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Boss’s Dirty Offer



Audrey moved through the cubicles like a storm just waiting to hit. Her dark eyes flicked from screen to screen, scanning everything, sharp and controlled. My whole body tensed just watching her, every nerve on edge at the thought of getting caught doing something—anything—I wasn’t supposed to.

I always followed the rules. Always. I didn’t scroll through my phone. I didn’t sneak snacks at my desk. I never gave her—or anyone else—a reason to doubt my work ethic. Still, the idea of being called out by her, of hearing that sharp voice directed at me, made my chest seize up with panic… and something else I couldn’t explain.

She was power in heels. Built from the inside out like someone who never had a soft moment in her life. But she didn’t wear her strength like armor. It was quieter than that. Controlled. Her jaw stayed tight as she walked, but she never scowled. Her face was composed, nearly serene—except for the faint pull of tension in her cheekbones and neck. It made me wonder what else she was holding inside. What parts of her life were clenched just as hard as her muscles.

Her hair was always pulled up, today in a high, sleek ponytail that bounced with every step. She wore a fitted pencil skirt in a deep, regal purple, and a crisp white blouse that shimmered faintly under the fluorescents. I’d seen her in glasses once or twice, but only in her office, where the blinds were drawn and the door stayed shut. She was near-sighted, I’d heard. That detail somehow made her feel more real—but also more private. The glasses were part of a version of her you didn’t see unless you were summoned.

And no one wanted to be summoned.

I’d never been called into her office before, and I prayed every day that streak would hold. Because going in there meant something had gone wrong. And when Audrey got stern, the whole floor went silent. I’d overheard her lay into people—calmly, clearly, without ever raising her voice. But it still cut deep. It sent a strange chill down my spine. One that settled low and warm between my legs when I was alone.

I hated how my body reacted to her, but I couldn’t stop it.

Some nights, I’d lie in bed with the lights off, replaying her voice in my mind. That cool, deliberate tone. I’d press two fingers to my clit and imagine what she’d sound like if she were standing over me, telling me what to do.

I didn’t understand it. I’d never been with a woman before. I’d never even seriously considered it. But Audrey wasn’t just any woman. She had this slender, intimidating kind of beauty—narrow waist, soft curves beneath tailored fabric. There was something about the way she carried herself that made me wonder if she hated her softness. Maybe she thought it got in the way. Maybe she spent her whole life trying to be sharper than the world expected her to be.

Whatever it was, she was unlike anyone I’d ever known. Man or woman. Audrey didn’t need to act tough—she just was. It pulsed in her blood, in the measured way she moved, in the way her voice never cracked. It wasn’t learned behavior. It was instinct.

And even though most of my coworkers were terrified of her, none of us doubted her for a second. We respected her. Admired her. And whether we wanted to admit it or not, we all worked a little harder under her command. Even if that meant occasionally catching the edge of her cold disapproval.

The sound of her heels stopped near my desk, sharp and sudden. I froze, eyes locked on my computer screen, pretending to concentrate even though my heart had already kicked into overdrive. I could feel her behind me. Her presence spread through the space like a wave of pressure, pressing down on my shoulders.

In the glossy reflection of my monitor, I caught the dark silhouette of her figure standing just behind me. Then she cleared her throat.

I jumped, a soft gasp catching in my throat as I spun around to face her. My cheeks burned instantly. God, I was too jittery—too obvious. She’d see right through me. She’d assume I was guilty of something I hadn’t even done.

“Megan, right?” Her voice was lower than I expected. Controlled, like usual, but softer this time. Almost careful. Like she was trying on the gentler tone for the first time and didn’t quite trust it. I nodded quickly, too stunned to find my voice.

“Would you join me in my office for a moment?”

My stomach dropped like an elevator cut loose.

This was it.

I stood on shaky legs, willing myself to move naturally. Don’t trip. Don’t overthink it. Just walk. I followed her down the long stretch of cubicles, past my coworkers’ worried stares. I could feel them watching me, everyone pretending not to notice but definitely not working.

