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The steam from the shower clung to the bathroom mirror, and Nathan watched Grace’s blurred form move behind the foggy glass. He traced the outline of her with his eyes, a familiar, consuming warmth spreading through his chest. She was humming, a soft, off-key melody that was distinctly hers.

He was already dressed for the office, the crisp line of his trousers feeling like a costume over the nervous energy humming beneath his skin. Today was the day. The words had been circling in his head for weeks, a secret mantra. Tell her. Just fucking tell her.

The shower cut off. A moment later, the door opened, releasing a cloud of jasmine-scented steam and his wife, wrapped in a towel, her skin glowing and damp.

“You’re still here,” she smiled, reaching for her moisturizer. “You’ll be late.”

“Worth it,” he said, his voice a little rough. He leaned against the doorframe, watching her smooth the lotion over her shoulders, the elegant line of her neck. Jesus, she’s beautiful. “I like watching you.”

She caught his gaze in the mirror, a playful glint in her eye. “I know you do. It’s one of my favorite things about you.” She turned, the towel cinched tight above her breasts. “What’s on your mind? You’ve got that look.”

Here we go. Nathan’s mouth went dry. He picked up her hairbrush from the counter, turning it over in his hands just for something to hold onto. “I had a dream last night,” he started, the words feeling clumsy and too loud in the humid room.

Grace paused, her hands still on her hips. “Oh yeah? A good one?”

“An incredible one.” He took a step closer, the citrusy scent of her shampoo filling his senses. “It was about you. It’s... it’s always about you, Grace.” He could feel his heart thumping against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat. “But this one was different.”

She tilted her head, her expression shifting from playful to intrigued. “Different how?”

He exhaled, a sharp burst of air. “You were at a party. Laughing. And there was a man there. Someone I didn’t know. You were dancing with him.” Nathan’s gaze dropped to the tiles, then forced itself back up to meet hers. He needed her to see he meant this. “And I was watching. And the way he looked at you... the way you looked back at him... God, Grace, it was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

The silence that followed was thick, broken only by the drip of the showerhead. Grace’s smile had vanished, replaced by a careful, neutral mask. She folded her arms over her chest. “You... you dreamed about me with another man?”

“Not just dreamed,” he said, the confession tumbling out now, a floodgate opening. “It’s a fantasy. It’s been my fantasy for a while. The idea of seeing you... of watching you get pleasured by someone else. Of seeing you completely lose control because of another guy’s hands, his mouth... fuck...” He ran a hand through his hair, a nervous gesture he thought he’d outgrown. “It makes me so hard I can’t think straight just talking about it.”

Grace took a small step back, her knuckles whitening where she gripped her elbows. The easy intimacy of the room had evaporated. “Nathan... are you serious? Is this... is this something you actually want?” Her voice was low, laced with confusion and a flicker of something like fear. “Do I not... am I not enough for you?”

“No!” The word burst from him, too loud. He moved to her, closing the distance, but didn’t touch her. He couldn’t yet. “God, no, Gracie. You are everything. That’s the whole fucking point. You’re so sexy, so fucking radiant, that the idea of other men seeing it, wanting you... and you choosing to let one of them experience you... and choosing to come home to me after...” He finally reached out, his thumb stroking the incredibly soft skin of her arm. “It’s not about me wanting less of you. It’s about me wanting more of your pleasure. I want to see all of it. I want to worship every single fucking gasp you make, even if I’m not the one causing it in that exact second.”

He saw the conflict in her eyes, the way her mind was racing behind that beautiful, worried face. “I don’t understand,” she whispered. “What if I like it? What if it changes how I feel about you? What if it changes how you feel about me? This is... this is a big thing, Nathan. A really big thing.”

“I know it is,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “And I would never, ever push you into something you didn’t want. This is just me... showing you a hidden part of my mind. Telling you what really turns me on. The thought of another man’s cock sliding into you, Grace, filling you up while I watch... the sound of your voice when you beg him for more...” He felt her shiver against him. “It’s the biggest thrill I can imagine. It’s all for you. Your pleasure is my pleasure.”

Grace was quiet for a long moment, her breath coming a little quicker. He could see the thoughts shifting, the initial alarm giving way to a dawning, tentative curiosity. The idea was in the room with them now, a third presence, potent and electric.

She uncrossed her arms, her hand coming up to rest on his chest, over his hammering heart. Her touch was hesitant, but it was there. “You...” she started, then stopped, chewing on her lower lip. “You really get off on that? The idea of me... being with someone else?”

“More than anything,” he confessed, covering her hand with his. “The fantasy of it alone makes me want to bend you over this counter and fuck you until you forget your own name.”

