrapped both hands around the mug, letting the heat seep into my palms. He leaned his hip against the counter across from me. We stood in silence for a moment, the soft drip of the coffee maker filling the space between us.

“You didn’t have to sleep downstairs,” I said.

“I know.” He exhaled slowly. “I just needed to cool off.”

I nodded, staring into the dark surface of my coffee. “I shouldn’t have blindsided you.” There it was. The apology I’d rehearsed half the night.

His jaw softened slightly. “We were supposed to make that decision together.”

“I know.” I lifted my eyes to his. “I let my emotions get ahead of me.”

That was the simplest version of the truth. The fuller one—that I had wanted to provoke him, to stir something—felt too raw to offer in daylight.

He studied my face for a long moment, searching for something. “Do you really think I’d risk us? After how much work we’ve done?” The way he said it, measured but wounded, made my chest ache.

“No,” I said immediately. And I meant it. “I don’t think you’d risk us.”

He pushed off the counter and came closer, stopping on the other side of the island. Close enough that I could see the faint crease at the corner of his eyes, the one that deepened when he was tired.

“I’ve worked hard to fix how I behaved in the past,” he said quietly.

“I know you have,” I replied.

And I did. He had cut off flirtations that were never physical but still crossed lines. He had changed offices to create more transparency. He had put distance between himself and situations that once would have fed his ego. He had chosen us repeatedly in small, unglamorous ways.

I swallowed. “I shouldn’t have made it feel like I don’t see that,” I added.

He reached across the island and covered my hand with his. The contact was steady and familiar. His palm was warm, his fingers strong around mine.

“Sadie will be nothing more than a good secretary,” he said. “That’s it. She’ll do her job. I’ll do mine. There won’t be anything inappropriate.”

The firmness in his tone steadied something inside me. “You’re right,” I said softly. “I won’t overstep like that again.”

He stepped around the island then, closing the distance between us entirely. His hands settled on my waist, thumbs brushing lightly against the fabric of my robe. The contact was gentle, not possessive.

Being in his arms made everything simpler. The solidity of his body against mine, the steady rise and fall of his chest under my cheek, grounded me in a way that my spiraling thoughts never could.

He kissed my forehead first. Then, after a beat, my mouth. It was slow and familiar, his lips pressing against mine in a way that reminded me we had years of history layered between us. I felt my body respond automatically, my hands sliding up to rest against his chest. The muscle beneath my palms was firm, warm.

When he pulled back, his gaze searched mine again. “We’re okay?”

“Yes,” I said.
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I took extra care getting dressed Monday morning, which irritated me more than I cared to admit. I chose a cream silk blouse that skimmed my torso without clinging and a fitted navy skirt that hit just below the knee. Professional and controlled. I styled my hair in soft waves instead of my usual sleek bun, then stood back from the mirror and studied myself critically.

I was beautiful. I knew that. My skin still held its glow, my body still curved in the right places, my waist still dipped in a way Hunter’s hands had memorized over the years. But I could also see what time had quietly done. The faint lines at the corners of my eyes when I smiled. The softness at my jaw that hadn’t been there at twenty-five. My breasts were still full, but they settled differently than they used to. Gravity did not negotiate.

I pressed my lips together and reached for my heels. By the time I walked into the office, Sadie was already there.

She stood near the reception desk, reviewing something on the tablet I’d left for her. She looked up when she heard me, and that composed, almost luminous smile appeared instantly. “Good morning, Monica.”

Her voice was smooth and steady, just as it had been in the interview. “Good morning, Sadie,” I replied, taking her in fully now that she belonged to this space.

She had dressed conservatively. A pale blue blouse buttoned high at the collar. A charcoal pencil skirt. Sensible heels. Nothing inappropriate.

And yet the outfit hugged her like it had been glued directly to her body. The fabric traced the firm curve of her hips, skimmed over her flat stomach, and molded to her breasts in a way that made it impossible to pretend they weren’t there. She wasn’t voluptuous. She was toned. Youthfully tight in a way that required no effort.

It was infuriating. “You’re early,” I said lightly.

“I wanted to be,” she replied. “First impressions and all.”

I nodded approvingly and gestured for her to follow me. “Let’s get you oriented.”

Training her was supposed to feel administrative. Straightforward. Instead, I found myself hyper-aware of everything. The way she leaned slightly forward when concentrating, the subtle flex of her thigh as she crossed her legs at her desk. The smooth column of her neck when she tilted her head to listen. Even the way her blouse shifted with each inhale, the faint rise and fall over her chest.

We sat side by side at her workstation as I walked her through Hunter’s calendar system. Our shoulders brushed once, just lightly, and the contact startled me more than it should have. Her skin was warm through the thin barrier of fabric. Youthful warmth.

“Mr. Collins prefers color-coded categories,” I explained, keeping my voice even. “Red for external meetings, blue for internal, green for personal.”

“Understood,” she said, her fingers moving confidently across the keyboard. Long fingers. Graceful hands.

I caught myself studying them and forced my gaze back to the screen.

“You’ll have full access to his inbox,” I continued. “Nothing gets deleted without confirmation. Draft responses are fine, but he reviews everything.”

She nodded. “Discretion is part of the job.” The word discretion seemed to echo in my head.

I excused myself after an hour under the pretense of grabbing additional files. Instead, I walked straight to the executive restroom and stepped up to the mirror to stare at my reflection.

The fluorescent lighting was unforgiving.

I leaned closer, examining the fine lines at my eyes, the faint crease between my brows that deepened when I frowned. I ran a hand over my cheek, feeling the softness of my skin beneath my fingertips. Still smooth. Still cared for. But not untouched by time.

