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The morning sun cut through the kitchen, illuminating dust motes dancing above the island. Charlotte, already in a sleek black dress, handed Tyler a travel mug of coffee. His fingers closed around hers for a moment, a silent thank you.

“Don’t forget the proposal is due by three,” she said, her voice crisp, efficient. His powerful, successful wife. He loved watching her shift into this mode.

“Already in Morgan’s inbox,” he said, taking a sip. He watched her, the way she tucked a strand of dark hair behind her ear, the familiar, comforting scent of her perfume cutting through the rich aroma of coffee. His stomach tightened. Now. You have to say it now.

“Charlie?” The word came out softer than he intended.

She looked up from her tablet, her gaze sharp, then softening as it met his. “Hmm?”

“I had a dream last night.” He set the mug down, the ceramic clicking too loudly on the quartz. “A really... intense one.”

She leaned against the counter, a small, intrigued smile playing on her lips. “Oh yeah? Do tell. Was I in it?”

“You were the star.” He took a step closer, the space between them suddenly electric. He could feel his heart thumping a hard, steady rhythm against his ribs. “You were at the office holiday party. That red dress you almost bought last month. You were wearing it. And you were talking to Mark from Accounting.”

Charlotte’s smile faltered, replaced by a flicker of confusion. “Mark? The one with the... improbably white teeth?”

Tyler nodded, his mouth dry. “Yeah. Him. In the dream, you weren’t just talking. You were... fuck, Charlie. The way you looked at him. The way he looked at you, like he wanted to devour you right there next to the punch bowl. And I was just... watching.”

The confusion on her face solidified into something else. Concern. She straightened up, her brow furrowed. “Watching? Tyler, what are you saying?”

He ran a hand through his hair, pushing forward, the words tumbling out now that the dam had broken. “I’m saying it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. I’m saying I woke up so hard I thought I’d crack a tooth. I’m saying I haven’t been able to think of anything else all morning.” He finally met her eyes again, his own pleading for understanding. “The idea of seeing you with someone else... it fucking unravels me.”

Charlotte’s posture was rigid. She wrapped her arms around herself. “You... you want to watch me with another man?” The question hung in the air, heavy and shocking. “Why? Is it... is it me? Are you not... satisfied?” The vulnerability in her voice was a knife twist in his gut.

“God, no. No, baby, fuck no.” He closed the distance between them in two strides, taking her face in his hands. “It’s because of how much I love you. Because you’re so fucking perfect, so incredibly sexy, and the thought of another man getting to experience that... of me getting to see you totally unleashed, totally desired by someone new... it’s not about a lack. It’s about an excess. It’s about sharing the most incredible thing in my life.” He brushed his thumb over her cheekbone. “It’s the biggest, most terrifying turn-on I’ve ever known.”

She was quiet for a long moment, searching his eyes. He could see the gears turning, the initial shock giving way to a slow, dawning contemplation. Her arms uncrossed, her hands coming to rest on his chest.

“You were really that turned on?” she asked, her voice a whisper.

“I’ve never been more turned on in my life,” he breathed, relief flooding him at her shift in tone. “The thought of another man’s hands on you, Charlotte. Fuck. His hands on your hips, pulling that tight red dress up. His mouth on your neck, while you look over his shoulder right at me.”

A faint blush crept up her throat. He could feel the accelerated beat of her heart under his palm. Her lips parted slightly.

“What... what else happened in the dream?” she murmured, her gaze dropping to his mouth.

A fierce, hot bolt of desire shot straight to his cock. She’s curious. Holy fuck, she’s curious.

“He turned you around to face me,” Tyler said, his voice dropping to a low, rough rumble. “He was behind you, his front pressed against your back, and he pushed your hair aside so I could see your face. He kissed your shoulder, and you let your head fall back against him. You kept your eyes open. You watched me watching you.”

Charlotte’s breathing shallowed. A soft, almost imperceptible sound escaped her—a quiet gasp that was sheer, unchecked arousal.

“And then he slid his hand down your stomach,” Tyler continued, leaning in so his lips were almost against her ear. “Down, under the hem of your dress. I saw your eyes flutter. I saw your mouth form a silent ‘oh’ as his fingers found you through your underwear. You were so wet for him, Charlotte. I could see the slickness soaking through the silk from across the room.”

“Tyler...” His name was a sigh on her lips, not a protest.

“Tell me,” he urged, his own need making him dizzy. “Tell me the thought of that doesn’t make you a little wet right now.”

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she took one of his hands from her face and guided it down, down past the waistband of her sleek black dress pants, past the lace of her underwear. Her skin was blazing hot. And she was drenched. Soaking, silken heat greeted his probing fingers.

“Fuck, Charlotte,” he groaned, his forehead falling against hers.

“It’s a... a lot to process,” she whispered, her hips giving a tiny, involuntary rock against his hand. “The idea... it’s...”

“It’s just a fantasy,” he said quickly, though his fingers were telling a different, more hopeful story. “We don’t ever have to—”

“No,” she interrupted, her voice firmer now. She looked him dead in the eye, a new, unfamiliar fire in her gaze. “Let’s try it.”

