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Book 1 - Desk Seduction
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The evening sun filtered through the living room curtains, casting a golden glow over the cozy space. Ben sat on the couch, a glass of wine in hand, his tie loosened after a long day at work. Olivia joined him, her bare feet padding softly against the hardwood floor as she carried her own glass. She sank into the cushions beside him, her floral dress rustling faintly as she crossed her legs.

“How was your day?” Olivia asked, her voice smooth and warm, like the wine swirling in her glass.

Ben sighed, leaning back. “Exhausting. But good. My boss mentioned he’s considering me for a promotion. It’s not official yet, but... it sounds promising.”

Olivia’s face brightened, her lips curving into a smile that made her eyes sparkle. “That’s amazing, Ben! You’ve been working so hard for this. I’m proud of you.”

Her hand reached out, fingers brushing his knee lightly, a simple gesture that carried the weight of their years together. The touch was casual, familiar, but it still sent a flicker of warmth through him. It wasn’t just the physical contact—it was the way her presence always seemed to ground him, the way her quiet strength had been his anchor through countless moments, big and small.

He glanced at her, his eyes lingering on the details he’d come to know so well yet still found endlessly captivating. The way the fading sunlight caught the soft curve of her cheek, casting a faint golden glow across her skin, made her look almost otherworldly. Her hair, falling in loose waves over her shoulders, framed her face in a way that felt effortlessly perfect. He loved how she never seemed to try too hard, how her beauty was something natural, something that simply was.

But tonight, there was something different. Something magnetic. Maybe it was the way she looked at him, her gaze steady and warm, as if she could see straight through to the heart of him. Or maybe it was the way she carried herself, her posture relaxed yet poised, like she owned every space she entered without ever needing to assert it. Whatever it was, it pulled at him, drawing him closer even as he sat perfectly still.

She reached for her wineglass again, her movements graceful and unhurried. The way she sipped the deep red liquid, her lips brushing the rim of the glass, sent an unexpected pang of desire through him. He found himself watching her with a kind of intensity that surprised even him, his mind drifting to thoughts he’d kept buried for so long.

She turned to him then, catching his gaze. “What?” she asked with a soft laugh, her voice laced with a hint of amusement that made his chest tighten. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Just admiring you,” he admitted, his voice low and tinged with something more than affection. It was honesty—raw and unfiltered. His eyes trailed over her face, down to the delicate curve of her neck, to the way her dress hugged her figure in all the right places. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Liv. You know that, right?”

Her cheeks flushed slightly at his words, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she held his gaze, her lips curving into a soft smile that made his heart skip a beat. There was something in her expression—something warm and knowing—that felt like an invitation, though neither of them could have said for what. In that moment, the air between them seemed charged with unspoken possibilities, and Ben couldn’t help but wonder if maybe, just maybe, this was the beginning of something new.

Ben took a deep breath, his pulse quickening as he decided to finally voice the thought that had been lurking in his mind for months. “Liv... there’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about.”

Her eyebrows lifted slightly, curiosity flickering in her gaze. “Oh? What is it?”

He hesitated, swirling the wine in his glass as if the motion could steady his nerves. “It’s... kind of a fantasy I’ve been having. Something I’ve been thinking about a lot.”

Olivia’s expression shifted, her smile fading into something more serious. She set her glass down on the coffee table and turned to face him fully. “Okay... what kind of fantasy?”

Ben’s throat felt dry, but he pressed on, his voice low and tentative. “I’ve been imagining... what it would be like to see you with another man.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy and charged. Olivia blinked, her lips parting slightly as she processed what he’d just said. “Wait... what?”

He

He rushed to explain, his words tumbling out in a nervous stream. “Not like—not because I don’t want you or anything. God, Liv, you know how much I adore you. It’s just... the idea of seeing you, watching you get pleasured by someone else... fuck, it drives me crazy just thinking about it.” His voice was low, shaky, but laced with an intensity that made Olivia’s breath hitch. “I mean, you’re the one who turns me on more than anyone ever has. But imagining you with another man... there’s something about it that’s just so fucking hot.”