A slow blush crept up her neck. She looked down, then back up at him through her eyelashes. The fear wasn't gone, but it was now tangled with something new, something hotter. “What... what kind of man?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Grace’s gaze flickered from his earnest face to her own reflection, seeing a woman she barely recognized—flushed, lips parted, a new kind of fire in her eyes. The initial shock had melted, replaced by a thrumming, impossible curiosity.

“Tell me,” she said, her voice steadier now, a thread of command weaving through it. Her hand was still on his chest, feeling the relentless drum of his heart. “Tell me exactly what you want to see, Nathan. Don’t just say ‘a man’. Be specific.”

Nathan’s intense eyes darkened, a wave of pure heat washing over his features. He hadn’t expected her to ask, not like this, not with such direct hunger. He leaned back against the doorframe, crossing his arms, the picture of controlled desire.

“This Saturday,” he began, his voice dropping to a low, intimate timbre that vibrated through her. “The office party.”

Grace’s mind flashed to the annual event she’d attended for years. The chatter, the clinking glasses, the bland canapés. It had always been so mundane. Now, he was painting it in an entirely new light.

“I see you across the room. You’re wearing that black dress, the one that hugs your curves like it was made for you. The one that makes my fucking mouth water just thinking about it.” His eyes roamed over her towel-clad body as if he could see the fabric there already. “You’re talking to Marco.”

Marco. His boss. The name landed with a solid, thrilling weight. The man was all coiled confidence and a sharp, knowing smile, a decade older than Nathan, with a presence that commanded a room.

“He can’t take his eyes off you, Grace. Nobody can. He’s listening to you talk, but his eyes are on your mouth, on the way your tits move when you laugh. He’s thinking what I’m always thinking: I need to get my hands on her.”

A soft, involuntary sound escaped Grace’s lips. Her own hand, seemingly of its own accord, drifted from his chest, sliding down the front of her towel, resting lightly on her stomach. The terrycloth was rough against her suddenly sensitive skin.

Nathan’s gaze followed the movement, his voice growing thicker. “He’ll offer to get you a fresh drink. You’ll follow him to the bar. His hand will find the small of your back, just a gentle press to guide you through the crowd, but you’ll feel it everywhere. It’s not like my touch. It’s new. It’s different.”

Her fingers crept lower, dipping beneath the top edge of the towel, finding the warm, soft skin of her lower belly. Her breathing shallowed.

“He’ll suggest getting some air,” Nathan continued, a wicked smile playing on his lips. “The two of you will slip out onto the balcony. It’s quiet out there, just the city lights and the hum of traffic far below. He’ll turn to you, and he won’t say a word. He’ll just look at you, and you’ll know. You’ll fucking know what he wants.”

Grace’s eyes were closed now. She could see it. The cool night air, the glittering skyline, Marco’s hungry stare. Her fingers slid lower, past the neat strip of hair, and her middle finger found the slick, aching center of herself. A jolt went through her, sharp and sweet. She gasped.

“That’s it, baby,” Nathan murmured, his voice rough with encouragement. “He’ll step closer. He’ll smell your perfume, and your skin, that incredible scent that’s just you. He’ll cup your face, his thumb tracing your jaw, and then he’ll kiss you. Not a question. A statement.”

Grace’s finger began to move in slow, firm circles around her clit. The sensation was electric, a direct line to the fantasy unfolding behind her eyelids. She could almost feel the scratch of Marco’s stubble, the surety of his mouth on hers.

“He’ll taste your lipstick,” Nathan growled, “and the champagne on your tongue. He’ll back you up against the balcony railing, and his hands will drop to your hips, pulling you hard against him. You’ll feel how much he wants you. How fucking hard he is for my wife.”

The word my wife did something to her, a possessive anchor in the sea of this forbidden scenario. Her circling fingers sped up, her hips giving a tiny, involuntary rock against her own hand.

“He’ll turn you around, Grace. Your back to his front. He’ll lean you over the railing, the city laid out beneath you. He’ll kiss your neck, bite your shoulder, and his hands will be all over your tits, squeezing them, pinching your nipples through that thin black dress.”

Her free hand came up to mimic the action, roughly palming her own breast through the towel, pinching her nipple until a sharp pang of pleasure-pain made her moan.

“He’ll push that dress up around your waist,” Nathan’s voice was a hoarse whisper now, a filthy prayer. “He won’t fuck around. He’ll just undo his pants and guide his cock to your pussy. You’re so wet for him, aren’t you? Soaking that pretty black thistle I love.”

She was. Her fingers were slick, the sound of her touch obscenely loud in the quiet bathroom. She was panting now, lost in the image he was crafting.

“He’ll push inside you, Grace. One smooth, deep thrust. He’ll fill you up, and you’ll feel every fucking inch of him. You’ll cry out, and he’ll cover your mouth with his hand, telling you to be quiet, that everyone inside will hear you getting fucked.”