Tyler’s throat went dry. He could only manage a nod.

Her eyes, a deep, liquid brown, held his, searching. “What if you set up a meeting? With Mark. Just the three of us. In your office, today, after work.”

A jolt, white-hot and fierce, shot straight to his groin. Fuck. He’d never expected this. Not so soon. Not with such direct, breathtaking clarity. His cock stirred insistently against his jeans, the denim suddenly too rough, too constricting.

“You’re serious,” he breathed, the words barely audible.

“I’m curious,” she corrected, her smile turning wicked. “You painted a very compelling picture, Tyler. You made me feel... seen in a way I’d never considered. The power of it. The... heat. I want to know if the reality could possibly match the dream.” She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “I want to know what it would be like to have you watch.”

A groan ripped from his chest. He grabbed her hips, pulling her into the solid ache of his erection. The silk of her robe was a maddening barrier. “Jesus, Charlotte. You can’t just say things like that.”

“Why not?” she teased, grinding against him slowly, deliberately. “You started this. You put the image in my head. Now I can’t get it out. I'm imagining Mark’s hands on me instead of yours. Imagining what his voice would sound like when he’s fucking me.”

Fucking hell. Tyler’s mind short-circuited. He spun her around, pressing her against the cool granite of the countertop. His hands shoved the robe from her shoulders, exposing the smooth, warm skin of her back. He kissed the nape of her neck, biting down just enough to make her gasp.

“You want to talk about his hands?” Tyler growled, his own hands sliding around to cup her full breasts through the thin lace of her bra. He pinched her nipples, feeling them peak into hard buds instantly. “Tell me, Charlotte. Tell me what you imagined.”

She arched into his touch, her head falling back against his shoulder. “I imagined... his hands were bigger. Rougher. That he wouldn’t be gentle. He’d back me into the desk and just... take what he wanted. And you’d be there, in the corner, watching. Your eyes on me, seeing how wet I could get for another man.”

Tyler frantically unbuttoned his jeans, freeing his aching length. He pushed her lace panties to the side, his fingers finding her already soaked and ready. “You’re fucking dripping,” he rasped, sliding two fingers deep inside her. She cried out, her inner muscles clenching around him.

“It’s your fault,” she moaned, pushing back against his hand. “You and your filthy mind. You made me this way.”

He withdrew his fingers, using her own slickness to slick his rigid cock. He positioned himself at her entrance, his body trembling with the effort to not just slam into her. “And you want me to talk to him? You want me to set it up? To offer him my wife?”

“Yes,” she hissed, the word a promise and a plea. “Yes.”

He drove into her in one fierce, deep stroke, filling her completely. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure pleasure that echoed in their sunlit kitchen. Her hands scrambled for purchase on the smooth counter.

He set a brutal, punishing pace, each thrust punctuated by a ragged breath. “You want him to fuck you like this, Charlotte? You want him to feel how unbelievably tight you are? To feel you come around his cock while I sit and watch?”

“God, Tyler, yes!” she wailed, meeting every one of his thrusts with a desperate Rock of her hips.

“You’ll look at me,” he commanded, his voice guttural, possessive. “The entire time. You’ll fucking look at me while he’s inside you. You’ll show me what a greedy, beautiful slut you are for him. You’ll come for him, but you’ll be mine. Do you understand?”

The crude, possessive words shattered her. Her body obeyed him, yielding completely to the force of his command. Her orgasm tore through her, a violent, shuddering wave that made her legs buckle. Tyler held her upright, his strong arms locking around her waist as he pounded into her with unrelenting force. She cried out, her voice breaking under the intensity of the pleasure that consumed her. Her inner walls clenched and pulsed around his thick cock, milking him with every desperate contraction.

"Look at me, Charlotte," Tyler growled, his voice low and commanding, even as his own breath came in ragged gasps. She turned her head slightly, her glazed eyes meeting his. There was no mistaking the raw hunger in his gaze, the possessive fire that burned for her alone. He didn't slow his pace, driving into her with a rhythm that left her trembling and raw. "You're mine," he reminded her, his voice rough with emotion. "Always mine."

Her moans turned to whimpers as the aftershocks of her climax rippled through her, leaving her boneless and wrung out. Yet Tyler didn’t stop. He kept going, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge again, his cock hitting that deep, sensitive spot inside her with unerring precision. Her hands scrabbled against the counter, her fingernails leaving faint marks in the polished granite as she tried to ground herself. "Tyler, please," she begged, her voice a broken whisper. "I can’t— I can’t take it..."

But he didn’t relent. His hips snapped forward, driving into her with a ferocity that bordered on desperation. He buried his face in the curve of her neck, his teeth grazing her skin as he groaned against her. "You can take it," he rasped, his voice thick with need. "You’re so fucking perfect for me. So tight, so wet." His words spilled out in a heated rush, each phrase sending a fresh jolt of arousal spiraling through her already overstimulated body.