He paused, his fingers tightening around his wineglass as if it could anchor him. “It’s not about sharing you because I don’t care. It’s the opposite. It’s because you’re mine and I love you so much that I can’t stop thinking about seeing you like that. Watching you lose yourself in pleasure, hearing you moan for someone else... it’s like I’d get to experience your sexuality in a whole new way.” His eyes locked onto hers, searching for even a flicker of understanding or acceptance. “It’s not about replacing me—it’s about amplifying us. Does that make any sense?”

Olivia’s heart was pounding now, her mind racing to keep up with his confession. She could see the earnestness in his face, the way his jaw tightened as he struggled to articulate something so deeply personal. “Ben, I... I don’t even know what to say,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s not like I’ve ever thought about anything like this before. But...” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing as she admitted, “I can’t deny that it’s... intriguing.”

Encouraged by her response, Ben leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Just imagine it, Liv. Another man touching you, exploring your body in ways I’ve already memorized—but with a new energy, a new intensity. The way he’d look at you, the way he’d make you feel... Fuck, I can picture it so clearly. And knowing that I’m the one who gets to watch, who gets to see you like that... it’s like it would bring us even closer.” His words were raw, unfiltered, and they sent a shiver down Olivia’s spine.

She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, a mix of embarrassment and something else—something darker, more primal—that she wasn’t ready to name. “Ben, this is... a lot,” she said finally, her voice trembling slightly. “But the way you’re describing it... I can’t lie, it’s kind of arousing.” Her admission hung in the air between them, a fragile yet tantalizing acknowledgment of the path they were tiptoeing toward.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. The silence was thick with unspoken possibilities, the weight of Ben’s fantasy settling between them like a shared secret. Olivia reached for her wineglass, taking a slow sip as she tried to steady her thoughts. She wasn’t sure if she was ready to dive into something so bold, so outside the boundaries of what they’d ever explored before. But as she glanced at Ben, seeing the raw vulnerability in his eyes, she felt something shift inside her—a curiosity that was impossible to ignore.

livia’s cheeks flushed, a mix of surprise and confusion coloring her features. She leaned back slightly, her arms crossing over her chest as if to shield herself from the intensity of his confession. “Ben, that’s... I don’t even know what to say. Are you serious?”

He nodded, his heart pounding now. “Yeah. I am. I know it sounds wild, but... I can’t stop thinking about it. About how fucking sexy you’d look, how turned on I’d be just watching you.”

Her gaze dropped to her hands, her fingers twisting together nervously. “But... what if I don’t want to? What if it changes things between us?”

Ben reached out, his hand covering hers, his touch firm but gentle. “It doesn’t have to change anything. It’s just a fantasy, Liv. Something we could explore together—if you’re into it. If you’re not... that’s okay too. I just wanted to be honest with you.”

Olivia was quiet for a moment, her thoughts racing. The idea was undeniably shocking, but as she replayed his words in her mind, she couldn’t deny the faint spark of curiosity that had ignited within her. What would it be like? How would it feel to be desired by someone else, to let go and indulge in that kind of pleasure while Ben watched?

She looked up at him, her eyes searching his face for any hint of doubt or uncertainty. When she found none—only raw honesty and desire—she felt something shift inside her. A part of her that had always been curious about exploring new boundaries began to stir, emboldened by his openness.

“I... don’t know,” she admitted slowly, her voice soft but tinged with a newfound intrigue. “But... maybe we could talk about it more. Figure out what it would mean for us.”

Ben’s eyes lit up, a mixture of relief and excitement flooding through him. He squeezed her hand gently, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Fuck, Liv, you have no idea how hot it would be to see you like that. To watch you take another man’s cock, to hear you moan for him...”

The crude words sent a jolt through Olivia, her breath catching as a flush crept down her neck. She wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or something else entirely—something deeper, darker—but the image his words conjured was undeniably arousing.

