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The notification buzzes against my thigh. A video from Elise. I unlock my phone beneath my desk, angling it away from my coworkers, my thumb already anticipating the wetness of her. Three minutes and seventeen seconds of my wife—our bed—her voice saying my name like it’s the only prayer she knows.

I turn the volume down, but not off. I need to hear her.

She’s wearing the black slip I bought her last Christmas, the one that barely covers the constellation of freckles scattered across her thighs. Her hair is loose, wild against the white pillowcase—my pillowcase. Our sheets are rumpled beneath her like she’s been waiting, restless.

“David,” she whispers, and my cock twitches against the seam of my slacks. “I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

Her fingers glide down her neck, across her collarbone, slipping beneath silk. I shift in my chair, grateful for the privacy screen on my monitor and the high walls of my cubicle. The office hums around me—keyboards clicking, phones ringing, the occasional laugh—while my wife reveals herself to me, one inch at a time.

“I wish these were your hands,” she says, cupping her breast, pinching her nipple until it strains against the fabric. “Nobody touches me like you do.”

It’s a lie. A beautiful one. We both know I touch her like she’s fragile, like I’m scared of my own hunger. But this—her performance—is what we both pretend to believe.

She pushes the slip up her thighs. She’s already wet, already glistening. My mouth goes dry. My hand hovers above my cock, not touching. Not yet.

“David,” she says again, two fingers slipping inside herself. “I need you.”

I watch her stretch herself open, her back arching slightly, her teeth sinking into her lip in that way that always undoes me. The screen feels hot in my palm. Or maybe that’s just me, burning from the inside out.

I don’t realize I’m holding my breath until my lungs beg for air.

Then another notification slides down from the top of the screen. Also from Elise.

Oh my god. That went to your boss.

The words don’t register at first. They’re English—I recognize each one—but together they’re nonsense. Until they aren’t.

I check the message details. Not sent to me. Sent to Daniel Parker. My direct supervisor. The man who signs my reviews. My raises. My future.

My stomach drops. My erection doesn’t.

Why am I still hard?

I text back: What?

Her response is immediate. I sent it to Daniel! I meant to send a spreadsheet to him and the video to you and I GOT THEM MIXED UP!

Blood rushes to my face, hot with shame—and something else. Something darker. Something that feels like want.

My phone rings. Elise.

“David,” she says, voice high, panicked. “I’m so sorry. I wasn’t paying attention, and I just—”

“It’s okay,” I say. It isn’t. None of this is.
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