When his own release came, it was with a guttural cry torn from deep within him. He slammed into her one final time, holding himself buried to the hilt as he poured himself into her. The heat of his climax flooded her core, and she gasped at the intensity of it, feeling him pulse and twitch inside her as he emptied every last drop. For a moment, they stayed locked together, their bodies trembling with the aftershocks of their shared ecstasy.

Slowly, gently, Tyler eased out of her, his hands lingering on her hips as if unwilling to let her go. He pressed a soft kiss to the nape of her neck, his breathing still uneven but calming now. "You’re incredible," he murmured, his voice warm and tender despite the frenzy of moments before. She turned in his arms, her legs still shaky as she leaned into him, letting his strength steady her. Her fingers traced the lines of his face, savoring the contrast between the intensity of their lovemaking and the tenderness that followed. 

They stayed like that for long moments, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He brushed her hair aside and placed a soft, tender kiss on her shoulder, a stark contrast to the frenzy of moments before.

She turned in his arms, her eyes dark and glazed with satisfaction. She traced his jawline with a shaky finger. “So,” she whispered, a sly smile playing on her kiss-swollen lips. “Today?”

***
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The polished oak of Tyler’s office door felt cool and imposing under her knuckles. Charlotte’s heart was a wild, fluttering thing against her ribs, a stark contrast to the sterile, quiet hum of the after-hours executive floor. Every instinct screamed to turn around, to flee back to the safety of her own cubicle, but the memory of Tyler’s voice, low and thick with want as he described this very moment, rooted her to the spot.

The door swung inward, not with the slow tension she’d imagined, but with a smooth, confident pull. Tyler stood there, his usual easy smile replaced by an expression of intense, simmering anticipation. His eyes, dark and hungry, scanned her face, reading the trepidation there. He’d been waiting.

“Charlie,” he said, his voice a low thrum that vibrated right through her. He stepped aside, and her gaze traveled past him, into the office.

And there he was. Mark from Accounting. He was standing by the large window overlooking the city’s twinkling dusk, his silhouette outlined against the fading blue sky. He turned at the sound of her name, and his eyes, a clear, direct blue, met hers. He didn’t smile, didn’t speak. He just looked. He looked right into the heart of her.

The air in the room grew thick, charged with an electricity that made the fine hairs on her arms stand up. This was no fantasy whispered in the dark. This was real. Mark was here. In her husband’s office. For her.

Tyler closed the door behind her, the soft click of the latch echoing like a gunshot in the silent room. He moved close behind her, his chest not quite touching her back, but she could feel the heat radiating from him. He placed his hands on her shoulders, his grip firm and steadying.

“I already spoke with him,” Tyler murmured, his lips close to her ear. His breath was warm, sending a cascade of shivers down her neck. “He understands. He’s... eager.” The possessiveness in Tyler’s tone, layered with a thrilling permission, made her knees weak. “Go on, Charlie. Go say hello.”

Every ounce of her corporate training, every ingrained rule of professionalism, told her this was a catastrophic line to cross. But a deeper, more insistent pulse, one Tyler had spent weeks awakening, throbbed in answer. It was a demanding beat centered low in her belly, a raw, needy ache that drowned out the fear.

She took a step. Then another. Her heels were silent on the plush carpet. Mark watched her approach, his expression unreadable, though a faint smile now touched his lips. He was taller than Tyler, broader in the shoulders. She could smell the faint, clean scent of his soap mingling with the expensive amber and sandalwood of Tyler’s office.

She stopped a foot from him, her hands clasped tightly in front of her. “Mark,” she said, and her voice sounded oddly small.

“Charlotte,” he replied. His voice was deeper than Tyler’s, a rich baritone that seemed to resonate in the space between them. “Tyler explained the... situation.” His eyes drifted over her shoulder, and she knew he was looking at her husband, confirming the unspoken contract. His gaze returned to her, dropping to the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “He said you were beautiful. He didn’t do you justice.”

The compliment, so blunt and direct, stripped another layer of her hesitation away. She felt a flush spread across her chest, warm and revealing.

“Look at me, Charlie,” Tyler’s voice came from behind her, soft but laced with undeniable command. She turned her head slightly, seeing him leaning against his desk, arms crossed. The look on his face was one of pure, unadulterated lust. For the scene. For her in it. “Don’t be shy. I want to see this. I need to see this.”

Emboldened by his gaze, by the raw need in it, Charlotte turned back to Mark. She let her own hands fall to her sides, a subtle signal of surrender to the moment.

Mark reached out then, not for her face, but for the lapel of her blazer. His fingers, long and capable, brushed the dark wool. “May I?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

She could only nod, her throat too tight for words.

He slowly pushed the blazer from her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms. It fell to the carpet with a soft whump, a puddle of professionalism discarded. His eyes roamed over her simple silk blouse, and she felt her nipples harden under his scrutiny, pebbling against the delicate fabric.

“Fuck, Charlie,” Tyler breathed from his post by the desk. “Look at you. You’re already getting ready for him, aren’t you?”

Mark’s hand came up, his fingertips tracing the line of her jaw. The touch was shockingly intimate, possessive in a way that was entirely new. It wasn’t Tyler’s familiar, loving caress. This was a claim being staked. “You’re trembling,” he observed, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin just below her ear.