The door to her office was cracked open, blinds already drawn, the room dim and private. She pushed the door open and stepped aside, letting me pass first. My pulse pounded in my ears as I stepped in, the hush of the room swallowing me whole.

She shut the door behind us.

Then, without speaking, she gestured toward a slim chair across from her desk. Her hand hovered just above the fabric for a second before falling away.

“Please,” she said. “Take a seat.”

I slid into the chair across from her desk, trying not to look as nervous as I felt. The seat was cold beneath me, firm and unwelcoming, and I gripped its metal arms with both hands. My fingers trembled slightly, the faint pulse in each one throbbing against the rigid frame.

Audrey settled into her chair. She folded her hands on the desk in front of her, her movements deliberate and composed. The lighting in her office was low, the blinds drawn, giving the room an almost intimate feel. Her eyes caught mine through the soft shadows, dark and unreadable.

“Did I… do something wrong?” I asked. My voice came out thin and shaky, barely more than a whisper.

She smiled, the corners of her mouth twitching with something that might have been amusement. “Not at all,” she said gently. There was a trace of laughter under her words, but it didn’t ease the tightness in my chest.

“If anything,” she continued, “this is the opposite. I brought you in to recognize your work, Megan.”

“Praise? Me?” I blinked, unsure if I’d heard her right.

She gave a small nod. “If you keep up the numbers you’ve been pulling, you could end up in this seat one day.”

I laughed softly, more out of disbelief than modesty. “I don’t think I could ever do the things you do. Not like you.”

Her smile deepened, and I caught the way her eyes drifted over me—not in a leering way, but measured, curious. My cheeks flushed instantly. The air in the room felt warmer all of a sudden.

A long silence passed between us. I looked down at my hands, trying not to fidget. When her voice came again, it was quieter than before—softer, almost reflective.

“It can take a toll,” she said, her gaze sliding away for a moment. “Being this focused. This successful. It puts a strain on your sex life.”

I swallowed, unsure what to say. “I can imagine.”

“Can you?” Her eyes flicked back to mine, a hint of something sharp and searching in her tone. “Do you have someone?”

I shook my head. “No. I used to… but he didn’t like the late nights. Said I cared more about work than him.”

Her expression didn’t change right away, but something shifted behind her eyes—something distant, almost sad. “Was it worth it?” she asked. “Giving up your personal life for the job?” It sounded like she wasn’t just asking me. Like she was asking herself too.

I let out a breath. “He was cheating anyway,” I said with a shrug. “So I guess it didn’t matter.”

That made her smile again, and this time it lingered. Her eyes locked on mine with new intensity, like something had clicked into place.

“I’d love to have you over for dinner sometime,” she said. “To celebrate your good work. Would you like that?”

The words hit me like a gust of warm air. I wasn’t sure what I expected, but it wasn’t that. I was still dizzy from the emotional whiplash of thinking I was in trouble minutes ago—and now I was being invited to her house?

“I’d love that,” I said. I tried to make it sound casual, confident, but I wasn’t sure I pulled it off.

She seemed pleased anyway. Her smile was brighter than I’d ever seen it at the office—almost warm. It lit up her whole face, softening all the hard lines she usually kept so tightly controlled.

“Let’s say Friday?” she offered. “You can follow me out of the office.”

“Sounds good,” I said, feeling a wave of relief wash over me. My shoulders dropped a little, the tension in my body finally starting to loosen.

She tilted her head slightly, still watching me. “I have a feeling we’ll become fast friends.”

I nodded, my heart still fluttering in my chest. “I hope so.”
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Friday came faster than I expected. The whole week had been a blur of back-to-back meetings and deadlines, and by the time I remembered our dinner plans, it was already late afternoon.

“You ready?” Audrey’s voice came from just behind me.

I jumped slightly in my chair, caught off guard. She was standing close, her presence commanding even in the quiet hum of the office winding down for the weekend. I spun my chair to face her, trying to mask the way my pulse quickened.