I was not old, but I was not twenty-two either. Sadie was. The thought tightened something low in my stomach.

I straightened and smoothed my blouse over my torso, pressing my hands down over my waist and hips. My body had carried a marriage. A business. Years of stress and triumph and intimacy. It had been held and wanted and memorized by one man for more than a decade.

It was still worthy. So why did I feel this flicker of insecurity now?

The bathroom door opened behind me, and I froze.

“I’m so sorry,” Sadie’s voice said immediately. “I didn’t realize anyone was in here.” Our eyes met in the mirror.

I dropped my hand from my face, embarrassed by the vulnerability of the gesture. “It’s fine,” I said, offering a composed smile.

I moved toward the door, chastising myself internally. This jealousy was unbecoming. Small. I had built too much in my life to shrink because of a younger woman’s tight skin and effortless posture.

As I reached for the handle, I caught one last glimpse of us in the mirror. I was beautiful. She was young. Both could be true.

I stepped back into the hallway and closed the bathroom door behind me, forcing my spine straight and my expression calm.

Sadie hadn’t done anything wrong. The insecurity was mine, and I refused to let it control me.
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A few boring, uneventful, maddeningly normal weeks passed. Sadie arrived on time every morning. She dressed conservatively. She did her job well. She left at a reasonable hour unless there was a legitimate deadline. Hunter remained steady, controlled, impeccably professional.

No closed doors for extended periods. No hushed laughter drifting down the hall. No subtle changes in his behavior at home that hinted at secret electricity.

If anything, he was calmer. It should have reassured me completely. Instead, the predictability started to itch.

By the third week, the sharp edge of my anxiety had dulled into something stranger. I would watch Sadie from across the office sometimes as she worked, her posture straight, her long fingers flying over the keyboard. She never overstepped. She never leaned too close to Hunter when she entered his office. She kept a polite physical distance that bordered on textbook.

Hunter, for his part, did not give her anything to work with. He kept his gaze level. His tone measured. His hands to himself. He didn’t falter, and I hated that I had wanted him to.

That was the part I could barely admit to myself.

One Wednesday afternoon, just past one, I decided to check in under the guise of reviewing scheduling protocols. It had been a slow morning for me, and idleness made my thoughts wander into unproductive places.

Sadie’s desk was empty when I approached. Her chair was slightly pushed back, her screen open to Hunter’s calendar. I glanced toward the hallway leading to his office to find the door was partially closed.

My pulse picked up. I told myself it meant nothing. She could have been dropping off documents. Still, I walked quietly down the hall.

I stopped just outside the door, not close enough to be obvious, but near enough that I could hear the low murmur of voices inside.

Sadie’s voice came first. “I just wanted to confirm the timing for Friday’s investor call,” she said. There was a slight softness to her tone. Not flirtatious. Just… gentle.

“Three p.m.,” Hunter replied. His voice was steady, clipped in that efficient way he used during business hours. “Block off the half hour after for follow-up.”

“Yes, sir.”

The yes, sir made my stomach tighten. It was innocent, but there was something about the way she said it with just a hint of shyness at the end that made me lean closer without meaning to.

“I’m still adjusting to the volume,” she continued. “You move quickly.”

Hunter’s response was patient. “You’re doing fine. You’ll get used to the pace.”

I listened hard for anything that crossed the line. A laugh that lingered too long. A compliment about her appearance. A shift in tone that signaled awareness.

There was nothing. Sadie spoke again. “I can stay later this week if that helps. To catch up.”

“That won’t be necessary,” Hunter replied. My chest loosened a fraction. This was what I had wanted. Proof of his discipline. Evidence that my fears had been exaggerated.

So why did the emptiness settle in so quickly afterward?

I pressed my back lightly against the wall, staring down at the polished floor. He wasn’t tempted. Or if he was, he gave no sign of it.

I had built this entire scenario in my mind—imagined tension crackling between them, imagined him fighting something visible—and instead I was eavesdropping on a perfectly appropriate business exchange.

It made me feel foolish. Had I really believed he would crumble because a young, beautiful woman sat outside his office? Had I reduced him to that?

Inside, Sadie let out a small, nervous laugh. “I’m sorry. I overthink things.”

“It’s better than underthinking,” Hunter said.

There was the faintest warmth in his tone. Encouraging. Mentor-like. For some reason, disappointment flickered through me, sharp and unwelcome.

I straightened, preparing to walk away. I had heard enough. There was nothing here but professionalism. Maybe this was what growth looked like. Boring. Predictable. Mature. Maybe the only thing being tested these past weeks was my ego.

I turned, taking a quiet step down the hall. Then I heard Hunter again.

“Sadie.”

I paused.

“Yes?”

“Can you stay late tonight?” The words landed heavily in the silence. There was a small beat.

“Of course,” she replied.

I stood very still, my pulse suddenly loud in my ears.

Inside, Hunter continued evenly, “We have that merger draft to finalize. I’d rather get it done before Friday.”

“Absolutely,” she said. “I don’t mind.” There was no flirtation in her voice. No breathy eagerness. Just willingness.

Still, heat bloomed low in my abdomen. Late. Together. After hours.

I told myself it was normal. Assistants stayed late all the time. Deadlines existed. Businesses required extra effort.

But I could picture it too easily: the office quieter after five, lights dimmer, the hum of the building softer. Sadie’s blouse sleeves pushed up slightly as she worked. Hunter loosening his tie, leaning over her shoulder to review edits.

The image sent a confusing rush through me. Part jealousy, part anticipation.