“Ben...” she murmured, her voice trembling slightly. “I don’t know if I can do that. But... the idea is... intriguing.”

He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “Just think about it, Liv. Imagine it. Another man touching you, fucking you, making you come while I watch every second of it. God, I’d never stop thinking about how fucking gorgeous you are.”

Olivia shivered, her body responding instinctively to the vivid picture he was painting. Her mind raced with conflicting emotions—curiosity, hesitation, and a slow-burning heat that she couldn’t ignore.

“I need time to process this,” she said finally, pulling back to meet his gaze. “But... keep talking to me about it. Maybe... maybe we can figure something out.”

Ben smirked then wolfishly staring up and down for body Fuck Olivia!! You are going to make some guy so fucking lucky one day... shit!! The thoughts are jackin my cock so damn hard... Fucking stroking for you babe. As Ben kept going with his detailed fantasies Olivia began to reconsider how she felt about this. Shocked yet turned on by Ben's naked vulnerability in describing his kink. This was certainly going to be a conversation to remember...

***
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The soft clink of wine glasses filled the room as Ben and Olivia sat on the couch, the air between them charged with an unspoken tension. It had been a few days since Ben’s confession, and though they hadn’t revisited the topic, it lingered in every glance, every touch. Tonight, the conversation was inevitable.

Ben swirled his glass, the deep red liquid catching the dim light. “You’ve been quiet,” he said, his voice steady but laced with curiosity. “Thoughts?”

Olivia leaned back, her dark hair spilling over the cushions. She toyed with the stem of her glass, avoiding his gaze. “I’m still processing, Ben. It’s... a lot.”

He nodded, setting his glass down and shifting closer to her. His hand reached for hers, their fingers intertwining. “I get it. I do. But Liv, this isn’t about me wanting something from you. It’s about us exploring something together. It’s about trust.”

Her eyes flicked up to meet his, searching for reassurance. “But what if it changes things between us? What if... what if I can’t handle it?”

Ben’s thumb traced small circles on the back of her hand. “We’ll take it slow. You call the shots. Every decision, every boundary—it’s yours. I just want to see you happy, see you feel empowered.”

Olivia exhaled slowly, her chest rising and falling as she considered his words. The idea was terrifyingly tempting, like standing on the edge of a cliff, unsure whether to jump or step back.

“What would it even look like?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “How would it work?”

Ben’s lips curved into a smile, his excitement palpable. “We set the rules. Maybe it’s just once, just to try it out. We find someone we both trust, someone who understands this isn’t about breaking us—it’s about making us stronger.”

Her brow furrowed. “And who would that be? Someone we know? A stranger?”

Ben hesitated for a moment, then spoke carefully. “I was thinking... Tristan. My boss.”

Olivia’s eyes widened. “Your boss?”

“Hear me out,” Ben said quickly, sensing her surprise. “He’s into open relationships. He’s respectful. And... it could be a way of thanking him for the promotion. I know it sounds unconventional, but he’s safe. I trust him.”

Olivia bit her lip, her mind racing. The idea of being with Tristan—a man she’d only met briefly at company events—sent a strange mix of nerves and anticipation coursing through her. “And you’d really be okay with that? Watching me... with him?”

Ben’s gaze darkened, his voice low and thick with desire. “I’d be more than okay, Liv. The thought of seeing you lose yourself in pleasure... fuck, it drives me wild. I want to watch you come undone, knowing it’s because of me—because I gave you this.”

Her breath hitched as his words washed over her, stirring something deep within. She hadn’t expected to feel so... intrigued. The fear was still there, but it was mingling with a growing curiosity, a hunger she hadn’t fully acknowledged until now.

“What if I don’t... measure up?” she asked hesitantly. “What if he doesn’t find me attractive?”

Ben chuckled softly, his hand cupping her face. “Liv, you’re fucking stunning. Any man would be lucky to touch you. Tristan included.” He leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a tender kiss. “But this isn’t about him. It’s about us. About exploring something new together.”