A strangled cry did escape her then, muffled by her own teeth biting her lip. Her legs trembled. The fantasy was so vivid, so visceral.

“And I’ll be watching,” Nathan said, the final, devastating blow. “From the doorway. I’ll see it all. I’ll see your face, your eyes squeezed shut. I’ll see his hands gripping your hips, pulling you back onto his cock with every thrust. I’ll see your ass jiggle every time he slams into you. I’ll watch him take what’s mine, and it will be the hottest fucking thing I have ever seen.”

That was it. The coil that had been tightening in her belly for minutes snapped. Her back arched off the counter, a silent scream on her lips as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, wave after wave of pure, shattering pleasure, her fingers working frantically through the incredible pulses, her body shaking with the force of it.

Slowly, she came down, her breathing ragged, her body buzzing. She opened her eyes. Nathan was still watching her, his own arousal a palpable force in the small room. He looked utterly captivated.

She slid off the counter, her legs unsteady. She walked to him, the towel dropping to the floor, leaving her completely bare. She didn’t try to cover herself. She reached for the buckle of his belt, her voice husky and raw.

***
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The scent of her perfume, something dark and floral, filled the bedroom. Grace stood before the full-length mirror, turning slowly. The emerald green dress was a second skin, hugging the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts. It was shorter than anything she’d worn to the office before.

“Do you think it’s too much?” she asked, her voice a little unsteady.

Nathan came up behind her, his hands settling on her waist. He met her eyes in the reflection. “You look fucking incredible. Absolutely breathtaking. Marco won’t be able to think straight.”

A nervous laugh escaped her. “That’s the point, isn’t it?”

“It’s the entire point,” he murmured, his lips brushing her shoulder. His fingers traced the dress’s low back, skimming the bare skin there. “I want everyone to see what I get to come home to. I want him to see it and ache.”

She leaned back into him, feeling the hard ridge of his arousal against her. “I’m so nervous, Nate. My stomach is full of butterflies.”

“So is mine,” he admitted, his voice rough with desire. “Just remember, we’re in this together. Every look, every touch... it’s for us.” His hand slid down, palming her ass through the thin silk. “I can’t wait to watch you.”

The office party was in full swing, a swirl of chatter and clinking glasses. Nathan’s hand was a steady anchor on the small of Grace’s back as they navigated the crowd. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, a constant, thrilling reminder of why they were here.

Then he saw him. Marco stood near the bar, a rocks glass in hand, holding court with a few junior executives. He was taller than Nathan remembered, his suit impeccably tailored to his fit frame. His eyes, a sharp, intelligent blue, scanned the room and landed on them. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face.

“Nathan,” Marco said, excusing himself and walking over. His voice was a warm baritone that cut through the party noise. His attention, however, was entirely on Grace. “And Grace. Nathan hasn’t shut up about you all week.”

“All good things, I hope,” Grace said, her voice miraculously steady. She offered her hand.

Instead of shaking it, Marco took it, his grip firm and warm, and brought it to his lips, placing a whisper of a kiss on her knuckles. The gesture was old-fashioned, confident, and intensely intimate. A jolt, sharp and electric, went straight up her arm.

“Only the truth,” Marco said, his eyes locked on hers. He didn’t let go of her hand immediately. “The man is a terrible liar, thankfully. He could never do you justice with mere words.”

Nathan watched, a quiet intensity thrumming through him. He could feel the energy between them, a visible current. This is it. This is really happening. He gave her back a slight, encouraging rub.

“Can I get you a drink?” Marco asked, finally releasing her hand, though his gaze never wavered. “I find the champagne here is just for show. They keep a excellent bourbon behind the counter for those who ask nicely.”

“Bourbon’s perfect,” Grace said, and Nathan heard the faintest tremor of excitement in her voice.

As Marco turned to flag down the bartender, he leaned in slightly closer to Grace than was strictly necessary. “That color is devastating on you.” The words were for her alone, a low rumble meant just for her ears.

Nathan watched the flush creep up Grace’s neck. He saw the way her lips parted, just a fraction, the quick, almost imperceptible lift of her chest as her breathing shallowed. She was enthralled.

They got their drinks, a rich, amber liquid in heavy glasses. As they stood talking, the conversation effortlessly flowing from work to travel to art, Marco’s presence seemed to shrink the room until it contained only the three of them. He was a masterful conversationalist, including Nathan with a glance or a question, but his focus, his entire gravitational pull, was centered on Grace.

His touches were subtle, perfectly explainable. A hand on her elbow to guide her through the crowd. A brush of his fingers against her back as he leaned in to hear her over the music. Each point of contact was a brand, a promise of what his hands could do.

Nathan’s own arousal was a live wire. He took a long swallow of his bourbon, the burn a pale imitation of the heat coiling in his gut. He watched Marco’s eyes drop to Grace’s mouth when she spoke, saw the way he nodded, utterly captivated.