She looked radiant. Not just in the way she always did—polished and in control—but softer, brighter somehow. Her cheeks had a natural flush that made her look younger, more relaxed. Her dark eyes sparkled with something playful I didn’t usually get to see.

My heart fluttered. I told myself not to read too much into it, but the way she looked at me made something low in my stomach tighten.

“Just about,” I said, logging out of my computer and gathering my things.

We walked together to the elevator, then through the parking garage where our cars were parked only a few spaces apart. It felt strangely intimate, just the two of us walking in silence, our heels echoing off the concrete like some kind of slow, synchronized rhythm.

I climbed into my car and followed her through a winding stretch of neighborhoods I didn’t know well. The houses here were spaced out and set back from the road, tucked behind trees and perfectly trimmed hedges. When she finally pulled into a long brick driveway, I almost didn’t realize we’d arrived.

Her house was… a lot. Bigger than I expected, even knowing how successful she was. It wasn’t flashy, but it had this quiet, upscale charm—muted gray siding, tall windows, warm light glowing from within. I saw someone move past one of the upstairs windows. For a second, I assumed it must be her husband. The thought gave me pause.

I realized I didn’t actually know anything about her life outside of work. Did they have kids? Were they trying? Or maybe she’d chosen not to, always too focused on her career. The idea of her missing out on something she might have wanted—something as big as motherhood—hit me with an unexpected wave of sadness.

She stepped out of her car and I followed, the crisp evening air biting at my exposed skin. As she unlocked the front door, she turned back to me with a small, knowing smile.

“I think you’ll really like my husband.”

There was something in her tone—teasing, almost suggestive—that made a tingle shoot between my legs. I didn’t understand it right away. Not until I saw him.

“Megan, this is my husband, Owen,” she said, gesturing toward the living room.

He sat on the sofa, casually sprawled like he owned the space—which, of course, he did. He was built like someone who worked out daily but didn’t feel the need to show it off. Thick arms stretched the sleeves of a black v-neck shirt that clung to his chest. One of those arms rested along the back of the couch, loose and lazy, like he hadn’t just stolen my breath.

His head turned toward me and that’s when I saw them—his eyes. Ice blue. Sharp, almost glassy. They locked onto mine and didn’t move. I felt pinned in place, like he could see everything I’d ever thought about his wife and maybe a few things I hadn’t admitted yet.

“Nice to meet you,” he said, his smile easy and practiced.

“Likewise,” I replied, forcing the word out before my throat dried up completely.

There was something in his gaze—something subtle but undeniable—that made me feel seen, but not in the way I was used to. He wasn’t looking at me so much as into me, and yet I still felt like an object under his stare. Like he was unwrapping me with his eyes even while he kept them locked on mine. My skin flushed hot beneath my clothes, and I was grateful when Audrey placed a hand on the small of my back and gently guided me out of the room.

“Come on,” she said. “Let me show you the table.”

The dining room was elegant and clean, with a long walnut table and softly lit candles that made the space feel warm and intimate. She pulled out a chair for me and then disappeared again, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I tried not to fidget, but I could hear them whispering behind me.

Audrey had returned to the living room and was talking quietly with Owen. Their voices were low, deliberate. At first, I thought maybe they were just coordinating dinner, but something about their tone—too sharp, too clipped—made it sound more like an argument. I couldn’t make out the words, but the tension in their voices was unmistakable.

I sat still, trying not to eavesdrop too obviously, though my ears strained for every syllable.

Then, just as quickly, their voices dropped completely, and a few moments later, Audrey returned to the dining room with a calm, pleasant smile like nothing had happened. Owen followed a few steps behind her, holding two steaming plates.

He placed one in front of me, the rich, sweet scent rising up immediately. I didn’t realize how hungry I was until I smelled it.

“Have you ever had duck before, Megan?” Audrey asked, sliding into the seat across from me.

I nodded. “Just once, actually. I loved it.”

“Good,” she said with a little nod of approval. “Owen makes a delicious Duck à l’Orange.”