This was the first real variable. The first moment that felt like something could tip either way. A few weeks ago, I had wanted to see how disciplined he really was. Now, as the afternoon light stretched long across the floor, I realized I was about to find out.
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By six-thirty, the office had thinned to a hush.

The usual end-of-day bustle was gone, replaced by the distant whir of the building’s ventilation system. I gathered my things slowly, aware that Sadie’s keyboard was still clicking down the hall in an even, steady rhythm. She had stayed, just as she said she would. I walked toward Hunter’s office.

His door was open. Hunter sat behind his desk, jacket off, tie loosened just enough to signal a long day without looking careless. His sleeves were pushed up, exposing his forearms as he flipped through a document, expression focused.

“I’m heading out,” I said.

Hunter’s face softened the moment he saw me. “I’ll be right behind you,” he replied. “Just a few more things to catch up on.” Then he added, almost casually but not quite, “I asked Sadie to stay with me tonight, if that’s alright with you. It’s purely business.”

The clarification was transparent. A reassurance offered before I could ask for one. A flicker of disappointment moved through me before I could suppress it. “Of course,” I said smoothly.

The elevator ride down to the parking garage felt unnaturally quiet. When I reached my car, I unlocked it and slid into the driver’s seat. I set my hands on the steering wheel but didn’t start the engine.

I leaned back against the headrest and closed my eyes for a moment. The images came uninvited anyway. Would he stand behind her chair? Lean over her shoulder? Would she feel the heat of him at her back? Would she shift slightly in her seat, aware of it? Or would she remain oblivious, focused only on the work?

The thought tightened something low in my body. I became aware of the way my thighs had pressed together beneath my skirt, the faint warmth building there. It embarrassed me. This was not a fantasy. This was my husband. My marriage. My carefully constructed life.

I told myself I was being dramatic. That collaboration did not equal temptation. That proximity did not equal betrayal. I trusted him. I did. But the truth, the one that made my stomach flip uncomfortably, was that I wanted to see it. I wanted to witness the dynamic with my own eyes. I wanted proof that there was nothing there. Or, if there was something subtle and electric, I wanted to feel the sting of it clearly instead of inventing scenarios in my head.

There was something humiliating about that desire. Something that made me feel small and slightly obsessive. Before I could talk myself out of it, I opened the car door headed back upstairs.

The elevator doors opened onto our floor. The office floor was dim except for the pool of light spilling from Sadie’s desk. I stayed in the hallway’s shadow, breath held, watching Hunter lean over her desk. His tie hung loose, the soft cotton of his dress shirt stretching across his back as he pointed out something on her monitor. He was close enough that I could imagine the warmth of his body radiating toward hers but not touching.

Sadie perched on her rolling chair, knees angled toward him, ankle crossed over calf so the hem of her skirt kissed the top of one smooth thigh. She twirled a strand of hair around her finger. When she laughed, it sounded lighter, sweeter, than the polite chuckles I’d heard all day. I bit my lip, tasting faint copper where the skin threatened to break.

She reached up, fingertips grazing his forearm as if steadying herself from the joke. The contact lasted a breath too long. Hunter straightened instantly, stepping back just far enough to break the charge. “Sorry,” she murmured, cheeks coloring. “I—didn’t mean to cross a line.”

I bit down on my lower lip without meaning to. She was attracted to him. It wasn’t subtle.

His hand hovered mid-air, then dropped to his side. “No, it’s my fault. I crowded your space.” His tone stayed even, professional, but his eyes flicked toward the corridor as though he could sense me skulking beyond the half wall. My pulse spiked at the thought of getting caught, yet I couldn’t move.

For the next few minutes, I watched him maintain a polite distance while Sadie tried, with every tilt of her head, every too-quick laugh, to lure him closer. She stared at his mouth when he spoke; she smoothed her skirt each time he leaned in, subtly framing her hips. Hunter never faltered. He answered questions, clarified tasks, then folded his arms—a barrier of bunched biceps and quiet resolve.

Satisfaction should have bloomed in my chest, but confusion coiled there instead. Part of me wanted proof of temptation so I could justify my jealousy; another part craved his unwavering fidelity. Having both, her desire and his restraint, left me floating between guilt and relief.

Sadie thanked him, voice soft as velvet, and bent to shut down her computer. I stepped back into the gloom, letting the corridor swallow me. As I pressed the elevator button, the reflection in the brushed steel doors showed my cheeks flushed, lips swollen from nervous biting. I looked like a woman aroused by her own worst fears, and maybe I was.
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When Hunter finally came upstairs, the house was quiet again.

I had already changed into a thin silk nightgown, the fabric cool against my skin as I lay on my back staring at the ceiling. I had been replaying the image of him leaning over Sadie’s desk for nearly an hour.

The mattress dipped as Hunter climbed in beside me, the faint starch of his shirt brushing my bare arm before he tugged the sheet over us. His torso curved against my back, solid and familiar; the heat of him melted a strip of cool cotton between my shoulder blades. He slipped an arm around my waist and pressed a slow, remorseful kiss to the slope of my neck. “Sorry I was late,” he murmured, breath stirring the fine hairs near my ear.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, though the words floated up to the ceiling boards and stayed there with the rest of my doubts. My gaze followed, tracing the swirl of plaster as if an answer hid in its grooves.

He tightened his hold slightly, his palm splaying over my stomach. His breath brushed the curve of my neck as he exhaled. For a moment, the steady rhythm of him grounded me. The scent of his skin, the faint roughness of his stubble against my shoulder when he shifted, all of it achingly familiar.

But my mind would not quiet. He must have felt the tension in me because his hand stilled. “Is something on your mind?”

I kept my gaze on the ceiling. “I don’t want to fight again,” I said.