During a lull, Marco’s hand found its way to the bare skin of Grace’s back, his thumb making a slow, deliberate arc just above the line of her dress.

Grace’s eyes fluttered closed for a second. A soft, airy sigh escaped her. She didn’t pull away. She pressed back, almost imperceptibly, into his touch.

Nathan’s throat went dry. The sight of another man’s hand on his wife’s skin, claiming her in the middle of a crowded room, was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever experienced. He could see the faint tremor in her legs, the way her knuckles were white where she gripped her glass.

Marco’s voice dropped again, a velvet murmur meant only for them. “It’s a shame to keep something this beautiful surrounded by boring finance talk. This party is wasting your light, Grace.”

He turned his head, his attention shifting to Nathan. His smile was sharp, conspiratorial. “You’re a very lucky man.” The way he said it wasn’t a platitude. It was an acknowledgment, a shared understanding of the prize between them.

“I know,” Nathan said, his voice thicker than he intended.

Marco’s thumb stroked Grace’s back one more time. “The balcony out back is quiet. The view of the city is... spectacular. Perhaps we could get some air?” His question was directed at Grace, but his eyes flicked to Nathan, seeking permission, including him in the seduction.

Grace looked at Nathan, her eyes wide, dark pools of want and nervous anticipation. She was asking him, needing his approval, his encouragement.

Nathan gave a single, almost imperceptible nod, his heart hammering against his ribs.

A beautiful, wicked smile touched Grace’s lips. She turned back to Marco, her confidence visibly buoyed by her husband’s silent command. “Air sounds perfect.”

Marco offered her his arm. She took it, her fingers curling around his bicep. As they began to move through the crowd, Marco glanced back over his shoulder at Nathan, his expression unmistakable. You coming?

The cool night air was a stark, pleasant contrast to the stifling warmth of the party, carrying with it the distant hum of the city below. The balcony was a half-moon of polished stone, overlooking a sea of glittering lights. For a long moment, the three of them stood in a fragile silence, the only sound the faint rustle of Grace’s emerald dress against her thighs.

“Quite a view,” Marco stated, his voice a low rumble as he leaned against the railing. He wasn’t looking at the skyline.

Grace stood beside him, her posture rigid with a tension that was part fear, part intoxication. Her gaze was fixed on the horizon, but Nathan knew her. He saw the rapid flutter of her pulse at the base of her throat, the way her fingers were clenched white-knuckled at her sides. He stood a few paces back, a phantom at his own feast, his entire world narrowed to the space between them. Every beat of his heart was a thick, heavy throb echoed perfectly in his cock, which strained painfully against the confines of his zipper.

Then, Grace moved.

It wasn’t a grand gesture. It was a subtle shift of weight, a leaning in that brought her body within inches of Marco’s. The scent of her perfume, something lush and floral, mixed with the clean, sharp aroma of his cologne. She turned her head, her lips finding the shell of his ear. Nathan saw her mouth form the words, heard the whisper as if it were shouted directly into his own soul.

“I want to feel you inside me, Marco. Right here. I want you to fuck me against this railing while my husband watches.”

The air vanished from Nathan’s lungs. The words, so raw and filthy and perfect, spoken in his wife’s soft, cultured voice, were a physical blow to his gut. He watched, mesmerized, as her hand, which had been trembling just moments before, became steady and sure. It slid down the front of Marco’s crisp dress shirt, over the hard plane of his stomach, her fingers tracing the outline of his belt buckle with an artist’s precision.

Marco didn’t flinch. A slow, dark smile spread across his face, his eyes locking with Nathan’s over Grace’s shoulder. It was a look of pure, unadulterated conquest. This is your doing, it said. And I am going to enjoy your gift.

“Is that so?” Marco’s voice was husky, a match for the desire tightening his features. He brought his own hand up, not to stop her, but to cover hers, guiding her fingers to the hard leather of his belt. “Show me.”

With his encouragement, Grace’s finesse melted into pure need. Her fingers worked the buckle with a frantic urgency, the clink of the metal prong releasing sounding obscenely loud in the quiet night. She tugged at the leather, pulling it free, then her hands went to the button of his slacks, then the zipper.

Nathan could only stare, his blood a molten river of want. The sight of his wife’s delicate hands, the ones that made his coffee every morning, yanking down another man’s trousers and briefs was the most devastatingly erotic thing he had ever witnessed. Marco’s cock sprang free, thick and fully erect, a blatant, proud declaration of his arousal in the muted balcony light.

Grace didn’t hesitate. Her fingers wrapped around his length, and a soft, guttural sound escaped her, a moan of pure avarice. “God, you’re so hard. So fucking thick.” She began to stroke him, her movements becoming slick and confident as her palm glided over the bead of moisture already forming at his tip.