“I’m...” she started, but the words died as he leaned in.

He didn’t kiss her. Instead, he brought his mouth close to her other ear, his voice a hot, private whisper meant only for her. “I’m going to fuck you right here in your husband’s office, Charlotte. I’m going to undo every single button of this pretty shirt and I’m going to taste every inch of skin I find underneath. I’m going to make you come while he watches. And you are going to look more beautiful doing it than any fucking thing he or I have ever seen.”

The vulgarity, the sheer graphic intent of his words, shattered the last of her resistance. A sharp, needy gasp escaped her. The ache between her legs intensified from a throb to a persistent, wet demand.

She heard Tyler shift, a sharp intake of breath. “Jesus, yes. Do it.”

Mark’s hands moved to the first button of her blouse. His fingers were deft, unhurried. The pop of the first button slipping free was deafening. Then the second. With each one, a little more of her was revealed to the cool office air, to Mark’s hungry eyes, to Tyler’s watchful gaze. He parted the fabric, baring her plain black lace bra. He didn’t touch her yet, just looked his fill, his expression one of pure, male appreciation.

“Tell me you want this, Charlotte,” he commanded, his voice rough now, the polite facade crumbling to reveal the desire beneath.

She found her voice, it was husky, unfamiliar. “I want it.”

“Look at your husband and tell him,” Mark said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

She turned her head, meeting Tyler’s eyes. The love there was still present, but it was forged in the fire of a shared, illicit hunger. “Tyler... I want him to fuck me. I want you to watch him fuck me.”

The words hung in the air, a declaration that changed everything. Charlotte’s heart wasn’t racing; it was a steady, powerful drumbeat against her ribs, a rhythm of pure, unfiltered want. Her gaze remained locked with Tyler’s, and in his dark eyes, she saw the thrilling, terrifying truth: this was real.

Mark’s low chuckle vibrated against her back, a sound of pure masculine satisfaction. “Good girl,” he murmured, his lips finding the sensitive space just below her ear. His mouth was hot and knowing, and he didn’t just kiss her skin—he savored it. His tongue, a wet, silken point of heat, traced the line of her pulse.

His tongue explored her neck, a slow, wet trail that made her knees feel dangerously weak. He tasted her, a dark, intimate exploration that was both claiming and worshipful. Every nerve ending on her neck came alive, singing a desperate song that echoed straight to her core.

While his mouth worked its magic, his hand slid from her waist. His palm was broad and warm as it traveled up the outside of her thigh, pushing her skirt higher. The sound of his fingers sliding over her stockings was obscenely loud in the quiet office. Then his hand was under the hem, on her bare skin. A rough, calloused palm met the soft, smooth skin of her inner thigh.

Charlotte gasped, a sharp, involuntary sound. Tyler, watching from his chair, leaned forward, his knuckles white where he gripped the armrests. She could see the thick outline of his cock straining against his trousers, a clear, desperate bulge. The sight of his arousal, so visible and raw, sent another dizzying wave of heat through her.

Mark’s fingers didn’t hurry. They moved with a maddening, expert slowness, skating over her thigh, inching closer and closer to the center of the throbbing need he was creating. The thin, lacy fabric of her panties was a flimsy barrier, already damp. He cupped her over the silk, his whole hand pressing firmly against her, and a deep, guttural sound escaped Charlotte’s lips. The pressure was exquisite, a promise of what was to come.

“So wet for me already,” Mark growled into her ear, his breath hot. “And your husband hasn’t even seen the main event yet.” His words were filthy, designed to humiliate and arouse in equal measure, and they worked perfectly.

His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties and pulled them to the side, exposing her completely to the cool office air and Tyler’s hungry gaze. Then his fingers were on her, his fingers teasing her clit, not with a gentle touch, but with a confident, circular pressure that was exactly what she didn’t know she needed. He found a rhythm immediately, a slow, torturous circling that made her hips buck against his hand.

“Look at him, Charlotte,” Mark commanded, his voice a rough whisper. “Look at your husband while I play with your perfect, slick cunt.”

Her eyes, which had fluttered shut, snapped open to find Tyler’s. His face was a mask of intense concentration, his eyes dark with a lust so profound it stole the air from her lungs. He was devouring the sight of another man’s hand between her legs. He licked his lips, and his own hand moved to grip himself through his pants, giving his hard cock a slow, deliberate squeeze.

“That’s it, baby,” Tyler said, his voice thick and strained. “God, you look so fucking beautiful like this. Let him make you feel good.”

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The skilled, relentless pressure of Mark’s fingers on her clit, coupled with the burning intensity of Tyler’s gaze, was pushing her toward a precipice with terrifying speed. Her breathing was shallow, coming in quick pants. She could feel the muscles in her stomach clenching, a coil of pleasure tightening deep inside her.

Mark shifted his touch, sliding two fingers through her slickness, coating them thoroughly. The sound of her wetness was obscene, a visceral reminder of just how turned on she was. Charlotte’s breath hitched, her body arching slightly as his fingers teased her entrance. He took his time, savoring the way her hips jerked involuntarily, desperate for more. 