He pulled back immediately, the warmth disappearing as he sat up. The mattress shifted as he turned, sitting in the middle of the bed but facing outward, his back toward the footboard rather than the headboard. Defensive and alert.

“Is it Sadie?” he asked sharply. “Nothing happened tonight.”

I shook my head slowly. “I know nothing happened. I watched the two of you..”

He went still. “What do you mean you watched us?” His voice had sharpened, anger threading through it again.

I tore my gaze away from the ceiling and looked at him. Even in the low lamplight, I could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his jaw had set. “See?” I said quietly. “I didn’t want to say anything. I don’t want to fight.”

“Then stop giving me reasons to fight with you, Monica.” The frustration in his voice stung because it was earned.

I pushed myself upright, leaning back against the headboard so we were facing each other now. The silk of my nightgown shifted over my thighs as I moved, the thin straps barely holding the fabric against my chest. I was suddenly aware of how exposed I was, how vulnerable and how calculated that vulnerability felt at the same time.

“You can’t tell me you don’t find her attractive,” I said.

The words landed harder than I intended. His eyes flashed. “That’s not the point.” He swung his legs over the side of the bed, fury radiating off him now. “I can’t be in proximity of a beautiful woman without you acting like I’m about to ruin our marriage.”

“That’s not what I⁠—”

“It is exactly what you’re doing.” He stood, running a hand through his hair, his body tense. Even angry, he was solid and commanding, the muscles in his back shifting under the soft light as he turned toward the door.

Before he could take a full step, I reached out and grabbed his wrist. My fingers closed around him tightly. “This is different,” I said.

He stilled but didn’t turn around.

“I know you didn’t do anything wrong,” I continued, my voice thinner now, more honest than I’d meant it to be. “That’s not why I’m upset.”

He glanced over his shoulder, confusion flickering beneath the anger. “Then why?” he demanded.

The admission sat heavy in my chest. “Because…” I swallowed. “Because I wanted you to give in.”

The room seemed to hold its breath. His brow furrowed. “I’m sleeping downstairs,” he said flatly.

“Hunter—”

But he was already moving, the bedroom door opening and closing with controlled finality. I lay back slowly, staring up at the ceiling again. What was wrong with me?
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The next morning felt fragile.

Hunter had left before I came downstairs. His coffee mug sat rinsed in the drying rack, his absence louder than any argument. I told myself that distance was temporary. That we both just needed space.

I went to the executive restroom again to prepare myself for the day. When I pushed the door open, Sadie was already there, standing at the sink with a compact open in her hand. She glanced up at my reflection in the mirror and offered a polite smile.

“Good morning,” she said.

“Morning.”

I stepped up beside her, setting my purse down and reaching for my lipstick. We stood shoulder to shoulder in the mirror.

Sadie closed her compact and looked at me more directly this time. “I hope this isn’t weird to say,” she began, then hesitated.

I lifted a brow. “What?”

“I just think you’re really pretty.”

The words caught me off guard. I had spent weeks privately comparing myself to her. Measuring skin tone and waistlines and posture in the mirror. And here she was, looking at me with something that felt like genuine admiration.

“Thank you,” I said, softer than I intended. “That’s kind of you.”

She shrugged slightly, almost shy. “It’s true.”

I studied her reflection more carefully now. She wasn’t being calculating. There was no slyness in her eyes.

“You’re really pretty too,” I replied.

Her smile widened, quick and bright. She capped her lip gloss and added, almost conversationally, “You’re lucky to have such a handsome, devoted husband, too.”

The words landed low in my stomach. Lucky. I swallowed. “Yes,” I said. “I am.” As long as I don’t mess everything up. The thought moved through me with uncomfortable clarity.

Silence stretched between us again. I could have left it there. Could have let the compliment and the polite admiration remain surface-level. Instead, I heard myself speak.

“I know you’re interested in him, by the way,” I said evenly, watching her reaction in the mirror. “My husband. I think the entire floor knows.”

Sadie’s eyes flew wide. Color rose quickly to her cheeks. “No. No, it’s not like that,” she insisted, turning toward me fully now. “I mean, I admire him. He’s a great leader. And he is… gorgeous. Obviously. But I would never⁠—”

Her words tangled over each other in flustered denial. I reached out and took her hand. The gesture surprised both of us. “Relax,” I said gently. “I’m not accusing you of anything. I just noticed. That’s all.”

Her fingers were warm in mine. Slim. Slightly tense. She stared at me for a second, searching for the trap. Then, slowly, she squeezed my hand back.

The contact sent a small, electric current up my arm. I hadn’t expected that. Her thumb shifted slightly against the back of my hand, and for a moment the bathroom felt smaller. Quieter. Charged in a way that had nothing to do with Hunter.

“That’s… understandable,” she said carefully. “He’s very charismatic.”

“Yes,” I murmured. My pulse had begun to thud in my ears. The warmth of her palm against mine was distracting in a way I hadn’t anticipated. She didn’t pull away. Instead, her fingers threaded through mine, almost unconsciously.

The intimacy of it startled me. This was not how I had imagined this conversation going. “He used to have a bad habit,” I heard myself say, my voice lowering slightly. “Of looking at other women. Nothing physical. Just… looking. And I’ve been too hard on him about it.”

Sadie’s gaze softened. “That’s understandable,” she repeated, more quietly now. She was still holding my hand. Our bodies had shifted closer without either of us acknowledging it. I could see the faint rise and fall of her chest beneath her blouse. The delicate hollow at the base of her throat.

The air felt warmer. “I overcorrected,” I continued. “I pushed him. Tested him. I think I wanted to prove something to myself.”