Marco’s head fell back, a deep groan tearing from his throat. His hands found her hips, gripping the green silk of her dress, pulling her flush against him. “Your wife has very talented hands, Nathan,” he gritted out, his eyes still holding Nathan’s captive.

Nathan could only nod, a strangled sound of agreement catching in his throat. He was riveted, his own hand moving unconsciously to press against the aching bulge in his pants, applying a torturous pressure that only made the need worse.

Grace was lost in it now, her body moving against Marco’s, her strokes on his cock becoming faster, more demanding. She rose up on her toes, her mouth finding his again, but this wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a clash of teeth and tongue, a wet, desperate claiming. When she broke away, her voice was a raw, wanton whisper.

“I need you now. I need to feel this cock stretching me open. Don’t make me wait.”

She turned, her back to Marco, and bent forward over the cold stone railing, presenting herself to him. The emerald silk of her dress was pulled taut across the sublime curve of her ass. She looked back over her shoulder, her eyes wild, her lips swollen from the kiss. Her gaze found Nathan’s.

“Watch,” she commanded him, her voice trembling with a power he’d never heard before. “Watch him take me.”

Marco’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh beneath the silk. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her, and Nathan saw the tiny, involuntary jerk of Grace’s body at the contact. Marco’s eyes were sharp, focused, drinking in the sight of Nathan’s wife bent over for him.

He pushed forward, a single, inexorable thrust that buried his entire length inside her in one smooth, devastating motion.

Grace’s cry wasn’t a moan; it was a sharp, punched-out gasp that shattered the night’s silence. Her back arched, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth railing. Her eyes flew wide, locked on Nathan’s, and in them, he saw the shock of the intrusion, the overwhelming fullness, and a dawning, incredible pleasure. Marco held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every inch of him, a low, appreciative growl rumbling in his chest.

“Fuck, Grace... you feel incredible,” he breathed, his voice strained. “So fucking tight around me.”

He began to move, a slow, withdrawing slide that made Grace whimper, followed by a hard, driving thrust that slammed her body against the railing. The rhythm was established instantly—primal, possessive, and utterly consuming. Each powerful snap of Marco’s hips echoed across the balcony.

Nathan could only stand there, his hand working furiously over his own clothed erection, his world reduced to the symphony of their fucking—the wet, rhythmic slap of skin against silk, Marco’s guttural grunts, and Grace’s escalating, ragged cries that were punctuating the cool night air. She was clinging to the railing, her knuckles white, her head thrown back as Marco pounded into her from behind.

Her eyes, glazed with pleasure, found Nathan’s again. A wicked, beautiful smile twisted her lips between gasps. “Are you watching, baby? Are you seeing how good his fucking cock feels inside your wife?”

With a final, shuddering thrust that seemed to ripple through her entire frame, Marco pulled himself free from her. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a cold slap of air against her slick, heated skin. Grace gasped, her body trembling from the abrupt cessation of the relentless rhythm that had been consuming her.

Before she could even process the loss, his hands were on her, firm and unyielding. He spun her around to face him, the city lights a dizzying swirl behind his broad shoulders. Her back met the cool glass of the balcony door, a stark contrast to the feverish heat of her own flesh. His gaze was a dark, possessive flame, locking onto hers.

“On your knees,” Marco commanded, his voice a low, graveled promise that brooked no argument. His fingers, still damp with her own arousal, tangled in her hair, not to hurt, but to guide, to possess. “Right here. I want to fuck that perfect mouth while your husband watches what his wife can do.”

A fresh wave of want, so potent it made her knees weak, crashed over her. She let him guide her down, the rough texture of the balcony concrete biting into her kneecaps. Her emerald dress, rucked up around her waist, felt like a forgotten flag of surrender. Above her, Marco stood, a colossus backlit by the party’s golden glow from inside. He was all power and intent, his cock jutting out, glistening with her own wetness, rigid and demanding.

Nathan was a statue by the railing, his hand stilled over the bulge in his pants, his eyes wide, his breathing a visible, shallow lift of his chest. He was mesmerized, utterly captive. This was his fantasy, made real and raw before him.

Grace looked up at Marco, her lips parting. The musky, intimate scent of their combined sex filled her nostrils, a perfume more intoxicating than any champagne. She didn’t wait for him. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste him, to savor the sharp, salty flavor of herself on his skin. A deep, approving groan rumbled in Marco’s chest.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Show him.”

She took the head of his cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. She heard Nathan’s sharp intake of air from across the balcony. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking gently, drawing him deeper. He was thick, stretching her lips, and the feeling of fullness was a different, thrilling kind of possession.

Marco didn’t let her set the pace for long. His grip in her hair tightened, just enough to make her gasp, and he began to move. He started slowly, a shallow, testing push that slid easily through her wetness. “So good, Grace. Your fucking mouth is a sin.”