Olivia’s heart pounded as she searched his face for any sign of doubt. Finding none, she took a deep breath and nodded. “Okay. Let’s try it. Once.”

Ben’s grin was instantaneous, his excitement barely contained. “Thank you, Liv. You won’t regret this. I promise.”

She managed a small smile, though her stomach was a whirlwind of emotions. “What next?”

“Why don’t you come by the office tomorrow?” Ben suggested. “Meet Tristan properly. See how you feel around him. No pressure, just a casual introduction.”

Olivia nodded, her fingers tightening around his. “Okay. Tomorrow.”

***
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The next day, Olivia stood outside Ben’s office building, her stomach in knots. She smoothed her dress—a sleek black number that hugged her curves—and took a deep breath before stepping inside. The elevator ride felt endless, her reflection in the mirrored walls betraying her nervousness.

When she stepped onto Ben’s floor, he was waiting for her, a proud smile on his face. “Hey, gorgeous,” he greeted, pulling her into a quick hug. “Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be,” she replied, her voice trembling slightly.

Ben led her to Tristan’s office, knocking once before opening the door. Behind the sleek desk sat Tristan—tall, confident, with an easy charm that was impossible to ignore. His sharp suit accentuated his broad shoulders, and his piercing green eyes locked onto Olivia’s as she entered.

“Tristan, this is my wife, Olivia,” Ben said, his tone casual but laced with pride.

Tristan stood, extending his hand with a warm smile. “Olivia, it’s a pleasure. Ben’s told me so much about you.”

She shook his hand, feeling a jolt of electricity at the contact. “Nice to finally meet you,” she said, hoping her voice didn’t betray her nerves.

As they exchanged pleasantries, Tristan’s gaze lingered on her just long enough to make heat creep up her neck. His presence was magnetic, his confidence intoxicating. When Ben casually mentioned their shared interest in open relationships, Tristan raised an eyebrow but remained composed.

“That’s an exciting dynamic,” he said smoothly, leaning back in his chair. “Trust and communication are key.”

Olivia felt her cheeks flush as Tristan reached out, gently brushing a strand of hair away from her face. His touch lingered a moment too long, sending a shiver down her spine. The air between them crackled with undeniable sexual tension, and she could feel Ben’s eyes on them, noticing every detail.

Ben stepped toward the door, his movements deliberate. “Let’s just... keep this private,” he murmured, closing it softly and turning the lock. The click echoed in the quiet room, a sound that felt both protective and charged. Even though it was after work and all of his colleagues had gone home, the locked door added a layer of intimacy, as if sealing the three of them in their own little world.

As Ben turned back to them, Olivia’s heart raced. His gaze was steady, but there was a flicker of something wild in his eyes—excitement, maybe even anticipation. Tristan leaned casually against his desk, his green eyes never leaving hers, a sly smile playing on his lips.

“So,” Tristan said, his voice smooth and low, “Ben mentioned you might be open to... exploring something new.”

Olivia swallowed hard, feeling the weight of the moment. She glanced at Ben, searching for reassurance. His small nod gave her the courage to speak. “I think... I think I want to see where this goes,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

The spark of curiosity had ignited into something more—a fiery anticipation that was impossible to ignore. Tristan’s smirk deepened, and Ben’s hand found hers, squeezing gently. The world outside the locked door faded away, leaving only the three of them and the unspoken promise of what was to come.

The air in Tristan’s office was thick with anticipation, the hum of the air conditioning drowned out by the sound of Olivia’s shallow breaths. She stood between the two men, her cheeks flushed, her body thrumming with a mix of nerves and desire. Ben’s steady presence behind her, combined with Tristan’s predatory gaze, sent shivers racing down her spine.

“Are you sure you want this?” Tristan asked, his voice smooth as velvet, his green eyes locked on hers. His tone was soft, but there was an edge to it—something that made her stomach clench in the best way.