“And did you?” she asked. Her voice had changed slightly. Curious. Not naive.

I exhaled slowly. “I’m not sure.”

Her fingers tightened faintly around mine. I looked at her then, not at her reflection, but directly into her eyes. “Would you want to do me a favor?” I asked. “I promise you won’t lose your job,” I added.

Her eyes narrowed just slightly, studying me. “What’s the favor?” she asked.

I felt the edge of something reckless rising in me again. The same impulse that had hired her in the first place. The same curiosity that refused to quiet.

“I want you to seduce my husband,” I said.

Sadie didn’t drop my hand or recoil. She held my gaze, breath shallow, eyes sharp with something that was no longer entirely innocent. I knew she’d agreed without saying a word.
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I didn’t leave it to chance.

By late afternoon, I had added three additional items to Hunter’s task list, documents that could have waited until morning but did not technically need to. All of it legitimate, but unnecessary tonight.

When I walked into his office to inform him, he was standing by the window, reading glasses low on his nose as he skimmed a report. The sight of him like that—focused, serious, unaware that I was orchestrating the evening around him—sent a small thrill through me. He looked up when I entered.

“I added a few things to your queue,” I said casually, setting the folder on his desk.

His brow furrowed as he glanced at the stack. “Tonight?”

“If possible.”

He exhaled slowly and rubbed a hand over the back of his neck. “Monica, it’s already four-thirty.”

“I know.”

He studied me for a moment, something wary flickering in his eyes. “Then find someone to stay with me.”

“Sadie will,” I replied evenly.

His expression shifted immediately. “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” he said. “I don’t think hiring her was a good idea either.”

The words landed harder than I expected. I met his gaze directly. “I meant what I said before,” I told him quietly.

His jaw tightened.

“I don’t know why,” I continued, forcing myself to stay steady. “Maybe I’m just fucked up, but I meant what I said. About wanting you to⁠—”

He broke eye contact. “I’ll get this done by tonight,” he said sharply. He turned back to the papers on his desk as though the conversation were closed. His posture went rigid, professional armor sliding back into place.

For a moment, I simply stood there, watching him. The clean line of his profile. The strength in his shoulders. The deliberate way he refused to look at me.

“I’ll let her know,” I said finally. He gave a brief nod without turning around.

I left his office before my composure cracked. Back at Sadie’s desk, I told her she would need to stay late again. Her eyes flicked toward Hunter’s closed door and then back to me. “Of course,” she said.

There was something different in her tone now. She knew what I was asking of her.
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I stayed late on purpose.

I told myself it was paperwork, but it wasn’t. It was curiosity. It was punishment. It was a need to see something real instead of imagining it.

The office floor emptied slowly. I lingered in my own office with the lights off, watching through the narrow strip of glass toward Sadie’s desk.

Hunter stood beside her chair, saying something I couldn’t hear. His posture was relaxed, one hand resting on the back of her chair, the other gesturing lightly as he spoke. He nodded as if to end a conversation and then turned toward his office to leave her to her work.

Sadie stood abruptly. “Hunter.”

The way she said his name made my stomach tighten. It wasn’t professional. It was breathy. Urgent.

He turned just in time for her to reach up and cup his face in both hands. Then she kissed him. Her fingers slid into his hair as her mouth pressed against his.

For a split second, he didn’t react. And in that suspended heartbeat, I felt something awful and electric move through me — a flash of disappointment that he hadn’t shoved her away instantly. Then his hands came up fast. He gripped her wrists and pulled her back from him.

“What gave you the idea you could do something like that?” he demanded. His voice wasn’t raised. That almost made it worse.

Sadie’s cheeks flushed crimson. Her chest rose and fell hard beneath her blouse. I could see the outline of her breasts straining faintly against the fabric, nipples tight from adrenaline.

“I’m sorry,” she stammered. “I’m no good at this. Your wife said to—” My heart dropped into my stomach.

“My wife?” Hunter’s fingers tightened around her wrists. “What did she say?”

Sadie’s gaze flicked toward the dark corner where I was standing. “She told me to seduce you.”

The words rang in the quiet office. Hunter went very still. Then he stepped back from her abruptly and looked straight toward the shadows. “Damn it, Monica. I know you’re here.”

There is nothing more humiliating than being caught when you were certain you were invisible. I stepped forward slowly, heels echoing against the tile. My face felt hot. Exposed. Childish. He looked at me with something between fury and disbelief.

Then he turned back to Sadie. He was still holding her wrists, but now his grip had changed. Less restraint. More… control.

He plastered a filthy, wicked smirk on his face that gave me chills. “Sadie, darling,” he said evenly. “Do you want to fuck me, or were you just doing my wife a favor?”

My breath hitched. Sadie glanced toward me instinctively, unsure. Hunter’s hand released one of her wrists and slid up, gripping her chin gently but firmly, turning her face back toward him.

“Be honest,” he said. “I need your consent.”

The word consent made the air feel heavier. My pulse pounded low in my body. That could only mean one thing. If she said yes, truly said yes, he would stop fighting it.

Sadie swallowed. Her pupils were blown wide. Her lips were swollen from the kiss. Her voice shook when she answered. “God yes. I want to fuck you.”

Everything inside me tightened at once. Jealousy. Heat. Panic.

I watched his throat move as he swallowed. I watched the subtle expansion of his chest. I knew that body. I knew when desire hit him. There was the smallest shift in his stance, his weight settling differently in his hips.

And the realization made something wet and humiliating bloom between my thighs. This wasn’t theoretical anymore. This wasn’t me manufacturing tension in my head.

She wanted him. And he had just been given permission.