Her husband leaned over the table and began serving the duck, carving neat slices and placing them carefully onto our plates before adding generous portions of the sides. Everything looked deliberate, practiced, like he’d done this a hundred times before. The rich scent of citrus and roasted meat filled the room, making my stomach tighten with hunger.

I couldn’t help wondering if this was how their evenings usually went. If Owen always cooked while Audrey stayed late at the office, buried under deadlines and expectations. With his broad shoulders and thick arms, I couldn’t stop myself from wondering how he fit everything into a day. Workouts. Cooking. Being married to a woman whose life revolved around her career. He looked like a man who took care of himself, body and home included.

Owen took the seat across from me. His gaze lingered, steady and intense, but I was starting to get used to it. Or maybe my body was just adjusting in its own way. I pressed my thighs together, a quiet act of denial, trying to shut down the heat pooling between them.

I couldn’t be attracted to my boss’s husband. I shouldn’t be. Especially not after Audrey’s earlier comment about her sex life suffering under the weight of her success.

And yet, sitting there, staring at Owen, I couldn’t imagine how anyone could struggle sexually with a man like him in their house.

Throughout dinner, Audrey sat beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her arm when she shifted in her chair. She asked me questions about my life. Where I grew up. How long I’d been with the company. Whether I liked living alone. I answered honestly, maybe more than I normally would, drawn in by the way she listened so intently.

I tried to ask questions back, to learn something about her beyond spreadsheets and quarterly goals, but she deflected them easily. A vague answer here, a polite smile there. It felt like she’d locked everything personal away somewhere deep inside herself. Like she barely remembered who she was outside of work.

When we finished eating, Owen gathered the plates and disappeared into the kitchen. Audrey’s attention shifted immediately. She turned toward him, her gaze sharp and heavy, the kind that felt like it could burn straight through skin. Without breaking eye contact with her husband, she spoke to me.

“Megan, do you mind if I ask you something a little more personal?”

I placed my hands flat on my thighs and cleared my throat. “Not at all.” My voice sounded steadier than I felt. The whole evening had left me on edge. I still didn’t understand why she’d invited me here at all. Audrey wasn’t someone who played favorites, no matter how good your performance numbers were.

Her eyes finally left Owen’s and settled on mine. A slow smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. “Have you ever been with another woman’s man?”

My eyes widened and a lump formed in my throat. The only right answer had to be no, which thankfully was the truth. I shook my head, suddenly worried she thought I’d been eyeing her husband with intention.

“Would it turn you on?” she asked calmly.

“I don’t… understand,” I said, lowering my chin while lifting my eyes to hers, unsure where this was going.

“I told you this wouldn’t work, Audrey,” Owen said from the kitchen. He sighed and ran a hand through his thick, dark hair, frustration clear in his voice. “This is too insane.”

Audrey shot him a sharp look, and he fell silent, his lips pressing together as he looked away. Then she turned back to me.

“Megan, my job takes a toll on my relationships,” she said. The scowl faded into something heavier, almost vulnerable. Owen lowered his head, his posture slumping like he already knew what was coming. “It means we have to get creative. At night, I clam up. My mind’s still stuck at work. I need a distraction. But more than that…”

She paused, letting the words hang between us.

“I need someone who will fuck my husband for me.”

Heat rushed to my face, my cheeks burning as I stared at her. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. She wanted me to sleep with her husband? With this man sitting across from me, all muscle and intensity? She wanted me to cross a line I’d never even imagined stepping over.

Audrey went on, her voice calm, measured. “Megan, do you find my husband attractive?”

It felt like a trap. Even after everything she’d just said, admitting it out loud felt dangerous. But lying felt worse. I gave a small nod, my heart pounding.

“Good girl,” she said softly, lifting her hands and resting them beneath her chin. Her eyes never left mine. “You may fuck him, if you like. My only condition is that I get to watch.”

My heart raced so hard I could feel it in my throat. My lips trembled as I searched for the right words, but nothing sensible came. The offer was unreal. Absurd. I’d only just met Owen tonight, and even after all this time working under Audrey, I still didn’t really know her. Not beyond deadlines and numbers and that cool authority she carried everywhere.