Olivia glanced back at Ben, who gave her a reassuring nod, his piercing blue eyes filled with encouragement. “I’m sure,” she whispered, her voice trembling but resolute.

In one fluid motion, Tristan closed the distance between them, his broad frame towering over her. He reached out, his strong hands gently cupping her face, and leaned in. The first brush of his lips against hers was electric—soft at first, then deepening with a hunger that made her knees weak. Her hands instinctively gripped the lapels of his suit jacket, pulling him closer as their kiss grew more urgent.

Ben watched from a few feet away, his heart pounding as he took in the sight of his wife surrendering to Tristan’s touch. His own arousal was undeniable, the tightness in his pants growing more insistent with every second. “Fuck,” he murmured under his breath, his voice rough with desire.

Tristan’s hands slid down Olivia’s body, tracing the curves of her sides before settling on her hips. He pulled her flush against him, the heat of his body seeping through her dress and igniting every nerve ending. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured against her lips before dipping his head to trail hot, open-mouthed kisses along her neck.

Olivia gasped, her head falling back as Tristan’s teeth grazed her sensitive skin. His hands moved lower, bunching the fabric of her dress until it was hiked up around her thighs. His fingers brushed the lace of her panties, teasing her through the thin material. She moaned softly, her body arching into his touch.

“Look at her,” Tristan said, glancing over at Ben. “She’s already so fucking wet.”

Ben’s jaw tightened as he stepped closer, his eyes fixed on where Tristan’s fingers were working between Olivia’s thighs. “Take them off,” he commanded, his voice low and husky.

Tristan smirked, hooking his fingers into the waistband of Olivia’s panties and sliding them down her legs. She whimpered as the cool air hit her exposed skin, her arousal glistening in the dim light. Tristan wasted no time, lifting her effortlessly and setting her on the edge of his desk. Her dress pooled around her waist, leaving nothing to the imagination.

“Spread your legs,” he instructed, his tone firm but gentle. Olivia hesitated for a moment before parting her thighs, exposing herself completely to both men. The vulnerability was intoxicating, her cheeks burning with a mix of embarrassment and arousal.

Tristan dropped to his knees in front of her, his breath hot against her inner thighs. He traced feather-light kisses along her sensitive skin, each one making her squirm with anticipation. When his tongue finally flicked against her clit, she let out a strangled cry, her hands flying to grip the edge of the desk.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily as Tristan lapped at her with slow, deliberate strokes. His fingers joined in, sliding easily into her slick entrance and curling against that spot that made her see stars.

Ben groaned, gripping the base of his cock through his pants as he watched Tristan devour his wife. “Fuck, she’s dripping,” he muttered, his voice thick with need.

Tristan pulled back just enough to look up at Olivia, his lips glistening with her arousal. “You taste fucking incredible,” he growled before diving back in, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony to drive her closer to the edge.

Olivia’s moans filled the room, her body trembling as pleasure coiled tight in her core. She glanced over at Ben, her eyes dark with desire. “Ben,” she whimpered, reaching out for him. “I need you.”

Ben didn’t need to be told twice. He stepped forward, unbuckling his belt with shaking hands. “You’re mine,” he growled, his voice raw with possessiveness as he took in the sight of his wife spread out on Tristan’s desk, Tristan’s mouth buried between her thighs.

Tristan pulled back again, smirking up at Ben. “You want to join in?” he asked, his fingers still working inside Olivia, making her gasp.

“Fuck yes,” Ben replied, his hands moving to unbutton his shirt...

Olivia moaned again, her body writhing under Tristan’s skilled touch. "Please," she begged, her voice breaking as she looked at both men. "Don’t stop."

Tristan’s eyes locked with Ben’s as he stood, his cock glistening with arousal. “She’s so fucking wet for me,” he murmured, his voice low and thick with desire. He gripped Olivia’s hips, pulling her closer to the edge of the desk, her legs falling open wide in invitation. Ben’s breath grew shallow as he watched, his hand already stroking himself, his cock hard and throbbing in anticipation.