Then he pushed deeper, his control beginning to fray. His thrusts became more urgent, more demanding. He fucked her mouth with the same possessive rhythm he’d used on her body, each smooth, hard slide hitting the back of her throat. Her eyes watered, but she kept them open, locked on Nathan’s. She wanted him to see everything. She wanted him to watch the way her lips stretched to accommodate Marco, to see the tears of effort beading in her lashes, to hear the wet, obscene sounds of his cock moving in and out of her.

Her own hands came up, one wrapping around the base of his shaft to feel the powerful thrusts, the other finding its way between her own legs. She was still throbbing, aching, a live wire of need. As Marco drove into her mouth, she circled her clit, the twin sensations of giving pleasure and taking it sending sparks behind her eyelids.

“Look at her, Nathan,” Marco growled, his voice thick with strain, his hips pistoning. He wasn’t just talking; he was performing, narrating the debauchery for his audience. “Look at your beautiful wife on her knees for me. See how she takes every fucking inch.”

Nathan’s hand was moving again, frantically working his zipper down, his own need becoming too much to bear. He was a portrait of agonized ecstasy.

Marco’s pace became punishing, relentless. He was chasing his end, using her mouth with a fervor that was both brutal and exquisite. Grace relaxed her throat, surrendering to the rhythm, letting him use her, her own moans vibrating around him. The taste of him, the feel of his muscular thighs against her chest, the sound of Nathan’s ragged breathing—it all combined into a symphony of pure, unadulterated lust.

“I’m going to come,” Marco warned, his voice a ragged tear in the night air. His thrusts lost their rhythm, becoming erratic, desperate. “I’m going to fill your wife’s fucking mouth. And you’re going to watch me do it.”

His body went rigid, every muscle taut as a bowstring. A guttural, animal sound tore from his throat, raw and primal, as the first hot pulse of his release hit the back of her throat. Grace swallowed instinctively, her throat working around him, accepting the thick, salty reward. Marco’s grip in her hair tightened, holding her head firmly in place as he shuddered through his climax. Each throbbing jet was a testament to the pleasure she’d given him, a visceral connection that left them both trembling.

“Fuck...” Marco growled, his voice low and ragged, almost a groan of disbelief. His hips jerked erratically, driving deeper with each burst, as if he couldn’t stop himself from claiming every inch of her mouth. Grace’s cheeks hollowed, her lips suctioning around him, drawing out every last drop. She could feel the heat of him pooling on her tongue, the taste of him salty and musky, a flavor that should have been overwhelming but instead only fueled her own arousal. Her fingers dug into his thighs, anchoring herself as his body bucked and shuddered above her.

The night air was thick with the sounds of their shared pleasure: the wet, slick slide of his cock in her mouth, the harsh rhythm of his breathing, and the soft whimpers that escaped her despite her efforts to stay composed. Marco’s free hand reached down to cup her jaw, his thumb brushing against her swollen lips, feeling the stretch and warmth of where he was buried deep inside her. “You’re fucking perfect,” he rasped, his voice trembling with the intensity of his release. “Taking me like this... Christ, Grace.”

As the last of his release spilled into her mouth, Marco’s body began to relax, the tension draining from his muscles like a wave receding from the shore. He slowly pulled back, his cock sliding free from her lips with a soft pop. Grace stayed on her knees, her breath coming in uneven gasps, her lips glistening with the remnants of his release. She looked up at him, her eyes heavy-lidded and dark with satisfaction, a messy, triumphant smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

Marco groaned softly, his hand still tangled in her hair as he guided her gently to sit back on her heels. He knelt before her, his chest rising and falling heavily, their faces inches apart. His thumb brushed across her lower lip, smearing the wetness there. “Look at you,” he murmured, his voice thick with awe. “You’re fucking breathtaking.” 

Finally, he released her, his heavy-lidded gaze shifting to Nathan, who stood frozen across the balcony. “See that, Nathan?” Marco’s tone was low, almost reverent. “Your wife is so hot.”

Grace stayed on her knees, panting, her lips swollen and slick. She looked up at Marco, then turned her bleary, triumphant gaze to her husband, a messy, satisfied smile on her face.

Nathan finally spoke, his voice a hoarse whisper raw with awe and desperate need. “My God, Grace...”

Marco tucked himself back into his pants, his movements deliberate and unhurried. He smoothed a hand over his hair, straightened his tie, and shot Nathan a look that was equal parts triumph and gratitude. Without a word, he stepped around Grace, still kneeling on the rough concrete, and disappeared back through the door to the party.
Nathan couldn't move. His hand was still wrapped around his painfully hard cock, his body trembling with a need so visceral it bordered on agony.
The soft click of the balcony door signaled Marco’s definitive exit. The sudden quiet was a physical thing, a weight pressing in after the storm of noise and sensation. Grace remained on her knees, the cool stone biting into her skin, a stark contrast to the furnace-heat radiating from her body. Her chest rose and fell in deep, unsteady waves. The taste of him, salt and musk, was still vivid on her tongue.