“I don’t… know what to say,” I admitted.

Owen’s expression softened with something that looked like genuine regret. He shook his head slightly and looked at me like he was already apologizing. “Sorry. This is stupid. Don’t listen to Audrey.”

Audrey slammed her fist lightly against the table, the sharp sound making me flinch. She let out a breath, clearly irritated. “Owen, will you give the girl a chance to decide?” Then she turned back to me, her irritation melting into a knowing smile as she tilted her head. “I bet his muscles already made your panties wet, didn’t they?”

I squeezed my thighs together instinctively, too late to stop the slick warmth spreading between them. My cheeks burned hot as I shook my head. “Of course not,” I said quickly, even as my body betrayed me. “He’s your husband.”

“Mind if I check?” she asked calmly, one eyebrow arching as her hand slid onto my thigh beneath the table.

I cursed myself for wearing a skirt. It gave her effortless access, nowhere to hide. Still, I didn’t move her hand away. Part of me wanted her to feel it. Wanted her to know how badly my body was reacting. Maybe I wanted to see if it would stir something in her that had nothing to do with work or control.

Her fingers moved higher beneath my skirt, but they didn’t need to travel far. I’d been soaked since the moment Owen turned those ice blue eyes on me. Wet enough that it felt obscene, undeniable.

Audrey kept her fingers pressed between my thighs, steady and unhurried, but her gaze shifted to Owen. “Her body wants you,” she said. Owen looked at me again, his eyes layered with too much to name. On the surface, there was apology. Even pity. But beneath it, hidden just enough, was hunger. Want. “Now we just need to find out if her mind does.”

“I can’t,” I said softly. “It’s wrong.”

She laughed, light and dismissive. “Are you religious?”

“No.”

“Then what are you worried about?” she asked. “I’m giving you permission.” Her tone softened, coaxing. “Humor me. Start with a kiss. One simple peck. If you don’t want to continue, we stop.”

My stomach twisted so hard I thought I might be sick. My breath came shallow, uneven. Still, I nodded.

Audrey lifted her hand from my thigh and made a small gesture toward Owen, waving me forward like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I stood slowly, my legs unsteady beneath me. For a moment I thought they might give out. I walked around the table toward Owen, who looked eager and just as nervous as I felt. He turned his chair so his knees faced me, his posture open and hesitant all at once.

“You don’t have to do this,” he said quietly, stopping me before I got too close.

“I want to,” I replied, surprised by how true it felt as the words left my mouth. My throat burned with honesty. “Do you want me to?”

He glanced at Audrey, shame flickering across his face, then nodded.

I stepped closer and carefully lowered myself onto his lap, my legs tucked to one side. My skirt was too tight to straddle him, leaving me painfully aware of how little space there was between our bodies. I placed my hands against his chest, feeling solid muscle beneath the fabric. As I leaned forward, I gasped when his fingers slid along my neck and threaded into my hair, firm but gentle.

He lifted his face to meet mine, and when his lips pressed against mine, a sharp wave of heat shot straight between my legs.

His mouth was full and slightly rough, the contrast sending another jolt through me. He parted his lips and brushed his tongue against mine, tentative at first. I opened for him without thinking. His scent surrounded me, musk and something woody and clean. His tongue tasted faintly of sweet oranges, and his skin was warm beneath my hands, his pulse strong and steady.

I hoped it was racing for me too.

He pulled back slowly, his lips just grazing mine as he lingered for a breath. His ice blue eyes searched my face, like he was looking for something—maybe permission, maybe reassurance. I wasn’t sure. My pulse was still thudding in my throat. I licked the last trace of his kiss from my lips, tasting the faint sweetness of citrus and heat, and turned slightly to look over my shoulder.

Audrey was watching us.

Her cheeks were pink, flushed all the way to the tops of her cheekbones, and her lips had parted in a quiet, stunned kind of expression. Not angry. Not jealous. Just… affected. Her eyes met mine, but she didn’t say a word for a moment.