When he finally pushed one finger inside her, she gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder. He filled her slowly, deliberately, allowing her to feel every inch of his intrusion. Her inner walls clenched around him, a reflexive response that drew a low groan from his throat. "So fucking tight," he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. "You feel that, Charlotte? Feels so good, doesn’t it?"

He didn’t stop there. A second finger joined the first, stretching her even more. She cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the desk for support. Mark’s fingers worked in a steady, penetrating rhythm, each thrust driving deeper into her. His palm pressed firmly against her clit with every movement, creating a dual sensation that left her trembling. 

"Look at your husband," Mark commanded, his voice rough with desire. "Look at him while I fuck you with my fingers." Her eyes, half-lidded with pleasure, flicked to Tyler. He was sitting forward in his chair, his gaze locked on the obscene sight of Mark’s hand disappearing under her skirt. His own hand was clenched into a fist, his knuckles white with the effort of holding back.

Mark twisted his fingers inside her, curling them just enough to hit that spot that made her see stars. Charlotte moaned, her hips rocking against his hand as she sought more of that delicious pressure. "Fuck, she’s perfect," Mark growled, his voice thick with lust. "You hear that, Tyler? Your wife’s cunt is begging for more."

The words sent a fresh wave of heat through her body, and she felt herself clench around his fingers even tighter. Mark chuckled darkly, his breath hot against her neck. "She’s close," he said, his tone almost conversational despite the intensity of the moment. "Another minute or two, and she’ll be screaming."

Her body was on fire, every nerve alight with pleasure. The relentless rhythm of his fingers, the pressure on her clit, and Tyler’s hungry gaze all combined to push her closer and closer to the edge. She could feel it building, that coiled tension deep inside her, ready to snap at any moment.

“Fuck, she’s tight, Tyler,” Mark said, his eyes never leaving the place where his hand disappeared under her skirt. “So fucking hot and tight. You feel that? You feel how bad she wants to be fucked?”

Tyler just nodded, a muscle ticking in his jaw, his own hand still moving on himself. The visual of her husband, fully clothed and masturbating while another man fingered her, was the most depraved, exciting thing she had ever seen.

Mark curled his fingers inside her, finding a spot that made her vision blur. “I’m going to taste this next,” he promised darkly, his voice ragged. “I’m going to get on my knees and eat this sweet cunt until you scream. But first...” He slowed his movements, drawing his fingers out slowly, making her whimper at the loss. “First, I want your husband to see what he’s giving me.”

He brought his glistening fingers out from under her skirt and held them up for Tyler to see, the evidence of her desire shining in the office light.

The sight of Mark’s wet fingers, held up for her husband’s inspection, sent a fresh wave of heat crashing through Charlotte. It was filthy. It was intoxicating. Her own slickness was a secret, displayed like a trophy, and the raw hunger in Tyler’s eyes as he stared at it made her feel both exposed and utterly worshipped.

Mark didn’t wipe his hand on his trousers. Instead, he brought those same fingers to his own mouth, his blue eyes locked on hers as he slowly, deliberately, sucked them clean. A groan rumbled from his chest. “Fuck, Charlotte. You taste even better than I imagined.”

Tyler’s breath, already ragged, caught in a way that was almost a sob. His hand was a frantic pump on his cock, his knuckles white. “Do it,” he gritted out, his voice strained. “Do what you said. Taste her.”

A dark, possessive smile touched Mark’s lips. He turned back to Charlotte, his large hands settling on her hips. “You heard your husband, beautiful. The desk. Now.” His voice was low, a command that brooked no argument and one she had no desire to refuse.

He guided her with an undeniable authority, spinning her gently but firmly until the polished edge of Tyler’s massive oak desk pressed against her thighs. The cool surface was a shocking contrast to the feverish heat of her skin. Mark’s palms smoothed over the curve of her ass, hiking her skirt up to her waist, exposing her completely to the cool office air and her husband’s burning gaze.

“Bend over, Charlotte,” Mark instructed, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. “Show him what’s mine to enjoy.”

She obeyed, folding herself over the desk, her cheek coming to rest on the cool wood. The scent of Tyler’s cologne lingered there, a familiar anchor in the whirlwind of this strange experience. Her fingers splayed across the surface, gripping the edge as she presented herself to Mark. The vulnerability was absolute, her body offered up for his pleasure, for Tyler’s viewing. She heard Tyler shift in his chair, a sharp intake of air his only sound.

Mark didn’t make her wait. He dropped to his knees behind her, his strong hands spreading her wider, opening her up without a hint of shame. The first touch of his tongue was a slow, flat stroke from her entrance all the way up to her clit. It wasn’t tentative. It was claiming.

“Oh, god,” she moaned, the sound muffled by the desk.

He ignored her, his focus absolute. He ate her with a single-minded intensity that stole her thoughts. His tongue was a wicked instrument, licking broad, languid stripes before zeroing in on her clit, circling the sensitive nub with a pressure that made her toes curl in her heels. He would suckle gently, then flick his tongue over it with a rapid, devastating precision that had her pushing her hips back against his face, seeking more.