Olivia moaned, her back arching as Tristan positioned himself at her entrance. Her fingers reached out, wrapping around Ben’s shaft, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through him. “Fuck, Olivia,” he groaned, his eyes darting between her and Tristan. “You feel so good.”

Tristan didn’t wait. With one swift motion, he thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt. Olivia cried out, her nails digging into Ben’s forearm as she tightened around Tristan’s cock. “Oh God, Tristan!” she gasped, her body shuddering with the force of his penetration.

Ben couldn’t look away. His wife, sprawled out on Tristan’s desk, taking another man’s cock like it was the most natural thing in the world. The sight of her skin flushed with arousal, her dark hair fanned out beneath her, made his pulse race. He tightened his grip on her hand, guiding her strokes along his length. “Fucking hell, Olivia,” he muttered, his voice trembling.

Tristan pulled back, then slammed into her again, the sound of skin against skin filling the room. Olivia’s moans grew louder, her body rocking with each thrust. “Yes! Harder, Tristan!” she begged, her voice breaking as pleasure surged through her.

Ben watched as Tristan obliged, his hips pistoning into her with relentless force. The desk creaked beneath them, but neither man cared. All that mattered was Olivia—her cries, her warmth, the way her body clenched around Tristan’s cock as if trying to pull him deeper.

Olivia’s hand moved faster on Ben’s shaft, her rhythm matching Tristan’s thrusts. Ben bit his lip to stifle a groan, his focus split between watching his wife be fucked and the pressure building in his own body. “You’re so fucking sexy like this,” he whispered, his voice hoarse.

The air in the office was thick with the scent of their bodies, a heady perfume of sweat and sex. Tristan’s thrusts were a relentless, driving rhythm that made the heavy oak desk groan in protest. Olivia’s world had narrowed to the feel of him, a glorious, stretching fullness that sent electric currents through her with every deep, claiming stroke. Ben’s whispered praise was a distant melody beneath the symphony of her own ragged breathing.

Tristan slowed, his body still buried deep within hers. He placed a firm, possessive hand on the small of her back. “On your knees, gorgeous,” he commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

A fresh wave of anticipation crashed over her. With a shaky breath, she pushed herself up, the cool air hitting her sweat-slicked skin as Tristan gently helped her reposition. She settled onto her hands and knees, the polished wood smooth beneath her palms. This new angle felt even more vulnerable, more exposing. She could feel Ben’s intense gaze roaming over the curve of her spine, the swell of her ass, and the glistening evidence of Tristan’s previous attention.

Tristan’s hands gripped her hips, his thumbs kneading the flesh there. He didn’t waste time. In one smooth, powerful motion, he buried himself inside her again, and Olivia cried out, the sound ripped from her throat. This was different. Deeper. More animalistic. Each thrust jolted her forward, and she braced herself against the desk, her knuckles turning white.

Ben moved then, coming around to face her. He knelt down, his piercing blue eyes level with hers. The raw hunger in his gaze was a mirror to the fire burning inside her. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her jawline. “Look at you,” he breathed, his voice full of awe. “You are the most fucking beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Ben,” she whimpered, her words dissolving into a moan as Tristan set a brutal, perfect pace.

“I want to feel you, Liv,” Ben said, his voice husky with need. He guided himself toward her lips. “I want to watch you take us both.”

The dual sensations were overwhelming, a tidal wave of pleasure that threatened to pull her under. Tristan’s cock was a punishing, glorious rhythm from behind, filling her, claiming her. Her mouth opened for her husband, and he slid past her lips, the familiar taste of him mixing with the salty tang of her own arousal on his skin. She took him in, her tongue swirling around his length as she learned this new, intoxicating rhythm.

This was the fantasy, she realized. Not just Ben watching, but Ben being an essential, connected part of it. She was the center of their universe, the conduit for their shared desire. Her body was a vessel for their pleasure, and in giving it, she was receiving more than she ever thought possible.