Hunter clasped Sadie’s hand and jerked his chin at me. “Get in my office. Now.” The command landed like a palm between my shoulder blades, propelling me ahead of them through the glass door.

He swung it shut behind the three of us and steered Sadie toward the center without so much as meeting her eyes—because all of his heat, all of his focus, narrowed to me. In three long strides he caged me against the cool paneled wall, arms braced on either side of my shoulders.

“Is this what you want, Monica? To watch me fuck another woman?”

The rough edge of his voice slithered down my spine. I managed a single nod, cheeks flaming even as slick warmth gathered between my thighs. Humiliation and hunger braided tight in my belly.

“Prove it.”

My tongue felt thick. “H-how?”

His mouth curved into dark satisfaction, nothing gentle. “Show me how wet you are.”

The wall was cold through my blouse; my pulse pounded everywhere else. Fingers trembling, I slid the zipper at my hip, the tidy navy skirt sighing to the floor. My lace panties were already soaked. Keeping my eyes on his, I slipped a hand beneath the scalloped edge and pushed two fingers inside the heat he’d stoked all afternoon. The stretch stole my breath. When I withdrew, they glistened.

“Closer,” he ordered.

I lifted my hand. He caught my wrist, guiding those slick fingers to his lips. The first sweep of his tongue over my knuckles made my knees threaten to buckle. He sucked lazily, tasting every drop, eyes locked on mine until shame sparked hotter than arousal.

He released me with a satisfied hum. “Good girl.” Then, louder, over his shoulder: “Sadie.”

She startled, wide-eyed but not backing away. Her blouse rose and fell too quickly; she’d heard every word.

Hunter moved to her and framed her face. His thumbs grazed her cheekbones, making her inhale sharply.

I pressed back against the wall, skirt pooled around my ankles, heart ricocheting. I could have stopped this. Could have cleared my throat, opened the door, reminded him we were married and civilized.

But I didn’t.

“You’re going to watch,” he told me without glancing over. “And you’re going to remember you could have ended it at any moment.”

Those words pulsed between my legs like a second heartbeat. I swallowed, nodding my consent because speech had deserted me.

Hunter kissed Sadie softly at first—a coaxing slide of mouth on mouth that melted her rigid posture. Her hands rose, clutching his forearms for balance. When he deepened the kiss, she whimpered, and the sound arrowed straight through my ribs.

Hunter began peeling her out of the neat pieces of her work uniform. The air felt electric around us, humming with every careful movement of his hands. He started at the collar of her pale blue blouse, sliding each button free with a carefulness that made my pulse flutter. When the fabric gaped, he skimmed his knuckles down the soft rise of her breasts, then over the gentle dip of her stomach, as if mapping new territory inch by inch before letting the blouse slide away from her shoulders.

Sadie’s breathing hitched; the swell of her chest rose against delicate white lace. Hunter’s next move was unhurried but decisive—he found the discreet zipper at her hip and eased it down. The tailored skirt surrendered, whispering to the floor like a sigh. Stockings hugged her legs in sheer charcoal, the dark welt at mid-thigh drawing my eyes to where her pale skin met darker nylon. She stood in nothing but lingerie and those stockings, the picture of trembling compliance.

He stepped in, palms gliding over her thighs, curving upward to her hips and the round fullness of her ass before gripping firmly and tugging her closer, pelvis to pelvis. The hard line of his erection pressed against the satin panel of her panties. Even from across the room I saw the way the fabric indented around him.

“Feel that?” His voice rumbled low, meant for both of us. One of his hands cupped the back of her neck; the other rested possessively at the small of her back, holding her flush to him. “Why don’t you tell my wife how hard I am for you.”

Sadie’s eyes darted to me. Heat flared across my cheeks, sweat prickling at the nape of my neck. I was still pinned by the polished wall in nothing but my blouse and damp lace panties, my own skirt abandoned on the carpet. My thighs felt shaky, my every breath shallow.

“He’s so hard for me,” she managed, voice thin but earnest. The confession fluttered through the room and landed on my nerves like a hot brand.

My knees threatened to give. Pride kept me upright for one beat but then I surrendered, crossing to a low leather guest chair that faced the desk. The cushions were cool against the backs of my thighs when I sat, and the new angle let me see everything: Hunter’s broad shoulders bracketing Sadie, the flush blooming over her collarbones, the faint tremor in his forearms where he restrained himself from thrusting forward.

I pressed my knees together, wetness gathering despite the frantic tug-of-war inside my head. Watching him undress her should have hurt more than it thrilled. Yet the ache low in my belly pulsed with greedy interest. A manipulative part of me whispered that I was still orchestrating the scene. Another, softer part quaked with the fear that once he entered her, nothing I said would matter.

Hunter hooked his fingers beneath the narrow center clasp of Sadie’s bra, thumb brushing the warm swell of fabric before the hook gave way with a muted snap. Lace peeled back, revealing breasts that were surprisingly full for her petite frame—creamy skin topped by dusky-rose peaks already drawn tight from anticipation and office-cool air. I saw the faint quiver in her stomach, the tiny pulse at the hollow of her throat, and a flicker of envy sparked alongside a rush of heat between my own thighs.

Hunter bowed his head, mouth closing around one nipple, drawing it past his lips with slow, teasing suction. Sadie gasped—a breathy, startled bloom of sound that cut straight through me—so he swallowed the cry with his own kiss, sealing their mouths together while his thumbs traced slow circles over both stiffened tips. The intimacy of it made my chest tighten.