“You like that, don’t you?” he muttered against her, his voice thick and distorted. “You like having your cunt worshiped while your husband watches.” He slid two fingers back inside her, thrusting in time with the circles his tongue was making. “Fuck, you’re dripping for me. Soaking my fucking face. Tell him, Charlotte. Tell Tyler how good my tongue feels on your pussy.”

“Tyler...” she gasped, turning her head to the side to see him. He was mesmerized, his hand still working his length, his eyes black with desire. “It’s... he’s... oh, fuck...” Her words dissolved into a sharp cry as Mark’s fingers curled, pressing against a spot deep inside her that unleashed a torrent of sensation.

“Louder,” Mark demanded, his breath hot on her wet skin. “Let him hear what he’s missing.”

She was beyond control. Her moans filled the office, echoing off the glass walls, a symphony of her surrender. She was a instrument and Mark was a virtuoso, playing her body with his mouth and fingers, drawing out sounds she didn’t know she could make. The coiling tension in her gut was a live wire, sparking and sizzling, threatening to snap.

Just as she felt herself teetering on that glorious edge, he stopped.

The sudden absence of his mouth and the withdrawal of his fingers left her aching and empty, a needy whimper escaping her lips. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of his zipper. She was trembling, her body screaming for completion.

He was on his feet in one smooth motion. His hands were back on her hips, gripping her, holding her in place. The blunt, thick head of his cock pressed against her entrance, a promise of what was to come. He paused, letting the moment stretch, letting the anticipation coil tight in the room.

He looked over her prone form, directly at Tyler. “You ready to see me fuck your wife, man?”

Tyler’s response was a strangled, “Yes.”

With a single, powerful thrust, Mark buried himself inside her to the hilt.

Charlotte’s world exploded into pure, white-hot sensation. The fullness was immense, stretching her, claiming her in a way that was both shocking and deeply satisfying. A guttural cry was torn from her throat.

He didn’t give her a moment to adjust. He set a punishing, relentless rhythm from the very start, each deep plunge of his hips driving her forward against the desk. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was obscenely loud in the quiet office, punctuated by her ragged gasps and his low, animalistic grunts.

“Fuck, Charlotte,” Mark growled, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. “Your cunt is fucking incredible. So goddamn tight around my cock.” He leaned over her, his broad chest covering her back, his mouth near her ear. “You feel that, Tyler? You feel how deep I am in her?”

Tyler was breathing like he’d run a marathon, his own stroking hand matching the brutal pace Mark was setting. “I see it,” he managed to get out, his voice hoarse. “I see all of it.”

Mark pistoned into her, each stroke hitting a depth that made her see stars. The pleasure was a physical force, a building storm that was about to break her apart. She was just a body, a vessel for this incredible friction, this raw, animal fucking. Her fingernails scrabbled against the polished wood of the desk.

“Who’s fucking you, Charlotte?” Mark demanded, his voice a rough command.

“You are!” she cried out, the words torn from her.

“Say my name.”

“Mark!” she screamed as he drove into her particularly hard. “Mark, you’re fucking me!”

“That’s right,” he grunted, his pace becoming even more frantic, more possessive. “And your husband is watching every second of it. He’s watching me make you come on my cock.” He reached around her hip, his thumb finding her swollen clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles that pushed her instantly back to the precipice.

The orgasm ripped through her with the force of a freight train, a violent, shuddering convulsion that clenched around his thrusting cock. Her vision went white, a silent scream frozen on her lips as waves of pure, unadulterated ecstasy washed over her.

Mark didn’t stop. He fucked her through the intense contractions, his own control fraying. His grunts became sharper, more ragged. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself inside her and stilled, a raw, guttural roar erupting from his chest as he emptied himself into her.

For a long moment, the only sounds in the room were their harsh, panting breaths. Mark stayed lodged deep within her, his weight a heavy, comforting pressure on her back. Slowly, she became aware of Tyler again. He was still in his chair, his body taut, his hand frozen on his own erection, his eyes wide as he watched the aftermath.

Mark finally pulled out of her, a slow, wet withdrawal that made her shudder. He stayed close, his hand gently stroking her lower back. He turned his head, a sheen of sweat on his brow, and looked directly at Tyler, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across his face.

“Your turn,” Mark said, his voice rough but clear.

The silence that followed Mark’s words was a physical thing, thick with the scent of their sweat and sex. Charlotte’s body hummed, every nerve ending still sparking from the powerful orgasm Mark had wrung from her. She could feel the slow, wet trickle of his release between her thighs, a visceral reminder of what they had just done. Her cheek was pressed against the cool, polished wood of Tyler’s desk, her breathing still ragged.

Slowly, she pushed herself up, her muscles feeling both liquid and heavy. She turned, her bare skin sliding against the desk, and her eyes found Tyler. He was still in his chair, looking utterly wrecked. His knuckles were white from gripping the armrests, and his cock stood rigid against his stomach, gleaming with his own neglected arousal. The raw, unvarnished hunger in his dark eyes sent a new, different kind of shock through her system.