Part of me braced for her to end it. To tell me that was enough. To shove me off her husband and claim him for herself. But she didn’t. Her voice was calm, almost curious.

“Well?” she asked. “What do you think?”

Still seated on Owen’s lap, I adjusted slightly, trying to find my voice. “I don’t know what to say,” I admitted. “This is all just… really strange.”

“Did you enjoy kissing him or not?”

I twisted a strand of hair between my fingers, embarrassed by how shy I felt. I hadn’t done that since high school, but something about this whole moment made me feel like a teenager again—nervous and turned on and completely out of my depth. I nodded.

“Good girl,” she said, her smile slow and approving. Then she tilted her head slightly and added, “Now I want you to kiss me.”

I gasped, and beside me, Owen inhaled sharply. We both looked at her. She looked completely unbothered. If anything, she was amused by our stunned silence.

“That kiss looked absolutely delicious,” she said. “I’d be a fool not to try it myself. Besides…” She curled one finger toward me in invitation. “I want to taste my husband on your tongue.”

I rose from Owen’s lap slowly, my legs still shaky, and took one tentative step toward her. I’d never kissed a girl before. Not once. I’d never really thought about it. But I had thought about kissing Audrey. Even if I hadn’t let myself admit it until now. I just never expected the moment to actually come. And now that it had, I wasn’t sure if I could follow through.

She sat on the edge of the table and reached for me, slipping her arms around my neck. Her fingertips grazed my skin, delicate and slow, making my breath catch. She looked up at me with parted lips, just an inch of space between them, inviting me in.

I leaned forward, drawn into the scent of her—winter spice and something faintly floral, cinnamon clinging to her skin like she’d been baking earlier. It reminded me of cold mornings and warm blankets. Winter to match the ice in Owen’s eyes.

Her mouth met mine, soft at first, almost exploratory. Then her tongue slipped between my lips, tasting me with purpose. I felt her searching for the flavor I’d just shared with her husband, and I relaxed into her, letting her take it. Our kiss was wetter, more deliberate, and yet I found myself melting into it completely. She pulled back with a dreamy smile and eyes that looked almost glazed.

“You taste divine,” she whispered. “Now I want to taste your wet pussy.”

“Audrey,” Owen snapped, his voice tense. “This is too much. She works for you, for god’s sake.”

Audrey rolled her eyes and turned back to me with a smirk. “Let me rephrase that,” she said, her tone honeyed. “May I taste your delicious cunt?”

The words hit me like a shock. My whole body responded at once—nipples hardening, breath quickening, a hot, tingling ache settling deep in my belly. The way she said it was shameless and hungry, like she meant it. Like this wasn’t just about permission or power—it was about desire.

I nodded, barely able to get air into my lungs. I felt like a virgin again. In a way, I was. Audrey was going to be the first woman to ever touch me like that. The first to go down on me. And I was saying yes with every part of my body.

She stepped closer and eased me back onto the table, her manicured fingers guiding me gently but firmly. The surface was cool against my skin, my breathing shaky as she hiked my tight skirt higher up my thighs. When she saw the slickness between my legs, her eyes lit up.

Owen scooted his chair back slightly. I didn’t realize what he was doing until I heard the click of his belt and the soft slide of fabric. He freed his cock from his slacks and my breath caught in my throat.

It was beautiful—and intimidating. Long and thick, heavier than I was used to. I stared for a second, stunned, as my thighs twitched beneath Audrey’s hands.

“I want you to watch my husband stroke his cock while I make you come,” Audrey said, her voice low and steady.

I nodded, dazed and aroused, and turned my head to the side.

Owen stood a few feet away, his hand wrapped firmly around his length. His movements were slow and controlled, gliding up and down with an almost reverent rhythm. His eyes, once a piercing ice blue, had darkened to a deep navy, heavy with lust. A single bead of pre-cum had gathered at the thick tip, catching the light. It clung there like it was waiting for me. My mouth watered.

At the same time, Audrey’s mouth was watering for me.