Ben’s fingers tangled in her dark hair, not forcing, but holding, grounding her as her head began to bob in his lap. “That’s it, baby,” he encouraged, a groan escaping him as her mouth worked him. “Your mouth feels so fucking good. So warm and wet for me.”

From behind, Tristan’s pace became even more intense, his grip on her hips tightening. The sound of their bodies meeting was obscene and beautiful. “Fuck, Olivia, you’re so tight in this position,” he grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. “I can feel every inch of you squeezing my cock.”

Olivia was lost in a feedback loop of sensation. The push of Tristan, the pull of Ben. The thick, velvety feel of her husband’s cock on her tongue, the salty pre-come that leaked onto her taste buds. She moaned around Ben, the vibration drawing a sharp hiss from him. Her own pleasure was a tight coil, winding tighter and tighter with every simultaneous thrust.

Ben’s breathing was ragged. “I love watching his cock disappear into you, Liv. I love seeing your beautiful ass rock back against him. You were built for this. Built to be fucked like this.”

Tristan leaned over her, his broad chest pressing against her back, his voice a hot whisper in her ear. “Tell your husband what you want, Olivia. Tell him what you need.”

She pulled back from Ben, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening tip. Her voice was a broken, desperate thing. “I need to come, Ben. Please. I need to fucking come so hard.”

“Then come for us,” Ben urged, his eyes dark with lust. “Come on his cock while you taste me.”

It was the permission she didn’t know she was waiting for. Tristan’s thrusts became shorter, harder, aimed with precision. Ben guided himself back into her waiting mouth, and she took him deep, letting her throat relax around him. The combined assault was too much. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm roared through her, a silent scream trapped behind Ben’s cock. Her body seized, clenching around Tristan in violent, pulsating waves that seemed to go on forever. Her vision spotted, her ears roared, and her entire existence narrowed to the intense, shuddering release tearing her apart. Tristan groaned, a deep, guttural sound, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his own climax inside her, each pulse syncing with the last tremors of her own.

Through the haze, she felt Ben’s body tense. He pulled himself from her mouth with a wet pop, his own release striping her face and neck in hot, sudden spurts. He watched, his expression one of rapturous awe, as his come painted his wife’s blissful, fucked-out expression.

For a long moment, the only sound was their heavy, panting breaths. Tristan slowly pulled out of her, and her arms gave way, her upper body collapsing onto the cool surface of the desk. She was utterly spent, boneless, a puddle of sensation.

Ben leaned forward, his forehead resting against her shoulder, his breath warm on her skin. “Jesus, Olivia...”

***
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The silence in the elevator was a living thing, thick and humming with everything they weren’t saying. Ben’s hand found Olivia’s, his fingers threading through hers, a grounding connection amidst the surreal haze that enveloped them. The scent of Tristan’s cologne, mixed with her own musk and the unmistakable tang of sex, clung to their clothes, a fragrant ghost of what they’d just done.

They didn’t speak until the door of their own apartment clicked shut behind them, sealing them in the familiar comfort of home. The contrast was jarring. Here were their books, their photographs, their worn-in couch. And there, hanging between them, was the raw, pulsating memory of Olivia bent over a mahogany desk, taking Tristan’s cock while she took Ben’s into her mouth.

Olivia walked straight to the kitchen, her movements slightly stiff. She poured two glasses of water, her hands not quite steady. Ben leaned against the doorframe, watching her, his blue eyes dark with a potent mix of arousal and apprehension.

“So,” she finally said, her voice a little rough. She took a long drink of water. “That happened.”

“It did,” Ben replied, his own voice low.

She turned to face him, those sparkling eyes wide, searching his face. “Are you... okay? I mean, really okay? Not just the ‘in-the-moment’ okay, but... now?”

He pushed off the doorframe and closed the distance between them. He didn’t touch her, just stood close, letting her feel his presence. “Okay doesn’t cover it, Liv. I’m... fuck, I don’t even have the word for it.” He ran a hand through his hair. “Watching you... the sounds you made for him... the way you came apart...”