As they kissed, his free hand slipped into the back of her panties. I watched the flex of his forearm as he palmed the curve of her ass, then used that grip to nudge the satin down. The fabric slid over round cheeks, across the elegant lines of her thighs, and puddled at her ankles where charcoal stockings framed pale calves like ink on paper. With her panties gone, she stood almost nude save for those stockings. Her hips flared softly from a narrow waist, legs toned, a trim line of dark hair disappearing between thighs she pressed together in helpless reflex.

I had shrugged off my own blouse at some point, the silk forgotten on the floor. Cool air feathered over my bare skin as I eased deeper into the chair, spreading my knees just enough to slip two fingers inside my panties. My touch was tentative at first—embarrassed heat flushing my cheeks—even though I was the one who had pushed for this test. Shame and thrill tangled until I couldn’t tell one from the other.

Across the room Hunter lifted his mouth from Sadie’s and fixed me with a gaze so intense it felt like a hand around my throat. Sadie’s lips were kiss-swollen, her chest heaving while his thumbs continued their lazy torment across sensitive peaks. I stroked myself to that sight, slickness easing each pass of my fingertips, the desk lamp throwing a soft glow over the planes of his back and the curve of her hip.

It was wrong yet I’d never felt more molten, or bizarrely tethered to my husband. Every flick of his tongue over Sadie’s nipple, every small sound she made, echoed inside me as if we shared one throbbing pulse. Watching him claim another woman laid our secrets bare: my hunger, his dominance, the dark satisfaction that surfaced when relinquishing control was my choice.

Sadie sagged against him, a low whimper catching in her throat as he teased one nipple with his teeth. The sight tightened every muscle in my body. My own fingers mirrored his rhythm—slow circles, gentle pressure—until pleasure shimmered behind my eyes. I bit my lip to keep silent, knowing he would hear any slip.

Hunter’s hand left her breast and grazed down her side, possessive as a brand, before cupping the front of her thigh to coax her legs apart. I caught a glimpse of the slick sheen between them and felt a fresh surge of heat coat my knuckles.

Hunter pivoted Sadie toward the desk with effortless strength, guiding her hips until she perched on its polished edge. She was so close I could have brushed her knee if I reached. Leather squeaked beneath me as I sat frozen in the chair, blouse discarded, panties tight and damp against my skin. Hunter’s shoulders tensed beneath his shirt as he bent to press reverent kisses down the center of Sadie’s torso, mouth lingering at her sternum before tracing a heated path over her trembling abdomen. Sadie threaded shaking fingers through his dark hair, eyelids fluttering while she arched into each warm exhale.

The way his broad palms framed her waist reminded me of how he steadied me on restless nights, and that memory fanned the pulse between my thighs. I swallowed a moan when he dropped to his knees. A rough sound escaped him—half praise, half possession—before he eased her slender thighs apart, thumbs stroking the delicate crease where she was the most sensitive. Cool air feathered against the glistening folds he exposed, and Sadie gasped, hips canting forward in silent invitation.

Hunter started with a slow lick from her entrance to her clit, savoring the taste like fine wine. Sadie’s fingers tightened in his hair; her head tipped back, lips parting on a sigh that filled the office with something animal and delicate all at once. My own breath hitched. I slipped a hand between my legs, fingertips finding slick heat and swollen flesh. Shame flushed my cheeks, but the hunger in his eyes when he glanced up only pushed me further. He sucked her clit into his mouth, then circled it with his tongue, teasing relentless patterns until her thighs quivered around his broad shoulders.

The wet sounds of his mouth and the broken melody of Sadie’s breaths unraveled what little composure I had left. I pressed a palm to my pounding chest and panted, “How does his mouth feel on you, Sadie?” The question came out ragged, half-demand, half-plea.

Sadie’s answer floated on a tremor: “Like heaven.” Her voice cracked on the final word as Hunter slid two fingers inside her, curling them until her body bowed off the desk. The sight tore a throaty moan from me, my touch growing frantic in time with the flutter of her abdomen. Hunter hummed against her clit—deep, satisfied—while his fingers stroked steady, coaxing her toward the brink.

Tension coiled in her like a drawn bowstring and snapped a heartbeat later. Sadie cried out, thighs clamping around his head as climax rippled through her. Her face flushed, her mouth parted in stunned bliss. Hunter kept licking, gentling the pressure while she rode the aftershocks, and I watched through a blur of jealous wonder, pulse roaring in my ears.

I had orchestrated this forbidden scene, yet nothing about it felt detached; every rise and fall of Sadie’s body synced with the pounding of my own heart.

Hunter straightened between Sadie’s parted thighs and began stripping off his own clothes. Buttons popped free beneath confident fingers. His crisp shirt slid from his powerful shoulders, revealing the lean strength I had traced countless nights. He shoved his trousers and briefs down in one determined sweep, and suddenly his cock—long, thick, flushed a deep rose—stood between the three of us.

Sadie’s breath hitched. “Oh,” she whispered, reverence softening the syllable. She reached, wrapping graceful fingers around the rigid length. My own throat went dry at the contrast: her small hand, his heavy cock. When she stroked from root to glistening tip, Hunter’s eyes fluttered half-shut, jaw flexing as though restraint cost him.

Guided by her grip, the blunt head kissed her slick opening. A tremor rippled through her abdomen, and my nipples tightened at the sight of moisture stringing between them. Hunter braced his palms on either side of her hips, caging her on the desk; without glancing my way he spoke, voice rough as gravel. “I’m going to fuck your little toy now. This is your last chance to stop it.”

The words punched straight into my core. Humiliation flashed hot, but want blazed hotter. “Don’t stop,” I heard myself plead, breath shaky. “Please, god, don’t stop.” The confession tasted equal parts fear and exhilaration.