She turned her head, her dark hair sticking to her damp neck. Nathan still stood where Marco had left him, a statue carved from desire and shock, his knuckles white where he gripped the railing.

“Nathan,” she said, her voice a rough, used thing. A mess of a smile played on her slick, well-used lips. “Look at me.”

His intense eyes, dark and wide, finally snapped to hers. He looked utterly ruined.

Grace pushed herself up, her legs feeling like warm liquid. She took two unsteady steps toward him, the emerald silk of her dress clinging to her thighs. She didn’t try to cover herself or wipe her mouth. She let him see all of it. Every mark. Every shimmering trace of what she had just done for him.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her gaze locking with his. The city lights glinted in her eyes. “Are you ready for your turn to fuck me on this balcony?”

A rough, ragged sound tore from his throat, something between a groan and a sob. He finally moved, pushing off the railing, closing the distance between them in three swift strides. His hands came up, not to embrace her, but to frame her face, his thumbs pressing against her jaw. He was trembling.

“You were... fuck, Grace... I’ve never seen anything like that in my entire life,” he breathed, his voice cracking. He leaned his forehead against hers, his eyes squeezing shut. “You were so fucking beautiful. So filthy and perfect.”

“I know,” she whispered back, her own hands coming up to clutch at his wrists. His skin was hot. “I felt it. Every second of it. But it was for you. All of it was for you. And now...” She rocked her hips forward, pressing the soaked, aching center of herself against the hard muscle of his thigh. “...now I need my husband. I need you to fuck your wife, Nathan. Right here.”

That was all the permission he needed. The last vestige of his control shattered. His mouth crashed down on hers, not with the practiced confidence of Marco, but with a raw, desperate hunger that was uniquely his. It was a claiming. He licked deep into her mouth, tasting the lingering evidence of another man, and a guttural moan vibrated through his chest into hers.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled against her lips, his hands dropping to her hips, yanking her flush against him. The hard ridge of his cock, straining against his suit pants, pressed into her belly. “Now, Grace.”

He spun her around, bending her over the cold, smooth stone of the balcony railing. The city sprawled out below them, a thousand unknowing witnesses. The night air chilled the exposed skin of her back where he’d pushed her dress down to her waist. His hands were everywhere, roving over the curves of her ass, squeezing, gripping as if he might break her.

She heard the frantic rustle of clothing, the metallic whisper of his zipper, and then the hot, solid press of him against her entrance. He was slick with his own need, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick, thoroughly opened flesh.

“Tell me you want it,” he demanded, his voice a dark, possessive rumble in her ear. One hand fisted in her hair, not hard, but enough to make her gasp. The other guided his cock, rubbing it through her wetness, coating himself in her and Marco’s combined arousal. “Tell me you want your husband to fuck you.”

“Yes! Fuck, Nathan, please,” she cried out, pushing her hips back against him, trying to impale herself. “I want your cock. I need to feel you inside me. Please, baby, fuck me.”

With a powerful thrust of his hips, he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

Grace screamed. The feeling was so intense it was almost painful. After the thrilling, dominant stretch of Marco, Nathan’s familiar thickness filled her in a way that was purely home, purely theirs, but electrified by the spectacle that had just unfolded. He felt bigger, harder, more overwhelming than ever before.

“Oh, God... Grace...” he chanted, his rhythm frantic and deep from the very first stroke. He wasn’t just making love to her; he was fucking her with a wild, unrestrained abandon she had never felt from him. Each drive of his hips slammed her against the railing, the cold stone a sharp counterpoint to the burning heat building inside her.

His hands gripped her hips, his fingers leaving marks she knew she’d feel tomorrow. He leaned over her, his chest plastered to her back, his mouth on her neck, teeth grazing her skin.

“You let him fuck this perfect pussy,” he snarled, his words hot against her ear. “You took him in your mouth. I watched you swallow him. And now it’s my turn. This is my pussy, Grace. Mine. And I’m gonna fuck it until you can’t remember anything but my name.”

His filthy words, so unlike his usual gentle affirmations, sent a fresh, violent shock of pleasure through her. She was so close, the coil of her orgasm tightening with every brutal, perfect thrust.

“Yes! It’s yours! It’s always been yours!” she sobbed, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth railing. “Fuck me, Nathan! Make me come on your cock! I want to come for my husband!”

He reached around, his fingers finding her swollen clit, and the world exploded. The rough circles he rubbed there, combined with the deep, pounding rhythm of his fucking, shattered her completely. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, searing wave that clenched around his cock, milking him, pulling a guttural roar from deep in his chest.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the distant hum of the city. He nuzzled her neck, placing a soft, tender kiss there.