Her fingers hooked into the sides of my panties and eased them down my legs, drawing the damp fabric over my thighs and calves until they slid past my ankles. She tossed them aside carelessly. I felt exposed and open, but I didn’t want to close my legs. Not even a little. Her hands returned to my body, and I trembled beneath them.

She took her time unbuttoning my blouse, letting each button fall free with a soft click. The fabric peeled away from my shoulders, baring my skin to the room’s dim light and the hungry gaze of her husband. When she reached my bra, she tugged the cups down until they rested beneath my breasts. The cool air hit my nipples, making them stiffen almost instantly.

Owen stepped forward, his eyes locked on my chest. His hand moved slowly, like he couldn’t believe he was allowed to touch me. His palm cupped one breast, warm and solid, and when my nipple hardened against his skin, I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

Then Audrey’s head dipped between my legs, and her breath met my wetness like a wave of heat. My hips shifted in response, instinctively chasing the sensation. Her tongue stretched out and dragged slowly through my slick folds, unhurried, tasting me with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what she was doing.

I parted my legs further, offering myself up.

She smiled into me, clearly pleased.

Owen remained close, stroking himself with lazy precision, but he leaned in and pressed a kiss to my lips. Then another to my neck. My collarbone. Finally, his mouth wrapped around one nipple, then the other, sucking each one until I gasped. His tongue was firm, his lips hot and eager. The sensation sent a ripple of heat down through my belly to where Audrey’s tongue teased and circled.

I arched off the table, unable to hold still. My hands tangled in Audrey’s hair as my hips bucked toward her mouth. She wrapped her lips around the whole of me and sucked, her tongue slipping through every slippery fold. She licked and explored like she was memorizing me. Worshipping me.

Two mouths. One on my breasts, the other between my thighs. It was more than I'd ever imagined—intense and intimate, like they were working in tandem to short-circuit my brain. I could barely think. I could only feel.

My moans spilled out, unfiltered and urgent.

Owen grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head, holding me still as I writhed under them. The gesture shocked me, made my breath catch—and then I melted into it, surrendering. The table creaked beneath me as their mouths worked in sync, their attention all-consuming.

The pleasure built low and deep, curling tighter with every stroke, every pull of Audrey’s mouth, every flick of her tongue.

And then I came.

It tore through me all at once, like a shudder rolling from the tips of my toes to the crown of my head. I cried out, my whole body shaking beneath their touch, and for a moment, I couldn’t hear or see anything clearly. Only sensation.

Audrey pulled back slowly, her mouth glistening, her expression proud. She wiped the back of her hand across her lips and looked me over like she was already planning her next move.

“Now,” she said, catching her breath, “my husband’s going to fuck that tight little pussy.”

I nodded, still panting, unable to form real words. My whole body felt molten.

Owen stepped forward, replacing Audrey between my thighs. He placed both hands on my hips and dragged me closer to the edge of the table. His grip was strong, fingers digging into my skin just enough to make my stomach flip.

Audrey moved off to the side, standing just within view. Her arms crossed under her full breasts, but she didn’t look detached. Her blouse clung to her chest, and I could see the tight peaks of her nipples pressing through the fabric. She was trying to keep her composure, but her uneven breathing betrayed her.

Owen adjusted my thighs so they rested on either side of his body. Then he took his cock in one hand and dragged the thick head slowly along my slit, back and forth, coating it with my slickness. I whimpered.

He looked down at me, his voice husky and low. “I’ll be gentle.”

“Please,” I whispered, almost begging. “I like it rough.”

He glanced over his shoulder at Audrey, who gave him a slow, wicked smile and a nod. “You heard her,” she said.

Owen didn’t hesitate. He pressed the head of his cock to my entrance and shoved forward in one smooth, fast stroke. I cried out, my fingers curling tight against the edge of the table. The stretch stung in the most addictive way, his thickness filling me so completely it stole the air from my lungs.

He hunched over me, leaning down to press hot kisses to my breasts, to my nipples. His fingers played over them as he pulled his hips back, only to slam forward again, harder this time.