It wasn't just a fantasy anymore. It was real. And she was in control of its next act.

Her voice, when it came, was lower than usual, husky and trembling not with fear, but with a rekindled, demanding need. “Tyler.”

He blinked, as if her speaking his name broke a trance.

She kept her eyes locked on his, ignoring Mark’s quiet, observant presence beside her. “Get over here. Right now. I need your fucking cock inside me.”

A shudder ran through Tyler’s entire frame. He moved as if electrified, fumbling with his belt and pants, his movements uncoordinated with urgency. He shoved his trousers and briefs down his hips, his erection springing free. He was before her in three long strides, his intense gaze drinking in the sight of her: sprawled across his desk, flushed and utterly wanton, marked by another man.

Charlotte reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his hard length. He felt so familiar, so right in her hand, and yet the context made him feel entirely new. She stroked him once, twice, a firm, possessive grip that made his eyes flutter closed for a second.

“Look at me,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument. His dark eyes snapped open. “I want you to watch my face while you fuck me. I want you to see what you’ve been watching. And I want him,” she said, tilting her head slightly toward where Mark stood watching silently, a pillar of satisfied stillness, “to see what belongs to you.”

A low groan tore from Tyler's throat. He leaned over her, bracing his hands on the desk on either side of her head, caging her in. His mouth came down on hers in a searing, desperate kiss. It tasted of possession, of reclaiming, of a love that was somehow magnified by the transgressions of the last hour. She kissed him back fiercely, her tongue tangling with his, her hips canting upward, seeking the pressure she desperately needed.

He broke the kiss, his breathing harsh against her lips. “I’ve never wanted you more than I do right this second, Charlotte.”

“Then show me,” she whispered, her voice cracking with desire. “Fuck your wife, Tyler. Show him how it’s done.”

With one hand, he guided himself to her entrance. She was so wet, so gloriously open and slick from Mark’s thorough use of her. The head of his cock pressed against her, and they both moaned at the contact. He pushed forward, not with the brutal, dominant force Mark had employed, but with a deep, claiming pressure that felt like a homecoming.

He sank into her in one long, smooth stroke, filling her completely. Her back arched off the desk, a sharp cry escaping her as he buried himself to the hilt. The feeling was overwhelming. The familiar shape of him, the way his body fit against hers, combined with the electrifying knowledge that Mark’s eyes were on them, that his release was still inside her, created a feedback loop of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

“Fuck, Charlotte,” Tyler gasped, his forehead dropping to hers. “You feel... god, you feel so full. So fucking perfect.”

He began to move, setting a rhythm that was intensely familiar yet completely new. Each thrust was a punctuation mark in a sentence they were writing together. His hips pistoned, driving into her with a fervor she hadn’t felt from him in years. 

Her eyes were open, watching the play of emotions on his face—the awe, the lust, the love, the sheer fucking thrill of the situation. She could feel Mark’s gaze like a physical touch on her skin, heightening every sensation.

“You like that, don’t you?” Tyler grunted, his voice strained with effort. “You like him watching me fuck my gorgeous, perfect wife. You like him seeing how you take my cock.”

“Yes!” she cried out, the word tearing from her throat. Her nails dug into his shoulders. “Don’t stop, Tyler. Don’t you fucking stop!”

His pace intensified, becoming harder, faster. The desk creaked in protest beneath their combined weight and force. The lewd, wet sounds of their joining filled the office, a symphony for an audience of one. Every nerve in her body was screaming, coiling tighter and tighter toward another devastating peak. She could feel the evidence of Mark’s possession being pushed deeper into her with every one of Tyler’s thrusts, the mixing of them inside her sending her into a state of delirious ecstasy.

She turned her head, her gaze finding Mark. He was leaning against a bookshelf, arms crossed over his broad chest, a look of intense, approving concentration on his face. He gave her a slow, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all it took.

The coil snapped. Her orgasm erupted from a place so deep within her it felt infinite. Her entire world dissolved into a white-hot cascade of sensation, her body clamping around Tyler’s driving cock, milking him, pulling him with her over the edge. Her scream was muffled against Tyler’s shoulder as he drove into her one last, final time, his own release flooding into her with a guttural, broken cry of her name.

They collapsed together onto the desk, a tangled, sweating, shuddering mess of limbs. Tyler’s full weight pressed down on her, his breathing a ragged sob in her ear. She could feel his heart hammering against her own. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their shared recovery.

Slowly, Tyler raised his head. His eyes, dark and sated, stared down at her with a look of such profound adoration it made her throat tighten. He was about to speak when a low, deliberate clapping sound broke the stillness.

They both turned their heads.

Mark was pushing himself off the bookshelf, a dark, thrilling smile on his face as he slowly applauded the performance.

The slow, rhythmic clapping continued for a few more beats before Mark let his hands fall to his sides. That dark, thrilling smile never left his face. “Fucking incredible,” he said, his voice a low hum of satisfaction that seemed to vibrate through the sex-heavy air of the office. “Both of you. That was... a goddamn privilege to watch.”