“Look at me,” Grace whispered, her voice hoarse.

He lifted his head. She turned hers, their faces inches apart. Her eyes were glowing, a mixture of fierce possession and overwhelming love.

He pulled back just enough to see her face, his own expression a raw canvas of awe and fierce pride. My wife. He didn’t say it out loud, but the words were written in the intensity of his gaze. My magnificent, fucking incredible wife.

“Did you like watching your wife get fucked?”

Her question wasn’t just a question. It was a challenge. A demand for the final, definitive truth that lived in the heat between their bodies.

“I didn’t just like it, Grace.” His voice was gravel, rough with spent passion and a rekindling fire. “It was the most fucking electrifying thing I have ever seen. Watching you take him. Watching that power in you. Jesus Christ.”

His hands slid from her hips, smoothing over the curve of her ass, fingers pressing into the soft flesh he had just been pounding into. He was still nestled inside her, a thick, warm presence that made her inner muscles flutter in a lazy, sated echo of her climax. “You were a fucking goddess out here. His dirty fucking goddess. And you’re all mine.”

He leaned in, capturing her mouth in a deep, soul-searching kiss. It wasn’t gentle. It was a claiming. A restating of the facts. His tongue slid against hers, tasting the ghost of another man, tasting her own unique flavor, tasting the night air and the remnants of her own pleasure. She met him thrust for thrust, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard again. The energy on the balcony had shifted, the illicit thrill of Marco’s presence replaced by something more profound, more intensely theirs. Nathan’s fantasy had been a spark, but the inferno it lit belonged only to them.

“He filled my mouth, Nathan,” she breathed against his lips, her eyes dark and unblinking. “I could still taste him when I kissed you.”

A low groan rumbled in his chest. His cock, which had begun to soften within her, stirred back to life. “Fuck, Grace. Tell me.”

“I opened my throat for him because you were watching. Because I knew it would make you this hard for me again.” She rocked her hips, a tiny, devastating movement that made him suck in a sharp breath. “I wanted your eyes on me. I wanted you to see what I would do. What I am for you.”

His hands tightened on her ass, pulling her flush against him, his renewed erection sliding deeper. “I saw. God, I saw every second. I saw the way your lips stretched around him. I saw the tears in your eyes when he pushed deep.” He drove his hips forward, a single, punctuating thrust that stole her breath. “And I have never been so fucking turned on in my entire life.”

He began to move again, a slow, rebuilding rhythm. This was different from before. This wasn’t the frantic, desperate reclaiming. This was a celebration. A sensual rediscovery.

“This is ours now,” he murmured, his mouth trailing hot, wet kisses along her jawline to her ear. “That whole fucking show was for us. This feeling... this is what I wanted.” He nipped her earlobe. “I wanted to see you so full of pleasure you didn’t know whose it was. I wanted to see you worshipped. I wanted to come home to a wife who was so thoroughly fucked she could barely stand, and then be the one to make her legs give out all over again.”

Grace cried out, a sharp, blissful sound as he angled his thrusts, hitting a spot that made her see stars. Her nails dug into the muscles of his back. “Nathan... oh, god, right there...”

“You love this, don’t you?” he growled, his pace increasing, the sound of their slick, connected bodies a lewd counterpoint to his words. “You love being my good girl and his filthy whore all at the same time.”

“Yes! Yes!” she moaned, her head falling back. The vulnerability of her throat, the complete abandon in her posture, sent a fresh surge of possessiveness through him.

He slid one hand around her front, his fingers finding her clit, already swollen and hypersensitive. He circled the hard nub with a relentless, perfect pressure. “Then come for me, Grace. Come all over my cock. Show me what’s mine.”

The dual assault was too much. Her body, still humming from two previous orgasms, convulsed around him with a shocking, violent intensity. Her inner muscles clamped down on his length, a series of rhythmic, milking contractions that ripped a guttural shout from his lungs. He held her tight against him as he followed her over the edge, his own release pumping into her in hot, endless pulses, branding her from the inside out.

They stayed like that for a long time, clinging to each other, shuddering through the aftershocks. The city lights blurred below them.

Slowly, he withdrew, turning her in his arms to face him. He cupped her face, his thumbs stroking her flushed cheeks. She looked utterly wrecked and more beautiful than he had ever seen her. Her lipstick was smeared, her hair a wild mane, her eyes heavy-lidded and sated.

“So,” she said, her voice a husky whisper. A slow, wicked smile played on her lips. “What’s next?”

Nathan’s answering smile was just as dark, just as full of promise. 
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        When Jason confesses his deepest fantasy to his wife Kate, their comfortable marriage takes an intoxicating turn into uncharted territory.
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