A deep flush spread across her chest. “I got... lost in it. I forgot you were there for a second. And then I saw you watching and... it just made it more intense.” She looked down at her glass. “I’m afraid that makes me a terrible wife.”

Ben’s hand came up, his fingers gently tilting her chin so she had to look at him. “Look at me. That makes you the most fucking incredible wife on the planet. You did that for us. For me. And you fucking loved it. I could see it. I could feel it.”

A shaky sigh escaped her lips. “I did. God, Ben, it was so... raw. He was so commanding. And you... the way you looked at me...”

“Tell me,” Ben urged, his voice dropping to a hungry whisper. “Tell me what you’re thinking right now.”

“I’m thinking I’m still so fucking wet for you,” she confessed, the vulgarity sounding both foreign and electric on her tongue. “I’m thinking about his hands on me and your eyes on me and I can still feel where you both were. I can feel the ache, Ben. A deep, throbbing ache that’s all for you now.”

That was all the invitation he needed. He took the glass from her hand and set it on the counter with a definitive thunk. His mouth crashed down on hers, not with tenderness, but with a possessiveness that stole the air from her lungs. This kiss wasn’t about reassurance; it was a reclaiming. It was a promise. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting her, tasting the faint remnant of his own pleasure from earlier.

He walked her backwards, their mouths still fused, until the back of her knees hit their couch. He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I need to be inside you, Olivia. Right the fuck now.”

He didn’t wait for a response. He spun her around, bending her over the back of the couch, just as she had been over the desk. The familiar fabric of their couch against her cheek was a bizarre counterpoint to the memory of cool, polished wood. He pushed her skirt up around her waist, his hands gripping the soft flesh of her bare hips.

“You’re already so fucking slick,” he groaned, his fingers sliding through her wetness, stroking her swollen flesh. “Is this for me? Or for him?”

“It’s from him,” she gasped, pushing her hips back against his hand. “But it’s for you. It’s always for you.”

With one hand, he undid his belt and trousers, freeing his cock. It was rock hard, straining. He positioned himself at her entrance, and she whimpered, pushing back, desperate for him to fill the emptiness.

“Do you want my cock, Olivia?” he growled, teasing her, just the head of his cock pressing against her.

“Yes! Fuck, yes, Ben, please!”

He drove into her in one brutal, perfect thrust, seating himself to the hilt. A guttural cry was torn from both of them. She was still so sensitive, so stretched, every nerve ending screaming to life.

He didn’t give her a moment to adjust. He set a punishing rhythm, his hips slamming against her ass with a force that shook the couch. Each thrust was a punctuation mark on the afternoon’s events. Each grunt from his lips was an echo of Tristan’s.

“This is my pussy,” Ben rasped, his hands gripping her hips like vices. “You hear me? You can take a dozen fucking cocks, but you will always come home to mine. You will always be mine.”

“Yours!” she cried out, the words muffled by the couch cushion. “Always yours, Ben! Fuck, just like that!”

He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles that matched the brutal pace of his thrusts. The dual sensation was too much, the memory of one man and the reality of the other colliding inside her.

“I want you to come for me, Olivia,” he commanded, his voice rough with need. “I want to feel you come all over my fucking cock. Show me what’s mine.”

The pressure shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seizing wave that clenched around him, milking his cock, pulling a deep, ragged groan from his chest. He fucked her through it, his own control snapping. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep and came, his release hot and pulsing inside her.

They collapsed together over the back of the couch, a tangled, sweating heap of spent limbs and ragged breaths. The only sound in the room was their desperate gasps for air.

After a long moment, Ben softened inside her but didn’t pull out. He nuzzled the back of her neck, placing a soft kiss there. “I love you,” he whispered, the fervor gone, replaced by a profound tenderness.

Olivia turned her head, her cheek still against the cushion. She reached a hand back to stroke his leg. “I love you, too.” She paused, a new, curious lilt in her voice. “So... when do you think we’ll see Tristan again?”
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