I groaned, the sound torn from deep inside me. Every thrust sent aftershocks through my already sensitive body. And he could feel it. I knew he could. His expression was a mix of surprise and pleasure, his jaw clenched, eyes barely able to stay open.

I moaned beneath him, loving the way I made him lose control.

He thrust his hips back and forth again and again, the sound of skin meeting skin filling the room. Whatever hesitation he’d had about hurting me disappeared, and I was grateful for it. My body wanted exactly this. I turned my head toward Audrey, meeting her gaze like I was also making love to her in some quiet, unspoken way.

She stood there watching, her fingers fumbling with the delicate necklace at her throat. She slid the small charm back and forth along the chain, over and over, like she didn’t know what to do with her hands. She looked nervous. Excited. Maybe both. There was something almost fragile about her in that moment, like this was affecting her more deeply than she’d expected. I knew it was doing something to her. It was doing everything to me.

Without warning, Owen flipped me onto my stomach. The cool wood of the table pressed against my chest, my breasts flattened beneath me as he thrust back inside from behind. I gasped at the sudden change, my fingers curling against the table’s edge. His hands grabbed my ass, fingers digging in as he started pounding into me harder, faster. The table rattled beneath us, each slam of his hips sending a jolt through my body.

His grunts were low and raw, stripped of control. They made me feel feral. I slipped one hand beneath my stomach, desperate to touch myself, to chase the growing pressure building inside me. Before I could, he caught my wrist and pulled my hand away.

“No,” he muttered, breathless.

Then his hand replaced mine. His fingers found my clit and started circling it firmly, deliberately. I cried out, my cheek pressed to the wood as my whole body shook. Audrey’s face blurred in front of me, the room dissolving into sensation and heat.

The pressure inside me swelled, tight and unbearable. I moaned as Owen’s cock pulsed inside me, thick and impossibly full. “Fuck,” he groaned, his voice breaking. Just as my second climax crested, I felt him spill inside me, hot and heavy, filling me completely.

He collapsed over my back, both of us panting. After a moment, he pulled out slowly and stepped away, still catching his breath. He turned toward Audrey and held his cock out to her, still slick and flushed.

She dropped to her knees without hesitation.

Her hand wrapped around the base of him as she leaned in, tongue stretching out to taste him. To taste me on him. She took him deep, effortlessly, like her body knew exactly what to do. There was no gagging, no hesitation. He groaned softly as she cleaned him with slow, thorough strokes of her mouth.

When she finished, she stood and kissed him, their mouths lingering together for a second longer than necessary.

I pushed myself up from the table, my legs weak, but Audrey’s hand pressed gently against my back, stopping me. She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear.

“You also need to be cleaned of my husband’s cum,” she whispered.

She knelt behind me and pressed her tongue to my slick, sensitive pussy. I shuddered as she licked inside me, her tongue wriggling and sweeping, gathering every drop he’d left behind. I drifted somewhere soft and hazy, barely aware of time passing, until a gentle pat on my ass pulled me back.

When it was over, I stood and pulled my clothes back on, my hands still trembling. Owen fastened his pants nearby, his cheeks flushed, his expression loose and satisfied.

“You were excellent tonight, Megan,” Audrey said calmly. “I hope you enjoyed it as much as we did.”

I glanced at Owen. He smiled at me, open and almost shy. For such a strong, rugged man, it made sense that it took a woman like Audrey to command him. Ruthless. Controlled. Certain.

“I did,” I said honestly, even as my mind spun with questions about what this meant now.

Audrey tilted her head. “How would you like to join us for dinner a week from now?”

My gaze flicked between them, my heart still racing. I nodded.

She smiled and poured me a drink. The three of us sat together for the next hour, sipping cocktails and talking like nothing unusual had happened. Eventually, I drove myself home, my body sore and buzzing.

Work was never quite the same after that. No one noticed Audrey favoring me. She kept her poker face as sharp as ever. But every weekend, I went back to her house and let her husband fuck me hard while she watched.

I looked forward to every weekend after that.
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