He took a step toward the desk, his eyes sweeping over their tangled, glistening forms with an appreciative glance that wasn’t lecherous, but reverent. He focused on Tyler. “You’re a lucky man, Tyler. To have this...” He gestured loosely toward Charlotte, her skin still flushed and gleaming. “And to have the confidence to share it. That’s a rare thing.” His gaze shifted to Charlotte, and his expression softened into something more personal. “And you, Charlotte. Christ. You are a fucking masterpiece. Thank you. For... everything.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. With a final, almost formal nod, Mark turned, collected his discarded shirt from the floor without breaking stride, and let himself out of the office. The soft click of the door closing behind him was the loudest sound in the sudden, profound silence.

The spell was broken. The third point of their electric triangle was gone, leaving only the two of them amidst the wreckage of Tyler’s desk, the scent of their combined sweat and sex clinging to everything.

Tyler slowly, carefully, pushed himself up, his arms trembling slightly with the effort. He looked down at his wife. Her hair was a dark fan across a stack of important-looking papers, her lips were swollen from kisses both his and Mark’s, and her eyes held a dazed, faraway look that made his stomach clench with a possessive love so fierce it stole his breath. He gently brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead.

“Charlotte?” His voice was rough, scraped raw from groans and commands. “Hey. Look at me.”

Her eyelashes fluttered, and she focused on him. A slow, utterly sated smile touched her mouth. “Hi.”

“How... how do you feel?” he asked, the words tentative, laced with a vulnerability she hadn’t heard from him since he’d first confessed this fantasy weeks ago.

She let out a soft, breathy laugh that was almost a sob. “I feel... fucked. Completely and utterly fucked, Tyler. In the best way. In every way possible.” She shifted, wincing slightly as her muscles protested. “I feel like I’ve been taken apart and put back together again.”

He leaned down and kissed her, a slow, deep, claiming kiss that tasted of salt and her and them. “You were perfect,” he murmured against her lips. “So fucking perfect. Watching you... Jesus, Charlotte.”

He straightened up and moved with a purpose she recognized, going to the bottom drawer of his desk. He pulled out a familiar blue box of baby wipes, a staple they kept there for quick clean-ups after lunch. The utter domestic normality of the object, here in this room that now felt like a den of exquisite sin, made her want to laugh and cry at the same time.

He popped the lid and pulled out a thick, moist wipe. The clean, simple scent of aloe cut through the musky air. “Let me,” he said, his voice gentle.

He started with her face, his touch unbearably tender as he wiped away the faint sheen of sweat from her temples, her brow, the elegant line of her throat. The coolness of the wipe was a shocking contrast to the heat radiating from her skin. She closed her eyes, surrendering to his care.

His movements were slow, methodical, almost worshipful. He cleaned the curve of her shoulder, the valley between her breasts, each stroke of the cloth a silent testament to his adoration. He wiped down her stomach, her hips, his hand firm and sure. He was cleaning away the evidence of another man, but he was doing it not with jealousy, but with a kind of reverent pride. He was reclaiming her, not because she was soiled, but because she was his, and he cherished every part of her, especially the parts still slick with the memory of what they had just shared.

He moved lower, and his touch shifted. The cleaning became slower, more intimate. He used a fresh wipe, spreading her legs with a gentle pressure from his free hand. The cool, soft fabric glided over her sensitive, swollen flesh, making her gasp and twitch. It wasn’t a sexual touch, not yet, but it was so intimate it made her heart ache. He was meticulously cleaning Mark’s spend from her thighs, from her core, his fingers occasionally stroking instead of wiping, reminding her of the places he himself had just been, the places he knew so well.

“My beautiful, dirty wife,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “My gorgeous, fucking incredible hotwife.”

A fresh, different heat began to stir deep within her, a low ember fanned by his words and his possessive, tender touch. The exhaustion was still there, a pleasant heaviness in her limbs, but beneath it, a new current of desire was threading its way through her veins. The look in his eyes—a mix of raw hunger and devastating love—was undoing her all over again.

He tossed the used wipes into the small trash can by his desk and leaned over her, caging her in with his arms. He was still half-hard, and he pressed himself against her thigh. “You really liked it, didn’t you?” he asked, though he already knew the answer. He needed to hear her say it. “You liked him fucking you while I watched.”

She reached up, tracing the line of his jaw, her fingers still slightly unsteady. “I liked you watching,” she corrected softly, her voice a husky promise. “I liked seeing how much it turned you on to see me take him. I could feel your eyes on me the entire time, Tyler. It was like you were touching me with them.” She paused, her own desire sharpening, coiling tight in her belly. “It made me so wet for you. It still does.”

His eyes darkened, his nostrils flaring. He lowered his head, his lips finding hers in a kiss that was anything than gentle. It was hungry, desperate, a claiming. He broke the kiss, his breathing already ragged again. “Tell me what you want now, Charlotte. Right now.”

She smiled, a wicked, knowing curve of her lips as she arched her back, pushing her cleaned, aching breasts against his chest.

“I want you to fuck me again, Tyler. Right here. Just us. I want to feel you, and only you, until I can’t remember my own name.”
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