Permission granted, he drove forward in one hard thrust. Sadie’s gasp rang off wood and glass as her back arched, hands gripping his shoulders. His muscles bunched beneath her fingers; sweat shimmered along the column of his throat. One of his hands clamped around her hip, the other gripped the desk edge until his knuckles blanched. He set a brutal rhythm—hard, sure strokes that rocked her body and rattled loose papers to the floor. Each impact sent her breasts bouncing, dusky nipples flushed and begging; every bounce was a visual echo my own body answered, heat spiraling low and tight.

I slipped shaking fingers into soaked lace, circling the needy slickness there. Watching him disappear into her—watching her walls cling when he withdrew—felt obscene and holy all at once. My breath came in ragged pulls; every thrust sounded like a dare.

Hunter’s gaze finally snapped to mine, pupils blown wide. “Come for me, Monica. Show me how much you like watching me deep inside this young secretary.” His command detonated something deep.

Pleasure surged—hot, liquid, and unstoppable. My spine bowed against the chair as my climax tore through me, thighs quivering around my own hand. A broken moan spilled free; I didn’t care who heard. Across from me Sadie sobbed his name, shuddering as her own release overtook her. Hunter followed with a guttural groan, grinding deep while his body shook and his cock spilled cum inside her.

For a long moment the office was nothing but panting breaths. Shame, pride, and a fierce, bewildering closeness tangled inside my ribcage. I had just watched my husband take another woman. And somehow, in the pulsing quiet afterward, I felt him more intimately than I ever had before.

When Hunter finally eased out of Sadie, a slick warmth trailed down her inner thigh and her lashes fluttered in dazed afterglow. The sight left a throb low in my belly. I slipped my damp fingers from between my legs, breathing through the overstimulated ache—and then instinct, or perhaps something deeper, pulled me forward off the chair.

The carpet felt cool under my knees as I settled between my husband’s thighs. Surprise flickered across his face, but he didn’t step back. Instead, he cradled the base of his softening cock, glistening with both of them. I let my tongue trace the seam beneath the head, gathering the mingled taste of both of them. His groan rolled through me like thunder, and he threaded gentle fingers through my hair as if I were something fragile, not the architect of this particular sin.

“Is this what you wanted? Truly?” he asked, voice roughened by tenderness and leftover lust.

I hummed an affirmative around him, sweeping my tongue along the thick vein one last time before releasing him. Then I turned, still on my knees, until my shoulders brushed his hip and my back faced him. Sadie’s legs remained splayed over the desk edge; her stockinged feet dangled, toes curling each time a tremor rippled through her.

I met her hazy gaze and answered Hunter over my shoulder, “Yes, this is what I wanted.” The admission tasted like power and surrender all at once. Leaning in, I pressed a kiss to the inside of Sadie’s knee, trailing downward until I reached the tender folds still pink from use. She jerked, a whispered “Oh Monica,” escaping as I sealed my mouth over her, licking away the mix of her arousal and my husband’s release.

Sadie’s fingers found my hair the way Hunter’s had moments before, though hers trembled while they threaded through the strands. Behind me, I felt Hunter’s palm settle on my spine, steady and approving, linking the three of us in a silent circuit of heat. With every soft lap, shame and triumph tangled tighter inside my chest: I had orchestrated this mess, yet kneeling here felt strangely holy, like completing a vow none of us had spoken aloud.

Sadie shivered, hips tipping into my mouth, and I tasted fresh sweetness bloom against my tongue. When her body finally relaxed, I drew back, lips glistening. I turned to rest against Hunter’s leg, breath unsteady but heart impossibly calm, as though some ragged edge within me had been smoothed.

I looked up at my husband, at the softness in his eyes that belonged to no one else, and realized the night had given me exactly what I’d craved: proof that letting him stray could bind him to me in a way nothing else ever had.
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a few weeks had passed since the night I watched my husband claim Sadie on his desk, yet the memory pulsed through me like a second heartbeat. In that short span the three of us had folded into one another’s lives with a seamlessness that surprised us all—casual coffees after early meetings, knowing glances during budget huddles, an undercurrent of shared secrets humming whenever we breathed the same air.

The most startling change bloomed inside my marriage. Hunter still traced my spine when he thought I was asleep, still murmured I-love-yous against my neck before morning runs, but there was a new depth beneath the tenderness—a private spark that said we had crossed a line together and come out stronger for it. I no longer measured other women as threats; I had tasted what it felt like to hand him a gift wrapped in temptation and watch him return to me more devoted than before.

Even more intoxicating was the quiet thrill that curled low in my belly whenever Sadie glanced my way. I had never pictured myself wanting a woman, yet her soft laugh and the blush I could coax with a single compliment stirred something daring and delicious. We were learning each other’s rhythms in stolen moments—my fingers brushing hers when we swapped spreadsheets, her perfume lingering on my blazer after she borrowed it for a chilly walk to lunch. Hunter noticed, of course; the way his eyes darkened whenever Sadie and I shared a private smile made it clear he relished every new layer we added to our story.

This afternoon the office chatter had thinned, most employees eager to beat the evening traffic. Hunter waited in the conference room, finalizing a proposal that could keep the company afloat for another quarter. My pulse ticked faster as I approached Sadie’s workstation. She looked up from her monitor, lips parting in anticipation even before I spoke.

“We’ll need you to stay late again tonight,” I said, keeping my tone as professional as silk can be before it slips.

Sadie’s answering smile held both respect and wicked anticipation. “Of course, Monica.”

I felt my own mouth curve, warmth blooming in places polite society never talked about in daylight. For the first time in my life, the thought of sharing what was mine made me feel not smaller, but infinitely larger. Expansive enough to hold them both.
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